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Chapter One
 
Skyler looked over at Owen, her best friend and lover, as they drove down the deserted highway toward the mountains of what had used to be Montana before the year of catastrophes. Now it was a wild, untamed land full of good and evil. Mostly evil as far as she was concerned. Once the tornadoes, fires, tsunamis, earthquakes, and diseases had wiped out most of the population of the world, those who were left survived the best they could.
Some managed to hang on to their humanity, but many shed it like a snake skin and preyed on the weak. Since women were scarce in this new world they were living in, they were often bartered and sold like cattle. In the eastern part of the states, black market traders kidnapped women to auction them off to the highest bidder. If you found yourself in their hands, your fate was sure to be bleak. Many women found themselves in brothels that sprang up all over.
She and Owen had managed fairly well living in one of the ruined cities of the east, but things had changed. More traders appeared, making it impossible for women to be left alone while their men worked to put food on the table. Skyler had narrowly escaped capture by traders on two occasions and spent a good part of the day when Owen was working, hiding in the basement. It was no way to live, and Owen had gotten fed up with everything one day when he arrived home to find men ransacking the house looking for things to sell.
He had gone out the next day and returned with a travel trailer. They packed up what was left of their belongings and headed for the Border Lands. He was convinced they would fare better there than in the city. She knew it was for the best, but his plans scared her. She didn’t know if she could go through with them.
“You’re quiet over there, Skyler. What are you brooding about?”
“Nothing. Just wondering where we’ll end up.”
He let out a long breath and gripped the steering wheel tighter. His knuckles turned white. He knew what she was thinking about. She couldn’t help but worry about it. What he planned wasn’t normal.
“Sky, baby. Everything will work out fine. Just relax for now. It won’t change anything by worrying over it.”
“I can’t stop thinking about it, Owen. You’re talking about sharing me with a complete stranger.”
“He isn’t exactly a complete stranger. I’ve been writing to him for several months.”
“You’ve never met him, Owen. Writing to him doesn’t mean he’s a decent man.” She leaned her head back against the seat and closed her eyes.
She knew Owen was only doing what he thought was best, but she couldn’t help but be worried about it. Just because he’d heard that it worked out west didn’t mean it was true. Owen had been researching the possibilities for months before the day he had come home to find the men tearing apart their house. It had been the last straw for him. When he came back with the travel trailer, Skyler knew that he had made up his mind. Now she would have to live with it. Could she willingly give herself to another man in order to be safe? She just didn’t know.
Several hours later, Owen pulled off the barren road and pulled out a map she hadn’t known about.
“Where did you get that?”
“I bought it off one of the supply trucks that came through.”
“And you trust it?”
“Skyler. Don’t start.” Owen returned to looking over the map before folding it back up and pulling out on the road again.
Less than thirty minutes later, he turned off the road onto another road, following it until he reached a four-way stop. He turned left and continued down that road another four or five miles before turning right. This road wasn’t in as good a shape as the previous ones. Skyler couldn’t help but wonder if he knew where he was going. She loved him with all of her heart, but times like this, she wasn’t too sure she liked him. She was positive he was getting them lost.
Finally, he stopped at the end of a drive and looked over at her. She could tell by the expression on his face that she wasn’t going to like what she was about to hear.
“We’re here, Skyler.”
“Where is here?” She looked around but only saw tall dying grass and a gravel road ahead of them.
“It’s going to be our new home. This is where Simon lives.”
“I don’t see anything but grass and gravel.” She didn’t look at him because she didn’t want him to see the tears in her eyes.
Skyler felt betrayed. Never mind that Owen was doing what he thought was best for both of them, it still hurt that he would willingly share her with another man—a stranger.
“The house is at the end of the drive. I need you to be strong, Skyler. I know this is hard for you. It’s hard for me, too. Do you think I want to admit that I can’t take care of you by myself anymore? This is killing me, but I don’t know what else to do.” Owen sounded close to tears himself.
Skyler swallowed down the bile creeping up her throat and looked over at the man she had fallen in love with nearly ten years ago. So much had happened in the last eight years. He looked almost gaunt now with all the stress he had been under. He looked much older than twenty-nine. At six feet two inches, he towered over her by a good eight or nine inches. His deep blue eyes and light brown hair that reached his collar made him a striking man to look at. There were lines etched into his face that shouldn’t have been there at his young age. He had obviously lost weight in the last couple of years from working so hard, and all the worry heaped on his broad shoulders.
She sighed and reached out for his hand. They were scarred and calloused from working in the cleanup crews in the city. Maybe having another man around would help remove some of the stress from his shoulders. Maybe he was right and everything would be okay. She had to put on a brave front for him. He didn’t need her hysterics along with everything else he was forced to deal with.
He clasped her hand in his, and pulled her closer for a gentle kiss. His lips brushed across hers before he straightened up in the seat and changed gears. They started up the gravel drive toward their new life. She could only hope the man waiting on them would be a good one.
 
* * * *
 
Simon leaned on the hoe as he surveyed the garden. It was late, but there was still enough sunlight that he could work a little longer. Of course, that would mean cooking in the dark by a lantern. It wouldn’t be the first time and likely wouldn’t be the last time.
For a while, he had hoped that Owen and his wife would move out there from the east, but he hadn’t heard from Owen in several weeks now. Either something had happened to him or he had decided against moving. They had never met each other, but he had liked what he’d read in Owen’s letters. The man seemed sincere in wanting what was best for his young wife.
Simon had advertised in one of the circulars back east for someone to help on an established Border Lands farm. He hadn’t gotten any inquires until Owen’s letter arrived back at the beginning of the winter. They had exchanged letters over the next six months, and for a while, he had believed Owen might actually decide to move out and give it a try.
He guessed that the other man had given up on that idea for some reason though nothing in his last letter would have pointed to that. Something probably happened to him. It was a dangerous time they were living in. He wondered what had happened to his wife, Skyler? She had sounded pretty from his description of her.
Huffing out a breath, Simon returned to hoeing weeds. There was no use in worrying over it. There might be a letter the next time he ventured into Barter Town. One never knew.
The sound of gravel crunching out front jerked him back from his thoughts. He carried the hoe over to where he’d left his rifle and picked it up after dropping the tool. He didn’t have a clue who would be venturing down his drive, but chances where it wouldn’t be anyone he knew. Most of his neighbors were in relationships and kept their distance from him since he wasn’t. A single man was considered to be a danger to their women. He didn’t blame them, but it sure made his life lonely.
When he walked around the side of the house, it was to find a large travel trailer parked in the drive. He kept the gun loosely pointed in that direction and waited for someone to emerge from the cab. Finally, the door opened and a man stepped out and held his hands up.
“I’m looking for Simon McKenzie.”
“Who are you?”
“I’m Owen Smith.”
Simon lowered his gun and stared at the man. No wonder he hadn’t received a letter in a while. They had been on their way there. He smiled and stuck out his hand as he walked up.
“I’m Simon. It’s good to finally meet you face-to-face, Owen.”
The relief that crossed the other man’s face was amazing. He looked ten years younger than when he’d stepped out of the camper. He was sure it hadn’t been an easy trip to make. Looking over the other man’s shoulder, he wondered where his wife was. He didn’t have to wonder for long.
“Skyler. Come meet Simon.” He walked back over to the door and opened it.
A petite but curvy woman emerged from the camper, allowing Owen to help her to the ground. She looked to be about five feet three inches with strawberry blonde hair and the prettiest blue eyes he had ever seen. She didn’t look to be twenty-five years old, but Owen had said she was.
“Simon, this is my woman, Skyler Reynolds. Skyler, Simon owns this place. He’s invited us to live here with him.”
The pretty woman tentatively held out her hand with a strained smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes. She was scared and unsure. He completely understood that. She didn’t know him at all and had just left a dangerous place to land in one she knew nothing about with its own dangers. Simon wasn’t sure how much Owen had told her about The Border Lands. He knew from their earlier letters that the other man hadn’t even mentioned to her that he was writing to Simon. How long had she known about him? What had Owen told her about him?
“Why don’t you come on inside and I’ll show you around. The house is enormous. I keep most of it closed off during the winter to keep the heat in one place.” He led them up the porch steps and into the darkening house.
Grabbing a lantern, he lit it and beckoned to them to follow him into the den. Then he led them into the kitchen where he set the lamp on the table and started making coffee. He figured they needed to talk some.
“I didn’t realize you were on your way out, Owen. Did something happen?”
“Yeah. I came home from work one day to find that my house was being looted and my woman had been hiding downstairs in the basement all day. It was no way to live. I took a chance that you were serious about letting us move here and loaded up and came on.”
“You’re more than welcome to live here. There’s more than enough room for you and plenty of work to keep us busy.” He risked a glance over at where Skyler sat perched on the edge of the chair as if she would fly off at any moment.
“Thank you. We appreciate it, and we’ll pull our share of the load. Skyler is an excellent cook and good with canning and such.”
He poured coffee for all three of them and sat down across the table. “Why don’t we get you unloaded and settled in, and then I’ll fix us something to eat for dinner. I’m sure you could use an early night after the trip you’ve had. We can talk about everything in the morning.”
“Skyler can fix us something to eat while we unload, can’t you, Skyler?” Owen smiled over at the pretty woman.
“O–Of course. Does the stove work?” She glanced at it across the room.
“Sure does. I have gas and running water. No electricity out this way unless you have solar power. I’d like to put in some panels and a generator, but there’s too much to do around here just to survive.”
He sipped his coffee then stood up. “Let’s get your stuff unpacked.”
Owen stood up with him. He wanted to get them under his roof before they changed their mind. Until they had arrived a few minutes before, he hadn’t realized how much he wanted them there for the company even more than for the help around the place. He glanced over at Skyler as she stood up, looking a little lost. She was a beautiful woman who he would love to be with, but he held no illusions there at the present. She was scared, and he would never force himself on a woman. Only time would tell if there would be any affection between them.



Chapter Two
 
Skyler stood in the middle of the kitchen squeezing her hands together. It was all happening too fast. She had done nothing but worry and think about this over the last week. Now that she was there in the stranger’s house, she wasn’t sure how she would deal with it. Panic threatened to get the best of her. She swallowed down the sob that nearly overtook her and reached out with shaking hands to pick up the lamp. She would need it to see what was available. She would take one minute at a time for now.
The pantry proved to be full of supplies. She figured with it being so hot that sandwiches would be the best solution, but she couldn’t find any bread. Instead she sliced tomatoes and warmed up some vegetable soup. It wasn’t her best meal, but without knowing what she had to work with, it was the best she could accomplish.
The sound of footsteps in the next room jerked her from her thoughts and had her scrambling across the room. It didn’t sound like Owen’s to her. Sure enough, Simon walked in alone. He smiled and nodded at her.
“Owen will be right down. He was fixing up the bed.”
Skyler just nodded and stayed where she was.
“Soup smells good. Thanks for fixing it.”
“I–I couldn’t find any bread.”
“I haven’t made any this week. I’m sorry about that, but I’ve been real busy working in the garden and tending to the cows.”
“Skyler makes good bread.” Owen’s voice startled her.
She edged toward him and sat down next to him when he took a seat at the table. They ate in silence, and then when she got up and began clearing the table, her hand touched Simon when he reached for the same bowl. She jerked back at the spark that snapped between them, nearly dropping the dish back on the table.
“Sorry.” She quickly carried the dirty dishes to the sink.
She ran water in the sink and began washing up while the men talked in low voices behind her. Simon had her completely unnerved. He was a handsome man as best as she could tell in the dim light of the lamps. He kept his long brown hair tied back at the nape of his neck. Hanging free, she was sure it would be thick and soft. His hazel eyes were friendly, and they twinkled when he smiled. He had large hands that were calloused, and he stood a good six feet three or four inches tall. He looked muscular by the way the white T-shirt stretched tight across his wide shoulders and broad chest.
She felt someone walk up behind her and turned to see the man in question smiling down at her.
“I brought the glasses.” He held them out to her.
Skyler attempted a smile and took them from him before turning her back once again. She shivered despite the heat. Just his presence near her had an odd effect on her. She couldn’t figure out what it was. Then he moved away and Owen walked up next to her to dry the dishes. He didn’t say anything as if he knew she was on edge. As long as they had been together, he probably recognized when she was overwhelmed.
“You guys ready for bed?” Simon carried a lamp over to Owen.
“Yeah. I think we need to get some rest. Tomorrow is going to be a long day for us getting used to how things are around here.” Owen wrapped a hand around hers and took the lamp Simon held out.
“I hope you like it here. It’s a hard life, but you’ll be safe here, Skyler. Between the two of us, Owen and I will watch out for you.”
Skyler didn’t know what to say to that, so she remained quiet as she followed Owen through the den and up the stairs to the second floor. She was hyperaware of Simon climbing the stairs behind her.
“This is it, Skyler.” Owen led her inside the bedroom, leaving Simon out in the hall.
“Sleep well, you guys. See you in the morning.”
Skyler couldn’t help letting out a breath of relief that he hadn’t followed them in. Deep down she knew he wouldn’t be sleeping with them right away, but the fact that he would someday was always at the back of her mind.
Owen sighed and pulled her into his arms. “Everything is going to be fine. You’ll see. He’s a good man. This will be a good home for us. No more hiding in the basement all day. You’ll get to be outside some.”
“I’m sorry, Owen. I can’t help but be nervous and worried. It isn’t normal for two men to share a woman.”
“The world isn’t the same anymore, Sky. This is the norm now.” He kissed her on the forehead and let go of her. “Let’s get some sleep.”
She sat on the chair in the corner and removed her shoes before stepping out of her jeans and pulling off her T-shirt. As soon as she had all her clothes off, she slipped into the bed and curled up next to Owen without touching him. They were both tired, and it was too hot to sleep on top of each other like they normally did. Still, she wanted him to hold her. Her world was changing once again, and this time she wasn’t so sure she could survive it. Despite being in a new place and the stress she was feeling, Skyler managed to drift off to sleep soon after hearing the soft snores coming from Owen.
 
* * * *
 
Skyler woke up curled around Owen’s back. It was still dark, but there was the hint of light coming through the window. She had to think for a minute where she was. Having spent the last week in the travel trailer, she wasn’t used to so much room in the bed. Without waking Owen, she eased out of the bed and made her way to the bathroom. She needed a shower to wash the stickiness of sweat off of her.
It took her a few tries to light the lamp since she hadn’t needed to use one back east. Then she closed the bathroom door to keep from waking Owen. They would both be learning a new way of life starting today. He would need all the rest he could get.
The lukewarm water felt wonderful to her skin. She quickly washed off and climbed out to dry off. By the time she had dressed and opened the bathroom door again, Owen was awake. He smiled as she walked into the room.
“Morning, Sky.”
“Morning, Owen. I’m going to see what I can find to make for breakfast.”
“Good idea. I love you, baby.”
“I love you, Owen.”
She carried the lantern with her downstairs to make sure she didn’t stumble over anything. She didn’t know the house well enough to walk around in the dark yet. No doubt she would eventually know it like the back of her hand.
Setting the lantern on the counter by the stove, she put the coffee on to boil and began preparing dough to make biscuits. She was thankful that she was able to locate what she needed so easily. With Simon being a man and alone, she had expected that the kitchen and pantry would be in terrible shape, but was surprised that he kept a fairly neat house.
She had just poured a cup of coffee when she heard footsteps behind her. Thinking it would be Owen, Skyler poured another and turned to hand it to him. She gasped to find Simon standing there in just a pair of jeans that weren’t even fastened at the waist. His broad chest held a dusting of hair that narrowed as it trailed down his abdomen to disappear beneath the waistband of his jeans. She realized her eyes had drifted lower toward his crotch, and she jerked them back up to catch the amused expression on his face.
Simon took the cup from her. “Thanks. Hope you slept well.”
“Yes, thank you.” She quickly backed away only to find she was already against the cabinet.
Simon didn’t move from in front of her. He sipped the coffee and stared down into her eyes with what could only be amusement. It began to irritate her that he found her nervousness something to laugh about. She slipped past him and returned to making breakfast.
“Owen should be down in a few seconds. He was taking a shower.”
“That’s fine. I’m enjoying your company.”
She ignored him and stuck the biscuits she’d made in the oven. They would be filling even if they weren’t going to be her best. She would have to get used to cooking with gas and using the staple items he had available.
“You’re very pretty, Skyler.”
She felt her face heat up at the compliment. She wasn’t used to them. Sure, Owen told her she was beautiful all the time, but it was Owen. This was a stranger who one day expected her to have sex with him. Her hands began to shake again. Much to her horror, he took them in his hands and squeezed them gently.
“Don’t be nervous around me, Skyler. I’m not going to attack you. I would never hurt you.”
“I don’t know you yet. I can’t help it. You’re a complete stranger to me.”
“Didn’t Owen tell you about me?”
“Not until we had been on the road for a few days. He knew I wouldn’t be happy about the arrangement.”
Simon dropped her hands and took a step back. “I see.” He regarded her for a few seconds then walked over to the back door. “I’m going out to see about the chickens and the cow. I’ll be back in about thirty minutes.”
Before she could say anything, he had walked outside and closed the door behind him. She realized she’d hurt his feelings. She honestly hadn’t meant to do it, but she couldn’t think straight around him.
Owen walked into the kitchen, tearing her thoughts back from Simon. He had shaved and was dressed in blue jeans and a button-down shirt. He looked excited for the first time in a long time. Skyler realized that he hadn’t been very happy for several years now. Probably because of the hard labor that barely kept them fed.
“I thought I heard Simon down here.”
“You did. He went out to see about the chickens and the cow, he said.” She handed him a cup of coffee and returned to cooking breakfast.
“I’m going to go see what he’s doing. I’ll be back in when he is.” He dropped a kiss on top of her head and left her there to go outside.
Thirty minutes later, both men returned with a half bucket of milk and a basket full of eggs. She grabbed the eggs but let Simon carry the bucket to the counter for her.
“Breakfast is ready when you get washed up. Do you like your eggs scrambled or fried, Simon?”
“Scrambled is fine.”
She quickly scrambled up six eggs for the three of them and pulled out the biscuits. She had beef steaks ready and on the table by the time the two men returned from washing up. They all sat down. This time she found herself at the head of the table with a man on either side of her. She refused to think about the implications. There was plenty of time to worry about the future. She had a lot of things to learn about her new home.
“I usually see about the cattle after breakfast then work on the garden after lunch. I figure we’ll do the same thing for a few days until you get used to everything and then we can divide it up so that someone is with Skyler all the time.” Simon seemed to have been thinking about the situation pretty thoroughly.
She wondered if he had slept much the night before or if he had sat up thinking about how to arrange things with them there now. What if he wasn’t really happy that they had just appeared on his doorstep? Looking over at him through her eyelashes, Skyler studied his expressions as he ate and talked with Owen. He didn’t appear to be upset or unhappy about the situation.
“The canning supplies are down in the cellar, Skyler.” His deep voice directed at her snapped her back to the conversation at hand.
“Good. I’ll get right to work on those tomatoes. There’s no way we can eat all of them before they spoil. I’ll can them for soups and sauces this winter.”
“There will be a good dozen or so more this afternoon, so you might want to hold off until I get into the garden later.”
“I’ll go pull them myself. It will be cooler to can this morning.”
“That’s true, but I worry about you going out in the garden by yourself.” Simon frowned.
“I’ll be fine. It won’t take me long to gather them.”
She watched Owen and Simon exchange glances. Owen gave a small nod of his head.
“There are black market agents around here as well as out east, Skyler. I would rather you weren’t outside alone.”
“I’ll clean up the dishes after you leave. I’ll hurry out and pick tomatoes while you’re still here.” She stood up and wiped her hands on the apron she’d found to wear while cooking.
Simon stood up as well. “I’ll go with you.”
Owen looked from one to the other of them and took another bite of his meat. He wasn’t going to help her. It hurt that he was going to let Simon boss her around. She glared at him and turned on her heel to find something to carry the tomatoes in.
“I have a bucket outside on the porch to put them in.” Simon stopped her search in the cabinets.
“Fine. Let’s go.” She hurried out the door before he could open it for her.
She located the bucket hanging on a nail by the back door. She carried it toward the garden out back. Splotches of yellow, red, and orange peeked out from all the vines and plants as she drew closer. She could feel Simon standing near her. He took the bucket from her hand and held it as she slowly picked the ripe tomatoes from the vine and filled it up.
“You’ve got a really nice garden going.” She couldn’t help but admire all the hard work that had to have gone into it.
“Thanks. It will feed us this winter, but I’m going to enlarge it some next year with you and Owen living here now.”
She didn’t say anything. Instead, she concentrated on locating the ripe fruit and watching for snakes. She had been raised around gardens and knew the dangers inherent with them. By the time they had combed the vegetables, the bucket was full of tomatoes and squash. She would cook the squash for dinner that night.
They returned to the house as Owen walked outside. She tried to take the bucket from Simon, but he insisted on carrying it inside for her. He set it on the floor so she wouldn’t have to stretch to reach the tomatoes in the bucket on the counter.
“We’ll be back around lunchtime. If you need us, ring that bell I have on the back porch. We’ll hear it.”
Skyler nodded and watched them walk across the yard toward the fence in the back. She had no idea how many cows he had or what they would do while they were out there. She shook her head. She had plenty to keep her busy without worrying about what they would be doing.
The breakfast dishes had all been stacked by the sink and the table wiped off. Owen had always been good about helping her despite working hard every day. She smiled to herself and quickly washed them before moving on to make bread. She would let it rise while she worked on the tomatoes.
While the tomatoes were boiling, she cleaned up the kitchen. It wasn’t exactly dirty, but she could tell it hadn’t been thoroughly cleaned in some time. Her mind wandered the entire time she worked. She couldn’t stop thinking about Simon and how nice he seemed despite being a complete stranger. She also had to admit that she was attracted to him to some degree. He was very good looking. So was Owen, but they were handsome in different ways.
Owen was a little shorter than Simon and wasn’t as muscular all over like the other man was. Both men had nice smiles that brightened their entire faces. Simon didn’t look as if he was used to smiling though. She guessed he hadn’t had much reason to smile living all alone all these years.
Though Owen would make suggestions on what she needed to do, he didn’t tell her like Simon seemed to be trying to do. She wasn’t sure how she felt about that. She didn’t like to be bossed around. She’d had a lot of that in her earlier years by her brothers when they had been alive. She took a moment to miss them then blinked away the tears and got back to work.
Mourning for them had long been over. She had too much to do to spend time crying over what she couldn’t change. By the time she was ready to start canning, it was time for lunch. She had made a quiche with the extra eggs and leftover meat from breakfast. It was cooling on the counter when the men walked in.
“Be sure you wipe off your boots before you come in. I just swept and mopped the floors.”
Owen laughed and stepped back outside. Simon looked shocked for a few seconds then did the same thing. He was going to have to get used to her telling him what to do as well. She smiled to herself and carried the quiche to the table for them.
“You’ve been awfully busy.” Simon remarked as they ate.
“She keeps busy. You have to sit on her to get her to be still.” Owen winked at her.
“I think we’re going to get about six quarts out of the tomatoes.” She quickly glanced over to where Simon was sitting.
“That sounds about right. There will be plenty more coming in, too.”
“Do you like tomato gravy with biscuits?” she asked.
“Can’t say as I’ve ever had it before.”
Owen grinned. “You’ll love it. She makes the best you can find.”
“I’ll fix some in the morning for breakfast for you to try. It’s better during the winter time.”
“Sounds good. I look forward to tasting everything you have.” He caught her eyes and smiled at her before she finally managed to look away again.
The little innuendo wasn’t lost on her. He was flirting with her. She wasn’t sure how to take it. Part of her warmed to the idea, but part of her was still uneasy with the entire situation of being shared between the two men. She loved Owen and didn’t want him to lose his love for her once another man touched her. Even more unsettling was the fact that her body reacted to Simon. How could that be possible? They had just met the night before and she knew nothing about him. Still, when she glanced his way while he was busy talking to Owen, she couldn’t stop the little shiver that traveled down her spine. Skyler quickly looked back at her plate. She had a lot to think about.



Chapter Three
 
The days flew by, morphing into each other as they lived and toiled side by side. Owen was thrilled with how everything was working out so far. He loved Simon’s home and enjoyed working with the man. Slowly, the worry that had been riding him about his decision began to slip away like melting ice. It was pretty here, and already he could see a difference in Skyler.
Despite being upset over his decision to move them there, she was relaxing more and more every day. She was also getting some color to her skin now that she could spend some time outside with one of them around. He didn’t worry every second of the day that something was going to happen to her anymore. He knew that if he was out working with the cows, Simon would be working around the house or garden watching out for her.
He could see the budding awareness of Simon seeping into Skyler now. She would deny it, but she was interested in him as a man. Owen was thrilled at first about that, but the more he saw it, the more a small area in his heart tightened with jealousy. He fought it since this was what he’d proposed in the first place, but it didn’t stop festering as time went on. Deep down he worried that she would fall in love with Simon and have no room in her heart for him any longer.
As much as it bothered him, he continued to find opportunities to push them together. Despite everything, he wanted her happy. He loved her, and more than anything he needed her to be content. If Simon did that for her, then he would live with it. He had to admit that sex was even more intense than ever before since they had moved out there. It was as if she had been freed from her inhibitions when they moved in with Simon.
One day, they were working together in the garden and an afternoon thundershower surprised them. By the time they made it in the house, they were soaked and laughing uncontrollably. Without a care in the world, they stripped and she hung their clothes on a line in the laundry room to dry. Instead of heading upstairs to get dry clothes, they ended up chasing each other around the couch.
“When I catch you I’m going to fuck that hot pussy of yours.”
“You have to catch me first.” She laughed and circled around the furniture.
Owen grinned back and quickly climbed over the back of the couch to capture her in his arms before she could get away. He took her mouth in a scorching kiss that had his balls tightening as his cock grew thicker. He stroked his tongue in and out of her delicious mouth until she was moaning and straddling his thigh in an effort to grind her pussy on it. He knew all her moves after years of loving her.
She broke away from the kiss and knelt on the floor in front of him. Taking his engorged dick in her hand, she pumped him a few times before lightly licking across the slit where a drop of pre-cum had formed like a milky pearl. She hummed her approval of his taste and sucked in just the cockhead. She gently squeezed his balls then ran her nails across their bumpy surface as she teased his cock with her tongue.
“That’s it, Sky. Suck my cock. Take it all, baby.”
She opened her mouth and slid farther down on his dick until he bumped the back of her throat. He went to his toes when she swallowed around him before sucking her way back off of him.
“Holy hell. I love it when you do that.”
She resumed sucking on him and rubbing his balls. He looked up and saw Simon standing just inside the doorway watching them with lust-filled eyes. Owen started to say something, but a quick shake of Simon’s head kept him silent. Then he forgot about the other man as Skyler swallowed his cock down the back of her throat once again.
He couldn’t take anymore without losing his load. He wanted to be deep inside her cunt when he came. Grabbing her head, he stopped her downward spiral and pulled her to her feet with her back to the kitchen doorway. He didn’t want her to notice that they had an audience yet. No doubt, it would cool her down if she knew.
Owen bent her over the back of the couch and ran his hand up her back to cup the back of her neck. Then he drew the fingers of his other hand through her juicy pussy lips. She shivered all over.
“Please, Owen. Don’t tease me. Fuck me.”
“I’m going to fill you so full of cock you won’t be able to talk, baby. First I’m going to play with my pretty pussy.”
He spread her legs with his foot so that her pussy was easy for him to get to. He bent down and ran his tongue through her juices while sneaking a peek at Simon. The other man had lowered his jeans enough that he had one hand on his cock, stroking it and the other squeezing his balls. Their eyes met as Owen lapped at her cream. Simon drew in a deep breath and briefly closed his eyes as if he could taste her from there.
Owen speared her with one finger and slowly pumped it in and out of her hot depths before adding a second finger to torment her with. She loved having her orgasms drawn out. She said they were so much harder the longer she had to wait for them. Owen planned to draw this one way out. Seeing the want in Simon’s eyes spurred him on. He had her and Simon didn’t. He knew the time was close when he would have to share with the other man, but for right now, in this moment, he had her all to himself with another man lusting after what was his. It was a heady feeling that had his balls pulsing between his legs.
“Fuck me, Owen. Now! I need your cock in my pussy.”
Owen grinned. He popped her ass cheek with his hand. She yelped but wiggled her butt in his face. He slapped the other side, and she groaned. He laid four more swats to each side before sucking in her clit and pressing his fingers into her hot spot. She began to cry out in pleasure as he worked her orgasm into a frenzy.
He looked over at Simon as she screamed out her climax and found the other man stroking his long cock harder. His eyes were on where Simon’s fingers where pumping in and out of Skyler’s hot cunt.
As soon as she began to calm down, Owen positioned his throbbing dick at her slit and worked his way inside of her. Each thrust brought him closer and closer to ecstasy. Skyler’s tight cunt was heaven and hell. When he finally managed to lodge his dick all the way inside of her, he stopped to savor the feeling. His cock felt like it was gripped in a satin-covered vise deep inside her like it was.
Glancing at the other man, he caught Simon with his eyes closed squeezing his balls tighter than Owen had ever squeezed his own. He bent over Skyler’s back and licked down her spine before pulling out of her slick pussy and thrusting deep all over again. At the rate she was squeezing his cock, he wasn’t going to last long. He wanted her to come again. He adjusted his position and stroked inside of her again.
 
* * * *
 
Skyler’s breasts were dragging back and forth over the rough material of the couch as Owen plowed into her from behind over and over again. The stimulation sent tight tendrils of pleasure straight to her clit. Her cunt was tightening in preparation of another orgasm. She gasped for breath as it built deep inside of her. Heat seared her insides as molten lava sang along her bloodstream.
She turned her head in an effort to breathe better and froze. Her eyes locked with those of Simon as he stood just inside the den with one hand pumping his cock and the other squeezing his balls. For an instant, she panicked that another man was watching them. She was naked with a cock in her pussy and Simon was watching. The shock dissipated and heat burned up her chest into her face.
Owen changed angles and rasped over her hotspot sending shards of pleasure over her. She couldn’t help the moan that escaped her mouth. She saw Simon’s cock jump when she moaned. It dawned on her that he was affected by her reactions. She had known this was coming, but she hadn’t expected it to happen so soon. The fact that he hadn’t joined them wasn’t lost on her. He was going to wait until he was invited. As much as part of her wanted to call him over, she just couldn’t do it yet.
Her orgasm grew closer and closer as Owen plunged in and out of her over and over. Finally, he reached around beneath her and fingered her clit. It was all she needed to explode into a thousand pieces. It seemed to go on and on as her lover hammered into her one last time before filling her with his cum. She glanced over at where Simon was standing and the other man was gone. She felt a moment of disappointment that she’d missed his climax.
Closing her eyes, she struggled to catch her breath as Owen gently pulled out of her. Then a warm wet cloth was bathing her. Her eyes flew open, and she looked over her shoulder to see Simon working the cloth around her pussy. Owen was nowhere to be seen.
“It’s okay. He’ll be right back. Let me clean you up.”
She didn’t know what to say to him, so she didn’t say anything. When he had finished, he helped her stand up. She swayed a little bit, and he pulled her into his arms to steady her. She couldn’t miss how hard his body was next to hers. Neither could she miss the stirring of his cock against her belly.
“I can’t hide how much you turn me on, Skyler. Nothing will happen until you’re ready.”
She shivered despite the heat. The idea of him touching her suddenly wasn’t so intimidating anymore.
Owen walked back into the room fully dressed. He looked from one to the other of them then smiled, holding up a glass of tea in one hand and her clothes in the other.
“I brought you something to drink.”
“Let me help you dress, Skyler.” Simon took her clothes from Owen. “They’re still damp.”
“It doesn’t matter. They’ll dry soon enough in this heat.” She grabbed them from Simon’s hand.
She let him hold her steady as she slipped back into her jeans and shirt. She took the glass of tea from Owen and sipped it. She had been very thirsty. Owen knew her well. She moved away from Simon to sit on the couch. Her knees still felt weak. She wasn’t sure if it was from the sex or the realization that she was thinking seriously about sex with Simon.
“How did you manage to stay so dry?” Owen asked as he sank down on the couch next to her.
“I was on my way back to the house when it started. I took cover in the barn with the animals.” Simon sat down on the other side of Skyler.
Owen stretched, shifting his legs out in front of him. She felt an arm along her back, but Owen’s hand was resting on her knee. The arm had to be Simon’s. She risked a glance over at Owen and thought she saw a hint of anger, but it drifted away so quickly that she decided she had imagined it. After all, it had been all his idea to share her in the first place.
“I could use a nap before going back out to check on the cows. What about you two?” Simon stood up and yawned.
He reached down and held out his hand to her. She glanced over at Owen who just watched her. She licked her lips before finally looking back up at Simon and taking his hand. He pulled her gently to her feet before leading the way toward the stairs. She looked back to see a tightness to Owen’s face that worried her. He quickly relaxed and stood up to follow them. Maybe he wasn’t as fine with sharing her as she had thought.
They stopped just outside of the bedroom Owen and Skyler used. It was the master bedroom and had a lot more room and the only king-size bed. She walked into the room and stopped at the foot of the bed, unsure what she should do.
“Climb on up, Skyler. I’ve got to take my boots off.” Simon seemed to be directing things now.
She got up on the bed and lay down to watch Owen then Simon climb up on either side of her. She knew she would never manage to sleep with Simon lying so close to her. She didn’t move for a long time. Finally, she couldn’t be still a second longer and rolled over to curl up against Owen. He wrapped an arm around her neck and kissed her forehead.
“Relax and try to rest, Sky. You’ve been really busy the last few days taking care of the garden.”
She was tired, but with Simon lying next to her within touching distance, Skyler didn’t think she could possibly relax enough to sleep. Every cell in her body seemed aware of the man. Having watched him pulling on his long cock and squeezing his heavy balls, she had a burning desire to taste him. She wanted to touch him and see if his cock was as hard as it had looked.
She felt her face heat with the thought. Fluid seeped from her pussy as her breath grew raspy. She had to get hold of herself before Owen realized she was getting all worked up again. He would know why. That worried her more than anything, that he would realize she was aroused thinking about another man.
A soft snore slipped from Owen’s lips. He was asleep. She let out a breath she hadn’t realized she had been holding. The bed shifted, and Simon rolled closer to her. She risked a glance over her shoulder to lock gazes with the other man. He winked at her and closed his eyes.
The heat from his body seeped into her skin. His scent caressed her nose. It made her think of the deep woods and smoke from a campfire. She couldn’t help comparing Owen’s scent to his. Owen smelled more like a pine forest after a soft spring rain. Caught between the two men and their arousing scents, Skyler had to suppress a moan of frustration.
As if knowing her dilemma, Simon moved closer and pressed his body against the back of hers. She stiffened for a few seconds then slowly relaxed against him. She felt comfortable at last and was finally able to relax enough to drift off. She would deal with how she felt about his touch when she woke up again. Right now, it felt right.



Chapter Four
 
Skyler sat on the back porch shelling peas for dinner that night. Owen was out at the barn and Simon was working in the garden. She could see snatches of him through the plants. It had been two months now since they had moved in with Simon. She had to admit that she was much happier and felt safer than she had in a long time with both men watching out for her. Sexual tension permeated the air whenever they were in the same room with each other. Still, she couldn’t quite make herself make the first move.
As she slid her fingers down the pea pod, delivering the peas into the bowl, she wondered what she would do if he made a sexual advance toward her. Would she ignore it or encourage him to get closer? Skyler really wasn’t sure at that point. All she knew was that she was growing more and more attached to him. Sometimes she felt as if her skin would crawl off her body if he didn’t touch her.
Owen hadn’t pushed her into anything either. That was surprising when at first he was urging her closer to Simon at every turn. What had changed? She was scared he had changed his mind but didn’t know what to do. Now that they were living with Simon, they were stuck with the promises that had been made before they had arrived. What if her having sex with Simon caused problems between her and Owen? She didn’t think she could handle that. She loved him with all her heart.
“Fuck!”
Skyler jumped at the sound of Simon’s loud curse. He wasn’t one to yell. She set aside the peas and stood up peering through the plants. Simon emerged from the garden grabbing at his back. He stopped in front of the steps to the porch and tried to look over his shoulder at his back.
“What’s wrong, Simon?”
“Damn bee stung me. I think the stinger is still in my back. Damn, it burns.” He stomped up on the porch. “Can you see if it’s still in my back?”
She looked at his back and could see a small hole in the T-shirt, but not much more. She lifted the shirt and tried to push it up his back to see better.
“Here, let me take my shirt off.” He pulled the lightweight material over his head and dropped it.
Skyler immediately saw the reddened area and the stinger caught in his skin. It looked painful. She knew better than to try to grab it with her fingers. She needed tweezers, and he would need a poultice on it to stop the swelling and pain.
“I see it. We need to go inside where I can get the tweezers to pull it out. Are you okay to walk?”
“I’m fine. It just stings like the devil.” He wiped his arm over his forehead to stop the sweat from running in his eyes.
The muscles of his chest flexed with that movement, drawing her eyes to the wide expanse of skin visible to her now. She had to close her mouth and turn away before he saw how his body was affecting her. Skyler stumbled into the kitchen and would have fallen if Simon hadn’t caught her.
“Careful. I don’t want you to get hurt.”
He kept a hand at her back as they walked over to the pantry where the first aid kit was stored. She pulled it down from the shelf and set it on the counter. Once she had located the tweezers, she had Simon turn around so she could pull out the stinger. She had to take a calming breath before she could stop her hands from shaking.
“Okay. Hold on.” She grasped the stinger and quickly pulled it out.
Simon didn’t make a sound or move a muscle. It had to have hurt. The area was swollen and angry looking. She briefly closed her eyes then turned and disposed of the stinger. When she turned back around to see about making something for his back, Simon caught her in his arms.
“Thanks. I appreciate that. I couldn’t have gotten it out by myself.”
Skyler stared up at him, totally immobilized from the shock of her hands on his bare chest. She’d never touched his skin anywhere but his hands. Raw need bloomed between her legs at the feel of his hands around her waist while she caressed his chest. She looked up and caught the need barely contained in his eyes.
“Aw, hell, baby.” He lowered his head toward hers, taking her mouth with his in a soul-consuming kiss.
Shocked at the touch of his demanding lips against hers, she opened to him without thinking. His tongue swept into her mouth, taking control of hers even as his hands pulled her tighter against his body. She found herself curling her hands over his shoulders as he devoured her mouth. His hands lowered to squeeze her ass cheeks, and then he was picking her up. She wrapped her legs around his waist even as she held fast to his shoulders.
When he pulled away from her mouth, leaving her lips tingling from his touch, Skyler realized her eyes were closed and opened them. Simon was staring between them at how her nipples were hard and pointing through her shirt. Her breasts ached to be touched. He lowered her to the floor, making sure she had her balance before he ran his hands over her breasts.
Simon’s harsh breath warmed her cheek as he pushed his hands between their bodies and began to unfasten her jeans. Before she realized it, he had them around her ankles and was slipping his fingers beneath her panties to stroke along her pussy lips.
“Fuck! You’re wet.” He went to his knees and buried his face between her legs.
The first swipe of his tongue over her pussy sent heat swirling around her stomach. He gently spread her pussy lips and slid his tongue into her slit to lap up her juices. She could feel him all the way to her core. Each swipe of his tongue had her cunt muscles quivering and her nipples tightening. She fisted his hair in her hands as he sucked on her sweet liquid.
He pulled back and pressed two fingers between her legs to slip inside her pussy. Simon continued to lick at her while he slowly pumped his fingers in and out of her heated cunt. She could feel her insides gathering for the coming explosion. Her body tightened all over as he curled his fingers and rasped over her sweet spot. He growled against her pussy, and then sent her reeling when he rubbed that special spot again as he clamped his mouth over her clit and sucked.
Skyler’s scream of completion caught her by surprise, or she would have held it in. Suddenly, Simon was pulling off her shoes and stripping her jeans and underwear from her legs. He acted almost desperate to have her as he lifted her in his arms and laid her back on the table. Their eyes met as he unfastened his jeans and lowered them enough for his amazing cock to jump out as if having a mind of its own. She reached for him, but he stopped her hand.
“If you touch me I’ll never last. I need you, Skyler. I need to be inside you like I need my next breath.”
Unable to say anything, she held out her arms to him. It was all the encouragement he needed. Simon thrust his dick into her cunt and stilled above her with his eyes closed as if savoring the moment. Then he was plunging into her over and over until his cock bumped against her cervix, sending sparks straight to her clit. The unexpected tingles sent her senses soaring. Where Owen was thicker than Simon, he was longer and could bump her cervix with each thrust of his cock.
She wrapped her legs around his body in an attempt to keep him lodged deep within her body, but he pulled free and continued pumping into her over and over until she didn’t think she would last another second. The orgasm threatened to consume her as it chased up her spine. Just as she exploded, she turned her head and saw Owen standing in the doorway with shock evident on his face.
Then pleasure blinded her to everything but the intense feelings bombarding her senses. Then Simon roared over her as he filled her full of his cum, holding her hips in his tight grasp. He all but collapsed over her, pressing wet kisses along her belly and chest.
Reality slapped her in the face again when she opened her eyes and saw Owen holding onto the door frame as if he couldn’t stand on his own. She gasped and tried to push Simon off of her.
“Owen.”
Simon stood up and settled himself back in his jeans. Then he turned toward the door. Skyler tried to scoot off the table, but Simon wouldn’t move.
“Owen?” Simon’s raspy voice held a question in it.
“I–I heard her scream and came to check on her.” He shook his head and turned to leave.
“Please, Owen.” Skyler couldn’t stand to see him turn from her.
“Man, don’t leave. She needs to know you’re okay with this.”
Owen held up his hand but backed away then disappeared from the doorway.
Skyler had managed to sit up but now she crumbled, devastated at the knowledge that Owen was upset. She choked on her sob as Simon tried to comfort her.
“Shh, baby. He’ll be okay. He’s not upset with you. He’s mad at me for taking you without him being here. I’m sorry.”
She managed to push him away from her and ran for the stairs. The devastated look on Owen’s face burned in her mind as she closed herself up in the bathroom. Sinking to the floor by the tub, Skyler cried until she had no more tears left to shed. Then she stripped out of her top and bra to stand under the tepid water of the shower to try and wash away the memory of Simon’s hands and lips on her body.
What was she going to do? She loved Owen with all her heart, but Simon had managed to crawl beneath her skin as well. She cared about him. How could she face Owen after having seen his reaction? He’d told her they would share her. He had pushed her toward Simon over and over. How was she supposed to feel now?
Stepping out of the shower, Skyler dried off in a daze. She walked into the bedroom and climbed in bed to curl up under the sheet. A cold, empty feeling surrounded her. Nothing was ever going to be the same again.
 
* * * *
 
“What in the hell are you doing?” Simon’s shout startled him from where he’d been leaning against the fence behind the garden.
White-hot fury engulfed him at the censure in Simon’s voice. Whirling around, Owen growled and jumped on the other man. They grappled for a few seconds, and then Simon had Owen on the ground, holding him down so that he couldn’t move.
“Calm the fuck down, Owen. What in the hell did you think was going to happen if you kept pushing us together?”
“You fucked her without talking to me first.”
“We talked about this before you ever moved out here. What? Am I supposed to ask for your permission every time I plan to have sex with her?”
“She’s mine!” Owen fought Simon’s hold on him, but the other man was bigger and stronger.
All the built-up pain and anger at himself for not being able to take care of Skyler on his own came roaring into him. She was everything to him. How was he supposed to stand by and let another man touch her without feeling jealous and hurt? Bitterness tasted bilious in his mouth.
“Owen, stop feeling sorry for yourself and listen to me. Skyler is back in the house crying her eyes out because she thinks you’re angry with her. She only did what you’ve been pushing her to do ever since you got here and now you’re punishing her for it.”
He stopped fighting and drew in several deep breaths. As if realizing that he was no longer a threat, Simon released him and stood up, stepping back to give him room to get to his feet. Everything was going to hell. Thinking about how her face had crumbled when she saw him sent a sharp pain through his chest.
“I didn’t realize how much it would hurt to see her with you. I thought I had it all settled in my head until I walked in and saw you—saw her…”
“I know, man. It was thoughtless of me to take her like I did. Not just because you should have been with us at least the first time but also for doing it in the kitchen on the table. She deserves a soft bed and a gentle touch.”
Owen looked away from the other man. “She likes having sex in unexpected places and she likes it a little rough sometimes.”
“You need to go and assure her that you’re okay with what happened. She needs to know that you don’t blame her or think less of her. She’s hurting.” Simon sighed. “I’m going to go check on the cows and then put up everything for the day. The rest can wait until tomorrow.”
Owen nodded without looking at the other man. He was a little ashamed of how he’d acted. Hell, he was a lot ashamed. Simon was right. They had discussed it over several letters before he’d left to come here. Then they had talked about it once he and Skyler had arrived. This was all his fault. He’d been pushing them together and ignoring his feelings about it. He should have gotten his head on straight before he allowed anything to happen.
Groaning, Owen headed toward the house. He had to figure out how to make it right with Skyler. She didn’t deserve to suffer for his foolish actions. He walked into the kitchen, avoiding looking at the table. Taking the stairs two at a time, he walked up to their bedroom door and knocked. There was no answer. He leaned his head against the door and shored up his resolve to be okay with what was happening between her and Simon.
When he opened the door, the room was in shadows with the afternoon sun giving little light on that side of the house. He waited until his eyes had adjusted to the gloom then walked into the room and closed the door behind him. He could barely make out a shape under the sheet on the bed. She looked so tiny lying there in a neat little ball.
Owen sat on the side of the bed and ran his hand up and down her back through the covers.
“Skyler. I’m sorry I acted like I did. There’s no excuse for it.” He waited for some sign that she had heard him. Nothing.
He leaned his head back on his shoulders and took a deep breath. How was he going to make this right? A hundred thoughts flew through his head, but none of them seemed like a good idea. Instead, he bent over and pulled off his boots, then stood up and stripped his clothes off before climbing into bed to curl around her. She stiffened at his touch, but soon relaxed as he stroked her skin with his fingertips.
“I love you, Skyler. Nothing will ever change that. You’re my everything, baby. Please forgive me.”
She didn’t say anything, but her body was soft against his. That was something. He had hurt her deeply. As much as he wanted to sink his cock into her pussy and remove the memory of Simon’s touch, Owen knew it wasn’t the right thing to do. Instead, he wrapped himself around her and laid soft kisses against her shoulder.
They lay like that a long time until he was almost certain she had fallen asleep. She was the most important thing in his life and he’d screwed up. He could only pray that she would eventually forgive him. Until then, he would do everything in his power to show her that he was fine with her and Simon being together.
He must have drifted off asleep at some point because he never knew it when she had left the bed. He lifted his head to look around the room for her. The room was almost pitch black except for the soft light of the moon shining through the sheer curtains. He shoved off the sheet and sat up on the edge of the bed. The bathroom door was open, so she wasn’t in there.
He pulled on his jeans and padded toward the door. It was slightly ajar. He figured she had gone downstairs. He walked past Simon’s door then took the stairs down to the den. He found Skyler curled up on the couch with a cup of coffee in her hand.
“Hey.” He walked over to the couch and sat down next to her.
“Hey.” She didn’t look at him.
“Couldn’t sleep?”
She shrugged and sipped the coffee. Even in the gloom he could see the evidence of her misery in her tear-ravaged face. Reddened eyes turned to him when he reached out and touched her hand.
“It’s okay, baby. Everything is okay. I was a fool. I thought I could share you without it bothering me because I had decided to do it.”
“What am I supposed to do now? I can’t take it back. I can’t stop the feelings I have for him now.”
“I don’t expect you to. Simon is a good man. He cares about you, too. I went about this the wrong way. I pushed you until neither of you stood a chance. Then I went back on my promises. We’re going to work this out, Sky. Don’t cry anymore. I can’t stand to see you cry.”
He took the coffee cup from her hands and set it on the end table before pulling her into his arms. She collapsed into them, burrowing up against him as if she couldn’t get close enough. He rested his chin on her head and swallowed back his own tears.
“I love you, Owen. Nothing will ever change that.”
“I know. But I know there’s room in your heart for Simon, too.”
She finally looked up at him, longing in her eyes. He leaned down and gently kissed her on the lips. She searched his face as if looking for something. Evidently she found it because she smiled and curled up in his arms. Relief flowed through him as he realized with her smile she had accepted his apology.
“We better head back to bed, Sky. It’s probably only a few hours ’til dawn and time to get up again.”
She slowly uncurled from his lap and stood up, holding her hand out to him in the process. Owen took it and allowed her to anchor him as he stood up. They were entering a new phase in their relationship and he had almost blown it. It was up to him to smooth things over between her and Simon now as well. He didn’t want her to feel awkward around the other man in his presence.
As they settled back in bed again, he thought about how to do that. By the time he’d fallen asleep, Owen had the germ of an idea brewing in his mind. It was something they probably should have done from day one. Now only time would tell if it would work out.



Chapter Five
 
The next several days were a bit strained at first, but Skyler managed to get through them without losing her mind. She caught herself watching Owen’s reaction every time she was around Simon or even talked to him. She couldn’t help being uneasy at first.
The other man didn’t treat her any different. He continued to act as if nothing had happened and everyone was happy. When she was close to him, he touched her and teased her. She finally got out of the habit of checking Owen’s response to everything that dealt with Simon. Instead, she relaxed and began to enjoy the other man’s unique approach to wooing her.
Once, when he brought her some wildflowers he had pulled from the field, she glanced over at Owen to catch him chuckling behind his hand. It was enough to finally lift the careful chain she had kept around her emotions and actions. They were a family and needed to act more like one.
Each day, one of the men went out to work with the cattle while the other one stayed behind to work around the house and garden so he would be able to keep watch over her. On the days that Simon stayed behind, she found herself flirting with the man shamelessly. Having Owen’s approval seemed to have lifted a veil from her allowing her to be herself in front of the other man.
One night after dinner, Skyler was washing the dishes and Owen was drying. Suddenly Owen pulled her back into his arms.
“Simon, she’s ticklish around her ribs. See if you can get her to giggling. I love to hear her giggle.”
“Don’t you dare, Simon. I don’t like to be tickled.” She tried to pull free of Owen’s arms without luck.
Simon smiled and dried his hands before dropping the cloth on the counter. He ran his hand from her neck down between her breasts to rest at her belly all the time looking over her shoulder at Owen. Suddenly he was lifting her shirt off her belly with one hand and trailing a finger from her belly button up her abdomen to stop just below her breasts. There he drew an imaginary line with his fingertip that tingled as much as it tickled.
“I think you like being tickled.” He dropped to his knees and began licking his way around her abdomen.
“Please, that tickles. Stop, Simon.” Her words came out breathy, almost in a whisper.
He didn’t stop. He finally made his way to where her breasts lay against her chest. He licked at the underside of them then nipped at them. Skyler nearly came unglued at the contrasting sensations. What were they up to?
“She’s sensitive all over, Owen.”
“I think she needs some loving.”
Simon grew still. She could see the cautious excitement in his eyes. He searched her face as if looking for some clue as to how she felt about that. It was as if all of them held their breaths to see how the other one would react. She figured that it would be up to her to either put a stop to their playing now or give the go-ahead to take things to the next level.
Skyler dropped her head back against Owen’s chest and licked her lips with a slow sweep of her tongue. She could feel their eyes on her as she did it. Her chest was thrust out toward Simon. She took advantage of that and thrust them closer to his mouth with a slow moan. It did the trick. Simon couldn’t resist. Closing his eyes, he leaned forward less than an inch and licked her once again. She bucked against Owen with a soft whimper. The men went wild.
She found herself over Simon’s shoulder, heading toward the den and then up the stairs. They were headed to the bedroom. She didn’t have long to wonder which one. Simon deposited her on the king-size bed in the master suite.
Before she could sit up, Owen had his hands on her jeans, unfastening them and pulling them along with her panties to the floor. He swept off her shoes and stopped to massage her feet. She moved to lean back on her hands and watch, but Simon wanted her shirt off. He tugged it over her head then pounced on her breasts like a puppy starved for his mother’s teat. All she could do was lie back and enjoy the feeling of both men paying attention to her.
Owen slowly worked his way from her feet up her legs. He paused every so often to press wet kisses along the way. When he reached her thighs, he dragged his tongue from the back of her knee up the inside of her leg to the edge of her pussy. He breathed across her wet slit, sending chills throughout her body.
“I love how good you smell, Sky. It goes straight to my cock to know you’re as horny as I am.”
Simon pulled on one nipple as he licked and sucked on the other. His tongue drew circles around it before dragging across the tip sending sharp japs of erotic pleasure to her clit. There had to be an invisible line between her nipples and her clit because anything done to them registered at her pussy in a torrent of feeling.
She wound her fingers with Simon’s long hair and pulled it completely loose of its bindings at the back of his neck. She wanted to feel it against her skin. When he turned to look at her, silky strands dragged across her breasts in the barest of touches that tingled.
Owen snapped her back to being aware of his presence when he sucked her pussy lips into his mouth and twirled his tongue around them. She couldn’t help arching her back shoving more of her breast into Simon’s care and dragging Owen’s mouth along her center. He sucked harder then drew back and spread her pussy lips to stab her core with his tongue.
“Oh, God! Please, someone fuck me.”
“Not yet, baby. We want you to come first. I want to see your face when you come undone.” Simon’s raspy voice sent another wave of shivers down her spine.
Owen slipped a finger deep into her pussy then laid a quick lick across her clit. She jerked at the sudden sensation. He chuckled against her pussy and added another finger deep inside her cunt. Then he was plunging them in and out of her over and over. When he located her sweet spot, he stroked over it again and again.
Skyler couldn’t help thrashing between the two men. They were driving her crazy with their dual assault. Never had she felt anything so intense. She savored it even as the need to come built inside of her. Suddenly, as if practiced a thousand times, Owen and Simon struck at the same time.
Simon bit one nipple while pulling and twisting the other at the same time that Owen pressed against her sweet spot and sucked her clit between his teeth. Fire raced through her nerves even as pleasure chased it. She heard a scream and realized it was coming from her throat. The men pushed her for more and more until finally, they backed off and let her drift back to awareness.
Before she had managed to catch he breath, Simon was helping Owen turn her over. She felt Owen at her back dragging his thick dick through her pussy juices before finally plunging inside of her. She whimpered at the sudden assault to her still-spasming cunt. He stilled and ran his hands gently up and down her back.
“You are so fucking tight, baby. It’s like shoving my cock inside a velvet fist.” He pulled out almost all the way and entered her again managing to delve deeper this time.
Over and over he plunged his engorged member into her heated pussy until finally, his balls slapped against her clit. He slowly started thrusting in her in long drawn-out plunges that heated her nerve endings with each pass.
Simon appeared at her head with his cock tapping against her lips. She opened and welcomed him inside with her tongue. She watched him watch his dick disappear into her mouth through lowered lashes. The expression on his face was one of tortured pleasure. It thrilled her to know she was giving him that look. Skyler paid close attention to the V beneath his cockhead then twirled her tongue all around the stalk before pulling off to rasp it over the slit at the top.
His tangy, wild taste exploded on her tongue as she savored the salty essence before swallowing his cock to the back of her throat. His fuck let her know he approved. She backed off and began to slowly suck his cock in and out of her mouth, sometimes going slow and sometimes moving faster. Each time she took him to her throat, she swallowed around him, earning her his hands digging into her scalp.
She almost lost Simon’s cock when Owen shifted positions and began rasping over her hot spot. She groaned then gasped when she felt him dragging her pussy juices from her dripping pussy to her ass. He circled the little rosette with his thumb several times before slowly pushing inward.
“Owen?” She let go of Simon’s cock to look back over her shoulder at her longtime lover.
“Easy, Sky. I’m just playing, babe.” He kept pressing inward until his thumb breached her ass.
Simon gently turned her face back toward him and fed his cock into her mouth. This time he took the lead and held her head between his hands as he slowly fucked her mouth with his dick. She felt totally at his and Owen’s mercy now. They were doing things to her she’d never had done before.
Even as one man pounded into her from behind, the other pumped his erection into her mouth, being careful not to choke her. She relaxed all over and let them have her. She enjoyed the feeling of being taken, enjoyed the knowledge that they needed her so desperately.
Owen’s thumb disappeared, and then more of her copious juices were dragged back to her hole. Then two fingers were carefully forcing their way into her back hole. She gasped at the sting that accompanied their advancement.
“Relax and push back, baby.”
She moaned around Simon’s cock sending a shiver through his body at the vibration. The fingers in her ass finally made it all the way in and then began to pump in and out of her. Sparks of awareness bloomed as the pinch and sting of before gave way to an erotic sensation that surprised her. She liked Owen’s fingers in her ass. It felt delicious in a decadent sort of way.
She began to focus on Simon’s cock in her mouth as he seemed to lose rhythm. He was close. She hummed against him and balanced on one hand so she could squeeze his balls with the other. She remembered how hard he had squeezed them when she had watched him before and tightened her hold.
“Fuck yeah, Skyler. That’s amazing. Oh, hell. I’m going to come, babe.” He grunted before shoving his cock down her throat and erupting in a wash of hot cum that coated her mouth as she fought to swallow him down.
Finally, he pulled back and leaned against the headboard while still holding her head in his hands. After a couple of seconds, he bent down and kissed her despite his taste still being in her mouth. Simon slowly slipped down in the bed next to her and reached out to cup her face.
“Simon, play with her tits. I’m not going to last much longer.” Owen’s strained voice interrupted their stare.
Skyler once again became aware of the thick cock tunneling in and out of her cunt as Owen’s fingers fucked her ass. The dual penetration simulated places in her she had never known to be sensitive. Owen’s dick stroked over her hot spot with each plunge into her center. His fingers stimulated nerve endings in her ass that had her panting for relief. Then Simon’s fingers began pulling and pinching her nipples.
She threw back her head and cried out as her orgasm flirted with her but refused to bloom.
“Please, please, please,” she said, the words erupting from her mouth.
“Fuck! I’m going to come.”
Simon’s fingers left one nipple and found her clit. He pinched the delicate little nub, and she came with a strangled scream as her climax jerked her over the edge. Her hands curled into the sheet even as Simon’s mouth took hers. The kiss stole her breath, and before she knew it, she had collapsed, her mouth tearing from his even as Owen’s hot cum filled her cunt.
Long minutes passed before Owen withdrew from her ass and pussy. He padded off toward the bathroom while she fought to regain her breath. Nothing had prepared her for the unbelievable pleasure being taken by two men could provide. She almost felt numb with shock.
A wet bath cloth at her bottom shocked her, and she moaned. Owen had returned and was cleaning her up. Simon pulled her down in the bed until her ass was no longer in the air. He wrapped his arms around her. She let her head rest on his shoulder and wrapped an arm around his waist. A thin layer of sweat covered her body, and despite the residual heat in the room, she shivered as her skin cooled.
“Owen, hurry up, man. She’s shivering.”
Owen returned and, grabbing the cover at the foot of the bed, pulled it over them as he snuggled up to her back. He moved her hair aside and kissed the back of her neck as he ran his hand up and down her arm as if the friction would warm her.
“Are you okay?” Owen’s voice sounded muffled at the back of her neck.
She smiled to herself. “I’m better than okay. That was amazing.”
He sighed and kissed her shoulder this time.
Simon kissed her lips then began to gently extract himself from her arms. She held on in alarm.
“What are you doing?”
Simon looked down at her and smiled. “Going back to my room. It’s time for bed now.”
“Owen?” She turned her head slightly.
Owen lifted his head and looked toward Simon, a serious expression on his face. “This is your room. We sleep together from now on.”
Simon looked as if he didn’t believe him at first. Then relief followed by happiness filled his eyes. He nodded and relaxed back into her once again. His hold on her grew tighter for a few seconds. Then he loosened it and kissed her forehead.
“You’re amazing, Skyler. Thank you for letting me be a part of your life.”
She hummed against his shoulder and snuggled her ass back against Owen. This felt like home to her now. She was between two men who cared for her and would keep her safe. She couldn’t be happier.
Owen’s acceptance of Simon into their bed was a huge compromise for him. She recognized that he had made peace with the situation and was striving to accept their new life in The Border Lands. Even though he’d made the first step when they moved out there, he hadn’t fully accepted it until now.
Skyler rolled over and wrapped her arms around her first love. She kissed him then buried her face in his neck. She let his scent fill her as he sighed and squeezed her back.
Simon rested a hand on her hip and kissed the back of her neck. He didn’t try to pull her back from Owen’s embrace or interfere. She was glad that he understood that Owen needed her assurance that she still loved him.
She whispered in his ear. “I love you.”
“I know.”
With that, Skyler relaxed and fell asleep.



Chapter Six
 
Simon watched Skyler as she gathered some of the last vegetables of the season from the garden. She was an amazing woman who had adapted to the wilds of The Border Lands without complaint. She had welcomed him into her bed, and he hoped one day to be in her heart as well.
“Come on, lazy, and help me with these peppers. I swear they pop out overnight.”
Simon chuckled and grabbed the ones trying to roll out of her basket.
“What are you going to do with all of these this time?”
“Make salsa. We can pour it over stuff to spice it up some.”
“Good idea.” He took one of the baskets from her and followed her back to the house.
Once inside, he set the basket and the handful of peppers on the counter then washed his hands. It was nearly lunchtime anyway. He would help her fix sandwiches. No doubt they would have tomatoes again. Dinner would be something different and very good. She always fixed them something amazing at night.
When they had the sandwiches made and waiting on the table, he looked out the door expecting to see Owen walking up from the barn or back pasture. Unease spread through his chest when he didn’t see the other man.
“Owen on his way?” Skyler’s voice came from behind him as she washed the vegetables they had picked.
“I don’t see him yet.”
“Hmm, he’s late.” She didn’t sound too worried.
Simon decided to wait a few more minutes before he went out looking for his friend. He had no reason to think that anything was wrong. Still, he knew better than they did the many dangers of living in the area. Owen hadn’t been around long enough to recognize them as quickly as he did. He glanced over at Skyler once again then resumed watching for Owen through the window.
Several minutes later, she finished washing the vegetables and walked over to where he stood watching for Owen. She squeezed his arm and looked up at him.
“You still don’t see him?” Now she sounded worried.
“I think I’ll go look for him. He probably lost track of time. Stay inside, Sky.” He bent down and kissed her on the head before grabbing his gun and walking out the door.
The wind had picked up some and had a slight bite to it. He realized that he probably should have slipped into a jacket. He wasn’t going to turn around now, though. Owen wouldn’t be far off.
First he searched the barn to be sure he wasn’t in there. Then he headed for the pasture. He hadn’t taken a horse today since they had pulled the cows closer to the house now that the weather had begun to cool off some. They had discussed the possibility of snow in the near future. With the slight bite in the wind, he was beginning to think sooner rather than later.
Reaching the fence, Simon climbed through and walked the line as he searched all around him for some sign of the other man. He’d been searching for a good ten minutes when he caught sight of something colorful along the edge of the tree line. Owen had been wearing a bright blue shirt this morning. He climbed back through the fence and hurried toward the blue object.
Owen lay on his side facing away from him. He couldn’t tell if he was breathing or not as he knelt next to him. He reached out to check for a pulse. The soft flutter beneath his fingers reassured him that Owen was alive. He carefully rolled him over on his back and cursed. Blood covered his face and the front of his shirt. He had a rather large cut across his forehead. How had it happened?
Simon pulled off his shirt and wrapped it around the other man’s head using the sleeves to tie it in place. Then he picked him up and put him over his shoulder to carry him home. It didn’t matter now how it had happened. What mattered was getting him warm and that cut sewn up and the bleeding stopped. They would find out later what happened.
The wind sent chills along his body as he hurried toward the house. By the time he had made it to the garden, Skyler had thrown open the door and come running out.
“What happened? Is he okay?” She hovered next to them, wringing her hands.
“Go get the first aid kit and carry it upstairs to the bedroom. Light a lantern by the bed so we can see and run some water in the sink so we can clean him up.” He bit out the orders, knowing she needed something to do to keep from breaking down.
By the time he had made it in the house and up the stairs to the bedroom, she had everything set up. He gently laid him on the bed then stepped aside as Skyler began stripping him of his clothes. She removed the makeshift bandage around his head and moaned at the sight of the gaping wound.
“What could have done this?”
“I’m not sure. Let’s get it cleaned up and sewn together.” He helped her clean Owen’s face and neck then stepped aside so she could sew the wound closed.
It was good that he wasn’t conscious for that part, but the longer he remained unconscious the greater the injury could be to his brain. He didn’t like it. There was no doubt that he had a concussion. How serious it was remained to be seen.
It took Skyler a good thirty minutes to sew the wound closed. Once she was through, he had a good idea what had happened. One of the cows must have kicked him. The wound looked like a hoof. He had crawled over to the trees for some reason. There was no telling how badly he was hurt. A cow could break a man’s neck with a good kick. It was a good chance that he had a cracked skull.
“It looks like a cow kicked him, Skyler. He’s bound to have a concussion.” He didn’t want to paint a dismal picture for her, but she needed to know that it was serious.
“What can I do for him? He didn’t even budge while I sewed him up.” He could see the tears shining in her eyes.
“All we can do is keep him warm and wait for him to wake up. I wish there was something else, but that’s really all we can do.”
Skyler buried her face against his bare chest and hugged him tight. He could tell by the soft shudder of her shoulders that she was crying. He wrapped his arms around her and held her there until she finally pushed away and wiped her eyes without looking at him.
“I’m sorry. I got you all wet. You need to get something warm on. It’s getting a little cool in the house.” She turned back to the bed and laid her hand against Owen’s cheek.
He pulled out another shirt from the closet and shrugged into it. Then he stood behind her and watched her stroke Owen’s hair.
“Go eat, Simon. You’re going to need to keep your strength up. Owen won’t be able to help for a while.”
He winced. She was trying to be brave, but he could tell she was scared and hurting inside. He wanted to comfort her, but knew she needed some time alone with Owen. He didn’t answer, just walked out of the room and walked downstairs. She was right. It was getting cooler in the house. He stared at the plate of sandwiches and sighed. Even though he wasn’t hungry, he knew he needed to eat. She needed to eat as well. He wouldn’t be able to make her eat if he didn’t.
Sitting down, he grabbed a sandwich and took a bite. Worry for Owen crowded his mind. He had to recover. Not only because he had grown to love the man like a brother, but for Skyler’s sake. She wouldn’t be the same woman without Owen. He wasn’t sure he would ever be able to put the light in her eyes that Owen did. Simon couldn’t stand the idea of her being sad and depressed. The other man had to get well.
He finished eating and fixed a plate for her. After pouring a glass of tea, he carried everything upstairs. Pausing in the doorway, he closed his eyes and sighed. She had climbed in bed next to Owen and was curled up around him, his hand clasped in hers. He hated to intrude, but she needed to eat.
“Skyler. I brought you something to eat.” He walked over to the other side of the bed and sat on the edge holding the plate and glass in his hands.
“I’m not hungry right now, Simon. I’ll eat later.” She never opened her eyes.
“No, Skyler. You’ll eat now. I won’t have you making yourself sick. He’s going to need a lot of care, and you can’t give it to him if you’re weak and worn out. Sit up and eat.”
She opened her eyes and scowled at him, but she sat up, reaching for the plate. He handed it to her and placed the glass on the bedside table. He continued to watch her as she took a tiny bite from the sandwich. Already her eyes were growing dull and her face pale. He could see it in her eyes. She didn’t believe that Owen would make it. He had to admit that the longer he remained unconscious the worse his chances. Still, she needed to keep her hopes up and convey that to the unconscious man.
“Skyler, you’ve got to trust that he’ll be okay and tell him that over and over. He’s going to pick up on your feelings.”
She grimaced but nodded. When she had finished eating, she drank the tea then handed it all back to him. He watched her lay back down next to Owen but this time she whispered in his ear how much she loved him and that he had to get well to take care of her.
“You promised you would always take care of me, Owen. I’m holding you to that promise.”
Simon listened to her for several minutes before standing up to head back outside to tend to the chores.
“Simon.” Skyler smiled a tremulous smile and held out her hand to him.
He took her hand and squeezed it. Then he turned and carried the dishes downstairs with him. There was a lot to do with only him again. He needed to get started before he ran out of light.
 
* * * *
 
Skyler stretched as she stood up from her vigil at Owen’s bedside. It had been over forty-eight hours now, and he hadn’t shown any signs of waking up. He didn’t respond to her voice or to being pinched. Fear of losing him held her tightly in its grip. She talked to him until her voice grew hoarse in hopes it would stimulate him. Smoothing back the covers with shaking hands, she prayed that he would hear her and wake up soon. The longer he was unconscious the worse his chances were of surviving. Her throat clogged with tears once again.
She checked the time and knew she needed to get something for dinner for Simon. He was handling everything by himself once again.
She leaned over and kissed Owen. “I’ll be back in a few minutes, honey. I’m going to fix dinner for Simon. I miss you so much.” She blinked back the tears and headed out the door.
Downstairs, she got busy trying to keep morbid thoughts from circling in her head as she cooked dinner. She could hear the wind blowing outside. Simon had told her at lunch that there was a good possibility that they would get some snow in the next day or two. She knew that would make it even harder for him to work.
By the time she had dinner ready, Simon had returned to the house. He quickly washed up then took his place at the table. Skyler did the same. At first they didn’t say anything as they served themselves and started to eat.
“Does it still look like snow?”
Simon nodded. “Yeah. It’s getting colder out there, too. I’m going to bring in some firewood and start a fire. We’ll need to keep it going to keep the heat in the house.”
She would add another blanket to the bed for the night as well. She hadn’t felt too cold the night before, but that could change quickly. It was better to be prepared than have to get up in the cold to get one.
“How’s he doing?”
“There isn’t any change. Simon, I’m scared he’s not going to wake up.”
“He’ll wake up, Skyler. He’s tough.” He reached for her hand and squeezed it.
She swallowed hard around the knot in her throat, but couldn’t get rid of it. She knew she was on the verge of crying again and hated it. She didn’t like showing so much weakness. When she looked up at Simon, he shook his head and scooted his chair back.
“Come here, baby.” She crawled into his lap and let him rock her as she wept.
It hurt so much to think that she might lose Owen. They’d been together for ten years. They knew things about each other that you only learned by living with someone a long time. Would she ever feel the same way about Simon that she felt about Owen? She knew she cared a great deal for him and worried about him, but was that the same as the love she felt for Owen?
Was it possible to love two men equally or was the love different for each of them? She wished she had someone to talk to about how she felt. Sometimes she missed being near other women. She hadn’t been able to spend much time with them, but just knowing they were there had given her a sense of not being alone. Simon had said there were other families living around them. Maybe she could meet some of the other women later when Owen was better.
Simon stood up with her still in his arms and carried her to the living room where he deposited her on the couch in front of the empty fireplace. He walked over to the front door and started to open it.
“What are you doing?” For some reason she was scared he was leaving her.
“Going to get firewood to start that fire I was talking about earlier.” He gave her a lopsided grin then closed the door behind him.
She stared absently at the smoke-darkened bricks until Simon returned with several logs. He made two more trips bringing in wood and kindling before he started the fire. She had to admit that it warmed the room up, and the soft scent of smoke was reassuring.
Once he had the fire going he picked her up and settled her in his lap when he sat down. She snuggled against him, thankful that he was so warm. Snuggling against Owen wasn’t as satisfying as when he was okay. There was a slight coldness to him, and he didn’t wrap his arms around her like Simon was doing. She needed this. She wanted to feel cared for and safe again. Ever since he had gotten hurt, she’d had an empty feeling inside of her. It had grown each hour of the day until she thought she would be consumed by it.
Now, with Simon holding her, the emptiness was receding. She could go back to him and care for him with hope in her heart once again. Before she’d almost stopped talking to him and touching him. She didn’t need to get in that place again. She needed to be strong for him. He would want her to be strong.
After what must have been an hour, Simon hugged her tight before placing her on the couch next to him and standing up.
“You need to go get ready for bed, Skyler. I’ll tend to the kitchen tonight.”
She yawned and stood up by the couch to stretch. She really needed to check on Owen. It had been several hours since she had last been up there. Instead of heading for the stairs, though, she followed Simon into the kitchen and wrapped her arms around his waist from behind.
He patted her hand. “What is it, Sky?”
“Nothing. I don’t know.” She let go of him and walked over to the window.
It was too dark outside with the clouds that had drifted in to see anything. When she placed her hand against the glass, a chill flowed through her body. Simon pulled her into his arms. She looked up, and he must have seen something on her face because he growled and lowered his head to kiss her.
He brushed lightly against her before deepening the kiss. When she opened her mouth to him, he swept in with his tongue and devoured her as if he hadn’t eaten in days. She whimpered when he moved as if to pull away, tangling her hands in his hair. His mouth ate at hers, their tongues sliding against each other and exploring every crevice for some hidden treasure.
They broke apart with the need to breathe. He didn’t release his hold of her head. Instead, he laid kisses all over her face before picking her up and carrying her to the couch once again. This time he set her down and began removing her clothes. She tried to tackle his at the same time. Finally they managed to get his jeans down and hers off of one leg. Then they were all over each other once again.
Simon buried his face in the curve of her neck then kissed his way down her chest to her breasts. His tongue circled her nipple before closing around it and drawing on it. His cheeks hollowed with the effort. Then he moved to the other one and treated it to the same attention. It felt so good.
Then he was moving down her body until his mouth rested just above her mons. Callused fingers separated her pussy lips as he stared down at her. Sky didn’t think she could stand much more teasing. She was burning up with desire. All the worry and fear over Owen not waking up slowly receded to the back of her mind as Simon’s tongue licked her wet slit.
“Please, Simon.”
“What, baby? What do you need?”
“I need you inside of me.”
He lapped at her pussy, sending shards of heat deep inside of her. She grabbed his head and dug her fingers into his scalp as he teased her clit. He was killing her when all she wanted was for him to pound his cock deep into her cunt.
“Soon, Skyler. Let me play. I love the smell of your sweet pussy.” He spread her legs farther apart and buried his face there.
She grabbed the edges of the cushion on the couch and tried to hold on as he teased her pussy into a frenzy. When he dipped a finger into her cunt and fucked her with it, all she could think was that it wasn’t enough. She wanted more. Even when he added a second finger, it still wasn’t what she needed. A soft whimper escaped her lips before she could stop it. Simon looked up, his face wet with her juices.
“Poor baby. You need my cock in your juicy cunt, don’t you?”
“Please, Simon. I’m going to go crazy like this.”
I’ll take care of you, baby. I’ll always take care of you.”
He sat up and pulled her legs over his shoulders before lining his dick up with her dripping slit. Plunging forward, he sank his cock deep inside of her cunt. The quick motion moved her further up the couch. He growled and pulled her back toward him. His face held a hint of desperation as he buried his dick deep inside of her again and again. He stroked over her sensitive sweet spot with almost every thrust.
Sky arched her back as his dick took her closer and closer to her climax. He pounded into her over and over, growling occasionally and sending her arousal through the roof. This was pure fucking, and she needed it desperately. Perhaps they both needed it. Right now, she didn’t care about what it meant, only that it took away some of the sadness and worry that threatened to consume her.
“Fuck! I’m so close. Come for me, baby.” Simon reached between them and rubbed his thumb over her clit before pinching it and sending her flying.
“Yes!” she screamed as the orgasm roared over her, hot and hard.
She felt him stiffen against her then roar out his release, filling her cunt with his cum before collapsing over her. She fought to catch her breath as Simon rested his forehead against hers. Then as if realizing he had her almost folded double, he cursed and backed away from her. She immediately felt the loss of his weight and heat. For a few moments in time she had felt safe and relaxed. With his retreat, the world came crashing back with the knowledge that Owen lay upstairs hanging between life and death. She quickly redressed and without looking at Simon, hurried upstairs to check on him.



Chapter Seven
 
Simon watched Sky hurry up the stairs away from him. It stung that she felt guilty being with him while Owen lay in bed unconscious. He knew that was what she was feeling. He’d seen it in her eyes when she’d looked at him before racing away. They’d used each other for sex and nothing more. It didn’t sit well with him.
Before Owen had gotten hurt they had been forging a relationship. Now he worried that it was irrevocably damaged beyond repair. He should have comforted her instead of fucking her. She needed reassurance that everything would be okay, and he’d ruined it. Disgusted with himself, Simon walked back to the kitchen and dragged on his coat before walking out the door. He knew better than to wonder around at night without a gun, but he needed some fresh air.
He leaned against the porch post and stared out into the inky darkness. He needed to be in bed. Mornings came early for him these days with Owen sick, but he couldn’t settle yet. Guilt at how he’d taken Skyler ate at him. She deserved to be treated like a lady and the precious gift that she was. Instead he’d fucked her without even pulling all their clothes off of her. It didn’t sit well with him.
He didn’t know how long he stood out there thinking about everything and nothing, but a sound behind him alerted him that he was no longer alone.
“You should be in bed, Sky. You need your rest.”
“No more than you do. You’re having to do the work of two men.”
“I’m used to it. Was doing it long before you and Owen moved in.”
“I don’t know how you managed it all on your own for so long.”
“You do what you have to do to survive. You know that.” He ran a hand over his face before finally turning toward her.
He could barely make out her features in the darkness. She had pulled on a coat before she’d walked outside to join him. Red-rimmed eyes searched his. What did she hope to see in his?
“Come to bed, Simon. It’s cold out here and you have to be up early in the morning.”
“I’m sorry, Skyler.”
“About what?”
“You don’t deserve to be treated like I did earlier.”
“You have nothing to be sorry for. We both needed it. We didn’t do anything wrong. I’m sorry I ran off. I was a little overwhelmed. I felt guilty for enjoying myself with Owen like he is.”
“You have nothing to feel guilty about, baby.” Simon reached out and cupped her cheek in his hand.
It pleased him when she rubbed her face against him. Maybe he hadn’t screwed up too badly. He took a step toward her and she leaned into him, wrapping her arms around his waist. He settled his around her shoulders and pulled her against him. Her hair tickled his nose. The scent of something citrusy filled his senses. She always smelled so fucking good to him, even when she was sweaty from working in the garden or canning their food.
He tightened his grip on her then sighed and pulled back. She looked up into his eyes with a question in hers. Without saying anything, he gently turned her around and urged her toward the door. It was too fucking cold outside for her. She would catch pneumonia if she wasn’t careful.
He locked the door behind them and followed her into the den. When she would have gone on upstairs, he stopped her with a hand at her elbow and pulled her over toward the dying fire.
“Let’s warm up before we go to bed.” He grabbed a log and dropped it on the fire, sending sparks flying up the chimney.
She watched him as he fiddled with it before setting the screen back in place. When he opened his arms, she eased into them and stood with her face pressed against his chest as he rocked them back and forth in front of the now-revived flames.
Having her there in his arms felt so good. He envied Owen in that she loved the other man, but she didn’t hate him for it. Perhaps one day she would grow to love him as well. It hadn’t taken him any time to fall for her. He could admit that to himself now. He loved her with a passion that almost frightened him. She completed him. Something about her sweet smiles and heady, independent streak spoke to him.
He closed his eyes as he held her and prayed that Owen would wake up soon. He hated seeing her hurting and sad. He knew that if Owen died, a piece of her would go with him and he would mourn that loss as surely as he mourned his friend’s passing.
With one last squeeze, he released her and turned her toward the stairs. They needed to get some sleep. Tomorrow was another long day, and if the clouds that hid the moon and stars were what he thought they were, there might be snow on the ground in the morning. That would complicate his day to no end.
He watched Skyler remove her clothes and jump into bed, sliding quickly beneath the covers.
“Hurry, Simon. It’s cold in here.” She scooted up against Owen.
He quickly removed his clothes, then doused the light and slipped between the covers to cuddle against her. She hummed her appreciation and wiggled against him. His cock nestled between her buttocks, already aroused and hard. It would be hell to fall asleep like this, but he was right where he wanted to be.
 
* * * *
 
Skyler climbed the stairs the next morning after having cleaned up the breakfast dishes and seeing Simon out to work. She wanted to check on Owen. She was so worried. He’d been asleep for too long now. Losing him was killing her a little bit each time she looked at him. She loved him with all her heart. Simon had come to mean a lot to her and maybe she was even a little bit in love with him, but she needed Owen, too. He was her rock.
She wet a cloth and returned to the bed to bathe his face and neck. She kept hoping he would respond to the simple care she gave him. She was careful around the wound that was slowly healing. Still, when he moaned it scared her to death. It was the first sound he’d made since the accident.
“Owen! Can you hear me? Oh, God, Owen. Wake up for me.” She felt tears streaming down her face as she cupped his face in her hands.
His eyelids fluttered, but he didn’t open them. She couldn’t believe that he was finally responding. She quickly lowered the sheets some and bathed his chest and arms. He didn’t respond this time.
After covering him back up, she put away the cloth and sat by the bed again. She pulled his hand from beneath the covers and held it in both of hers, squeezing it occasionally as she talked to him.
“Owen, baby. I love you. Please open your eyes. I miss you so much.”
Nothing.
She laid her head on the bed beside him and closed her eyes. She needed to see about lunch soon. It needed to be something warm for Simon since it had snowed the night before. There were a couple of inches on the ground that he had to deal with. She would fix some soup to go along with the sandwiches he normally ate at lunch.
She stood up and started to pull her hand away from Owen’s when it suddenly closed over hers in a light grip. She jumped.
“Owen?”
His eyes fluttered again. Then he opened and closed his mouth a few times as if trying to talk. She leaned forward and heard him whisper something that she couldn’t make out.
“It’s okay. You’re going to be fine. I’m here with you.”
He slowly relaxed all over again, releasing her hand. She watched for the rise and fall of his chest to reassure her that he was still alive. Finding him still breathing, she closed her eyes in relief and tucked his hand back under the covers before hurrying back downstairs to start the soup. She would check on him again once she had it going.
After putting the soup together on the stove, Skyler quickly cleaned up her mess and hurried back upstairs to check on Owen. He didn’t appear to have moved since she’d left him there nearly an hour before. Once again she sat by the bed and held his hand. She talked to him about what was going on how Simon was tending to everything while he was sick.
“It snowed last night. Not a lot, but a good two inches. I can’t imagine what Simon is going to do when it gets deeper. He’s really going to need your help when that happens, Owen.” She paused and sighed. “I hope you can hear me. I miss you so much.”
The hand in hers jumped then closed into a loose fist before relaxing once again. Tears pricked at her eyes as she hugged his now-lax hand against her breasts. He was in there and slowly waking up. Everything would eventually be okay. She just knew it.
The slamming of a door downstairs had her jerking in the chair. She could feel her heart thumping painfully in her chest before the deep voice of Simon called up the stairs.
“Sky. You up there?”
“Coming!” She kissed Owen’s cheek and after replacing his hand beneath the covers, hurried toward the stairs.
Simon was already halfway up when she reached them. He looked haggard and a bit worried until he saw her. Then his eyes brightened.
“There you are. How is Owen doing?”
“He’s waking up, Simon!” She clasped his hands in hers as he reached the landing.
“How can you tell?”
“He’s squeezed my hand a couple of times when I’ve been talking to him and his eyes have fluttered.”
He wrapped his arms around her and hugged her. “That’s great news, baby.”
They walked back into the bedroom together. Simon bent over the bed as she pulled Owen’s hand back out. She looked up at the other man and smiled.
“Owen, you need to wake your lazy ass up now. I’m tired of doing all the work around here. Besides, Skyler is worried about you. She’s not sleeping well.”
“Look, Simon. See? He’s squeezing my hand.”
She watched Simon’s face as he looked at where Owen was indeed squeezing her hand in a light grip. Then he released it and made a soft moaning sound. She held his hand to her breast as she watched his face. His eyes fluttered open for a few seconds before closing again. They waited for several long seconds, but he didn’t do anything else.
“He’s probably worn out from doing all of that. Let’s let him rest again. I need to get back outside soon anyway.”
“I have soup on the stove and will make you a couple of sandwiches to eat with it.”
Skyler hurried back to the kitchen and poured up a bowl of soup for Simon before making the sandwiches. By the time he had returned to the kitchen after cleaning up, she had lunch on the table waiting on him. He smiled and sat down then frowned and looked up at her.
“Where’s yours? You need to eat, too, Sky.”
“I’m not really hungry right now. I’ll fix something in a little while. Eat up. There’s plenty for seconds.” She started to turn away, but a hand on her arm stopped her.
“Fix a bowl of soup and sit down with me, Skyler. I mean it. I’m not eating ’til you are sitting at this table with me.”
She looked down into his eyes and could see the resolve flashing back at her. With a soft sigh, she nodded. As soon as he had released her arm, Skyler crossed the kitchen and pulled down a bowl from the cabinet. She dipped up a bowl of the beef and vegetable soup before joining Simon at the table. As soon as she sat down, he squeezed her hand and started eating. Still, he didn’t take his eyes off of her until she had started feeding herself from the bowl.
“Sometimes you are so annoying with your demands.”
“Sometimes you are so annoying with your disregard for your health and safety. I’m not going to allow you to starve yourself or do anything that will put you in harm’s way. Owen trusts me to take care of you, and I’m going to do that.” He finished by holding her hand in his.
When he suddenly lifted it to his lips for a soft kiss, Skyler felt her heart slide just a little closer to falling for him. It startled her so that she jerked her hand from his hold but covered it with a wan smile. Hopefully he would accept that and drop the subject. Unfortunately, Simon had no intention of letting her get off that easily.
They finished their meal in silence. She managed to gulp down a little over half of the bowl before laying down her spoon and declaring she was full. Simon nodded and finished the last bite of his sandwich before standing up and gathering the bowls and utensils. She hopped up and tried to take them from him, but he glowered at her. She let him take the stupid dishes to the sink and concentrated on cleaning off the table instead.
“I’ve got to go back out and cut more wood and check on the herd again. We’ll end up with more snow before long. You need to try and get a nap in. You’re worn out, Sky.”
“I’m fine. I need to finish…”
“Stop it. There’s nothing you need to do right now. Take a nap. You’re dead on your feet from taking care of Owen and trying to finish up the canning.” Simon dried off his hands and walked over to where his coat, hat, and gloves where and pulled them on. “I’ll be back in as soon as I can.”
Skyler just nodded as she watched him get dressed then walk out the door. She couldn’t say anything. He was right, she was tired, but between taking care of the house, keeping the fire going, and seeing about Owen, there wasn’t time for a nap. She quickly dried the dishes he had washed and walked into the den to check the fire. He had obviously added a log or two already.
She walked up the stairs to check on Owen. He had moved some while they had been downstairs, but not much. She checked to be sure he wasn’t sweating under all the covers then turned him on his other side and propped a pillow behind him.
Her thoughts turned to Simon and how she felt about him. Her initial reaction was that she didn’t love him, but deep down, Skyler knew it wasn’t true. She did love him. He’d taken them into his home and never once pushed her for anything beyond friendship until she had been ready. His eyes betrayed his feelings for her, and she could tell that he cared much deeper than she would have expected. Perhaps it was even love.
She sat in the chair by the bed and folded her arms on the bed next to Owen’s back. She was so tired and worried. Before she knew it, she had laid her head down on her crossed arms. Maybe she could rest for just a few minutes. She still had dinner to prepare.
Jumbled thoughts played around in her head as she relaxed her body. Falling in love with Simon hadn’t been in her plans, but she couldn’t change that it had happened. Now all she had to do was keep that knowledge from both men. She didn’t want to hurt Owen, and she didn’t want Simon to have that sort of power over her. Owen could be bad enough when she wanted her way. Having two men with that sort of knowledge would be impossible to deal with.



Chapter Eight
 
Simon quietly climbed the stairs. When he didn’t find Skyler in the kitchen cooking dinner or asleep on the couch in the den, he figured she had fallen asleep upstairs with Owen. At least he prayed that was where she was. He moved softly so he wouldn’t wake her if she was indeed asleep. She needed all the rest she could manage.
When he walked into the bedroom it was to find her sitting in the chair by the bed slumped over with her head on the edge of the bed. The exciting part of that was that Owen’s hand was lying over her neck. It meant his friend was waking up for sure. That knowledge filled him with relief. He had almost lost hope that his partner would ever wake up and was struggling to prepare to handle Skyler when he eventually slipped away.
He was loath to wake her, but she was going to be stiff and sore from how she was positioned when she did wake up. Just as he started to pick her up to settle her on the other side of Owen, the man moved his head and looked up at Simon.
“She’s asleep.” The other man’s voice was raspy and weak.
“I know, but she’s going to hurt from sitting like this. I’m going to put her in bed with you.”
“Good.” Owen gave a half smile before closing his eyes again.
Simon gently picked her up, and then lowered her to the bed on the other side of Owen. He readjusted the pillow under her head and covered her with the blanket. She stirred but never woke all the way up. He smiled.
“Thanks.” Owen didn’t open his eyes when he spoke.
“Rest, friend. I’m going to cook dinner before I wake her up to eat.”
Owen didn’t acknowledge that he had heard Simon. He sighed before walking back downstairs to figure out something for dinner. With winter ready to attack, he was glad that Owen was waking up. He would need the help to handle the herd and take care of Skyler, too. She would work herself to the bone if one of them didn’t watch her. Besides, he worried about leaving her alone in the house while he was outside working. It would be easy for black market agents to sneak up on her and he would never hear them. With that disheartening thought, he returned to the kitchen and nosed around in the pantry to get an idea of what to fix.
Once Simon had dinner ready, he started toward the den to go upstairs but was met by a very excited Skyler in the den.
“He’s awake, Simon! Owen is awake.” She wrapped her arms around him tight enough to bruise.
“That’s great news, baby. I’ve got dinner ready. Let’s fix him a bowl of soup and see if we can get him to eat anything. He’s bound to be starving and need something nutritious.”
Skyler grabbed his hand and pulled him toward the kitchen much like a child tugging on her parents on Christmas Day. It made him smile despite the deep weariness that threatened to overcome him.
He helped her pour up some of the broth from the soup and fix a glass of water before following her up the stairs to see about Owen. He was deeply grateful that the other man was recovering. Deep down he could admit to enjoying more of Skyler’s company while Owen had been injured, but he wouldn’t trade his recovery for anything. Skyler loved Owen and would be devastated without him. Would she feel even half of that if something happened to him?
Simon shook off that thought and concentrated on helping her get Owen up in bed so he could swallow the broth. The other man was awake and following their progress with his eyes, though he hadn’t said anything yet.
“You look a little worse for wear, Owen, but you’re still a sight for sore eyes. How are you feeling?” Simon helped Skyler prop him up.
“Thirsty.”
He watched Skyler hold a glass of water to his lips. The other man drank greedily, spilling small amounts on the towel she had placed over his chest. When he had finished, she set the glass back on the bedside table and picked up the bowl of broth.
“We’ve been worried about you.”
Simon watched as Skyler spoon-fed Owen. The other man appeared to be growing stronger by the minute. Relief poured through him. It wouldn’t be long before his friend was back to normal.
When Owen had eaten all he could, they helped him get comfortable once again and left him dozing. Simon followed Skyler downstairs to the kitchen where she quickly rinsed out the bowl and glass. When she started to leave the kitchen again, he stopped her.
“Where do you think you’re going?”
“Back upstairs to see about Owen.”
“Not until you’ve eaten, you’re not. Now come on over here and sit down.” He frowned at her when she hesitated.
Finally she let out an impatient breath and took her chair at the table. She filled her plate and began to eat. When she had finished, she started to get up but stopped.
“Am I excused from the table, Daddy?”
“Don’t get smart with me. You’ve got to keep your strength up. With winter coming in and Owen still too weak to work, you’re going to be busy and need all of it you can muster.” When she nodded reluctantly, Simon smiled and pulled her into his arms. “Go on up and visit with Owen. I’ll take care of the kitchen tonight.”
“No. I’ll do it. You go talk to him and keep him company while I’m cleaning up. You’ve been working outside in the cold all day.” She seemed to snap back to her usual feisty self.
“Are you sure?”
“Go on. I’ll be up soon. We all need to get some rest.”
“I’ll tend to the fire before I do. Hurry up and come to bed, baby.” He winked at her and left her scurrying around the kitchen like a little mouse.
When he finally made it upstairs again, Owen was awake and trying to sit up on the edge of the bed.
“Whoa there. You’ll end up falling on your ass. You’re not strong enough to get up and move around on your own.”
“Need to get up. Get my strength back.” Owen made a halfhearted attempt to fight with Simon.
“You just woke up from a coma, man. Don’t push it. I’ll help you sit up tomorrow. That’s soon enough. Don’t let Skyler find you sprawled out on the floor. She’d have a nervous breakdown.”
Simon helped him get back in bed. His friend’s face held lines that hadn’t been there earlier. No doubt he’d pushed it trying to get out of bed. He was sure that he would have been trying the same thing though. They were both just that stubborn.
He talked with Owen for the next thirty minutes while they waited on Skyler to make it upstairs. He actually did most of the talking. Owen mostly nodded or grunted. It wouldn’t take much for the other man to fall back asleep. It was clear he was only waiting on Skyler before he gave in.
As soon as she walked in the room, the other man’s face relaxed and a weak smile filled his face.
“Now that you’re here to keep him company, I’m going to take a shower. I’ll run you a hot bath when I finish my shower.”
“Thanks, Simon.” She hugged him then took the chair he’d just vacated.
Simon stepped into the shower after shucking his clothes and nearly moaned at how good the hot water felt to his aching muscles. Hopefully Owen would be ready to get back to work soon. He hadn’t realized just how much he had come to depend on the other man’s help. Spreading the work and the worry between two people certainly made the load easier to take.
That was probably how Owen had felt when he decided to move Skyler to The Border Lands. He had another man to lighten the load of worrying about keeping her safe. He would have helped to keep her safe even if he’d never touched her, but having fallen in love with her, Simon knew he would move heaven and earth to keep her from harm. She was special, the most important person alive. In order to get to her, someone would have to go through him first. There was no way he would ever rest if she were taken from them.
 
* * * *
 
Owen lay awake after Skyler and Simon had come to bed several hours earlier. He had fallen asleep while waiting on her to finish her bath. Then when they had all gotten beneath the covers to sleep, he couldn’t seem to close his eyes again.
Skyler’s soft body was wrapped around him, an arm beneath his pillow and the other one thrown over his waist. He could hear Simon’s soft snore behind her. The quiet of the house was interrupted occasionally by various creaks and settling sounds, but it was the lonesome sound of the wolf howling at the moon that drowned it all out.
He knew Simon would be having a difficult time with the snow without the added stress of the wolves moving in to stalk the cows for a meal. He needed to regain his strength quickly so he could help relieve some of the pressure Simon would be under.
Skyler whimpered in her sleep and tightened her arm around him for a few brief seconds. Then she settled down once again. He ran his fingers gently over her hand, thinking about how tired she had looked when he’d woken up. Much of it would be from worry over him. He knew her and knew she would worry herself sick if someone didn’t watch out for her. He was glad that Simon was there to care for her. It was obvious the other man had been making her eat and rest by the way she had scowled at him. It almost made him laugh, but he didn’t want to wake them up.
The room seemed nearly pitch black, so he was sure there were clouds in the sky preventing the moon and stars from illuminating the room through the window. That could mean more snow. He certainly hoped not. Not until he was back on his feet so he could help.
He thought about how he felt about the fact that Skyler and Simon had basically been alone with each other while he’d been unconscious. It surprised him that he didn’t feel in the least bit jealous anymore. He was thankful that the other man had been there to help her. She would have been all alone and vulnerable had Simon not been there. He was sure now that he’d made the right decision to join with Simon out here in The Border Lands. He just hoped that Skyler was happy and that she could grow to love Simon as much as the other man seemed to love her.
He had no doubt the other man was deeply in love with her. It was in his eyes every time he looked at her or talked about her. Owen had no doubt that should anything happen to him, the other man would take good care of her. It filled him with a measure of peace. Something he hadn’t felt in a very long time, probably since before the year of catastrophes.
Careful not to wake Skyler, Owen slowly rolled over to his back and settled her on his shoulder. His body ached from lying in one place for so long. He needed to get up but realized after earlier, that he wasn’t strong enough to do it on his own yet.
“Are you okay over there?” Simon’s husky voice whispered across Skyler’s body.
“Yeah. Restless. Too long in bed.”
“I can imagine, but you need to rest and get your strength back.”
“I know.”
“Something bothering you?”
“No. Just not sleepy right now.” He could hear a note of worry in Simon’s voice.
No doubt the other man thought he was worrying about their time together while he’d been hurt. He was glad they had the time to get to know each other better. He hoped it meant they would be closer now. He didn’t want Skyler to feel torn between them.
“Skyler’s been real worried about you. Had a hard time making her eat and sleep.”
“She’s a good woman. I’m glad you kept after her to take care of herself.” He looked over her body at Simon. “I hope you were able to get to know each other better while I was down.”
Simon didn’t say anything to that for so long that Owen wondered if the other man had fallen asleep.
“I love her, Owen. I’ll do anything to make her happy.”
“Me, too. How is she reacting toward you now?”
“She’s still skittish at times. I think she still feels guilty about the situation.”
“We need to put an end to that as soon as I’m well enough to get around. It will just fester until she makes it into something big.”
“I don’t want to cause her anymore anguish, Owen.”
“Have you told her you love her?”
Silence again. Owen sighed.
“No.”
“Why the hell not? She needs to hear that from you.”
“I guess I’m scared to see the rejection in her eyes. I know she doesn’t love me. I think she cares about me, but she doesn’t love me.”
“I think you’re wrong. I think she loves you and is scared to admit it even to herself. It would help if you would tell her how you feel.” Owen ground his teeth as he waited to see what Simon would say.
“Maybe you’re right,” the other man finally said.
“Go back to sleep. You’ve got too damn much on your plate right now to be up talking to me.”
He heard the other man’s grunt then felt the bed bounce as he turned over and settled back down. It wasn’t long before he heard him snoring again.
Owen snuggled a little closer to Skyler and thought about how to cement their three-way bond. He had to convince her that he was fine with her loving and being intimate with Simon. He’d thoroughly screwed up when he’d flipped out before. Now she was holding a piece of herself back from the other man, and he was afraid it was a piece of her heart.
The longer he lay there, the more certain he was that she loved Simon, but was denying them both out of misplaced guilt. He would rectify the problem just as soon as he was able to get around again. Meanwhile, he would concentrate on getting his strength back. Both of them needed him.



Chapter Nine
 
Skyler struggled through the snow back toward the house with Owen right behind her. It had been two weeks since Owen had begun to get around on his own. Now he was helping Simon once again. She was so happy that everything was basically back to normal, if you didn’t count the nearly three feet of snow on the ground.
“Get your ass back in that house right this minute! I’m going to turn you over my knee before this winter is over, I can tell.”
Owen’s voice was muffled by the scarf around his mouth and the wind blowing his words away. She had ventured out to find out if they were okay when neither man had returned for lunch at the appointed time.
“I was worried about you.” She yelled back at him.
“I don’t care. Get in that house.”
She just shook her head and carefully climbed the steps to the porch using the handrail to keep her balance. Despite having swept the steps off before she’d ventured out looking for them, the wind had covered them in the slippery mess once again.
Skyler stomped off her boots before opening the kitchen door and hurrying inside. Owen was right behind her. They quickly unbundled, hanging their gear on the pegs next to the door before rushing into the den to stand in front of the fire.
“Where’s Simon?” She rubbed her hands together as she held them out to the fire.
“He’s not far behind me. He was fixing a section of the fence that a limb had fallen on and torn down. What were you thinking coming out in the snow like that? There are wolves out there.”
“It’s going on one o’clock and neither one of you had made it inside for lunch. I was worried sick.”
“I don’t care if we don’t show up ’til three. Don’t ever go outside that door without one of us and a rifle. Do you hear me?” Owen popped her hard on the ass.
She reached back and rubbed the offended cheek and frowned at him. It hadn’t really hurt, just startled her. Besides, she liked it when he spanked her. It made her pussy wet.
“Don’t frown at me like that. I’m still tempted to turn you over my knee, and it wouldn’t be one of those love taps you’re so fond of, baby.”
The sound of the kitchen door opening and then closing again drew their attention. Simon was back. She breathed a sigh of relief. Ever since Owen’s accident, she’d worried anytime one or both of them were outside for longer than planned. It terrified her that something would happen to one of them again.
“Where is everyone?” Simon stomped his way into the den. “What are your boots doing wet, Sky?”
“She came looking for us like a fool.” Owen scowled at the other man.
Simon frowned and shook his head. “You obviously didn’t spank her for it. She needs a good one to keep her in line.”
“You’re not going to spank me for being worried about you. I’m going to reheat the soup. Come on to the kitchen once you’ve warmed up enough.” She ignored them and walked back into the other room.
Several minutes later, Simon and Owen both took their places at the table and ate while discussing the need to check the entire fence line for breaks. She let their conversation flow around her as she thought about the chores she still had left to accomplish that week. The one she dreaded the most was washing and drying their clothes. The only way to dry them was in front of the fire.
“…wolf tracks so close to the house.”
Skyler’s ears picked up on the tail end of Simon’s sentence. It jerked her attention back to the men.
“Wolf tracks? Where?”
Owen and Simon both frowned.
“Haven’t you been paying attention the last couple of days? The wolves are moving closer to the house and the barn now. They’re looking for easy food.” Simon wiped his mouth and dropped the napkin to the side of his plate.
“And you’re walking around out there as if there’s nothing dangerous to watch out for,” Owen said.
“I’m careful. I watch around me.”
“Watching around you isn’t going to do a bit of good when you see a wolf staring at you. You don’t have a rifle to kill it with.”
“Then we need to get another rifle and you need to teach me how to shoot. I’m not going to stay in the house when you don’t show up when you’re supposed to. Something could happen to you and I’d be stuck inside not knowing or being able to help.”
“Normally there’s no need for you to worry. One of us is always with you. Today just happened to be a one-off day. I needed to fix that fence and Owen had to see about keeping the cattle away until I got it fixed.” Simon stared hard at her.
She knew he was trying to scare her into doing what he said. Usually, she followed his directions to the letter because he knew about the area and they didn’t, but this had been different. Skyler couldn’t stand the idea that something might have happened to her men. She felt a smile grow on her face at that thought. Her men. Both of them were hers. She was slowly coming to grips with it.
“Hell!” He stood up and shook his head. “You’re not listening to me.”
“Yes, I am, Simon. I’ll stay inside and not come outside unless you don’t show up for lunch or dinner.”
Owen stood up this time and growled at her before walking over to grab a coat. He shoved his arms through the sleeves and pulled the gloves out of the pockets to put on.
“I’m going to bring more wood up on the porch for the fire. Don’t come outside for any reason. I’ll be back in soon.”
Simon was pulling his own coat on at the same time. “I’ll be out riding the fence. I’ll take the horse so I won’t be on foot. It won’t take as long that way.” He pointed a finger at Skyler. “You stay in the house. Owen might not give you a real spanking, but I will.”
She huffed out a breath in irritation and started gathering the dishes to wash. Neither man would ever hurt her. She knew that. She wasn’t worried one bit. The front door slammed as Owen went out to stack wood. The back door slammed as Simon left through it. Cold air circulated through the house, causing a shiver to run down her back. It helped settle the heat between her legs from all the talk of spanking her.
After washing dishes, she stood in front of the fire to warm up again. Getting her hands and arms wet with the dishes had given her a slight chill despite the warm water. It cooled off quickly in the cold house.
The sound of the front door opening had her turning to welcome Owen back inside. He brought in several logs to stack by the fireplace. She slipped her hands inside his coat on either side of him and pulled him into her arms. Cold clung to his shirt and the coat like a second skin. She shivered again and he pulled back.
“Warm back up. I’m going to bring in some more wood so we don’t have to go out again for a while, especially at night or early in the morning.”
Skyler watched as he slipped back out the door only to return a few seconds later with his arms full once again. She stood by the window to watch for him so she could open the door for him each trip. Finally, he decided there was enough wood on the porch and inside to satisfy him. He shrugged out of his coat and she put it up for him, tucking his gloves back in the pockets as she did.
“Simon was talking about maybe approaching our neighbors to join their co-op.”
“What co-op? What is that?”
“They work together to keep the wolf population down and trade back and forth between them for things they don’t have or have too much of. We’ve got way too many jars of tomatoes and someone else might not have enough. We could use another hen or two and who knows what else.”
Skyler began to get excited at the prospect of meeting other women. Owen laughed at her when she clapped her hands in glee.
“Settle down. You’re not going anywhere until we know more about them. One of us will go talk to them to find out the situation while the other stays with you. If everything works out, then maybe you can visit with the womenfolk.”
She pouted briefly, but quickly changed it to a smile when Owen frowned at her. It wasn’t fair that she had to wait until they thought things were safe enough. There were two of them against one of her.
Shaking her head, she turned and headed for the laundry room to start washing. With any luck, she would have everything washed before Simon made it back. Then she could work on him letting her go with him to see the other families. One of them had to cave. They couldn’t both be that stubborn, could they?
As luck would have it, they were. Simon refused to let her go with him that afternoon.
“No, you’re not going with me. That’s final. I’ll learn about them and see if we can work out an arrangement first. Then if I think it’s safe enough, we’ll look at letting you have a visit.”
“Simon. Please. I get lonely for female company out here.” She wrapped her arms around his waist and looked up at his stern face.
He sighed and looked down at her, his face becoming less imposing. “Baby, it’s not safe until I know which neighbors we can trust and who has a woman living with them. Let me go first and then we’ll set you up to visit later.” He hugged her back before pulling free of her embrace.
“Come on, baby. I’ll help you clean up the kitchen. He’ll be gone a while.” Owen pulled her toward the other room.
“Be careful, Simon,” she called back over her shoulder.
The other man smiled at her and nodded. “I will. See you soon.”
Skyler heard the front door open then close as Owen wrapped his arms around her from behind. He nuzzled her neck and groped her breasts through the two shirts she wore to stay warm in the house. She couldn’t help the giggles that erupted at his attempts to locate her nipples in the thick clothing.
“You’re getting close.”
“Wench. Don’t tease me or I just might strip you down in here and have my way with you.”
“Promises, promises.” She wiggled her way from his arms and began to wash dishes.
They worked in companionable silence until the kitchen was clean and all the dishes put away. Then she hurried to the den to get back in front of the fire. Washing dishes always left her chilled. This time though, Owen was with her and helped to warm her back up.
“What are you doing?”
Owen had started unbuttoning her outer shirt. She slapped at his hands halfheartedly and tried to keep him from stripping it off her when he had finished unfastening it.
“Be still. I’m going to play with my stubborn little wench.” He then pushed his slightly cool hands beneath her undershirt and pushed her bra above her breasts.
“Oh! Your hands are cold!” She wiggled away from him.
“Be still, you little minx.” He laughed as he grabbed her again.
Skyler gave an exaggerated sigh and relaxed in his arms. His soft chuckle told her that he knew she was enjoying his teasing fingers at her nipples. Callused tips rasped over them over and over before he pinched them between his thumb and forefinger, pulling on them as he did. She couldn’t prevent the moan that came out of her mouth as he nibbled at her neck. The tiny bites stung until he licked over them with his tongue. All of it was slowly working her into a state of heady arousal. Her pussy juices already soaked her panties. No doubt her jeans were wet as well.
“Please, Owen.”
“What, Sky?” He sucked on her ear lobe, drawing it into the heat of his mouth.
“I need you inside of me.”
“I’m not finished playing with you yet. I love how you go crazy when I play with your breasts. I could play with them all day long.”
“Oh, God. Please do something.”
He was driving her crazy as he laid her back on the couch and pushed her undershirt up so that her breasts were exposed. She hissed out a yes when he finally replaced his fingers with his mouth. He circled her nipple with his tongue then sucked the rigid peak into his mouth where he held it still with his teeth while he teased it. The light bite sent shards of pleasure to her clit.
Owen moved from one breast to the other sucking and nibbling her aching nipples to the point that she wouldn’t have been surprised if she had come from the sensations alone. He ran his tongue down her cleavage before laying wet kisses around her tummy. He licked her belly button before lifting up to stare into her eyes once more.
“You’re the sexiest woman alive, Sky. I love how you respond to me.”
Before she could say anything in return, he began unfastening her jeans and pulled them off of her legs. She was so turned on that the cold air that assaulted her couldn’t cool her down. She watched as Owen yanked them off her feet and dropped them to the floor. Then he returned to bury his face in the crotch of her panties.
“You smell so fucking good. I’ll never get enough of your sweet pussy.” He jerked her underwear down and off in one swift movement before lowering his mouth to her slit.
Skyler threw her head back and moaned as he sucked on her pussy lips before licking around her engorged clit. It throbbed for attention, but Owen only teased it, never actually lapping over it. The teasing was driving her crazy. She whimpered, trying to move and force his tongue where she wanted it.
He chuckled against her, the vibrations stimulating her even more.
“Easy, Sky. I’ll take care of you.”
“You’re driving me crazy. Please, make me come.”
“I’ll take care of you, baby. Don’t I always?” Owen stabbed her cunt with his tongue before replacing it with a finger.
It wasn’t enough. She needed more. Her pussy clenched on the single digit. Then he added a second finger and began thrusting in and out of her as he continued to lick and suck up her juices. When she thought she would go crazy with need, he curved his fingers and began stroking her sweet spot as he latched onto her clit and stroked it with his tongue. Skyler came unglued. She screamed and bucked until the white-hot lightning heating up her blood cooled.
Owen stroked her down from her orgasm before lifting her legs and plunging his thick cock deep into her cunt. It stretched already swollen and sensitized tissues to the point of pain but quickly morphed into a full feeling that had her pussy gushing. Once he was all the way in, he waited for her to adjust to his size before pulling out and thrusting back in again. The drag of his cock over her hotspot shot sparks straight to her clit. Her vaginal muscles quivered with need as once again, he stroked her toward release.
“Fuck! You’re so tight around my dick. I can’t get enough of you.” His guttural groans excited her to a near frenzy.
Knowing that she could steal some of his control always made her hot. Owen began tunneling in and out of her cunt with quick, short stabs that soon turned into deep thrusts. He stared into her eyes as he brought her closer and closer to another climax.
“Please, Owen. Harder, faster. I need you so much.” She gasped as he finally let go of his control and gave her what she begged for.
He hammered into her with his hard cock until she could feel her climax growing like some great avalanche of pleasure threatening to bury her. She was sure that when she came, it would be wonderful. Tension stretched along her muscles and tendons as her lover filled her over and over again with his stiff cock.
“Aw, hell. I’m not going to last, baby.” His voice sounded strained as he reached between them and located her clit.
As soon as his finger touched her aching nub, she succumbed to the overpowering explosion that took her breath and left her panting with no way to scream out her release. Owen grunted above her then called out her name as he filled her with his cum. Liquid heat splattered her cunt as he lowered his head onto her neck and growled.
When he had recovered, he moved off of her and pulled her into the cradle of his arms. Kissing her on the cheek, he struggled to regain his breath while she fought to regain control of hers as well.
“I love you, Sky.”
“I love you, too. I think I’m useless now, though. I don’t even think I can cook dinner tonight.”
Owen popped her on the side of her thigh with a laugh. “You’re not getting out of cooking tonight. Get up and get to work.”
Skyler squealed and jumped off the couch, grabbing her clothes as she ran for the kitchen. She grinned to herself as she quickly gathered everything to make beef stroganoff for them. She hoped Simon would hurry back. She was anxious to find out what he had learned. Surely there would be families close by that she could get to know the women in the household. The prospect of a friend was exciting.
While she cooked, she carried on a conversation with Owen, who remained in the den tending to the fire.
“Do you think Simon found anyone willing to help? He’s been gone a long time.”
“I don’t know, but we can hope so.”
“Did he say how many people lived in the area?”
She heard him chuckle. “No. Now stop asking me questions I don’t know the answer to.”
She stuck he tongue out at him and continued to stir the sauce on the stove. She checked the flame on the burner and turned it down to let the concoction simmer. Then she wiped her hands on a towel and returned to the den to harass Owen.
Just as she dropped down on his lap, the sound of a vehicle out front had her scrambling to get up again. Surely it was Simon. She hurried to the door to open it for him, but Owen stopped her from disengaging the locks.
“That’s not Simon’s truck. I know the sound. Get upstairs. Now!”



Chapter Ten
 
Simon wasn’t comfortable pulling into the drive of their nearest neighbors. He had been alone for so long that the idea of bringing even more people into his life bothered him. But the fact of the matter was, they needed help with the wolf situation and he knew that Skyler was eager for female companionship as well.
He sighed and climbed out of the truck. He was so intent on his own thoughts that he hadn’t noticed that someone had walked out onto the porch until they stopped him in midstride.
“Hold up right there.”
Simon held out his hands to his side palms out to show that he wasn’t armed. He should have been paying attention.
“What do you want?” The other man stood with a rifle aimed right at him.
“I’m Simon. I live just west of you about three miles over. I don’t mean any harm. My partner and our wife are having wolf troubles. We knew that many of the families around here are working together to thin them out some. We were hoping to work with you on that.”
The other man stared at him for several long seconds before nodding his head and lowering the rifle.
“Come on in. I’m Micah. We can talk inside where it’s warmer.”
Simon nodded and followed the other man inside the house. Another man stood next to the fireplace with a rifle as well. He nodded at Simon and set the weapon down.
“This is Jeremy, my partner. Jeremy, this is Simon from our west. He’s interested in thinning out the wolves and wants to be a part of our hunting party.”
“Good to meet you, Simon.” Jeremy reached out to shake hands.
Simon met him halfway and then took a seat when Micah offered it.
“So you’ve been having trouble with them as well?”
“I’m sure with your group hunting them over here that they are moving our direction now. We would like to keep them moving.”
“Have they attacked you yet?” Jeremy asked.
“No, but they are moving in close. What concerns me is that they are so close to the house and I’ve heard they will attack humans now. Is that true?”
“Yep. They’ve done it several times. There are several groups of us that hunt to keep them thinned out. You’re welcome to participate. We can schedule a hunt on your land to move them off.” Micah stood up. “I’m going to go get some coffee for us. I’ll be right back.”
Simon watched the other man walk toward what he assumed was the kitchen. It was obvious that their woman was in the kitchen by the way they had sat on that side of the room.
“Usually when we hunt, the women are all in one place to make it easier to keep them safe while the men are out. Do you have a cellar large enough for about five or six people?”
“Yes. We can make it comfortable for them. That’s a good idea, but I don’t want them left alone.”
“Don’t worry, they won’t be. We usually leave one or two men with them for safety. We don’t take chances with our women.”
Micah walked back in followed by a pretty woman who was obviously pregnant. He stood up and accepted his cup from Micah and nodded toward the woman. She kept close to Micah as she handed a cup to Jeremy. The smile on the other man’s face made it obvious that he worshiped the ground she walked on.
“This is our wife, Rachael. Rachael, this is Simon, one of our neighbors. I think we will be hunting wolves on his property in a few days.”
She smiled shyly and nodded her head.
“Our woman’s name is Skyler. I know she would be thrilled to have someone to talk to, ma’am.”
“I’d really like that. There are several other women who normally join us when the men go hunting.” She looked up at Micah after he pulled her onto his lap when he was seated.
“These hunting trips allow the women to spend time with each other.”
“I understand you do some bartering and such as well in your group.” Simon was pleased things were going so well, but he was antsy to get back home, too.
“We do. Are you in need of anything in particular?” Micah was running his hand up and down Rachael’s arm.
“Actually, we’re looking for a couple more hens.”
“Hmm,” Micah looked over at Jeremy. “We don’t have any extra, but didn’t Gary say they might start eating some of theirs?”
“He did. Said there were too many to keep up with now.”
“We’ll get in touch with them for you when we alert every one of the need for a hunt on your land.” Micah smiled.
“I would appreciate it. We have extra canned tomatoes and blackberry jam.”
“Have you had any trouble with black market agents?” Jeremy asked.
“No. Not so far.” Simon sat forward, worried that he was about to hear more than he wanted to.
“Luke and his family had a run-in with some not long ago. You need to be on the lookout for them. We don’t usually see as much of them in the winter, but I expect that will change as more people move out here.” Jeremy glanced over at Rachael.
Simon could tell there was something they weren’t sharing, but he figured it was private and didn’t ask. Just the thought of the threat to Skyler sent chill bumps down his spine. Worrying about the wolves was hard enough. Black market agents were the main reason Owen and Skyler had moved out to The Border Lands to live with him in the first place.
“We’ll be watchful for sure. I really appreciate your willingness to include us in your hunting group. Just let me know when you plan to schedule it and we’ll have the basement ready for the women.” He stood up, ready to head home.
Micah carefully switched Rachael to the chair as he stood up. Jeremy joined them as they walked to the door. Simon shook hands with the two men and quickly walked outside to keep from letting the cold air into their warm living room. Micah followed him out, picking up the rifle as he walked through the door.
“Can’t be too careful with the wolves. They are known for being sneaky bastards. Drive safely and we’ll be in touch soon.”
Simon waved his thanks and climbed into the truck. As he backed out of the drive, he realized that he’d enjoyed the brief visit. Maybe becoming friends with some of the other families in the area wouldn’t be so bad. He knew that Skyler would enjoy it immensely. She was starved for female companionship.
He couldn’t wait to get back to tell Owen and Skyler all about their neighbors. She would be thrilled and excited to hear that Rachael, their wife, was pregnant. He hadn’t thought to ask how far along she was. He was no judge on things like that.
The idea hit him that Skyler might end up pregnant. Women had trouble sometimes conceiving after all the diseases had nearly wiped out the female population all those years ago, but it didn’t mean it couldn’t happen. He knew that she and Owen had been lovers for several years now and she hadn’t gotten pregnant. He guessed there was a good possibility that she wouldn’t be able to have children. While he hoped that wasn’t the case, if it was, it wouldn’t change how he felt about her. She was his purpose in life now.
With that thought, Simon drove toward home and his family. He needed to see them, especially Skyler.
 
* * * *
 
Skyler hid in the last bedroom upstairs in the closet behind the hanging clothes. This room was full of boxed-up clothes, toys, and other junk from the previous owners. She hoped that it was a false alarm. She was worried about Owen all alone downstairs. Why had they come when Simon was gone? Had they watched and waited until he had left on purpose?
Stuck in the back of the closet, she couldn’t hear anything that was going on. It made waiting so much harder. Time seemed to stand still as she sat trembling in the corner in the dark. Her breathing seemed to echo in the tiny closet. She knew it was just her mind playing tricks on her, but it didn’t slow her pounding heart any.
The seconds slowly slipped by as she fought to remain still. It wouldn’t do to make noise and alert whoever was downstairs with Owen that she was up there. She knew better than to divide Owen’s attention. After what felt like hours, the sound of footsteps in the room outside the door alerted her that someone was close by. She prayed that Owen would soon open the door and tell her that everything was okay.
Wood creaked under someone’s feet as they walked further into the room. They didn’t immediately head for the closet. This frightened Skyler. Owen knew where she was hidden. Fear threatened to squeeze her heart into. What had happened to Owen? Where was Simon?
The footsteps continued into the room. Then they moved closer to the closet and her hiding place. When the door opened, Skyler swallowed down the scream lodged in her throat. When the door closed again, she fought the crazy need to laugh in relief. Tremors took over her body as relief that she hadn’t been found coursed through her blood.
Silence once again filled the closet as she waited for whatever happened next. She knew better than to leave before either Owen or Simon came and got her. Even if it took forever, she wasn’t supposed to leave the closet for any reason.
After what felt like forever, the pounding of footsteps growing closer alerted her to someone’s return. She hugged herself tighter as she waited.
“Skyler!” Owen’s voice thrilled along her nerve endings as he threw open the closet door.
“Oh, God, Owen! Are you okay?” She launched herself from the closet into his open arms. “I thought something had happened to you.”
“Shh, baby. It’s okay now. They’re gone. Let’s get you downstairs where the fire is. You’re shivering and ice cold.”
“I was so worried about you. I couldn’t hear anything and then the footsteps and it wasn’t you.” She knew she was babbling. She couldn’t help it.
“It’s okay. He half carried her downstairs and wrapped a throw around her as he pulled her onto his lap.
Skyler saw the rifle sitting next to them on the couch. He wasn’t taking any chances that they wouldn’t come back again.
“What happened, Owen?”
“There were three of them so I didn’t have much of a chance to stop them. I was scared to death they would find you. They already knew you were living here. They’ve been watching evidently. I told them you were with Simon. One held a gun on me while two of them searched the house. The first place they searched was the cellar, so we were right to not use it.”
“They’ll come back, won’t they, Owen.”
“Yeah. As soon as Simon returns, we’ve got to figure out what to do.”
“I’m scared, Owen.”
“I know, baby, but Simon and I will keep you safe.”
She snuggled up with Owen, leaving his right hand free to get to the rifle if he needed to. If the men came back, when they came back, her men were in danger because of her. She burrowed into Owen and fought the tears that threatened to spill. She didn’t need to burden Owen any further by being an emotional mess. God knows she had done enough of that when they were on their way to The Border Lands.
The sound of another vehicle pulling up the road had her scrambling for the stairs as Owen jumped up with the rifle.
“It’s okay. I recognize Simon’s truck.” He walked over to the door and peeked through the window next to it.
Skyler blew out a relived breath and walked back down the stairs. She couldn’t wait to see Simon. She realized that she needed to see that he was safe as well. Something had finally clicked inside of her and she knew loving both men was the right thing to do. She needed to tell Simon how she felt but was nervous at the same time. She was sure he didn’t love her, but she knew he cared about her and would protect her. Would her confession make him uncomfortable when he couldn’t reciprocate? She didn’t want to do that to him, but she felt like she needed to tell him.
The sound of the front door opening snapped her attention back. Owen had opened the door for Simon. The other man took one look at the gun and then at her and scowled.
“What happened?”
“Three men showed up not long after you left looking for Skyler. They’ve been watching us evidently. Luckily, they hadn’t noticed that Skyler wasn’t with you when you left. I told them she was.”
“They looked anyway.” Skyler hurried down the stairs and wrapped her arms around Simon.
If he was surprised by her actions, he didn’t show it. He just wrapped his arm around her and continued to look at Owen.
“I can’t believe the audacity of them to think they could just walk in and take her like that.” Simon shook his head. “What did they say?”
“Said that they knew we had a woman, and they planned to take her from us. One of them said that if we weren’t strong enough to keep her, we didn’t deserve to have one.” Owen drew in a deep breath and let it out. “I told them that we owned her and by law they couldn’t have her. One of them laughed and told me that there was no law out here anymore.”
“Fuck! I was afraid of this. With more and more families moving out here, we need some sort of law. The damn agents are working together now. Three at one time. That’s dangerous for all families.”
“What did you find out from your trip?” Owen reached out and pushed a strand of hair behind her ear.
“Were there any women?” She couldn’t help asking. She really wanted to meet another woman.
“I could use some coffee. Let’s go into the kitchen to talk.” Simon drew her along with him as he headed for the other room.
“I’ll fix the coffee. I have sandwiches already made up.” She hurried to set up the pot with water to boil.
“I met a family next to us. Their names are Jeremy, Micah, and Rachael. Looks like Rachael is several months pregnant. They’re good with us joining their group to hunt. They may even have someone that has extra hens for us.”
“That’s one problem we have under control.” Owen set plates out on the table. “When do we hunt?”
“They are going to contact the other families and let us know. We’ll have to get the cellar ready for their women. They like to keep them all together in a cellar with one or two men to keep the safe while they are out hunting. It makes sense with these blasted agents in the area.”
“We’ve got plenty of supplies to keep them comfortable.” Skyler stood by the stove listening to them. “I will pull out all the blankets and pillows to take down there. What else do we need?”
“I think you should make up snacks and we’ll haul water down there to drink. We have some extra chairs besides these that we can put down there so no one will be on the cold floor.” Owen sat down across from Simon.
“I can’t wait! I’ll get to talk to the other women and maybe learn some things I need to know. Do you know how many?”
“Not for sure, Sky. He said we needed enough room for five or six people, so I think maybe four women with one or two men to guard you with.” Simon took the cup she handed him.
“What are we going to do about the agents? You know they’ll be back.” Owen sipped his coffee as Skyler sat down.
“We’ll talk to the others about it for one thing. The best we can do is to stay alert and keep all the doors and windows locked. I know they can break in, but we’ll hear them if they do. Don’t go anywhere without your rifle. Skyler, that goes for you, too. I’m going to let you keep that pistol I fixed for you with you all the time. You’re going to have to be careful with it.”
“I will. I know what to do. Aim for the center of their body and slip off the safety before I pull the trigger.”
“Good girl. Unless one of us is with you in the kitchen, I want you to stay upstairs, so if you hear anything you can hide faster.” Simon stared at her.
“She’s going to be cold up there, Simon.” Owen didn’t look happy with the idea.
“It won’t be all the time and she can wear more clothes. It’s better than letting her be vulnerable to the black market agents.”
“You’re right. This is crazy. I don’t want her to have to hide all the time. She had to do that back east.”
“I know, but until we talk to the others and figure something out, we’re going to be safe.” He looked over at Skyler and reached out to her.
Skyler took his hand and pulled it to her lips. She tried to convey through her expression how much she loved him. She just couldn’t push the words past her lips yet. She needed more time. Unfortunately, they might not have a lot of time left.



Chapter Eleven
 
Owen had just finished checking the herd and was walking in the kitchen door when there was a knock at the front door. He hadn’t heard a truck pull up, but the four inches of snow on the ground from the night before had everything muffled. He hurried into the other room to find Simon standing at the door with his rifle.
“It’s Micah and another man. Skyler went upstairs to hide. I’m going to let them in.” Simon opened the door and greeted the two men.
“Come in. This is Owen. Owen, this is Micah.”
Owen held out his hand to shake Micah’s hand. The other man smiled and held out his hand.
“I’m Luke. Pleased to meet you.”
They walked farther into the room and sat down to talk. Owen locked the door behind everyone and stood next to the fireplace close to the stairs. He was surprised that he instantly liked the two men. He’d been suspicious of other males for so long that it seemed almost foreign to him to feel that way.
“We’ve set up a hunt for day after tomorrow. We usually hunt around dusk. It’s when the wolves are normally out the most. There will be a total of four families coming to your place around three in the afternoon. Is that fine with you?”
“Sounds good to me.” Simon looked up at Owen. “How about you?”
“I’m fine with it. I’m looking forward to cutting back one of our problems.”
Micah frowned. “One of your problems?”
“When I was at your place the other day, three agents showed up at the house and held Owen at gunpoint while they searched the house for Skyler. Thankfully they didn’t find her and gave up, believing that she had gone with me.” Simon filled them in on the ordeal.
“That’s the first time there have been more than two working together that I know of,” Luke said.
“They weren’t worried at all about there being resistance. We’re worried that they are going to catch us off guard and snatch Skyler.” Simon’s face showed none of his worry to the other men though.
“We all need to be worried about that. Hell. Something’s got to be done about them.” Micah stood up and walked over to the window before turning around again. “Some of the other families out here have joined together and formed a co-op of sorts. I wasn’t for it to begin with because I like my privacy. Maybe I need to rethink it though.”
“What do you mean a co-op?” Owen was interested in anything that might keep Skyler safe.
“Some of the families moved in together with the idea that there is greater safety in numbers. They all work together on a large garden and herd. There are more men to keep the women safe that way.” Luke ran a hand through his hair.
“I’m like you, Micah. I don’t much want to lose our privacy. But if we can’t keep our women safe the way we’re living now, I’ll do whatever it takes.” Simon looked up at Owen.
“We need to talk about it when we meet up here to hunt. In the meantime, we’ll all keep our eyes open for the agents.” Micah stood up, obviously eager to return to his woman.
Luke and Simon stood as well, walking toward the door with Micah. Owen followed and stepped out on the front porch with his rifle to watch them as they made their way toward their truck. He didn’t want a wolf to attack them on their property.
As the men backed out of the drive, Simon walked back inside and he followed. He could tell there was a lot on the other man’s mind. Hell, there was a lot on his mind as well. The idea of living in a commune of sorts wasn’t his idea of comfortable, but keeping Skyler safe was more important than how he felt about it. He glanced over at the stairs.
“I’m going to get Skyler. She’s probably a nervous wreck waiting on us.”
“I’m going to build the fire back up. She’ll need the warmth, I’m sure.”
Owen hurried up the stairs and down the hall to the room they used as storage and Skyler’s hiding place. Since the agents had been there, they had arranged the boxes and bags so that there was a small hiding spot amongst the boxes that wouldn’t be visible or easily located. Once inside the little space, she pushed a box over to hide her entrance. There were plastic garbage bags of clothes resting on top.
“Skyler! You can come out now. It was our neighbors and they’re gone.”
He could hear the scrape of a box and then she crawled from around the side of the room before standing up again. She wrapped her arms around him, burying her face in his chest. He couldn’t help himself. Owen bent down and took her mouth in a fierce kiss. He loved her so damn much. Losing her scared him to death.
“Does this mean they’re coming?” she asked as soon as he released her from the kiss.
“Yep, they’ll be here day after tomorrow. I’m glad we already got everything ready except for the food and water.”
“Me, too. I need to work on making some snacks for everyone. Do you know how many?”
Owen led her back down the hall toward the stairs. She was excited now and over the brief scare from hearing the knocking at the door. He smiled and answered her questions as fast as she asked them.
“Sounds like Skyler is excited.” Simon smiled at them from across the room as they reached the bottom of the staircase.
“You could say that.” Owen grinned down at her.
“I can’t help it.” She pouted at them and turned to walk into the kitchen.
Owen hurried to double-check the back door and the windows before returning to talk to Simon. He left her busily working on what to fix their guests.
“Your house is big enough for another family if it comes down to it, Simon.”
“Our house. It’s ours not mine.” The other man scowled at him. “Yeah, but I don’t want to do it if we don’t have to. The more people there are, the harder it is to keep the peace.”
“I know.” Owen agreed with that observation.
It wasn’t any different than when new towns sprung up in the West during the pioneer days. More people meant more attitudes and personalities to deal with. It took strong men to survive in The Border Lands. Strong men wouldn’t like to give in easily to others. But if it was for the best of their women, surely they could work together and put their pride to the side.
“We’ll talk with the others when they arrive. There’s always the chance that the agents will make a mistake and get shot. Then we won’t have to worry about them anymore.”
Owen frowned. “There’ll be more moving in, though. You know that.”
His friend poked at the fire before answering. “I know.”
“It would be nice to be able to take care of the herd and the garden without worrying every second about Skyler, though. If there were four men, two could handle the outside and two could keep the women safe.”
“We’ll talk about it later.” Simon’s voice rose.
Owen had never seen him this upset before. He truly didn’t want to share their space. He wondered if he’d had as much trouble allowing them to move in as he was having now with the thought of adding another family.
He kept that thought to himself and returned to the kitchen to help Skyler. It was obvious that Simon had some thinking to do, and he needed some time alone to do it. With it being too dangerous for him to leave them alone, he couldn’t go out to the barn to do it, either. Owen kept Skyler busy and in the kitchen to give the other man some space.
 
* * * *
 
“Simon was quiet during dinner tonight. Is everything okay?” Skyler was worried about the other man.
“He just has a lot on his mind with the others coming. Don’t worry about it, babe.”
She watched Owen climb into bed beside her. He pulled her into his arms and began to kiss all along her face and down to her neck. She shivered more from his attention than from the cool air in the room. Simon had yet to come upstairs to bed. She was worried about him.
Owen’s mouth at her shoulder pulled her thoughts back to him once again. He nibbled along her collarbone before returning to her eager lips. His lips sipped at hers before he plunged his tongue deep into her mouth, mimicking what he planned to do to her wet pussy later. She sighed into his mouth and reached for his hard cock. She loved touching him and Simon, loved the way they felt like silk over hard steel. She pumped his heavy dick as he devoured her mouth with his.
When he pulled back a few seconds later, she expected him to have her suck his cock. Instead, he lowered his mouth to her breast and licked all around her nipple with his hot tongue. Then he moved over to work on the other one. Cold air tightened the abandoned peak even as his hot mouth caressed its twin. The dueling sensations had her wet and wanting in seconds.
“Oh, God. Owen, I can’t wait. Please.”
“Easy, Sky. Just feel, baby.” He lowered his mouth to her breast again, only this time he sucked in a tight nipple and teased it with his teeth.
The bed dipped, and Simon’s hands began to massage her calves, working his way slowly up her legs to her thighs. When his hands reached the juncture of her hips, he spread her legs apart and moved between them. Skyler gasped at the sudden touch of his tongue on her pussy lips. Even though she knew where he had been heading, it was still a pleasant shock that sent tingles down to her toes.
Owen continued to tease and torment her breasts, dividing her attention between the two men. She couldn’t concentrate on any one sensation. It kept her off-balance and let her climax sneak up on her as Simon lapped at her juices. He licked around her slit and up to her clit without touching the needy nub. No matter how much she moved her pelvis in an attempt to get him to touch it, Simon managed to avoid it.
Placing a hand on her pelvis, he held her still for his assault. The more he licked and sucked the hotter she grew. Finally, he thrust two fingers into her cunt and sucked on her clit at the same time Owen bit and twisted her nipples. Skyler arched her back as her orgasm hit her. She screamed and gasped for breath while her body thrashed between them. No matter how many times they did this to her, she never got used to it.
“That’s right, Sky. Come for us.” Owen’s mouth by her ear heated it with his breath and his words.
Before she had truly recovered from the climax, Owen pulled her on top of him. She slowly sank over his cock until flesh met flesh. He filled and stretched her perfectly. She slowly rose and fell over his dick looking deep into his eyes. They were dark and heavy-lidded as he pumped up inside of her.
Then Simon’s hand was pushing gently at her back. She felt his other hand on her ass, massaging it as she leaned against Owen’s chest. They had been playing with her ass for months but had never taken her there. Was this the night? Fear warred with excitement at the thought of his cock inside of her. As much as she wanted them both at the same time, worry over how it would feel had he stiffening in response.
“Shh, baby. Relax for us. We’ll take good care of you.” Again Owen’s voice soothed her.
Simon’s fingers spread something cold and slippery down the crease of her ass before circling her puckered hole. She jerked when he slowly rubbed it with his finger.
“Easy, Sky. I want to stretch you like we always do. You know I’ll stop if you tell me to.”
Simon’s voice sounded strained and raspy. She knew he would be rock hard. Soon that big dick of his would be deep inside her ass. Could she take both of them at one time? Was it really possible?
Slowly his finger began to press its way into her back hole while Owen whispered naughty suggestions in her ear. Finally, his finger was all the way in to the webbing at his hand. She breathed around the fullness as he slowly began fucking it in and out of her. Then he pulled free and added more of the greasy substance. Two fingers began pushing against her sphincter now. She’d done this before. She could do it again. The pressure wasn’t unbearable. It burned, but it wasn’t bad. She pushed back as his fingers breached first one then the other muscular ring.
He pumped them in and out of her ass until she was pushing back against him. When he added the third finger, Skyler felt the first bite of pain and groaned. It pinched something terrible, but she pushed back and breathed through it. She wanted this, wanted him. She groaned and Owen ran his hands up and down her back in a soothing motion.
“Your sweet ass is so pretty flared out around my fingers, babe. I can’t wait to sink into it. You’re going to burn me alive.” Simon’s words sent chills down her spine. The raspy timber of his voice burned inside of her.
He pulled his fingers free and the next thing she felt was his well-lubed cock pressing against her dark hole. Her breath caught as he pushed against her. He was so big. Surely he wouldn’t fit. He would tear her apart.
Just when she thought she would scream for him to stop, the mushroom head popped through the outer ring. She could hear herself muttering oh God, oh God over and over.
“Fuck! You’re so tight. God, your ass is like heaven.”
Finally, he broke through and surged deep into her ass. The feeling of fullness increased tenfold. There was no room inside of her for air. Her ass was on fire and her cunt was melting from the heat of the two massive cocks inside of her. Neither man moved while she struggled to make sense of the feelings flying over her.
“Move! Please, someone fuck me. I can’t stand it. It’s too much!” She tried to move between them, but they held her still and seesawed in and out of her body.
Never had she felt anything like what they were doing to her body. It was beyond her wildest dreams. Cold sweat broke out over her body as nerve endings inside her ass lit up. With each withdrawal of Simon’s dick, pleasure burst through her body. Between what he was doing to her ass and what Owen’s cock was igniting in her cunt, Skyler was lost.
Each time Simon tunneled into her tight ass, Owen pulled back from her pussy. Then they exchanged directions and she was filled by Owen’s cock and Simon’s dick pulled back. They rocked her between them until she thought she would go up in smoke.
“Fuck, Owen. I’m not going to last. Her ass is burning me up.”
“I’ve got her.”
She felt Owen press between them and locate her clit with his fingers. He pressed rhythmically on the tiny swollen nub until she felt all of the different sparks collide and burst around her. She heard a high keening and realized it was her as her orgasm swept over her like a runaway train.
Simon’s hoarse shout behind her was soon joined by Owen’s yell beneath her. She collapsed on Owen’s chest, fighting to breathe. Simon leaned over her and kissed up and down her spine while running his hands up and down her arms. She suddenly felt closer to him than ever before. There was a connection between the three of them that hadn’t been there before. It both frightened her and intrigued her. She had the sudden need to tell him that she loved him but let the moment pass when Simon slowly pulled out of her body and left the bed.
She felt a little lost without him inside of her but knew he was cleaning up. He would be back soon to go to sleep. She started to lift up and climb off of Owen, but he held her there. Then Simon was back, and the feel of a warm wet cloth on her ass startled her.
“Easy, babe. I’m just cleaning you up. We’ll get you comfortable so you can sleep in just a few seconds.”
She felt heat fill her face at the idea of him cleaning her like that. She was glad it was dark in the room so no one could see how embarrassed she was. Simon left once again only to return a few seconds later to help her climb off of Owen. He positioned her in the middle and pulled her back into his arms. It felt good to be in his arms. He didn’t often cuddle with her, leaving Owen to do that. Maybe it all got to him as well.
“Don’t think so much, Skyler. Go to sleep. Things are going to change in the next few days. You’re going to need your rest.”
Skyler sighed and wrapped an arm around Owen from behind. He covered her hand with his, and she let their warmth seep deep inside of her. For the first time since she and Owen had moved in with Simon she felt like they were truly a family. With that thought, she fell into a comfortable sleep.



Chapter Twelve
 
Simon double-checked everything in the cellar to be sure they hadn’t forgotten anything. They had enough chairs for seven people and piles of blankets and pillows as well as a twin bed mattress made up in case Rachael needed to lie down since she was pregnant. Skyler had thought about that, bless her heart.
She had spent considerable time in the kitchen making enough sandwiches and snacks to feed an army. The house smelled of baked goods and cleaning supplies. He and Owen had to make her go to bed the night before to assure that she got enough rest.
“Everything look okay down there, Simon?” Owen’s voice reached him from above.
“Yeah. I’m on my way back up.” He started up the stairs.
Owen stepped back and let him in the kitchen. He automatically sought out Skyler to be sure she was nearby. He found her at the sink washing up some dishes. Owen grinned at him, giving him a knowing look. He ignored it and walked over to pick up the drying cloth to help Skyler.
“I’m going to check the fire and be sure we have enough wood inside.” He watched Owen walk out of the room.
Simon just grunted and picked up a dish to dry it. She grinned over at him before continuing to wash. He couldn’t stop looking at her. Something profound had happened the other night when they had taken her together. He felt as if their souls were joined now. It unnerved him to some extent. He wanted to tell her that he loved her now. It almost seemed like a burning need inside of him.
“Hey, you two. I think they’re here.” Owen’s excited voice reached them from the den.
“Oh, goodness.” Skyler quickly dried her hands on her apron then jerked it off and hung it on a nail by the sink.
Simon grinned at her flustered state and draped the cloth over the dishes still sitting in the drainer. Then he placed a hand at Skyler’s back and escorted her into the other room just as Owen was letting in the first of their guests. He’d lost his chance to tell her, but there would be time once the hunt was over. He would tell her then.
She was trembling beneath his hand. He grinned and leaned over to whisper in her ear to calm down.
“They’re just people like us.”
She didn’t answer him back, just stepped into the room and stood next to him and Owen.
“Skyler, this is Jeremy and Micah and their wife Rachael.”
Skyler smiled and held out her hand to the other woman. Then the others began arriving, and introductions flew around the room. He watched how she dealt with the strangers and was proud of her when she didn’t clam up and back away. She would be fine.
At some point Skyler gathered up the women and hurried them into the kitchen where they huddled around the table while the men talked about the plan for the hunt that afternoon. He was glad that she wouldn’t hear the dangers they would be facing.
Simon and the other men sat or stood around the room as they discussed the way they normally hunted and what to expect. He had no doubt he had a lot to learn from these men. He settled in and listened.
“They’re very smart and will often split up to try and flank us. We have to watch our backs at all times,” David told him.
“They’ve been known to stay hidden until we were almost back home before, too,” Grant said.
“Who is going to stay behind?” Owen asked.
“We figured one of you and Luke this time.” Micah was standing near the kitchen. “Our women know each other, but your wife doesn’t know any of us yet. She’ll be more comfortable with you one of you staying here.”
“Good idea. Owen, why don’t you stick around this time? We can change out next time.” Simon thought it was an excellent idea. He didn’t like the idea of leaving Skyler with strangers even if the majority of them were women.
Owen nodded in agreement. It was obvious he was relieved as well. They both knew how nervous Skyler had been these last two days. The fact that she had handled everything so well so far didn’t change the fact that she would be much more comfortable down in the cellar with Owen there with her, so she wouldn’t be completely surrounded by faces she didn’t know.
Just as they began to wind down with the discussion, the women walked back in to hand them each a cup of coffee and a plate of sandwiches. Then they returned to the kitchen to eat. The men ate and talked quietly, bringing each other up to speed on what had been going on in their lives since the last time they’d been together.
Simon realized he was enjoying himself, listening to the news being exchanged. Then the subject of the black market agents came up and talk drifted to the possible need of joining into groups. It was obvious that none of the men really wanted to do it, but their worry over their women’s safety drove them to seriously consider it.
“You know the women would love it. They miss having another woman to talk to all the time. We only get together about once or twice a month in the winter and none in the summer.” Jeremy sighed as he talked.
“Who has houses big enough to accommodate more than one family?” Grant asked, looking around.
Simon sighed and raised his hand. “We’ve got five bedrooms total and three baths.”
“We’ve got a large house, too,” Gary admitted.
“Well, we’ll see how things go and talk about it again another time. I hope we don’t have to make such a drastic decision.”
“If we’re going to do it, we need to decide before spring though,” Owen pointed out. “We’ll have to change how we garden to support two families.”
“Owen’s right,” David agreed. “Making a change in the middle of summer would be a disaster.”
Everyone grumbled for a few seconds, and then Grant said they would discuss it again at the end of winter if nothing happened to push it forward. It ended their conversation and signaled their need to get ready to go hunting.
Simon and Owen gathered the dishes and carried them into the kitchen where the women relieved them of their burden.
“We’re going to start taking you downstairs in about fifteen minutes, ladies.” Owen smiled at the five women.
They all hurried to do the dishes then made one last bathroom stop. Owen and Luke waited for the women to hug their men before escorting them to the cellar. They were both armed with plenty of ammunition should they need it. Simon nodded at Owen as they closed the cellar door. He heard the bar on the inside settle into place before he closed the pantry door.
“Ready?” Grant asked him.
“More than ready. Let’s hunt some wolf.”
 
* * * *
 
Skyler sat next to Valerie with Rachael on the other side of her. They were talking about some of the things they had been through since the year of catastrophes. She couldn’t imagine setting out on her own like Valerie had or even with a group of women like Rachael had. They were stronger than she would ever be.
“Did you have much trouble with morning sickness, Rachael?” Valerie was asking the other woman.
“Not much, thank goodness. I’ve been lucky.”
“What do you all think about sharing houses so that there are two families instead of one in each place?” Rachael asked.
Valerie shrugged. “It would take some getting used to, but we’d be safer that way.”
“I’m not sure that the men really like that idea, though.” Skyler knew her men didn’t like it.
“They don’t like the idea of not being able to care for us alone.” Rachael moved around on the chair as if she couldn’t get comfortable.
Skyler couldn’t imagine being pregnant or raising children in the world they lived in now. She had long decided that she couldn’t get pregnant since it hadn’t happened in all the years she and Owen had been together. Part of her mourned that fact, but another part of her felt relieved.
“It would help once you got further along in your pregnancy though,” she pointed out.
“Having two women to help with all the chores and watching the children would be a good thing as well.” Valerie smiled at them.
They all talked in quiet whispers about the pros and cons of a joined household until a noise upstairs had everyone growing quiet. Skyler glanced over at where Owen and Luke were standing with their rifles ready.
There hadn’t been enough noise for it to have been the men back from hunting. Even she knew that. The other women all stared toward the door. Could the wolves be upstairs? Rachael had mentioned that once wolves had broken into a house by jumping through a window.
Another sound, and then the stomp of feet above them told them otherwise. No, it wasn’t wolves. Whatever was up there was human, and it wasn’t their men. Skyler’s eyes met Owen’s and she could see the fierce determination in them. He wouldn’t let anything happen to her. He and Luke would keep them safe.
More footsteps joined the first set, and they spread out throughout the house. Finally, they congregated near what would be the pantry door above them. She could hear their murmurs as they discussed something among themselves. Then everything got quiet.
The seconds ticked by as everyone tried to be quiet. Skyler was afraid they would hear their breathing or the pounding of their hearts. She could sure hear hers.
Suddenly the pantry door slammed open and someone was trying to open the cellar door above them. The woman muffled their frightened yelps behind their hands as the men above them cursed and beat against the door. Then there was silence once again. Skyler looked over at Owen and watched as he kept his attention focused on the barred door above them. She could barely make out the pulse at his throat as it throbbed with the adrenaline she was sure would be coursing through his veins.
The gunshots took them all by surprise as bullets splintered the door. Everyone screamed and huddled out of the way of the bullets. Owen’s arm was bleeding where one had scraped him as he jumped out of the way. He had Luke next to him with blood running from a cut on his forehead.
Skyler searched the women to be sure they were all okay. Rachael and Valerie sat together behind her. Fighting to keep from crying, Skyler covered her ears from the loud echoes of the gunshots and prayed the ricocheting bullets wouldn’t hit anyone else. Her ears were ringing from the loud noises, and she wasn’t sure if they had stopped firing on the door or not.
When the door suddenly flew apart and pieces fell down the stairs, she knew they had stopped firing and were now coming to take them. She hugged herself, praying for a miracle. The first man to ease down the stairs led with his gun, but Luke shot him. He fell down the steps head first. The next set of legs hurried back up.
“Either put down your guns or we’ll start firing from up here and there’s no telling who we’ll hit that way.” The stranger’s voice had a nasal twang to it.
Owen immediately started turning chairs over in front of them and hunkered down in front of them with his rifle at the ready. Luke was backed up on the other side of him. Both men were prepared for the worst. Skyler felt tears on her cheeks as she struggled to keep from sobbing. She was going to lose her lover. He would sacrifice himself for them. There was no way they would live and let these men take them. She couldn’t even reach Owen to touch him. She needed him to know she loved him.
It reminded her that she hadn’t told Simon that she loved him either. If they got past Owen and Luke, they would take them away. She would never see Simon again, and she hadn’t told him she loved him. For some reason, that bothered her more than being kidnapped.
“Are you going to put down your weapons?” Again the man called down the stairs.
“You’re not getting them. They belong to us.” Luke’s voice was steady despite the overwhelming odds.
“You’re risking their lives. Think about it.”
“There’s nothing to think about. You’ll sell them to the highest bidder and there’s no telling how they will be treated. We won’t give them to you.” Owen spoke this time.
The sound of raised voices could be heard as the men above them argued. No doubt some of them didn’t want to risk hurting or killing the women. They weren’t worth anything to them dead. Skyler felt a shaky laugh bubble up inside of her. She shook her head and willed it down. She didn’t need to get hysterical now. It wouldn’t help anything.
That’s when she noticed the silence from above. Then the room erupted in gun fire once again. Bullets flew wildly around the room, hitting the ceiling, the floors, and the walls. They ricocheted and sprayed splinters and dirt all over them. The noise alone was deafening.
Skyler felt pinpricks of pain all over her arms and shoulders as she attempted to shield her head and the women behind her. Her body felt as if it were on fire, and the roaring in her ears didn’t help matters. She couldn’t stop the tears now and didn’t want to. She was losing everything and everyone important to her. Nothing would ever be the same again.
Hands grabbed at her and she screamed, fighting for everything she was worth. She couldn’t hear for the torrential ringing in her ears. She wouldn’t let them take her without a fight. Not matter what else happened, she would know that she had fought. More hands worked at getting to the other women around her. She couldn’t help them and she couldn’t help herself. Pain lanced through her body and then everything went black.



Chapter Thirteen
 
The sound of gunshots in the distance stopped them all in their tracks. The eight men looked at each other and broke into a run. Something was very wrong. With everything they had talked about concerning the wolves, Simon felt sure that the wolves had circled behind them and attacked the house. Worry rode him hard as they raced through the woods.
Before they made it to the house, more gunshots broke out, and it was obvious that wolves weren’t the problem. There were too many shots fired. There had to be more than Owen and Luke firing them. Black market agents had returned to take the women. With all of them gathered there and only two men left to protect them, the bastards probably thought they had hit the jackpot.
More than likely they had watched all of the men leave the house to hunt and waited until they were long gone before attacking. He bet they hadn’t expected the women to be locked in the cellar. It had bought them some time.
His heart raced as he pushed himself to run faster. Every gunshot tore through him as if it were him the bullets were hitting.
They raced up to the house and burst through the already gaping door. He counted four men standing in the kitchen with weapons. They easily took them down and then advanced on the two in the pantry trying to back out. Once they were eliminated, they raced down the stairs calling out that it was them. He desperately searched for Owen and Skyler. Owen lay facedown on the floor in front of the women. Luke was not far to his left. He could hear sobbing and screams, and over it all, Micah’s voice telling everyone what to do.
He ignored Micah and located Skyler’s bloodied form huddled over Rachael. When he tried to pull her into his arms to check her, she fought him like a wildcat. He tried to soothe her, telling her it was him, but she didn’t seem to hear him.
“They can’t hear you. The gunshots down here were probably deafening.” Micah was trying to pull Rachael from beneath Skyler.
“Baby, let go. It’s okay now. You’re safe now.” He wrapped his arms around her, pinning hers down by her sides. “Oh, baby. Look at you.”
She was covered in blood, dirt, and wood. He didn’t know how much was hers and how much was someone else’s. Her body suddenly went limp in his arms. Fear that she was seriously wounded filled his throat with bile as he carried her across the room toward the stairs. Owen’s body wasn’t there any longer. One of the other men must have moved him and Luke. He wondered if they were dead. Pain at the thought of losing his best friend had him hurrying up the stairs to be sure that he didn’t lose Skyler, too.
He gently laid her down on the floor in front of the fire so he could check her wounds. He started at her head and moved down her body until he had identified every scratch, cut, and injury. She had numerous small nicks and splinters in the back of her neck and all along her arms and hands. There was a more serious cut on her temple that looked as if a bullet had grazed her there.
The main concern he had was that she had a through and through gunshot wound on her left side. It had left a half-dollar-sized hole on the exit side of her front. The dime-sized one on the other side didn’t worry him nearly as much. He didn’t think it had hit anything major since he couldn’t smell bowel, but she was bleeding.
Someone had dropped several towels and supplies near them, and he took advantage of it to hold pressure there in an attempt to staunch the bleeding. She still hadn’t woken back up. Had the bullet at her temple caused a serious concussion? He had a bandage there to stop the bleeding as well.
“Let me see. Does she need stitches?” Micah had knelt beside him at some point.
“I’m not sure what it needs. It went right through her.” He pulled back from the wounds and let Micah get a good look. “How is Rachael?”
“Your wife saved her and the baby’s life. She only has some scratches and cuts that are minor.”
Simon made himself ask about Owen, almost too afraid to speak the question.
“He’s alive, but he has several bullet wounds. It’s going to be touch and go for both him and Luke. Grant and Valerie are taking care of Luke. She was lucky and escaped all but a few cuts from flying wood.”
Simon just nodded, his focus entirely on Skyler and keeping her alive. Micah disappeared for several seconds then returned with a first aid kit and someone he hadn’t seen before.
“This is Brice. He’s going to take care of Skyler’s bullet wounds. One of the other men went and got us some help.”
Simon looked at the new man and gritted his teeth. He didn’t like someone he had never seen before touching her, but he knew he needed to back up and let the man work. He seemed to know what he was doing.
As soon as he finished with her, he nodded and hurried to work on someone else. Simon covered her up and rested her head in his lap hoping she would wake up soon. Her pale face worried him. How much blood had she lost? Had it been too much?
“Sky, I need you to wake up and tell me you’re going to be okay. I can’t stand the idea of losing you. I love you, baby.”
He whispered over and over how much he loved her and needed her. Looking up, he watched as everyone seemed to be busy working on one of the others. It looked like Brice was working on Owen now. He prayed the other man made it. Not just because he was a friend, but because Skyler loved and needed him.
He let his head drop back against the stone of the fireplace and closed his eyes for a few seconds. Someone walked up and knelt by him. He opened his eyes and stared into Rachel’s tear-filled one.
“I brought you some coffee and a glass of water for when she wakes up.”
“Thank you. Are you okay?”
“Yes. I’m fine. She will be, too. She kept me safe.”
Simon smiled at her and sipped the coffee. He nodded that it was good, and she stood up again and walked off. Then Micah was back.
“Owen’s awake. He’s fighting us because he wants to know that Skyler is okay. He’s going to bleed out if he doesn’t settle down. I think you need to go talk to him, and then we’ll carry them both upstairs and put them in bed together.”
“I don’t want to leave her.” Simon wrapped her hair in his fist.
“I’ll sit with her. It won’t take but a minute to calm him down. Then you can carry her upstairs and we’ll carry him.” Micah knelt by her and nodded at Simon.
Simon squeezed his eyes shut for a few seconds and eased her head onto a pillow Micah handed him. Then he hurried over to where he could hear Owen’s weak demands to see Skyler. The other man was just as pale as Skyler was. He knelt by him and grasped his hand.
“Owen. Listen to me. She’s okay, but she’s going to need you to help her get well. You’ve got to calm down or you’ll upset her.”
“Let me see her. I need to see her.” The other man’s eyes were wild with fear.
“We’re going to carry you both upstairs and put you to bed. You can hold her hand so she knows you’re there, but you’ve got to be still.”
“How bad is she, Simon?”
“She’ll be fine. She has a bullet wound in her side, but Brice sewed her up. You’ve got to hang in there for her.”
Owen’s eyes closed and he nodded. Simon could tell he was unconscious once again. His breathing was so shallow that he wondered if he would make it. He stood up and hurried back to where Micah was kneeling by Skyler. He nodded and Micah helped him pick his love up to carry her upstairs.
Once there, he carefully stripped what was left of her clothes from her body and covered her in a loose-fitting T-shirt from his drawer. Then he pulled the covers up over her and readied the other side of the bed for Owen when they brought him up. He kissed Skyler’s cheek and whispered in her ear once more how much he loved her before pulling up a chair and sitting next to the bed.
After what seemed like hours, he heard the sounds of feet on the stairs. He got up and walked out into the hall to see them bringing up Luke. They carried him to the next bedroom and disappeared inside the room.
“We are going to have to take care of him here for now. He wouldn’t make it back home in the truck.” Brice’s frown told him it was bad.
“Everyone is welcome to stay that needs to. We’ve got plenty of room.” He almost didn’t recognize his voice. It sounded so dejected and weak.
The other man nodded. “They’re bringing Owen up next. I wanted him to stay where he was a little longer before we jostled him getting him up the stairs. If I didn’t know that he’d fight to see Skyler, I’d make him stay down there.
“Thanks for all of your help. You don’t even know us.”
“You’re part of the community. We all help each other as much as we can. With this”—he spread his hands out—“it looks like we may have to start living in groups to be safe.”
“I’m not sure what the answer is, but I’m afraid you’re probably right.”
He shook Simon’s hand then hurried back down to where the others were. He felt a little guilty in not checking on the other women, but his first priority was to Skyler and Owen. They needed him now. Micah was handling the others. A noise behind him had him hurrying back to the bed.
“Skyler? Can you hear me?”
Her eyelids fluttered open for a split second, but she didn’t keep them open. She sighed and was still once more. He took it to be a good sign that she’d moved and opened her eyes. He gently stroked her cheek before bending down and kissing her lightly on the lips. He sat down once again to wait for her to awaken.
A noise jerked him awake at some point and he stood up after checking to be sure that Skyler was okay. Several men walked in carrying Owen between them.
“I have the sheets turned back.” He hurried over to help settle him in bed after the others moved out of the way.
“He’s stable. There’s been no more bleeding from the wound in his shoulder that I’ve been worried about. The one in his thigh is still seeping some, but not enough to worry about.” Brice checked the bandages again then backed away from the bed so that Owen could finish covering him with the sheets and blankets.
“What do I need to do for them?”
“Keep their bandages dry. Don’t change them until tomorrow unless they become soaked with blood. Make sure they stay warm and try to get water into them every chance you get. All we can do right now is pray that they don’t get an infection. I expect there to be a low-grade fever as they start to heal but nothing very high. Keep an eye on Luke as well. The others will take turns to come and see about him since you have your hands full.”
“Thank you for all of your help.” Simon shook the man’s hand.
“I’ll check back with you tomorrow afternoon to see if you need anything. Get some rest yourself. If you get sick, they’re dead.”
Simon nodded and followed the man downstairs. He needed to lock up and gather the guns to keep by the bed. He met Jeremy on the stairs.
“We have the door repaired so you can lock it behind us.”
“Thanks. I appreciate everything you and Micah have done.”
He followed the other man back downstairs and noted that everything appeared to have been cleaned up. Rachael walked out of the kitchen with Micah at her side. She smiled at him.
“How is she doing?”
“She’s asleep, but she opened her eyes for a few minutes. She’s going to be fine.”
“Brice said he’ll be back to check on you tomorrow. One of us will check on your herd for you for a while. You’re going to need to spend all of your time taking care of them.”
“Thank you. You don’t know how much I appreciate all of your help.”
Micah just shook his head and led Rachael toward the door. He locked up behind them before checking that all of the doors and windows were secure. Then he gathered up the weapons and carried them upstairs and left them by the bed before hurrying back downstairs to fix some coffee and a sandwich. He would need his strength to watch over them.
He carried a pitcher of water and a glass along with his coffee back upstairs. Then he settled down in the chair to begin his vigil. He hoped the coffee would help him remain alert. He needed to watch over them for these first few hours. He was sure they were the most crucial. Then he would rest some before Brice returned the next day.
Several times Owen moaned and moved around on the bed. He carefully held him still so he wouldn’t stir up the bleeding again. He didn’t feel particularly hot, so he didn’t think he had a fever yet. More than likely he was dreaming about the attack. He and Luke had all but given their lives to keep the women safe. He needed to check on the other man.
Simon stood up and stretched, and then he walked into the other room and checked all of Luke’s bandages. There didn’t seem to be any bleeding, and his skin was warm but not hot. He dampened a cloth and wiped the man’s face and readjusted the covers over him. He was pale, but his breathing seemed normal. He shook his head. None of this should have happened. The world they were living in really was fucked up.
He turned away and returned to his bedroom to find Owen’s eyes open and gazing at Skyler. When he walked in, Owen looked up and gave him a weak smile.
“Is she okay?”
“She’s going to be fine. She opened her eyes earlier, but didn’t say anything. She needs rest. How are you feeling?”
“Like someone ran me through a blender.”
“Here, try to drink some water. You need to keep hydrated.” Simon helped him lift his head enough to take a few sips of the water.
“Thanks. What about Luke?” Concern furrowed his brow.
“He’s next door in the other bedroom. It was too dangerous to move him tonight. So far he’s holding his own.”
“What about the other women?”
“They are all okay. Some cuts and scratches, but nothing major.”
Owen sighed and closed his eyes again. He was quiet for so long that Simon thought he’d fallen back asleep. Then he opened his eyes once again.
“Did you get them all?”
“There were six of them and we got them all. They won’t be bothering anyone again.”
“But there will be more.”
Simon sighed. “Yeah, there’ll be more.”
“What are we going to do, Simon? I thought between the two of us we could keep her safe.”
“Don’t worry about it now. We’ll do whatever we have to. You need to heal. I need you, buddy. There’s going to be some changes.”
Owen just nodded his head and closed his eyes once again. This time his breathing evened out so Simon knew he had gone to sleep again.
He watched the two most important people in his life breathe in and out. He longed to curl around Skyler and hold her, but was afraid he would hurt her in his sleep. He had no choice but to wait in the chair for now. He needed to stay awake anyway so he could take care of them and Luke. He’d grab a nap later.
Thoughts of what they would do to keep Skyler safe drifted around in his mind. Owen had made a great sacrifice in sharing her with him to ensure her safety. He would do no less. If that meant living with another family in their home, then that is what they would do. Four men should be able to keep two women safe. Somehow they had to make it work. He knew the others were all thinking the same thing. Now all they had to do was work it out between them.



Chapter Fourteen
 
Later the next day, Simon stood up and stretched. His muscles were tight from having sat in the chair for so long. Owen had been awake off and on during the night and all morning. Skyler had moved around restlessly but hadn’t opened her eyes again. Luke was still holding his own, but he hadn’t woken up either.
He checked on Luke before heading downstairs to fix something to eat. He warmed up some coffee and sipped on it while he ate the sandwich. A knock at the door had him reaching for the rifle he kept with him at all times.
A quick check at the window let him know it was Brice. He unlocked the door and let the other man in.
“How are they all doing?”
“Luke hasn’t changed. Owen seems better. He wakes up off and on. Skyler has woken up yet, though. I’m worried about her. None of them appear to be running a fever yet.”
“That’s good. Why don’t you rest down here while I check on them? I’ll sit with them for an hour or so and you can relax.”
“Thanks, I think I’ll take a quick shower and then cook something. They’ll need something to eat when they wake up good.”
Simon followed Brice up the stairs and grabbed clean clothes before heading for the bathroom. He closed the door to the bathroom to keep in the heat and turned on the water. Once it had reached an acceptable temperature, he stepped in and quickly lathered up. He didn’t want to waste time when he needed to be cooking something that would be good for the others when they were able to eat.
So intent on rushing through his shower, Simon didn’t even notice the tears that had started to fall until he was drying off. Despite wiping his face, it kept getting wet again. He ran his fingers over his eyes and realized he was crying silent tears. He refused to let them win. He roughly scrubbed his face and then quickly shaved by the light of the lantern before dressing and returning to the bedroom to check on them.
Brice smiled at him and nodded that everything was okay. He gritted his teeth and forced himself to leave the room. The other man would take care of them while he cooked. It had to be done. Broth from a roast would be good for when they first woke up and then the roast itself would provide the protein they would need to heal when they were able to actually eat solid food again.
Nearly an hour past while he worked in the kitchen. As soon as he had things going, he built the fire back up in the fireplace and brought in more wood. Then he went back upstairs to relieve Brice.
“How are they doing?”
“Everyone is doing remarkably well. Even Luke. Owen was awake for a few minutes a while ago. I gave him more water. You can probably feed him some broth or soup when he wakes up again if it’s ready by then.”
“Good. I’ll do that. What about Skyler? Why isn’t she waking up?”
“I think she has a slight concussion from the bullet that grazed her temple. Plus, I’m thinking she is rebelling at the thought that those men won. Talk to her as much as you can and let her know that everything is fine. She’ll come around.”
He followed Brice back down stairs and saw him out so he could lock the door. When he’d been down in the kitchen earlier, he’d found eggs and milk on the back porch where one of the others had tended to his chores for him. It still overwhelmed him at how they had all banded together to help like they had. He knew there was no way any of them would have survived had it not been for all of their help.
When he returned to the bedroom, it was to find that Owen was awake again. He fussed about having to stay in bed.
“I feel well enough to sit up.”
“Brice said you need to remain flat on your back for another twenty-four hours. You don’t want those wounds to open back up, do you?”
“Fuck. This sucks.” He drew in a deep breath and slowly let it out. It was obvious that he was still weak, but he wouldn’t let on.
“I’ll get you something to eat in just a few more minutes. It needs to cook a bit longer. Try and rest until it’s ready.”
Simon had barely gotten the words out of his mouth before Owen was once again dozing. He smiled. The man was stubborn. That was for sure. He glanced down and smiled. Owen’s hand was wrapped around Skyler’s on top of the cover. He gently pulled the covers from beneath then and covered them up again. It wouldn’t do for them to catch cold.
After sitting there watching them for another thirty minutes, he got up and checked on Luke. The other man had moved around some in the bed. He checked the bandages and found them to all still be dry. Maybe he was getting better then.
When he returned to the others, it was to find Owen awake once again. His color looked a little better this time, too.
“Ready for something to eat?”
“Yeah. I could eat.”
“I’ll go get a bowl of broth. If you do okay with that, I’ll let you have some roast with it next time.” Simon hurried downstairs and dipped a small bowl of broth from the warming roast.
He turned off the stove and left it to deal with later. He would eat something when he brought Owen’s bowl back down.
“That smells good.” Owen drew in a deep breath as Simon walked around the bed with the bowl.
“Let’s get you up a little bit. Hold on.” Simon helped him recline back against the headboard with a pillow behind him.
Owen managed to eat all of the broth, though he did spill some on his chest. Simon cleaned him up and followed up with some water. His friend managed to drink half the glass this time. Once he had him lying back in bed again, he took the bowl back downstairs and took care of the food. He ate a quick bite, eager to return to Skyler’s bedside again.
When he walked back into the room, Owen smiled at him.
“She moaned and moved around some. I think that’s a good sign.”
“Did she open her eyes?”
He quickly checked her bandages to be sure she hadn’t started bleeding again.
“No. But she will soon. You watch.”
Simon nodded and sat back down. He wanted to see her pretty eyes blinking back at him once again. He missed her.
 
* * * *
 
Skyler felt as if her side was on fire. Her head pounded and her ears were ringing. She tried to open her eyes, but they wouldn’t budge. What was wrong with her? Did she have appendicitis?
She moaned and tried to move, but she didn’t seem to have much energy. She lifted her hand and brought it to her face. There was a bandage on her head. Why was it there? She tried to think back, but the throbbing in her head only got worse when she tried to remember.
“Skyler? Can you hear me? Wake up, baby. We’re worried about you.” The voice sounded familiar, but she couldn’t place it.
Something was wrong. She sensed it. She slowly drifted off. When she woke up again, she could open her eyes. The room was dark and she couldn’t make out where she was. Nothing seemed right. She turned her head and recognized Owen sleeping next to her. She inhaled his scent and felt a little better.
When she turned her head to the other side, it was to see the outline of someone sitting in a chair next to the bed. Who was it? She couldn’t think. Something had happened. It was just out of reach. The banging in her head grew worse. She tried to relax to get it to lessen. Finally, she felt a bit better. She tried to sit up and found that her side was too painful. She pushed back the covers and looked down at her abdomen. On the side was a large bandage.
“Hey! Skyler. Easy, baby. You’ll hurt yourself.”
She jerked her eyes up and found herself staring at a stranger. No, that wasn’t true, he seemed familiar. She just couldn’t quite place him. Skyler scrambled to pull the cover back over her seminude body.
“Are you okay? Did you hurt yourself?” The stranger leaned over her and ran the back of his hand against her cheek.
She jerked back from his touch. His eyes widened, and he looked sad. He didn’t try to approach her again. Instead, he sat back down and looked at her.
“Who are you?”
“You don’t remember me?”
She carefully shook her head. It still ached.
“I’m Simon. Do you remember Owen?”
“Of course I remember him.” She scooted closer to her lover, seeking out his warmth.
“Careful, he’s hurt, too.”
“What’s wrong with him? What happened?” She immediately tried to turn toward Owen, but her side burned.
“You were attacked by black market agents and shot. You really don’t remember?”
She shook her head. Black market agents? What were they? She couldn’t stop the tremor that wracked her body at the realization that she was basically alone with a stranger and Owen was hurt.
“Easy, Sky. Everything will be fine. Owen is recovering and so are you. Just relax. I’m going to go get you something to eat. You need to heal. Promise you’ll stay in bed so you don’t pull your stitches?”
At her nod, the stranger stood up and stepped away from the bed. In the dim light of the lantern he carried with him, she hadn’t been able to really see him, but something was familiar about him. She wished she could remember what had happened. Nothing about the room seemed familiar. She was afraid to close her eyes in case she fell back asleep. She didn’t want to sleep right then. She wanted answers instead.
Owen had been shot. It slowly sank in that nothing was what she remembered if they had both been shot. She tried to make out her lover’s features, but without the lamp, she could barely make out that there was someone in the bed next to her.
Finally, the sound of footsteps outside the door and a faint flickering light announced the return of the stranger. He walked into the room and set the lamp and a bowl on the bedside table.
“Let me help you sit up so you can try some broth.” He helped her ease up in the bed and placed a pillow behind her
“Thanks. What’s your name?” She could tell it hurt him that she didn’t remember him.
“My name is Simon. You and Owen live with me.”
She frowned. She didn’t remember moving in with anyone. When had they done that? Why had they done that? Another thing finally dawned on her. There was no electricity for some reason.
“Why don’t you have electricity?”
There was a long few seconds of silence as he stared at her. Then he was holding the bowl for her and handing her a spoon.
“Eat your broth and then get some more rest, Sky. We’ll talk in the morning. You need to heal.”
Skyler sipped at the broth, realizing she was hungry. She cleaned the bowl and then drank the water he gave her before helping her to settle back in the bed once again. She looked over at Owen and wished he would wake up so she wouldn’t feel so scared and alone. She wouldn’t wake him, though. He needed to sleep.
“Rest, Sky. I’m going to take this back downstairs. I’ll be right back.”
She jerked her head back toward him and wished she hadn’t moved so fast. Her head still hurt. She just nodded at him. He sighed and gathered up the bowl and the lamp once again and left her there in the dark.
It seemed like much longer before he returned with the lamp. She thought she had dozed off and on while waiting on him. He was her only source of information, and she wanted to know what was going on. Something niggled in the back of her mind, but the more she pushed, the harder her head hurt.
As Simon sat back down in the chair next to the bed, Skyler felt Owen move next to her. She turned and smiled when his eyes opened.
“Sky! You’re awake. I’ve been so worried about you. Simon’s been a basket case.”
She looked at him then back at Simon. “Why would he be so worried?”
Owen frowned, but before he said anything, Simon spoke up.
“She doesn’t remember anything, Owen. She doesn’t remember living here. She doesn’t even remember me.”
Skyler winced. He sounded so sad about that. She realized she had hurt his feelings more than she had thought. That seemed strange to her. Owen reached over and cupped her cheek with his hand.
“Baby, we moved here when things got to be too dangerous at home. Remember?”
“Why would things be dangerous at home?” She blinked at him. Nothing was making sense.
She caught Owen looking at Simon across her. They seemed to be silently communicating. She didn’t like being left out.
“What?”
“Don’t worry about it right now, baby. All you need to do is concentrate on getting well. Everything will be fine in a few days. You’ll see.” Owen pulled her hand to his mouth and kissed it.
“I’m going to go check on Luke. I’ll be right back.” Simon stood up and ran a hand over his face before walking out the door.
Skyler looked over at Owen and knew that something was really wrong. “Who’s Luke?”



Chapter Fifteen
 
Skyler woke to the sound of another voice she didn’t recognize. She assumed it was Luke. Then the voices moved into the room where she and Owen were. She glanced over at Owen. He smiled at her and winked.
“That’s Brice. He’s the one who helped take care of us.”
“I keep remembering something about wolves and a cellar. What happened, Owen? Why won’t you all talk to me about it?”
“They don’t want to chance overwhelming you, Skyler.” The new man, Brice, eased closer to the side of the bed. “You’ve had a major trauma. Give it some time and you’ll remember on your own. Now let me check your wound.”
She winced when he pulled back the covers and lifted the shirt to look at her bandages. He gently lifted them then replaced them and covered her back up.
“Everything looks good. You’re healing nicely.” He smiled down at her then looked over at Owen. “You’re next.”
She watched him walk around the bed to look at all of Owen’s injuries. He nodded and finally settled the covers back around Owen. He didn’t look worried so she felt like Owen was doing fine, too.
“You’ve got some redness around the wound in your thigh, but it’s not bad. You need to watch it. If it gets worse or starts draining, it will need cleaning out to get rid of the infection. I think it will be fine, though.”
Simon followed the other man out, and she could hear them talking as they went downstairs. A little while later, she heard the front door open and shut. Simon didn’t immediately reappear. He was probably fixing something to eat. She knew by the way the sun was coming through the window that it had to be close to noon. She had no idea what day it was or how long she had been in bed. Everything was so blurry in her head.
“How are you feeling, babe?” Owen was squeezing her hand.
“My head doesn’t hurt as badly as before. I keep thinking of things that don’t make sense. You know? Like why do I remember canning tomatoes? I’ve never canned anything in my life.”
“Baby, a lot has happened in the last few years. You’ve forgotten it all for some reason. Probably that wound to your head. We live with Simon now, and he’s just as much your…”
“Don’t, Owen.” Simon’s voice stopped him from whatever he was going to tell her.
Skyler looked over at the other man as he walked further into the room. He had dark shadows under his eyes and his expression seemed strained. She was sure he was worn out from having to take care of everyone.
“Brice thinks that forcing her to remember anything could cause problems. She needs to remember on her own.”
“I don’t understand. What aren’t you telling me? What am I not remembering?” She felt panic rising in her stomach.
“It’s okay, Skyler. Just rest and everything will come back to you soon enough.” Simon patted her hand. “I’m going to bring up your lunch. I’ll be right back.”
Skyler watched him leave and once again felt like she had hurt him. She turned to Owen as much as she could and searched his face for some hint of what she was missing. His grim expression only tightened her chest.
“Don’t push it, baby. Brice is probably right. You need to remember on your own. I love you.”
“I love you, too but this is scaring me.”
“There’s nothing to be scared about.”
“Yes there is. I can see it in your eyes. I’m not going to like what I’m not remembering, am I?”
Owen pressed his lips on the back of her hand once again. His eyes pleaded with her to let it go. She would for now. She didn’t want him getting upset. He was badly hurt. How they had both gotten shot and weren’t in a hospital, she had no idea. She would have to wait and play it by ear until her memory returned.
Simon walked in with their meal, and the next few minutes were spent eating. It didn’t take long for her to grow tired once again. She fought sleep as long as she could, afraid that when she woke up next time something else would be different.
 
* * * *
 
“I don’t like holding the truth back from her, Simon.”
“I know, but Brice is afraid that with her head injury, forcing it could cause more problems. If she hasn’t remembered by the time she can get up and down, then the stimulation of how everything around her is so different will slowly set things right again.”
Owen drew in a deep breath and nodded. His body ached. He wanted to get up, but Simon and Brice didn’t want him moving around too much. He could sit up in bed more, though, and he let Simon help him up. When Skyler woke up again, they were going to sit her up as well. He wanted her up and around as soon as possible. Not only so she would remember again, but also because seeing her pale and confined to the bed scared him. He wanted her healthy and happy again.
“At some point we’re going to have to talk with everyone about the situation and make some decisions about sharing houses.” Simon’s voice jerked him back to the conversation.
“Yeah, I agree. How is Luke doing?”
“He’s better. His family has been here off and on to care for him. They are talking about moving him back home tomorrow. Brice thinks he’ll be fine to travel the short distance as long as they go slow.”
“Do you have a preference of who moves in with us?” Owen didn’t really. They had all been good people, banding together to take care of each other.
“Not really. I think it’s going to depend on who agrees and who doesn’t.
“We’ll have to do some rearranging and cleaning out. That last room is a total junk room.”
“I don’t like giving it up as a hideaway for Skyler. We’ll have to figure something else out and make it big enough for two women.” Simon looked over at where Skyler was gently snoring.
Owen watched a faint sad smile cross the other man’s face before he straightened up and walked back around to the chair. He figured the other man had to be worn out from sleeping in the chair.
“Why don’t you lie down next to Skyler for a little while, Simon? You need to rest or you’re going to end up sick from exhaustion.”
“I’m scared I’ll hurt her without meaning to. Plus, she’d probably have hysterics if she woke up to me sleeping next to her.”
Owen sighed and nodded. He was probably right in the situation they were in right now. When she woke up, maybe she would have remembered everything once again.
They talked softly for several minutes before Owen drifted off to sleep. When he woke up the next morning, it was to find that Simon was gone and Skyler was sitting up in bed with a pillow to her back.
“Hey.” He smiled at her.
“Hey, yourself. How are you feeling?”
“Better. What about you?”
“Good. I’m ready to get out of this bed. My butt is sore.”
Owen chuckled then groaned. It hurt to laugh. “Where’s Simon?”
“He’s helping some others get Luke down to the truck. They’re taking him home this morning. Brice said that I could sit up in the chair today for a while.”
“That’s great news, baby.” He hesitated then continued on. “Have you remembered anything?”
“No.” Her eyes clouded over with sadness. “I’m almost scared to remember now. Everything seems so different.”
“I know, Sky. Take things slow. It will come back when you’re ready to remember it.”
Owen heard the front door downstairs close. Then footsteps on the stairs let him know that Simon was on his way back up. When the other man appeared in the doorway, he had a slight smile on his face.
“Luke must be doing better.”
“He is. He actually woke up this morning before they showed up to move him. He’s going to be fine. You were sleeping well this morning. You missed all the cursing and everything when they started carrying him downstairs.”
“I don’t know. Something woke me up.” He grinned.
“Can I move to the chair now, Simon?” Skyler interrupted them.
“Are you sure you want to this early?” Simon didn’t look convinced that she should.
“I’m sure. I want to sit up to eat breakfast. Besides, I’m tired of lying in bed.”
“She said her ass hurt.”
“Owen!” He grinned when her cheeks grew red from embarrassment.
“Well, we can’t have your ass in pain. I’ll help you move.” He winked at her and moved the chair. “Let me get the chair ready for you.”
When he had it like he wanted it, Simon bent over Skyler and started to pull the covers back from her waist.
“Wait! I don’t have anything on but a T-shirt.”
“That’s okay. I’m going to cover you up with blankets so you will be warm.”
“But…”
“Skyler. Simon has seen you naked before. It’s no big deal. Let him move you over to the chair.” Owen patted her hand and tried to reassure her.
Her face seemed to grow even redder than before and her mouth opened in a little O before she closed it and nodded her head. He and Simon exchanged glances. Then his friend leaned over and slipped his arms beneath her to lift her off the bed. Once he had her settled in the chair with several blankets wrapped around her, he hurried out of the room.
Owen could tell that his friend was hurting inside at Skyler’s inability to remember him and the relationship they had. He didn’t know what to do about it and finally came to the conclusion that there was nothing that he could do. Only time would heal the rift between the two.
 
* * * *
 
It was obvious that she had hurt Simon’s feelings. He wouldn’t look at her when he had brought her plate to her earlier. She couldn’t help feeling uncomfortable around him without clothes on. She didn’t remember him. Every once in a while she got glimpses of a memory that startled her then slipped away. For a brief second, she felt as if they had been lovers, and that just couldn’t be true. Could it?
She turned to look at Owen. He was sitting up in a chair on the other side of the bed. Simon had stripped the bed and remade it while they were both sitting up. Owen looked a little peaked from being up for so long. He probably needed to lie back down.
“Are you ready to go back to bed?”
Owen’s head jerked over to look at her. She almost laughed at the look of desperation that crossed his face.
“No. I’m not getting in that bed again until time to go to sleep. I’m sick of it.”
She giggled, holding her side to keep from jarring it. She felt the same way, but he was hurt much worse than she was.
“I’ll probably be ready for a nap after lunch. You can keep me company then.”
He smiled at her and nodded. “I can do that. It’s not quite lunchtime yet though. No need to get in bed now.”
“Owen?”
“Yeah, babe?”
“Were Simon and I… Um, did we—” She couldn’t seem to get the words out. What would Owen think of her if she asked that question and what she was feeling wasn’t real?
“What, Skyler?” His eyes seemed to be encouraging her to say it.
“I keep thinking I remember something, but it seems so wrong. I’m scared I’m just making something up in my head.”
“Just say it. I’ll tell you the truth, Skyler. I always have.”
“I know. It’s just that this is really weird. I mean I don’t really know Simon, but I get these snatches of memory that make me think that–that we’ve been, um, intimate.” She hurried through the last few words and looked down at her hands.
“Hey, look at me.” Owen’s voice was soft and kind.
She expected him to yell at her. When he didn’t, she slowly lifted her eyes that were suddenly blurry with tears.
“You and me and Simon all live together here in his house. You’re both of ours’ wife.”
She gasped. Her mouth fell open and then closed again before she was finally able to speak. Shock had her head pounding as more thoughts tumbled through it. Pictures of them having sex in the bed together with Owen and then alone.
“That’s illegal!”
“Not now, it’s not. Things have changed in the world, Skyler. Most families now are made up of a woman and two or even three men. It’s how we keep our women safe. You’ll start to remember more and more now, I think.”
She began to shiver and wished that Owen was closer to hold her. Her side ached from the tremors.
“Simon!” Owen yelled from across the room.
Skyler was so shaken that she never even heard him run up the stairs and into the room. All of a sudden he was holding her in his arms with her sitting on his lap. One hand held her lightly at the waist while the other one smoothed her hair. His chin was resting lightly on top of her head.
“Shh, baby. It’s all right now. Just relax.”
She could hear Owen talking to him in a soft voice now.
“She remembered that you and she had been having sex and it overwhelmed her I guess. I probably shouldn’t have pushed it when she hesitated to tell me, but I was so excited that she was remembering that I did it anyway.”
“Skyler is strong. She’ll be fine. She just needs to rest and think now. Isn’t that right, baby?”
She couldn’t answer him. Everything was bombarding her all at once. She couldn’t stop the memories as they came flooding back into her mind as if a dam had broken farther up river. Events and emotions tore through her as if they had all just happened yesterday. It hurt. She wasn’t sure she could handle it all.
Finally, the whirlwind of thoughts and feelings subsided and she was able to catch her breath. She found herself enveloped in Simon’s arms. It felt right despite her earlier panic at finding out that they had been lovers. Now she felt almost empty inside from all the intense emotions that had nearly buried her. The only thing left floating around in her head was guilt in the knowledge that she had hurt Simon in forgetting who he was to her.
“I’m sorry, Simon.” Her voice barely made it past her dry, cracked lips.
“For what, baby?”
“For not remembering how important you are to me. For not remembering how much I love you.”
She felt his sudden indrawn breath and the slight tightening of his hand at her waist. His other hand hesitated in its downward caress over her hair.
“You love me?”
“Yes. I love you. I remember wishing that I had told you sooner when the men were coming to get us in the basement. I thought that I was going to die or be taken away and never have told you that I loved you.”
“Oh, Sky. I love you, too. When I saw you covered in blood, I thought I had lost you forever. I’ve never been so afraid in my life.”
She wrapped her arm around him and squeezed as much as she was able to. Never would she let a day go by without telling her men that she loved them. They were the most important things in her life.
“We’re going to be making some changes as soon as everyone is well again,” he told her.
“What kind of changes?” She pulled away to look up at him.
“Changes to make sure that you are always safe. I don’t ever want to have to worry about you like that again.”
Skyler wasn’t sure what sort of changes he had in mind, but as long as she wasn’t going to lose either one of them, she would be happy with them.
“I want to hear more about these changes you’re talking about.”
Owen’s bark of laughter reminded her that her other lover was sitting across the bed from her. She turned and scowled at him.
“I suppose you have a hand in these changes, too.”
“Of course, baby. We work together to keep you safe and happy and always will.”



Chapter Sixteen
 
Winter’s tight hold slowly loosened over the next few weeks, and Skyler felt as if she could finally breathe easier. Owen was back to doing chores with Simon now that he was fully healed. The two men had been driving her crazy ever since she had gotten back into the swing of things. They wouldn’t leave her alone for any length of time and followed her everywhere. Not only were they getting on her nerves, but they were wearing themselves out trying to keep up with everything while monitoring her.
She muttered under her breath that she couldn’t go to the bathroom in private as she was washing dishes one night and Owen heard her.
“It’s not that bad, baby.”
She turned and glared at him over her shoulder. “Yes it is. I haven’t had one moment’s privacy since the attack. I know you want to keep me safe, but this isn’t working.”
“Skyler. That’s enough. You know the dangers out there. We don’t have any other way of protecting you than to keep our eye on you.” Simon’s deep voice startled her as he walked into the room.
“What about combining families like they were talking about before? Then there would always be at least two men in the area all the time.” She dried her hands on her apron and fisted them on her hips.
“There are a lot of issues with that idea. Privacy being the main one.” Simon frowned.
“Sometimes you have to make concessions. You know that.”
“It’s not the only issue. We don’t know that it would be that much more effective. Taking a chance without thoroughly exploring all the options is just asking for trouble.”
“Who’s doing the thorough investigation?” She couldn’t help the bite in her voice.
“Hold on, you two. Let’s not get all riled up. Simon, you’re intentionally baiting her.” Owen shook his head.
“Why do you say that?” He wouldn’t look at Skyler, which told her that Owen was right.
“Simon.” Owen frowned now.
The other man sighed and finally looked at her with a rueful expression. She could tell that he was enjoying this.
“We’re all meeting next week to vote on the issue and iron out the particulars of combining households. I was going to tell you tonight at dinner.” He glared over at Owen.
She pursed her lips to hold in the smile of triumph that threatened to break through. It wouldn’t do any good to gloat on the matter. Still, the news thrilled her. She would have another woman in the house who she could spend time with and talk to. They would share chores and ultimately have a little more time to relax with their men.
“I can see from the smile you’re unsuccessfully trying to hide that you’re excited about it.” Simon leaned against the door facing.
“Well, yes. Naturally it will be nice to have a friend. You should like it because you’ll have more hands to help with chores.”
“There is that. Of course we’ll be combining the herds, making them larger and more difficult to handle as well as needing to enlarge the garden to accommodate more mouths to feed.”
Owen hooted with laughter when Skyler threw up her hands in exasperation. Simon couldn’t see the good side for anything. Why was he so determined to make it sound like a bad idea?
“Skyler. Simon doesn’t want to give up being able to grab you and fuck you in the kitchen or over the back of the couch or out in the backyard after you’ve just cooled off from working in the garden.”
She finally got it then. It would infringe on their spontaneity where sex was concerned to say the least. She would miss that. But surely they could figure something out to keep things interesting. She looked over at Simon, and a strange expression slid over his face. She knew that look. Skyler took a step back and bumped up against the sink. She looked over at Owen and found him grinning like a kid at a birthday party.
“Now, Simon.” She scooted closer to the edge of the cabinets.
Simon didn’t say anything. Instead, he started walking toward her in an unhurried manner. She wasn’t taking any chances. She pushed off the cabinet and raced toward the table, putting it between her and Simon.
“See, we wouldn’t be able to do this if we had other people here.” He started circling the table.
Skyler moved counterclockwise to his approach. He faked left and circled right. She hurried around the table and through the kitchen door into the den. Once again she managed to put something between them. This time it was the couch but she hadn’t anticipated that he might be able to climb over it as quickly as he did. He caught her around the waist, pinning her arms down in the process.
“Owen. Help me.”
“Why should I help you when I’m going to enjoy the fact that he caught you?” He slowly removed his shirt.
The intense look in his eyes had her pussy clenching and her nipples hardening into tight peaks. She could feel Simon’s steady heartbeat despite having chased her from the kitchen. Sometimes she wondered if he really ever got riled up. When she wiggled her ass against the hard ridge of his cock, his heartbeat picked up. She smiled.
“Do you know what I’m going to do to you, Sky?” Simon’s deep voice tickled her insides and her juices seeped from her pussy.
“What?”
“I’m going to strip you of your clothes first. Then I’m going to bend you over this couch while Owen holds you so you can’t get away.” He nuzzled her neck so that his hot breath tickled her ear.
“I think she likes the sound of that, Simon. I can smell her all the way over here.” Owen moved closer to them.
He brushed his fingers lightly over her distended nipples through the cloth of her T-shirt and bra. When she shivered, he smiled in a slightly evil way that had her heart racing with anticipation. He lowered his hands and slowly lifted her T-shirt so that Simon could reposition his arms against her bare skin and Owen could remove the shirt. He dropped it on the floor by their feet.
“Look at those plump beauties, Owen. I bet her nipples taste like the sweetest of strawberries.”
Owen licked his lips and released the front clasp of her bra. Then he peeled back the cups and stared at her aching breasts. Reaching up, he flicked one of her nipples. She gasped at the sudden sensation. He slowly lowered his head and drew in one straining nub so that he could tease it with his tongue. His teeth held it still as he lapped at it before moving on to the other one. Once he had them both tingling and wet, he stood up and the cool air soon had them even more taut if that were even possible.
“Please.” She almost didn’t recognize her own voice.
“Please, what, Skyler?” Owen asked as he knelt in front of her and rested his hands at her hips.
“Please, do something.”
He and Simon chuckled. She tried to wrench herself away from Simon’s grasp, but there was no moving him. Owen’s fingers quickly unfastened and unzipped her jeans before pushing them down to her knees. He stopped to remove her shoes then pushed the pants farther down.
“Step out of them, baby,” he whispered, looking up into her eyes.
She did as he said, her body too aroused to do anything else. A soft whimper left her mouth when he leaned forward and sniffed her panties. His eyes grew even darker if possible as he stared deep into her eyes. Then he slipped his hands underneath the waistband and slowly pulled them down.
“What does she taste like, Owen?” Simon’s voice had gone even deeper, raspier than before.
Owen had her step out of the underwear and spread her legs. He circled her opening with one finger, gathering some of her juices as he did. Then he sucked that finger deep into his mouth and closed his eyes as he slowly pulled it out.
“Like tangy honey.” He spread her pussy lips and licked all around her clit until it began to emerge in heated need.
When he pushed two fingers deep into her cunt, she rose up on her toes and moaned. God, it felt so good. She would never be able to stand it if they teased her much longer. Fortunately, Simon seemed to have had enough of not being able to participate. He pulled her from Owen’s grasp and turned her so that he could press her over the end of the couch so that her ass was up in the air and she could no longer touch the floor. She grasped the edge of a pillow cushion as Simon forced her legs wide.
“Look at that ass, Owen. Isn’t it beautiful?”
“She’s dripping juice all over the arm.”
“Get in front of her and stuff her mouth with your dick.” Simon seemed to be directing things this time.
She grunted when Owen knelt on the couch, his thick cock already out of his jeans and leaking pre-cum. Skyler lifted up with her arms and licked her lips in anticipation. Owen ran the cockhead around her lips then rested it on her lower lip.
“Open wide, baby.”
Without hesitating, she opened wide and took his erection into her mouth. She slipped her tongue all around the head, teasing a drop of cum from the slit in the top. He drew in a deep breath at this. His reaction fueled her need to take all of him. She sucked tightly at the head, hollowing her cheeks until he groaned for her. Then she took him to the back of her throat and swallowed around him.
“Fuck! I love your mouth.”
She faltered when Simon took that opportunity to drag his finger through her slit. He circled her back hole with his wet finger, ringing it and sending tendrils of forbidden sensation straight to her clit.
“You like it when I play with this little asshole, don’t you, babe?”
She groaned around Owen’s cock. The vibrations traveling up his cock had him cursing once again. He tightened his fingers in her hair, the erotic pull against her scalp releasing more of her juices. Simon gathered more of her cream and used it to slowly enter her forbidden channel with his finger even as his stiff cock probed her weeping slit.
Skyler bobbed up and down on Owen’s dick, using her tongue to trace each bump and vein. She lightly grazed him with her teeth before taking his scrotal sac in one hand and gently squeezing it.
“That’s it, baby. Play with my balls.”
Simon kept pressing into her wet channel until his cock was all the way in her cunt. He pulled out, rasping against her hot spot before plunging back in. She screamed around Owen’s dick at the sudden entry. Fire raced through her veins as thrilling tingles registered deep inside her womb. He pulled all the way out once again and thrust back into her, over and over again. It drove her farther down on Owen’s cock so that it bumped the back of her throat each time.
“You’re so fucking hot and tight. It feels like you’re going to squeeze my dick off.” She could hear the strain in Simon’s voice as he tunneled in her pussy and thrust his finger deep into her ass.
Skyler mewed as she sucked on Owen’s cock. Everything was getting to be too much. She needed to come. Her pussy was quivering with every plunge of Simon’s dick into her cunt. She found herself trying to ram back against him but couldn’t keep up with Simon and Owen at the same time. Frustration had tears rolling down her cheeks.
“Ah, hell, baby. I’m close. Your hot mouth is heaven.” Owen suddenly growled then erupted in her throat. Thick ropes of cum filled her until she nearly choked trying to swallow it all.
Owen collapsed back against the couch, panting with a smile on his face. She licked his cum from her lips and looked over her shoulder at Simon.
“Please, Simon. I’m so close.”
“I’m close, Sky. Play with your clit for me.”
She reached back and began to circle the tight button with one finger as Simon powered in and out of her with long hard strokes. She reached farther back and raked her nails over his balls. He cried out and began to pump harder. She tapped on her clit several times until the slow burn that had been building inside her exploded into a full-fledged wildfire that threatened to consume her. Electrical impulses deep in her ass added to the heat of the fire spreading in her veins as Simon stilled deep inside of her, ejaculating hot cum against her cervix.
Skyler screamed as the fire turned her heated skin into sensitive nerve endings that seemed to throb in time with her stuttering heart. A harsh noise roared in her ears, and she realized it was a combination of hers and Simon’s heavy breathing.
Simon’s weight finally registered, and she collapsed to the couch. Owen chuckled and moved off the other end so that she could spread out some.
“Simon. You need to get off of her so she can breathe.”
He grunted but finally stood up. She felt a warm, wet cloth between her legs and realized that Owen had gone to the kitchen and gotten something to clean her up with. The cool air soon chilled her moist skin, and she began to shiver.
“Come on, baby. Let’s get you dressed again. You’ll end up sick.” Owen pulled her to a standing position once again.
Simon had fastened himself back into his jeans and was holding her clothes for her. The realization of what they had done made Skyler realize that she didn’t want to lose this either, but what could they do?
She wrapped her arms around Simon and looked up at him. “I love you so much.”
He grinned down at her and ruffled her hair. “I love you, too, baby.”
Owen pulled her T-shirt over her head and turned her toward him. Laying a kiss on her forehead, he smiled. “I love you more than anything.”
Skyler stepped into her jeans with their help then pulled Owen’s head down to her and kissed him. “I love you, Owen.”
Once they were all dressed again and sitting on the couch in front of the fire, Skyler grabbed a hand of each of her men and held them tightly in her lap. She didn’t want to lose them either. They were her life, the air that she breathed. Sharing her life with them made her the happiest woman in the world.
She hadn’t known Simon for very long, but he had grown to be as important to her as Owen. She was glad that Owen had made the decision to seek refuge in The Border Lands with Simon. Together they would figure out what to do next. As long as she had them, she could handle anything.
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