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            As you wish.
He redoubled his efforts until she was whimpering. He enjoyed her taste on his tongue. He tried to keep her steady, but the more she shimmied, the stronger the energy grew between then. He felt his power rising again, but this time it didn’t go haywire. He was able to channel it into a small breeze blowing across the two of them. It hardened him again and made her come hard. He lapped up all of her honey then swiftly claimed her lips once more.

“You taste so good.”

“I want you inside me. I need to feel you.”
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He began to roll off her, but she grabbed his hand. “I have to get—”

“No. Now.”

He did what she asked and plunged inside of her. He was rewarded with her legs wrapped around his back. She gripped all of him and set their rhythm. The more he lost control the more the wind in the room blew. She held his shoulders tighter until the wind surged through the bedroom. The doors blew open. He shut his eyes tight and released deep inside of her enjoying the comfort of her arms. It was only when he lay beside her and the draft died down that he realized the wind hadn’t blown anything over. It was pristine. It had only been the power sparking between them.
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Chapter Seven
The decadent smell of coffee roused George from her deep slumber. She’d been dreaming about storms with lots of thunder and the man who had saved her when she was a child. The sound of hooves and horses filtered through her dreams, but then she remembered she was on a horse ranch. When she opened her eyes, the image of the man’s dark eyes haunted her. They had burned into her memory. Before the impact of the storm, her father had come running to get her out of the twister’s path, but a man appeared and held her to him. Her father’s scream echoed in her mind.

George inhaled again and opened her eyes. It took her a moment to remember she’d had a wonderful night with a man who she barely knew. Somehow, she didn’t feel as though he was a threat. She shook her head. Trying to squash her memories was almost impossible. Sometimes they overtook her despite all her efforts to keep them at bay. The pain was so acute it almost strangled her. The memory of the storm played like a continuous loop in her head. She was thrust into the vacuum of the storm. She was so overwhelmed by her fear and yet there was a sense of peace because of her unique ability. Her strange gift made her feel as if she was one with the storm. She was frozen in place, waiting as it got closer for the funnel cloud to suck her up. That’s when the man materialized before her as if he had been formed from the spinning dirt. Last night with Wyatt she sensed one hell of a storm, but there hadn’t been one. Well, there was one with Wyatt and nothing like that had ever happened to her before with another 40

 

person.
He was amazing. I give him credit. He’s not what I thought he’d be at all. God. I’ve
never had anyone make my body react that way.

She got out of bed and went to answer the call of Mother Nature. When she came back in, she noticed Wyatt was out cold, sprawled on the bed. The scent of the coffee stirred her. She gazed around the room and saw a robe tossed over a chair. She grabbed it and pulled it on. The black silk cooled her skin, but it felt good. She tiptoed out of the room and followed the wonderful aroma into the kitchen. A coffee maker sat tucked away on the corner of the large counter next to a stainless steel stove. On it there was a coffee mug tree that she plucked a cup from.

Glancing around, she didn’t think anyone was around or would mind that she was taking some of the coffee. Wyatt said his partner shared the other part of the house.

Surely he won’t mind if I get a cup.
She bit her lip and then poured a mug. Glancing around on the counter, she didn’t see any cream or sugar. She grabbed a spoon from the dish drainer and then pulled open the refrigerator searching for milk.

“Hey, Wyatt. You and I need to have a serious talk.” George froze at the deep voice. The hair stood up on the back of her neck. Energy crawled all over her skin. She had the same sense she had last night with Wyatt that a storm was creeping up on her.
Shit. This has to be Landon.
She took in a deep breath praying he wouldn’t be upset at discovering a strange woman rooting around in his fridge. Slowly she peeked out from behind the door and shut it. The first thing she saw was a man dressed in black silk boxers, tan skin, a well formed eight pack, and muscled arms. Her gaze moved to his face. He had shaggy salt and pepper hair that touched the top of his ears. His mouth was made for kissing with succulent lips that she could kiss all night long. He had a classic nose which was slightly bent to the right as if it’d been broken. His eyes were deep and framed by black eyebrows. His brow furrowed when he saw her.

Her gaze drifted back to his eyes. Those deep green eyes that swirled and held too much wisdom. The kind eyes which had held sympathy for a five-year-old girl. The realization washed over her. She staggered back and bumped into the counter.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to frighten you—”
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She held out her hand warding him off. “It’s you!”

“Excuse me?” Landon asked.

He stepped toward her again. She slid along the counter floundering for something. A weapon. A phone. Something to make sure she wasn’t dreaming.
This
isn’t real. He isn’t real. There was no man that day. It was all in my mind, but there he is. I
could never forget those eyes. If this is the man, how can he look the same?
“You’re him. You’re the one.”

Those full lips pursed. “I’m him who?”

She shook her head and ran her fingers through her hair trying to clear her mind.

George took in a deep breath, but it was hard to focus. The closer he came, the stronger the charge in the air got. The hair on her arms was standing up. Her whole body trembled. Her stomach dropped. The sensation was stronger with him than it had been with Wyatt the night before. She clutched the counter not sure why this was happening.

“Oh, Landon, I guess you met George.”

George focused on Wyatt. He walked over to her and slid his arm around her waist. Landon came over and touched her arm. When he did, she was hit with an intense electric jolt. The breath caught in her throat and darkness grabbed her into its arms by surprise.


* * * *


 

She heard her name. Struggling she fought through the darkness and opened her eyes. Wyatt was above her with a concerned look on his face. He held a glass of water and lifted it to her lips. She drank in a few swallows before she waved it away. The cool liquid helped clear her head. Her insides were shaking from the sudden overload of sensation. This had only happened to her once before when she’d run into a very strong storm. Something in her had shut down from the deluge. There wasn’t a storm around, why was this happening now? It took her a moment before she got her bearings. When she did, she sat up slowly, but her head was still spinning so she had to lie back down.
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“Hey, take it easy. Are you all right?”

“I-I think so. That was weird. I’ve never had that happen to me before,” she lied.

“You should stay lying down until we can figure out what happened. We need to check you over and make sure nothing’s broken. You took a good pitch,” Landon said from behind the couch. He leaned over and pressed a cool cloth against her forehead.

“I’m fine really. I didn’t mean to scare you like that.”

“I was worried when I woke up and didn’t see you in bed.” Wyatt took her hand and kissed the back of it. What she saw was true concern and not something made up because of the quick tryst they’d had.

“The coffee smelled so good. I didn’t want to wake you and then Landon surprised me.”

“About that. Before you passed out, you insisted that you knew me. Are you positive that we’ve met before because I don’t remember you? No offense.” She glanced at Wyatt and then back at Landon. “No. I-ah- thought you were familiar, but I realize now that you’re not who I thought you were.”

“See, Landon. I told you she didn’t know you,” Wyatt smiled. “He was saying that you kept saying it’s you like you had a past life together or something.” George laughed. “Of course not.” She leaned in and kissed Wyatt. Once their lips touched, a jolt of electricity ran through her.

“Hey, Landon, what’s all the racket? Is everything oka—” George broke off the kiss and saw a woman dressed in jeans and a button down shirt standing before them. She had short dark hair with red highlights and fair skin.

Her jaw dropped when she took in the scene. “Oh, God. I’m so sorry. I didn’t realize that I was interrupting anything.”

George glanced between her and the other two. Wyatt stood up and Landon rushed after her. “Gina. Wait.”

“What was that about?” She asked Wyatt.

He seemed stunned. “You got me? Gina’s our right hand man. She watches over the place and runs it when we’re off on business.” 43

 

George nodded not too sure what to make of it. She sensed there was something he wasn’t telling her.
I bet she’s attracted to Landon and doesn’t know how to tell him. There was
shock in her eyes seeing me on the couch with the two men. Oh boy I bet she figured I slept with
Landon and Wyatt had walked in on me. What have I gotten myself into? I should never have
come home with him, but God it was good.
“So they have anything going on? You two ever have something going on?” She bit her lip and realized she felt a little better now that Landon had left. Her head wasn’t whirling so much. She stood and waited for the room to go black again. It didn’t, but the static charge hadn’t dissipated. She took in a deep breath.

“Gina has a serious crush on my partner, but he doesn’t reciprocate it. Honestly she thinks the two of us are gay. We thought it was easier, at the time, it explained the two of us owning the business. And no, I’ve never been with her. Are you feeling better?”

“That’s a horrible thing to tell someone. You really should tell her the truth. And yes, I am feeling better. I think I should go though. There’s work for me to do. I need to get back home.”

Wyatt got up too and followed her back to his room. He didn’t say anything, but closed the door. She gathered her clothes, began to dress, and threw his robe on the bed.

She looked around for her keys and saw they had fallen next to the bed. She came up too quickly and the room spun a little, but she was okay.
God I have to get home. I have a
strong feeling, I’m missing something here. There’s Landon and the fact that I recognize him. I
have to sort out what that means. It doesn’t make any sense, but I know I wasn’t dreaming.

Wyatt’s arms wrapped around her stomach. Her body reacted to him. She trembled with the jolt of current passing through her. She bit her tongue.

“Last night was wonderful. I’d love to do it again.” George turned and saw the truth in his eyes. “I thought you only did one night stands.”

He brushed the hair from her face. “Normally I do, but there’s something about you. I can’t put my finger on it.”
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“I’d like that. Maybe next time we can actually get to know more about one another before we have a wild night. Was it me or did you have a window open last night.”

“No window. It was all us. You were wonderful. There’s some kind of spark between us that I’ve never had with anyone. Please say that I can see you tonight.” He kissed her neck and she shivered.

“I’d love that, but I can’t tonight. I have some research to go through. How about I call you?”

“I’ve heard that one before. You’ll go back to your life and forget about me.” George turned in his embrace. Her gaze searched his. The jolt between them made her skin crawl and ignited the pleasure spot between her legs. Her body was tired, but her mind was alert. “There’s no way I can forget about you.” She pressed her mouth against his and bit his lip before pulling away. She saw a piece of paper and scribbled her number on it. “Call me tomorrow.”

She gripped her keys and then left the room. Heading back to the car, she wondered if she should go back into the house and track Landon down.
No I was only
dreaming it. He must have been in my mind.
She climbed into her Jeep and revved the engine. Her thoughts wandered toward Trina. Hopefully her friend had ended up home okay or at least having fun being the middle of a cowboy sandwich.
I’m sure I’ll
hear all about it later. First I need to go home and clear my mind. After the amazing night I had
with Wyatt, the last thing I expected was to dream about my father and the stranger who saved
my life. Why did I end up putting Landon’s face on the stranger who’s been haunting my
dreams since my father died? Oh well, we’ll see what tomorrow brings. Hopefully it’ll be Wyatt
asking me out again.
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Chapter Eight
Landon grabbed Gina’s arm to stop her and prevent her from running out of the house. When she turned around, her eyes were puffy and overflowing with tears. He wanted to shoot himself for being the cause of her pain. He’d never intended to hurt her in any way, she was his friend as much as she was his manager. “Gina, are you okay?” She spun around. “Are you? Wyatt was in the living room with a woman and you were in your boxer shorts. You know I can understand your partner, but you? Doesn’t that disturb you? Were you and she…not that it’s any of my business, but from what you told me just yesterday...”

He released her and ran his fingers over his chin feeling the stubble. “She came home with Wyatt last night. I went into the kitchen, when I heard someone in there, I thought it was Wyatt and I had something to talk over with him and found the woman making a cup of coffee. Nothing’s going on between me and her. I appreciate your concern, but this is honestly none of your business.” She wiped her eyes and glared at him. “Right. After all these years, you don’t trust me enough to tell me the truth. You just expect me to believe both of you are gay. I’ve seen all the women Wyatt has brought home. You’ve had a few here too but I’ve turned a blind eye. This is a good job, so I’ve been managing this place and I keep my mouth shut when I see odd things. Twisters that turn away from the farm. Both of your horses vanishing and reappearing out of thin air. I’ve never asked you about any of it. I’ve kept your secrets. Why don’t you trust me enough to start telling me the truth for once?” 46

 

Landon hung his head. He hadn’t realized how lax they had become around Gina.

They were lucky to have her working for them. Staring at her now, he saw the feelings she had for him displayed on her face. He’d always looked past it by telling himself she would get over it. “My life and Wyatt’s is complicated. You and I-I respect you, but I don’t have feelings for you. I’m sorry. I appreciate everything you do for us, but there are some things that I can’t discuss with you.”

Tears fell down her cheeks. The hurt in her eyes and her struggling for control cut him to the quick. “Fuck you then and Wyatt. You can have your girls and your horses.

I’m through with both of you.” She tore out of his grasp. Landon headed after her when he heard footfalls behind him. Then he remembered Wyatt was in the house with a strange girl.

“Yo, Landon. What’s up with Gina?”

Landon faced his partner. “Wyatt, what the hell was going on with your girl in the kitchen? I’m getting tired of you bringing home strays. Now Gina’s pissed off and I don’t know if I can talk her into coming back. She knows something is up.” Wyatt’s eye widened. “She wasn’t a stray. And it doesn’t matter what Gina thinks.

We should’ve told her the truth a long time ago.”

“What’s that supposed to mean? Where’s the response I normally get ‘oh she’ll deal with it?’” Landon crossed his arms over his chest surprised he was actually hearing a grown up response. “What the hell has gotten into you? The new chick you brought home somehow get inside your head?”

Wyatt shrugged. “I don’t know, man. There’s something about her. I can’t put my finger on it. Something happened last night which I can’t explain. My power—” Landon put up his hand. He didn’t want to hear any more bullshit from Wyatt.

That was all he needed after Raul and now Gina. “Who cares about your power! Maybe whatever happened to you was Raul’s way of showing you that you have to be more careful. You know they’re about to drag your ass to Heaven and punish you for all your showing off. Do you think I want to lose another partner? I don’t want you to end up like Paul.”
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Wyatt shook his head. “Lan, it’s not like that. Something about this woman. You felt it too. I know you did. She touched me and—” Landon slammed his fist against the wall not able to control his anger anymore.

“Damn it. I don’t fucking care. No more showing off. Write off the bitch you fucked last night. Find those storm chasers and wipe their memories. I don’t care what it takes. I don’t want Raul in my kitchen again. Is that understood?” His fellow Rider hung his head. “Fine.”

Landon hated pulling rank, but he was not going to stand by and watch Wyatt get into any further trouble.
He’s had over a hundred years to pull it together. If he isn’t going to
do it on his own, then I’ll make him do it.
Landon sighed and stared at the empty hall. The intercoms around the house were filled with banging and the whinnying of horses. The day had begun a while ago. He looked out the window and saw Whirlwind galloping close to the house. Tempest was with her. He didn’t intrude on the pair’s time together.

Cars had pulled up in the driveway and others were getting ready to ride. He saw Gina talking to one of the regular riders who boarded her horse with them. They were laughing together. The sun glinted off Gina’s hair. She was an attractive woman, but he didn’t share her feelings. He never had. Sure he’d brought a few women home over the past six years, but they were always discreet. He hadn’t realized how much Gina knew about them and that worried him.

What worried him more was Raul and what he had in store for Wyatt. Landon had lost Paul, his old partner, to showing off. He was pulled into Heaven and killed by the angels. It was only a few months later when Raul appeared with Wyatt to work with him and be his new partner. They’d hit it off right away and he considered him a friend.

He’d better go off and find those storm chasers. If not we both could be screwed and I don’t want
anything to happen to him.

He thought back to the woman he’d discovered in the kitchen.
It seemed she knew
me, but I don’t remember her at all. Who is she? She has to be really something if Wyatt is
spouting off about her. The sex must have blown his mind and that’s saying something for him.

He normally moves on after the next day and never calls his one-night stands.
I can’t remember
how many notches he has in his belt.
He glanced at the clock. Time was ticking away and 48

 

he had errands to run for the day. He hoped he’d be able to talk to Gina before she decided to leave, but he knew that she needed space to process everything that had been said. He would hate to lose her as a friend as well as an employee.

Landon walked back to his room, dressed, and got ready for the day. Once he was outside about to get into his truck, he saw something underneath his front tire. It was a wallet. He flipped it open to see the driver’s license inside and recognized the woman he had seen earlier in the house. The one who had been with Wyatt. He read her name Georgiana Morlan. Female. Age 30. She wasn’t that far away. Next to that was her ID

card from University of Oklahoma.
Shit. I should just give this to Wyatt, but I sent him after
those storm chasers. I might as well bring this over to her. It’s the least I can do after scaring her
half to death.

He programmed the girl’s address into his GPS and then tucked the wallet into his pocket. The automated voice told him he had twenty miles to his destination. That wasn’t too bad and then he could swing by the new feed store which was out that way.

He had wanted to check out their prices. He left the ranch and saw that Wyatt’s Jeep was still there.
He’d better be going out and finding those storm chasers. If he doesn’t, I’m
going to kick his ass.

As he drove, he pulled out the wallet and studied the picture of the woman on the license. She looked zombie-like in the photo, but there was something about her eyes.

He glanced at the picture again. She definitely looked better even after just waking up than she did in the picture. The way she peered at him was eerie.
It was like she really did
know me. She can’t be recognizing me though. I’d remember her. All of this is crazy. Wyatt has
me all wound up and I can’t think about him now. I have to get this woman off his back, fix what
I said to Gina, and make sure Wyatt stays in line. Who knows when the next storm will blow
in? Have to be ready for that.

Finally he pulled up outside of an old farm house. Paint peeled on the front porch posts. The fence was in disrepair. An old tractor sat in the backyard rusting. A few of the shutters were missing. There was a hole in the screen door. The porch swing was in working order and it appeared to be fairly new. On the side of the house about five hundred feet away was a storm cellar. He could see from the dip in the front yard that a 49

 

twister had once torn up the ground, but it seemed to be an old scar.
Wonder if it was one
of mine?

He sighed and got out of the truck. He headed up the stairs and knocked on the door. He waited a few minutes, but he didn’t get a response. He pulled open the screen door and knocked again on the front door. He heard heavy foot falls and then the door opened. The same woman who fainted in his kitchen answered.
What did she ever see in
Wyatt? She appears intelligent.

“Hi. Can I help you?”

“Ahh…George, right?” Landon asked.

Her eyes widened. “Holy crap. It’s you. Again.”

He glanced down. “Yeah. About this morning. I wanted to apologize for what happened. I didn’t realize that you weren’t Wyatt and I didn’t mean to scare you.” She waved her hand. When she did, the air stirred. He glanced toward the horizon, but didn’t see any clouds. There was a charge in the air current that he couldn’t place all of a sudden.
I’m losing it. It has to be something natural. We don’t have an answer for
everything.

“No. I didn’t mean that. I mean…Shit.” She bit her lip. He thought it was kinda cute. “What I’m going to say is going to sound insane and I swear I’m not. I’ve been going over it in my head ever since I got home. I can’t concentrate on anything else. I know you.”

“I’m sorry, but we’ve never met before this morning. Unless it was some drunken night a long time ago and if so, I apologize. I came out here to give you back your wallet.”
This is wild.
He shifted his weight feeling uncomfortable and hot. His skin tingled. The power of the storm stirred inside of him. He dug into his pocket and pulled out the wallet. Landon handed it to her.

She took it and stepped away from the door. “Come in please. I think we need to talk.”

He sighed. “I have to go to town to buy some things and then get going back to the ranch. I wanted to give your wallet back to you;, I figured you’d miss it and wonder where you lost it. And I wanted to warn you about Wyatt. I don’t know what your 50

 

kinda kink is or anything, but my partner isn’t one for long term relationships. And—” She touched his arm. A spark went between the two of them loud enough he heard it crackle. The world began to spin. He caught the doorframe before he stumbled.
There’s
definitely something more going on here than meets the eye. Maybe Wyatt was right.
“Yeah.

Maybe I’ll come in and sit for a moment. If that’s okay?” George smiled and released him. Once that happened, his head cleared, but the charge in the air didn’t recede. He followed her inside taking in the farmhouse at the same time. It was a mixture of old and new. Antiques and modern furniture were placed here and there. He noticed that she had good taste. He made it to the sofa and fell into the cushions. His host sat across from him and barely met his gaze. She wrung her hands together and took a few deep breaths. When she did, the static in the air lessened. He noticed the hair was standing up on her arms too.

“When I was a kid, we had this bad storm. I was out in the middle of it. My mother was in the storm cellar yelling for me to come to her, but I couldn’t hear her because of the roar of the tornado. You can still see the scar in the earth it made out front. Anyway the sight of the funnel cloud transfixed me. Debris was flying everywhere. I knew that it was going to take me and that was okay. It was peaceful. There in the place I was in.

Then a man appeared out of nowhere and scooped me up. He held me to him while the twister passed over us and it didn’t suck him up. My father wasn’t so lucky. I saw him pulled into the cyclone. Th-that man was you.” She met his eyes and surprise rolled through him. He understood now why she seemed familiar. She was the little girl he had saved.
How does she remember me?
Her memory should’ve been erased.

“Ahh, George. I really don’t know what you’re talking about. I’m sure that you had a brush with death and it was traumatic for you, but if it was that long ago I was ten or eleven. How could I have been able to save you?” She rested a hand on his knee. When she touched him a strong jolt ran through him causing him to jump closer to her. He rested his hand on top of hers intending to move it away, but found the energy increasing between them. He couldn’t deny the instant attraction.
I’ve never had this happen to me when touching another person.
It seemed his 51

 

insides would blow apart from his power almost going out of control. He gripped her fingers and saw an arc of energy pass over their flesh. Her muscles shivered.

“What’s going on?” George asked.

“I don’t know. This has never happened to me before.” 52
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