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            Afterward, she turned to head back the way she’d come. Then turned again. And again. Lost. Great. Just
great.

Her ears perked up when she heard a noise.
Clop-clop...
Desperate, she followed the sound through the maze of trees. Either she found a way out of here, or she’d melt. Like an ice-cream cone in a microwave oven.

Not that she was whining. Okay, so maybe a little. But even old Satan would be confessing his sins in this heat,
if
he found it bearable. Which he wouldn’t. It wasn’t hell, it was hotter than hell. Yep, the devil would have already bargained his soul and packed a bag for the Poconos.

Then again, she admitted several minutes later as she stared past the branches of an enormous tree, the Poconos were a little overrated. Her attention fixed on the very big, very dangerous-looking man who’d just galloped up to the river on one of the most beautiful horses Lucky had ever seen.

So the devil rode a horse. Well, she
was
in Texas.

 

TYLER GRANT REINED his mount to a halt, slid to the ground and unzipped his pants. Seconds later, he stood on the isolated riverbank completely naked, and mad as hell.

Damn that woman!

The past twenty-four hours rushed through his head with all the fury of a tornado. Hell, he felt as if he’d been hit by one.

He had. One in the form of an educated, attractive, reputable nanny, who’d turned out to be nothing more than a thieving con artist. He still couldn’t believe it. He’d handpicked the woman from a dozen applications provided by the Dalton Agency, one of the most reputable employment agencies in the state, and checked each one of her impeccable references himself. It had all been a lie, he’d been scammed, and now he was in big trouble.

And he always came here when he was in trouble.

The water winked at him, its mirrorlike surface catching rays of sunlight that spilled through the branches of the towering trees sheltering the river. Memories pulled at him of long-ago summers: inner tubes tied to the surrounding trees, excited boys swinging out over the river, plunging into the water...

He stepped into the river. The water embraced his heated, tense body, pulled at his muscles to relax. Despite the past few hours, the never-ending demands of the ranch, the phone calls to the local sheriff about the thieving nanny, he smiled. The water was heaven. Home. God. it had been so long. Too long.

Guilt shot through Tyler and fired his resolve. He was home now, and he was staying, or so he hoped.

He had to find a new nanny, and fast.

His mother-in-law arrived tomorrow and she expected a governess for her granddaughter. If Helen Bell-Whitman didn’t find one—one that met her high standards—he knew she’d cause such a ruckus they’d hear her all the way to the next county. His ears still rang from the moment he’d told Helen he was going home, and that was almost two months ago.

“You’re going to go play nursemaid for a man who’s had simple eye surgery? Hire someone to nurse him, Tyler. His condition is far from life threatening.”

“It’s not that simple,” he’d told her. “Someone has to look after the ranch. Dad’ll be out of circulation for at least a couple of months until his eyes heal from the surgery. He just purchased a new stud and somebody has to oversee the breeding.”

“Breeding? Tyler, you’re a partner in one of the largest private investment firms in the country, for heaven’s sake! You run board meetings, not breeding sessions. Hire someone to handle that revolting work for you.”

“He’s my father, Helen.” And I owe him, he added silently. For all those years I left him alone.

“There’s no need to dirty your own hands over some misguided sense of duty. You’re an investment banker, not a rancher.”

In another life, he thought. That part of him was dead and buried alongside his late wife. Nan had wanted him to be a banker, just as his own mother had wanted it. He’d given up the ranch for them, for a different world where he’d never fit in.

But this he was doing not only for his father, but also for his daughter, Bernadette. To show her another side of her heritage and see her smile again. And he
liked
getting his hands dirty. Working cattle involved dirt and sweat, calluses and aching muscles, and he’d never felt more alive.

Of course, Helen couldn’t comprehend such a thing. And nothing would keep her from drawing battle lines and forcing Bernadette to choose, when—if—Helen found out what had happened with the nanny. Ulysses or Houston. Tyler or Helen.

Bennie would never have to make such a choice and suffer the consequences. Tyler would see to that. He closed his eyes and waded out deeper. Water lapped at his thighs. He would just have to find somebody, anybody, and soon. Helen flew in at Stoney’s airstrip tomorrow afternoon for her first visit/ checkup. Surely he could find somebody by then? He had connections. A few calls and he could have somebody here by late morning. She wouldn’t be a Dalton woman, but he would just have to make do. Any nanny was better than no nanny at all.

 

OKAY, so he wasn’t the devil, Lucky concluded after drinking in every incredible inch of his backside, from broad shoulders to narrow waist, to the most gorgeous rear end she’d ever seen. She’d only had a glimpse when he’d tossed off his clothes and headed for the water. But now that he stood in the shallow part of the river, she had a much better view. He was definitely just a man. A very
naked
man.
Oh, boy.

He had buns that put Mel Gibson’s to shame.

She blinked, but he didn’t disappear.
They
didn’t disappear.

Tight, tanned, muscular and curved just so...

And lethal to her sanity, she decided as she glanced down and saw that she’d stepped from the shelter of trees. She inched backward and took cover behind a thick tree trunk. Peering around the tree’s edge, she directed her attention back to him.

To
them.

She couldn’t help wondering what kind of workout would yield such spectacular results. Undoubtedly a rigorous one, with a lot of flexing, pumping, grinding... A Flex Your Fanny video? A Terrific Tush workout seat? Probably some pumping and grinding of an entirely different nature.

Water rippled and she shrank back behind the tree just as the man stared over his shoulder. All she needed was to be caught trespassing. From what she’d seen of Ulysses, the county seat and home to the world’s largest pecan, she’d be strung up to the nearest tree—

Her thoughts ground to a halt as her eyes riveted to his face. It wasn’t so much that he was handsome. He was, in a Marlboro man sort of way. Rugged, tough... But more than anything, he was...male. There was nothing feminine about his strong jaw, firm lips, chiseled nose. And his eyes... She couldn’t see the color, but somehow she could feel their heat. The heat when a man looks at a woman
that
way. The way Rhett looked at Scarlett. The way Romeo looked at Juliet. The way Buster looked at anything with breasts bigger than his. But Tight Tush wasn’t looking at a woman, he was looking at
her
, and she felt that gaze head-on for the first time in her life.

Panic bolted through her and she even stopped chewing her gum for an endless moment. Surely he’d seen her. He looked as if he’d seen her. She felt as if he’d seen her.

Infinite seconds ticked by until his gaze passed the spot where she hid. Then he turned back around. Lucky resumed her chewing. Of course he hadn’t been looking
at
her. He didn’t even know she was there. Story of her life.

Reason kicked in and she inched backward. She had to get out of there before he really did catch a glimpse of her, not to mention that she had a wallet to return. Time was money. But then he scooped up several handfuls of water, doused them onto his body and she lost what little common sense she had.

The muscles in his arms rippled, catching gleaming rays of sunlight. Water streamed over his shoulders, down the curve of his back and those spectacular buns. She’d wind up dangling from the nearest tree for sure, but at least she’d die a happy woman. Lucky wiped at another trickle of sweat. Hot. Miserable. Thank God she’d brought an extra pack of chewing gum, otherwise her throat would be sandpaper—

Pop!

The bubble burst. Gum flattened against her face. And Tight Tush jerked around. Lucky ducked back behind the tree trunk, snatched the gum from her mouth and threw it away disgustedly. How could she have forgotten about it? Because she’d been chewing gum for ages, a habit that even hypnosis hadn’t been able to cure. She was addicted. And stupid, she thought as she clamped her eyes shut and held her breath.

Water rippled, but otherwise, she heard no sound. Nothing, just her own breathing and the frantic beat of her heart. She kept her eyes closed, her back glued to the tree, out of his sight. Maybe she’d finally lucked out. Maybe he hadn’t seen her. Lord knew she was due...

Her skin prickled with the strange awareness that someone was watching her and she changed her mind. She’d been caught in the act. A Peeping Tom. She could read the headlines now: Love-Starved Cabbie Resorts To Spying On Unsuspecting Men—

“Enjoying the view?” The slow drawl, rich and deep and slightly amused, slid into her ears.

Lucky’s heart stalled, only to rev full speed ahead when she lifted one lid a fraction and saw a pair of large, tanned feet, the toes mere inches from the tips of her sneakers.

Her one eye opened farther and her gaze traveled up a pair of muscular legs encased in faded and slightly damp jeans. The material molded every muscle, showing off his lean calves, powerful thighs. Her gaze hit his zippered fly that was only half zippered, and stopped for a long moment. A wave of heat rushed to her cheeks and she forced her other eye open to get the full view. Not that she actually saw it, not that she wanted to, of course. Where the metal teeth parted, she saw only tanned skin and a funnel of dark, silky hair that swirled up over an incredibly tight abdomen. But the sight was enough to make her swallow. Hard.

“I guess you are.” Tyler folded his arms across his chest and swept his gaze over the woman. At least he thought it was a woman. It was hard to tell, dressed as she was in faded baggy jeans—He did a double take. Make that unfastened jeans.

He stored that information for safekeeping and pushed his attention higher to the T-shirt plastered to her chest. The white material clung, to her, outlining small but perfectly shaped breasts. Her nipples swelled, stretching the material to taut little points and he did some heavy-duty swallowing of his own. Okay, it wasn’t that hard to tell. Definitely a woman.

“W-what?”

Her question forced his gaze to the final frontier. Her hair lay hidden beneath her cap, with the exception of a few dark tendrils collapsed against the slender curve of her neck. Her cheeks were flushed from the heat, her pink lips parted, her face damp with perspiration.

“I’m sorry,” she went on. Wide eyes the color of warm cocoa collided with his. “I didn’t hear you.”

He smiled. “I asked if you were enjoying the view.” But Tyler was doing a little enjoying of his own. Not so much from the sight of her, even though that was agreeable enough. No, it was the way she looked at him. Like a child eyeing the last cookie, the want plain and undisguised in her big brown eyes, and she didn’t even know the size of his bank account Of course, his money wasn’t all women were interested in. He’d met some who just wanted a roll in the hay. But this one was different. Mixed in with that hungry light was an innocence he hadn’t seen in a long time. And with all that hungry innocence directed at him, his jeans grew awful snug in certain strategic places.

“So are you?” he asked, shifting his stance to give a specific body part a little more room.

“Yeah—I mean no. I mean...” She shook her head. “Yes, the view was—is nice, but that’s not why I’m standing here.”

“Really? Then why are you standing here?”

“I had a flat tire on the dirt road back there.” She turned and pointed, but couldn’t quite make up her mind in which direction. “Some dirt road. Anyway, I’m not sure where it’s at now. That’s why I’m here. I’m lost.”

“Lost? So that’s why you were spying on me?”

“Exactly—no, not exactly. Look, I heard water and thought I might find someone who could steer me in the right direction.”

“So why didn’t you ask me for directions instead of hiding behind this tree?”

“I wasn’t hiding.” He raised his eyebrows and watched her face flush an even brighter crimson. “Okay, so I was hiding.”

“Not a very effective way to get directions. I would have come right out and asked.”

“Oh, really? You’d ask a naked stranger for directions?”

“I would if the naked stranger were me.”

“But that doesn’t make any sense. You can’t be your own naked stranger.”

“Good point. Let’s see, who could be my naked stranger?” He stepped closer, one arm shooting out to lean against the tree. He gazed at the unfastened button on her jeans. “Wait a second. You could be my naked stranger.”

“What are you talking—” She glanced down. “Uh-oh.”


        

        
               
        
            	«
	1
	2
	3
	4
	5
	6
	7
	8
	9
	10
	...
	15
	...
	19
	»

        

        Other books



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        They Marched Into Sunlight by David Maraniss



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Disturbing the Dead by Sandra Parshall



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Dodsworth in London by Tim Egan



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        The Deptford Mice 3: The Final Reckoning by Robin Jarvis



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Booker T: From Prison to Promise: Life Before the Squared Circle by Huffman, Booker T, Wright, Andrew William



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Inked on Paper by Nicole Edwards



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Manhunting by Jennifer Crusie



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Salt by Colin F. Barnes



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        The Clue in the Recycling Bin by Gertrude Chandler Warner



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        In a Different Key: The Story of Autism by John Donvan, Caren Zucker


        
        
    



        
                    

    





    
        
            © ThomasStone 2015 - 2024    Contact for me [email protected]                    


                
            
            
            
        

    







    
    