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      After my father passed away, his ranch—my childhood home—was taken away from me, as well as almost every penny I had to pay his debts. I needed work fast, and in the small country town of Falls View, my options were limited.

      A live-in cook and housecleaner, that’s what the ad asked for. When I pulled up to the ranch, I expected a burly cowboy—just like my father had been—to be the person who interviewed me. But the guy who showed up was everything I hadn’t expected, but sure as hell everything I wanted.

      Dalton gave me the job almost on the spot, and I told myself this would be easy. I was used to hard work on a ranch. What I wasn’t used to was my boss being sexy as sin, or the fact that I saw the way he looked at me when he didn’t think I noticed.

      I had to keep my gutter-thoughts at bay for my new employer.

      Things could stay professional, and boundaries most definitely wouldn’t be crossed… right?
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        Macey

      

      

      “You have no money, no assets to liquidate, and anything you had saved, any possessions, will be repossessed.”

      My late father’s attorney’s words played through my head, even a week and a half later. I sat in this shitty pay-by-the-day motel in the small town of Falls View, Montana—a town named after the waterfall that cascaded down the mountain—and stressed over how I’d survive even a couple days from now. Ever since he told me those words. That my father had been so far in debt, kept it so hidden from me—his only living family—that any money rightfully mine, and the ranch he owned that I’d grown up on, was no more.

      We had nothing now.

      I had nothing.

      “You don’t have anything saved up, Macey?”

      God.

      I didn’t even have a job anymore, not when I’d gotten laid off just two days before my father passed and this shitstorm started. I guess the old saying about “when it rains, it pours” was never truer than in this moment.

      My father was gone, the funeral last week, and the ranch I loved and thought I’d inherit was no more. I had no other family, no damn job or place to live, and I couldn’t do anything to help my situation immediately.

      I ran my hand over my face and screamed in my head to stop thinking about the day my life was turned upside down in a matter of five minutes.

      Aside from the five hundred dollars I had in a personal savings account—money I withdrew as soon as I’d left the attorney’s office—I was broke. My apartment was on a monthly leased basis, so getting out of it wasn’t an issue.

      I supposed the first thing I needed to do was find a job. It would probably be shitty, but as long as I could make some money, it would be the lifeline I needed.

      I picked up the newspaper that was sitting beside me on the stained, discolored paisley comforter, turned it to the classified section, and started looking over the ads. The small town of Falls View didn’t have a whole lot of employment opportunities, but traveling somewhere bigger like a city would be too much of an expense for me right now.

      What I needed to do was find a job here, save up, and then see if I could find a position elsewhere that paid more and gave me more stability.

      There was a cook opening at the local diner, and a nurse’s aide position available at the local retirement home. But the nursing assistant one specified the applicant needed to be state tested, which I was not. In fact, I didn’t have anything but a high school diploma, so I needed to look for entry-level employment.

      As I scanned the rest of the classifieds, there was an opening for a maid at the local motel and an ad for a private employer who required daily needs met in his home. Cleaning and cooking at a ranch. The ranch part really called to me, so I made that my priority.

      Three job prospects was better than nothing. Hell, one was a lifesaver. And in a small town like this, I knew jobs wouldn’t last forever. If something came up, everyone jumped to it if they could. Which meant I needed to get into these places, fill out applications, and hope for the best.
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        Dalton

      

      

      I took my work gloves off and set them on the stable bench. I was covered from head to toe in dirt, pieces of straw sticking to me. I took off my hat and wiped my forearm across my brow, beads of sweat covering me all over. It was hot as hell today, but in the stables, it was even hotter. And then there was the scent of manure, feed, and the horses making everything seem real country-like on top of the furnace-like conditions.

      The sound of the horses huffing and stomping on the ground filled my head. Blackstone Ranch had been in my family for four generations, and after my father passed away five years prior, I’d taken over. With no wife and no children, I was the last living heir to this place. And my employees were trusted friends, some having been around when my dad was alive.

      But with no children and no living relatives, I had no one to pass the ranch on to. And the truth was, I hated not being able to keep it directly in the family, to have my son or daughter run things, to keep the legacy since my great-grandfather going forward. But finding a wife and having kids wasn’t at the top of my list right now. Keeping things afloat, which was an everyday struggle in this market, was my priority.

      So, at thirty-five years old, I was busting my ass day-in and day-out, waking up before the sun rose and going to bed well sun set. It was hard, tedious, and backbreaking work, but I wouldn’t have it any other way.

      I loved every moment of it.

      I headed toward the house to make something to eat, waving at some of my ranch hands in the process. I had Jax, who was eighteen, and his nineteen-year-old brother Charlie. They’d graduated high school last year and decided to take the year off to “have fun” before heading to college but instead found themselves working for me, ‘cause they realized they needed money to actually buy shit.

      I took the porch steps two at a time, and before I stepped inside, I took my work boots off and set them to the side of the door. I started wiping down my pants and shirt, trying to get the excess dirt and straw off. But the truth was, my house was a wreck as it was anyway, and that’s why I put an ad in the paper for someone to help tend to my chaos.

      I was tired of the clutter and making bologna-and-cheese sandwiches every day for lunch. And because I was so busy with the farm, I had no time to clean my house or cook decent meals.

      I stepped inside and looked around, exhausted with the state of my home. I needed more help, but I only had so much money to pay someone, which meant I was hoping when I did hire someone, negotiations could be made. I already included room and board in the classified ad, so that would help immensely.

      I went into the kitchen, washed my hands and dried them, then went to the fridge and opened the door. It was pretty grim inside, with a pack of bologna, a pack of cheese, some condiments, a half-gallon of milk, and a loaf of bread, which I had two slices left.

      I knew the ranch hands always brought their own lunch—most likely because they knew if they didn’t, they’d be hungry, since I didn’t have anything actually edible here and no one delivered this far out of town.

      I grabbed the sandwich making stuff and proceeded to slap a couple pieces of meat and some cheese between two pieces of bread. I grabbed the milk, not bothering with a glass, and leaned against the sink as I ate my sandwich and intermittently drank out of the jug, looking out at my property through the window above the sink.

      I owned one hundred acres, most of it wooded, but about ten of those acres was cleared for the house and ranch. We had horses, chickens and pheasants, a couple goats, even a few alpacas. The chickens produced a hearty amount of eggs, and those were sold to the mom-and-pop grocery store in town. It was kind of ironic, because I hated eggs yet sold them.

      I turned and looked at my kitchen, leaning against the sink. One of the things I’d love to do would be to renovate, update the retro-themed interior of the house, but the all-natural and exposed wood of the cabin gave it a rustic feel. But also, I always had memories of my childhood at the forefront of my mind.

      I only had two people contact me about the position I put in the ad just a couple days ago. I already interviewed one of them, a young guy who was taking a year off before college, just like the brothers. Although he’d probably fit in around the ranch, the fact that he was only here for a year wasn’t really going to work for me. I needed somebody long-term, someone who could see the ranch as an extension of them.

      Although maybe that was wishful thinking, I was hoping interview number two later on today would prove more successful in finding someone to help me out.
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        Macey

      

      

      The position at the diner had been a bust, already being filled the day before. And the maid position at the local motel had been a hard no for me when I caught the owner continuously eye-fucking me, not even caring if I caught him.

      Finding a job wasn’t looking good. Although, I did have one interview left for the cook and housekeeping position at a home ranch outside town. It was a decent drive away, at least twenty minutes from the Falls View town square. I was hoping it proved more positive than these last two interviews I’d done. Because if not, I was shit out of luck and in real trouble.

      But why I really hoped this interview was successful was because in the ad it had mentioned room and board available upon negotiation of the position. That would really solve a ton of my current problems.

      Once out of town and nearing the address, I made a right onto the long gravel driveway of the property. There was a fence on either side of the double-lane private road, and as my Dodge Neon’s tires crunched along those pebbles, I practiced the interview in my head. I didn’t want to stumble over my words over the simplest questions.

      I’d never been so nervous and desperate for a job before.

      The driveway was long and straight, with the woods on either side of me. I could see a stable to my right, a chicken coop and run to my left. The cabin was up ahead, with a couple cars parked in the driveway. The closer I got to the cabin, I noticed another pin, one that held llamas or alpacas. I could never tell the difference.

      I tightened my hold on the steering wheel, silently praying to whoever would listen that this interview would end on a positive note and I’d get the job. I pulled to a stop in front of the cabin, saw a dark, monstrous pick-up truck parked off to the side, and cut the engine.

      I looked at the time on my phone and realized I was almost fifteen minutes early. Maybe that would throw points in my corner. Punctuality and all.

      After grabbing my purse and the resume I printed off from the local library, I climbed out of the car and made my way toward the front door. I saw a pair of work boots sitting off to the side, straw and mud covering them. I brought my hand up to the door and gave three hard knocks with my knuckles on the wood framing the screen. It banged against the frame from the action.

      And then I took a step back and waited. My heart felt like it was in my throat, and I heard my pulse beating rapidly in my ears.

      I was about to knock on the door again when I heard heavy footsteps coming closer. I tightened my hand on the strap of my purse and swallowed, again saying another silent prayer to whoever was listening that I wouldn’t botch this up.

      The interior of the house, as far as I could see through the screen door, was shadowed, but the person I saw moving closer was big, with broad shoulders and lean muscles. Definitely male. And when he stopped right in front of the screen and I got a good look at him, my pulse started beating for other reasons that had nothing to do with nerves or this interview.

      He pushed the door open, and I took another step back, getting a good, unobstructed view of the man who would be interviewing me, I assumed.

      He looked younger, maybe in his early thirties, with very dark hair cut close to his scalp and a trimmed beard that looked more like he hadn’t shaved in a few days. His eyes were equally dark, with onyx slashes for eyebrows, and he had a straight nose and full lips. I’d never examined a man so closely in my entire life. He lifted his arm and braced it on the frame of the door, keeping the screen open with his foot on the bottom.

      He wore a pair of worn-in jeans, not tight like a lot of ranchers wore, but still fit enough that I could make out his muscular thighs and narrow waist. The white shirt he wore was tucked in, a little bit dirty, no doubt from working all day, and also not hiding how toned he was. I could see the lean muscle underneath the material and licked my lips, feeling my face heat, because I worried I was looking like some thirsty bitch right now.

      He lifted his other hand and rubbed his eye, and just now, after I’d been checking him out, I realized he looked like he’d been sleeping. I noticed other things then, little things like his hair being slightly disheveled and the relaxed expression on his face.

      “I’m Macey.”

      He dropped his hand and looked at me, his dark eyebrows furrowing as if he were trying to figure out who I was.

      “I have an interview for the ad in the paper?” I didn’t even know if he was the one interviewing me. Maybe not, since he acted like he didn’t know who I was.

      And then I saw his expression change, as if a lightbulb turned on and he finally registered. He closed his eyes for a second and shook his head. “I’m sorry,” he said in a deep, gruff, and very masculine voice. “I laid down for a minute after I inhaled my sandwich, was expecting you, but I guess the sleep fog still had me.” He stepped aside and held the door open. “Please, come in.”

      I gave him a small smile and stepped over the threshold.

      “I swear I’m not this boneheaded.”

      I looked over my shoulder just in time to see him face me then saw and heard the screen door close.

      “We can go into the kitchen and sit at the table.”

      I nodded, but he was already walking by me and leading the way.

      I followed him inside his home. It was absolutely in need of some TLC and a good cleaning. That was for sure. Although the cabin was very rustic in its design, with open beams on the ceiling and hardwood flooring, the accents reminded me of another era. And the furniture looked like it had been around for decades.

      There was random stuff placed everywhere. Boxes and some newspaper tied up with twine were on one side, and horse gear and work clothing, as if tossed aside and out of the way, were on another side of the room. Although his house was cluttered, it wasn’t downright filthy. But it definitely hadn’t been deep cleaned in… ever.

      We stepped into the retro-style kitchen, which surprisingly was cleaner and less cluttered than what I’d seen so far. And my assumption was that this room wasn’t used as frequently. I knew from experience, when I lived with my father and from growing up on the ranch, they worked the majority of the time, and only if someone was in the kitchen cooking meals or cleaning the house did those things get done. More times than not, they just got quick things to eat. The thought of Dalton telling me about his bologna sandwich was all too familiar with how my father had been.

      He walked over to the kitchen table, one that looked handmade, carved out of a thick slab of wood. It was gorgeous with detailing around the edges, a very cabin-esque feel to it. He pulled the chair out for me, and I sat down, giving him a thankful smile.

      “Do you want something to drink? Unfortunately, all I have is water or some coffee that was made at the ass-crack of dawn this morning.”

      I shook my head. “No, thanks.” I set my resume on the table and gently pushed it toward him. “I don’t have much experience from a business standpoint, but my dad owned the Spur Tex Ranch here in Falls View, and I used to do all the cooking and cleaning for him.”

      He grabbed the resume and nodded. “Your dad was Wilbur Spur?” He lifted his head and looked me in the eyes.

      I nodded and felt my throat tighten from emotion.

      “I’m really sorry about his passing. I didn’t know him, but I knew his ranch helped a lot of people in town, not just with supplies but also with employment.”

      “Thank you,” I said softly. I didn’t want to get into this, because I knew my emotions would overcome me. I might have moved off the ranch, but I stayed close, always checking up on him, helping when I could. His death had been sudden and hard, but I knew my dad would have wanted me to be strong. He’d want me try to think positively and move forward.

      And that’s what I was trying to do.

      For the next ten minutes, he looked over the resume, asking me about other experience I had, and then he set the piece of paper down and leaned back in the chair.

      “I’ll be honest,” he said, and I felt my heart drop to my belly. “I only had two applicants. You and some college kid.”

      I didn’t know if this would end up being good or bad, but I couldn’t keep my mouth shut. “I may not have outside of the home experience in what you’re looking for, but I know how to keep ranchers and working staff fed well.” I gave him a smile and held my breath. I needed this job.

      Really damn badly.

      “And you’re good with cleaning up after a bunch of pigs? ‘Cause that’s what me and the ranch hands are,” he said and chuckled, shaking his head and looking away. “I’m ashamed to admit that, but you worked on a farm, so you know how it is.”

      I nodded. “I know how it is, and it doesn’t bother me.”

      He was silent for a moment as he watched me. I had my hands on my lap under the table, picking at a thread on my shirt, trying to outwardly appear like I wasn’t nervous.

      “Have you given any thought about pay? I could swing two hundred a week, but that’s on top of room and board. Is this something doable, or we can negotiate?”

      I cleared my throat and shifted on the chair a little bit, feeling uncomfortable discussing money but knowing it needed to be done. Two hundred a week sounded incredible, plus room and board? Yeah, this would solve a hell of a lot of my problems right now.

      “How do you feel about that? Is room and board a good addition to eight hundred a month?”

      I didn’t want to seem overly anxious, but it sounded like he was offering me the job. I also wanted to be honest about my situation, so he knew I was in this for the long-haul and wouldn’t flake out on him. “To be honest, having room and board is a major plus right now.” I didn’t want to tell him about all my financial troubles, but I did want to be straightforward. “Because losing the ranch, and the debt my father had, pretty much left me with… nothing.” The sympathetic look on his face was genuine. But I didn’t want to be a sob story, didn’t want handouts. “I’m a hard worker. You won’t be disappointed.” I kept twisting my hands together, because I was so damn nervous.

      But he didn’t make me wait long. He smiled and smacked his hand on the table, hard enough that I jumped a little. “Well, Macey, if you want the job, it’s yours. He leaned forward and braced his forearms on the table. “And I’m hoping like hell you want the job, because I think you’d be a perfect fit here.”

      I didn’t even bother hiding my excitement as I nodded. “Yeah, I’d love to work here, to work on the ranch.” He gave me this straight, white, and blinding grin. My heart did a little flip in my chest, and I didn’t know what that meant. Hell, I didn’t even know if I liked it.

      The last thing I needed was to have some infatuation with my new employer.

      So I pushed all that emotion away, didn’t focus on the fact that he was drop-dead gorgeous or that he made my pulse race just by looking at me, and concentrated on the task at hand.

      I had a job, a place to stay, and food to eat, and I could start really looking forward to the future.

      That’s what my dad would have wanted.
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        Dalton

        Several days later

      

      

      I was always up before the sun, and as I lay there in bed and stared at the ceiling, the first thing on my mind was Macey.

      As soon as I saw her standing on the porch, the screen from the door giving her this shadowed appearance, this almost frightened look on her face, something in me tightened uncomfortably… pleasurably. The very feminine part of her had called to the very masculine part of me.

      I wanted to hire her on the spot before she even said anything, but I went through the process, not wanting to seem overly anxious, not making it sound like I was desperate for her.

      But I was.

      It had nothing to do with the fact that she knew all about ranch life, or that she was the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen. I could tell she was smart and witty, that she’d be a hard worker. She knew what it took to run, to keep a farm afloat. So when she agreed to work for me, I tried my hardest not to seem really fucking happy. But I smacked my hands on the damn table like a schoolboy who just aced his spelling test.

      When she told me where she was staying—the rundown, shitty motel in town—I wasn’t ashamed at how I demanded she move in right away. She laughed nervously, and I reined back the possessiveness in me. I’d been really fucking disappointed she said she could wait, that she had to get some things in order but would move in within the next couple days.

      And today was the day Macey would start working for me. To say I was anxious was an understatement. I’d given her keys to the house and a spare set for all the buildings on the ranch. It was better to give her access to everything since, even if she didn’t know it, she’d be part of the lifeline of this property.

      I got up and went into the bathroom, used the facility, washed my hands and face, and brushed my teeth. I stared at myself in the mirror, running a hand over my cheeks and jaw, the days’-worth of scruff starting to really fill in.

      I thought about what it all meant, why I had this instant attraction and connection toward Macey. Never in my life had I experienced something so strong before. Ignoring it would probably be the best route, given the fact that she was working for me, but even as I told myself I should keep my distance, the truth was, I knew I probably couldn’t.

      I knew I wouldn’t.

      Once I was dressed to work for the day, I opened my bedroom door and instantly smelled the scent of bacon coming from downstairs. My stomach grumbled. I couldn’t remember the last time I had a hot breakfast.

      But who the hell was already here? It sure as hell wasn’t the brothers. No way they’d cook my ass breakfast.

      Once at the bottom of the stairs, I rounded the corner and headed into the kitchen. And then I saw her standing by the stove, her long, dark hair piled high on her head, her back to me. She wore a pair of cutoff denim shirts, her thighs toned and a creamy color, her ass plump like a fucking ripe peach.

      Don’t get hard. Don’t get hard.

      She started transferring the bacon to a plate on the counter and turned around, a gasp leaving her when she saw I was standing there watching her. Her free hand went to her chest and she exhaled.

      “You scared me,” she said softly then smiled, gesturing to the table. “I made breakfast for everyone, although I didn’t notice any ranch hands out yet.”

      I looked at the dining room table and just now noticed the stack of pancakes, carafe of orange juice, jug of milk, scrambled eggs, a bowl of fresh strawberries, and even some home fries. I knew my expression was probably shocked as hell when I looked back at her.

      “I hope it’s okay that I’m here early and made breakfast?” She brought the bacon over to the table and set it down, smiling at me.

      “Where the hell did you find all this?” I hadn’t meant to say it like that, and I was about to apologize for the gruff tone, but her chuckle had me feeling a little bit lighter, clearly showing me she wasn’t easily offended.

      I walked over and sat down, looking at the spread. Jax and Charlie were going to fall to their knees and worship her for feeding them.

      “On the way here, I saw a little farmer’s market being set up. I was surprised it was open this early, but they had fresh eggs and oranges, even the potatoes. That’s all I planned on making, but I ended up stopping at Randall’s Quick-N-Go. And you know how early they open. Got some pancake mix, a gallon of milk, and then of course the bacon.”

      I’d given her a week’s-worth allowance for food and cleaning supplies if she needed it. I hadn’t expected her to use it this soon, but I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t damn impressed and excited she had.

      “I’ll do a proper grocery haul and cleaning supply run later this week, but I figured a nice full breakfast would be a nice good to the week.”

      I looked up and saw her smiling. Damn, she looked good with a smile. “Hell, I think I’ve just fallen in love with you.” I hadn’t meant to say that out loud, and as I watched her cheeks turn pink, I realized I probably embarrassed the fuck out of her. I mumbled my apologies and pointed to the chair across from me. “Please, sit down and join me. Because once Jax and Charlie come in, there won’t be any food left.” That was the damn truth. Those boys had a bigger appetite than I did.

      She nodded slowly and sat down, looking at the food. I could see the pride on her face. Hell, could she see how happy I was in this moment?

      “I haven’t had a home-cooked meal in… hell, I don’t even know.” I started digging in, throwing food on my plate like I hadn’t seen a meal in too fucking long. I was about to put a piece of bacon in my mouth but stopped mid-bite and looked at her, realizing I should’ve been a gentleman and let her start eating first. She was watching me with this little smirk on her face. “Sorry,” I mumbled.

      She shook her head and held up her hands. “Oh don’t be sorry. I’m glad you’re excited about breakfast. And I actually really enjoyed making it. I haven’t cooked like this since…” She cleared her throat and shifted on the chair, and I could see whatever she thought about hit a little too close to home. “I haven’t cooked like this since I lived at the ranch with my dad. It’s really nice to be able to prepare meals for people again.”

      That tugged at my heart, and I cleared my throat, a part of me wanting to go to her and pull her off the chair, to pull her in for an embrace. I didn’t know why that feeling overcame me like it did, but I didn’t do it, because I didn’t want to look like a fucking creep.

      But the truth was, not going to her seemed so fucking wrong.

      It felt abhorrent.

      I set the bacon down and waited for her to get some food. I watched as she reached for a strawberry, brought that big, red berry to her mouth, and took a bite of the plump flesh. I was transfixed as her straight, white teeth sunk into the fruit, her pretty pink lips forming around the roundness of it, and all I could think about was running my tongue over that little drop of juice that started to slip along her bottom lip. She pulled the strawberry away and ran her tongue over her lip, getting that little bead of sweetness. I had to hold in my fucking groan of pleasure at the sight. She was starting out the dining room window, and thank fuck for that, because I had no doubt I looked positively feral right now as I stared at her.

      Fuck, man. Keep your shit together.

      It was only when she continued eating her breakfast that I did  the same. I focused on the food and not the images of her eating that damn strawberry. Because as it was, I was already starting to get a fucking hard-on.

      I couldn’t hold back the moan of pleasure at how good everything tasted. The bacon was so damn crispy. And despite the fact I hated eggs, the way she made them, so fluffy and cheesy had instantly won me over.

      I finished the food in record time, feeling full and content. Hell, I didn’t even want to go to work but knew that wasn’t an option. “That was fucking delicious.” I realized what I said and clenched my jaw, but her chuckle had me smirking.

      “Don’t ever worry about censoring around me. I’m used to hearing that stuff. Not only from my dad and the ranch hands, but on the best of days, I cuss like a sailor.”

      I felt my pulse race a little, hearing her say that. We stared at each other for long seconds, and I felt something in me shift. I felt the air leave me, felt heat fill me. I wanted her.

      I wanted Macey, and the very thought of not having her had this tightening going on in my belly.

      Instead of saying something that I’d regret or would make things fucking weird the first day, I gave her a wink and stood, taking my dirty dishes to the sink and heading out to start my long day of work.
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        Dalton

      

      

      It had been days since Macey started working for me, and to say I wasn’t walking with a constant hard-on would be a damn fucking lie.

      I wiped the sweat from my forehead, trying to focus on the task at hand as the sun beat down on me. It was sweltering today, this June heat seeming hotter this year than any other time before. Or hell, maybe it was because I was in this constant state of arousal for a woman I shouldn’t want, since she was my employee.

      I was close to the house, working on building another chicken coop with Jax and Charlie. The two were bickering about something or other. I wasn’t paying attention, because my mind was constantly on Macey.

      I heard the screen door open and slam shut and lifted my head to see Macey come out with the broom. She didn’t look in our direction as she swept off the porch. Today, she wore a white-and-yellow sundress, the breeze ruffling the bottom of it along her knees. God, she looked fucking fantastic with her dark hair piled high on her head, wisps moving along her face, so she’d intermittently brush them away with the tips of her fingers.

      I found myself just watching her, transfixed by the little movements of her body, wondering what she thought about, if she hummed. I caught her on a few occasions singing softly to herself, her voice so feminine and melodic it was almost mesmerizing.

      I was obsessed with her. There was no other way to describe what I felt for that woman.

      Macey was so damn smart, so fucking gorgeous. She knew all about hard work, about ranch work. She didn’t care about the dirt and grime that covered me when I came in from a long day. She just gave me the warmest smile, took my filthy boots from me, and told me to sit down for a hot meal. And God was she an incredible cook.

      She looked up then, her hand blocking her brow as the sun shone on her. I noticed when she spotted me staring at her. She lifted her hand and waved, and I felt my heart jump in my throat. I reached up and tipped my cowboy hat in her direction.

      “Give it a rest, man.”

      The sound of Jax had me looking in his direction. Him and Charlie watched me with identical smirks on their faces.

      “What?” I knew what they were referring to, but playing stupid would have them shutting up. At least I hoped it did. I should have known better though.

      “Why don’t you just go talk to her, end your suffering,” Charlie said, and the look I gave him had his smile fading and him going right back to working on the coop.

      “Why don’t you boys just get back to work and not worry about what I should or shouldn’t do?” I lifted a brow but couldn’t help the smirk on my face. It wasn’t like I was trying to hide my infatuation for Macey. Hell, I stared at her every chance I got.

      Maybe I did need a little shove in the direction to just have the balls to talk to her.

      “The way you stare at her is starting to creep me out, so I can’t imagine what she’s thinking about it,” Jax said, and the brothers started laughing.

      I snorted and shook my head, turning my back to Macey, because that was the only way I wasn’t going to keep looking at her.

      They were right though. She probably thought I was one hell of a creep to just keep staring at her. I tried to do it when she wasn’t looking, but I didn’t even care if she saw. Hell, I wanted her to notice, so I could see her reaction, so I could see if maybe she felt the same way. So I could read her body language.

      “Just go over there, talk to her, and tap that shit, dude,” Charlie said, and I growled low.

      “Don’t talk about her like that, Charlie.”

      He held her hands up. “Sorry, man. No disrespect intended.”

      “Just get back to work,” Jax muttered under his breath, and the brothers did just that.

      It was best that way, because I found any disrespect toward Macey had me extremely territorial and possessive. I wanted to protect her, even from words.

      I ran a hand over my mouth and looked over my shoulder to see Macey turning around to head back in the house.

      Just then, the wind picked up, and the bottom of her dress moved around her legs almost violently. And then the fucking material flew up to her waist for a second before she righted it. But I’d seen those little white panties she wore, the way the material barely covered her luscious ass. I groaned, not even caring if the brothers heard me. Her ass had been so fucking plump, perfect and round. I wanted to sink my teeth into the flesh. I wanted to part it and run my tongue up the center.

      I bet she tasted even sweeter than she looked.

      God, she was fucking perfect.

      My cock hardened, and I reached down to adjust myself. I glanced at Jax and Charlie, saw they were focused on the coop, but I also noticed their smirks. They’d heard my groan but were smart enough not to say anything.

      I came to the resolution, just right then and there, that I would try my hardest to stay away from Macey and keep things professional, but a little voice in the back of my head laughed its ass off and whispered, We’ll see.
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        Macey

        Two weeks later

      

      

      The last two weeks had flown by. I really only saw Dalton for meals and when he finally came in for the night to clean up and go to bed. He worked so hard, and he reminded me of my father in that sense. Covered in dirt and sweat, skin golden from working outside all day in the sun, hands calloused from the manual labor. I appreciated and respected what he did, and I found myself growing more attracted to him each day.

      I found myself falling for him in more than just a physical sense.

      I focused on the here and now. I was cleaning the living room, and although I did it daily, the truth was the wind brought in dust constantly through the screen door. But it was just too nice to keep everything shut in—that and I’d be sweltering in here like a furnace was on. But cleaning kept me busy, and the pride I felt when things were in their rightful place, when everything looked nice and organized, made me feel good.

      I had two jobs to do, cook and clean. And I sure as hell was going to kick ass at them.

      I picked up one of the few pictures he had and stared at it. I assumed it was a young Dalton and his parents. His mother held him in her arms, a smile on her face. Over the last couple weeks, we talked here and there about personal things, conversing about our families. I knew his parents were gone, that he had no one else to take over the ranch when he retired. I’d seen the disappointment in his face after he said that, but he’d quickly hidden it, masking his feelings.

      I’d come to realize that Dalton didn’t like to show what he perceived as weakness. I didn’t know if that was man thing, a rancher personality, or maybe it was just all Dalton.

      I gave it a good wipe-down with my rag and set it back where I found it on the fireplace mantle. Once all the glass was cleaned, I did the vacuuming, fluffed the couch pillows, wiped off the leather sofas, and gave the room a good onceover to make sure I didn’t forget anything.

      It was going on lunchtime, and although I always made a huge breakfast spread for Dalton and the brothers, I knew they were always famished come the next meal.

      I headed to the room I now called my own and started putting away the load of laundry I’d gotten done folding and ironing this morning. I’d already done it with Dalton’s clothes, and although it wasn’t a requirement he’d asked of me in this position, I didn’t mind helping out any way I could. He helped me out so much already, even if he’d never fully understand that.

      Once done, I made my way into the kitchen to start lunch. Most days, it was something cold and easy, quick things they could eat, because that’s what they said they preferred. It was only breakfast that I went overboard, because I knew how much energy they’d need. Then dinner, I made sure to have a really good meal prepared for Dalton. By then, Jax and Charlie were gone, and it was just us. I’d be lying if I said I didn’t really look forward to our dinners, when we’d just sit and talk, when things were comfortable and relaxed.

      I headed into the kitchen and stopped by the window above the sink to watch Dalton. He was close enough that when he lifted up the bottom of his shirt to wipe the sweat and dirt from his face, I saw his toned, six-pack abdomen in clear view. He had a trail of dark hair starting below his navel that disappeared into his jeans. Everything in me tightened, and I actually reached out and gripped the edge of the counter.

      Girl, get your mind out the gutter.

      And that’s exactly where my thoughts went. What did he look like naked? How accurate was that bulge he sported?

      I turned away and went through the task of cooking lunch, having decided on sandwiches, homemade potato salad, fresh-squeezed lemonade, watermelon slices, and some chips. Once everything was prepared and on the table, I was about to holler for them to come eat but noticed they were already headed up to the house. I couldn’t help but chuckle; their stomachs were better than any damn clock around.

      I focused on washing dishes just as I heard the front door open and the screen slam shut. Jax and Charlie started arguing as they headed into the bathroom to clean up.

      This was my new normal, and God, I was loving it.
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      I was just cleaning up the mess from dinner when I felt Dalton step into the kitchen. He’d taken a shower right after the meal, and I swore I could smell the pine soap he used wafting from the bathroom and filling the kitchen.

      Or maybe I just wanted him so badly I was losing my mind.

      I looked over my shoulder and wore a friendly smile, but his expression had that smile fading and something hotter taking its place.

      He looked at me like he was still hungry for something other than food.

      “Hey,” he said in a husky voice.

      “Hi,” I tried to respond in a calm manner. I didn’t want him seeing, the affect he had on me. It was starting to get uncontrollable.

      There he was, standing before me in nothing but a pair of black sweats and nothing else. No shirt, no shoes, just all his hard, sun-kissed skin on clear display. His abdomen was a work of art, his forearms defined with sinew and tendons, this raw masculinity pouring from him. His hair was slightly damp from the shower, and I curled my fingers into my palms at how good he looked.

      I couldn’t help the thought that slammed into my head of him throwing me onto the table and having his filthy way with me right here and now.

      I turned around and cleared my throat, drying off my hands with a rag and pretending that I wasn’t aroused right now, or that I hadn’t been checking him out. I tried to think of something more innocent, nonsexual.

      He moved into the kitchen, and my heart started pounding a little harder, a little faster. God, he looked and smelled so good. And the whole time, he watched me. It was probably nothing, but it sure felt like something.

      We said nothing, just stood there, watching each other, the heat seeming to grow in the room. And then I watched as he inhaled.

      “You smell good,” he murmured, and I saw the way he lowered his eyes to my chest before snapping them back up, as if he hadn’t meant to get caught.

      “It’s the lavender dish soap.” I could have slapped a hand over my mouth. God, that sounded stupid. The sight of his chest, of his broad shoulders and tanned skin, of the droplets of water that he didn’t quite get with the towel sliding down his flesh, had me wanting to lean in and lick them off.

      I was so needy and wet.

      He took a step closer to me, and I found myself taking a step back, the sink stopping my retreat. What was he doing?

      I found myself licking my lips, unsure what to say, unsure what the hell was even going on. The room was unbearably hot all of a sudden, and I found beads of sweat starting to dot my forehead. Dalton’s jaw and cheeks still had several days’-worth of scruff covering them, and I found that so incredibly attractive for some reason.

      “What are you doing?” I finally found my voice and whispered those words. Was I imagining this, having some kind of mental breakdown, because my desires were so strong in my head I was seeing them come to life?

      Oh my God, you’re losing your mind.

      I smelled the whiskey on his breath, the couple shots he’d had after dinner. Was he drunk right now? Buzzed? I stared into his eyes and saw the glossy hint in them, wondered if this was why he was being so bold, so… unlike himself.

      He cleared his throat, blinked a few times, and then stepped back, as if he realized what he’d been doing. “I—I’m sorry.” He shook his head and closed his eyes. “It’s the whiskey. I don’t really drink the hard stuff, but it was one hell of a day with the horses and trying to get the stables in order. I guess the alcohol went right to my head.” He lifted his arm and ran his hand over his hair, mussing the dark strands even more. “Sorry. That was highly inappropriate, crowding you like that.”

      I felt my throat tighten and licked my lips. I didn’t know what to say. I was holding onto the counter behind me like it was a lifeline. In fact, I wanted to tell him to crowd me again.

      But before I could make a fool of myself and say that, he said goodnight and left me standing alone in the kitchen and wanting nothing more than to go to him and beg him to fuck me.

      God, this man was like a drug to me. My body was on autopilot, wanting him and knowing he was the only thing that could sate this fire inside me.

      And with each passing day, I didn’t know if I was strong enough to deny myself being with him, to stop from throwing myself at Dalton and begging him to just give me what I wanted.

      And that was him.

      And as I stared after Dalton, I realized what I felt for him might not be rational, might even be fast and crazy, but it felt like it was right.

      It felt like I was moving in the right direction.

      I wanted more with this cowboy, but would giving myself over to Dalton be the right move? I was starting to finally feel stable in life, was saving up, trying to build myself up again. The thought of leaving Falls View seemed so… wrong.

      The thought of never seeing Dalton again seemed abhorrent.

      But if I gave myself to him, would he break my heart? Because as of right now, I was already falling for him, and I didn’t know if emotionally I could handle his rejection.

      But on that note, I also knew I didn’t want to stop what was naturally happening. I wanted to see how far it would go.
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        Dalton

      

      

      It had been two fucking weeks since I’d been working on the damn chicken coop and saw her dress fly up, since I told myself I’d keep things professional.

      Fourteen days, I’d kept to that promise, kept my hands to myself, my dick in my pants, and acted like her employer, not a man totally head-over-heels for her.

      But here I was, that self-control totally fucking unraveled, gone out the damn window. It had been hard the last two weeks, that little voice in the back of my head, that devil on my shoulder, whispering to just have her, claim her—fuck professionalism. It wasn’t like I hadn’t seen her looking at me, the desire on her face, even though she thought she masked it.

      She didn’t, just like I didn’t try to hide it.

      But despite all that, I turned away from her, left Macey standing in the kitchen probably thinking I was fucking insane, crossing all the damn professional lines. I shouldn’t have had those shots of whiskey.

      But with each I took, I found it harder to move away from her. I didn’t want to. I wanted to go to her, embrace her, pull her into my chest, and cup the back of her head so I could devour her mouth. And as I found myself right at my bedroom door, I looked over my shoulder and stared at the long hallway. God, I had to go to her.

      I had to be with her.

      It wasn’t the booze talking. It wasn’t the arousal pumping through my veins. I felt this pull, this connection to her as soon I’d seen Macey standing right outside my front door. And it had taken everything in me not to claim her then.

      This might be the biggest fucking mistake, but I turned around and headed right back to her. But when I took the stairs two at a time, rounded the corner, I watched as she was striding right toward me, as if she’d been coming to me, as if she needed this too. I stopped, frozen. She did the same, both of us just staring at the other, the room hot, my body sweaty despite just showering.

      I couldn’t stop myself from groaning at the sheer sight of Macey. God, she was beautiful. And when I heard her sharp inhale, saw the way her breathing changed, could see how hard her nipples were beneath her shirt, I found myself right in front of her a second later, cupping the back of her neck, holding her close to me. I’d been picturing doing this so many times over the weeks she’d been working here… living under the same roof as me.

      I couldn’t let her go if my life depended on it.

      I listened to her breathing hitch as I wrapped my other hand around her waist, curling my fingers into her lush body. I squeezed the flesh ever-so-gently, just to see what her reaction would be. The way her pupils dilated and her breath caught had my cock jerking behind my fly. I wanted her naked, spread out before me on my bed, my scent surrounding her, Macey’s sweet fucking aroma engrained in my head.

      I wanted to feast on her body.

      She shifted on her feet slightly, and the scent of oranges and vanilla, like delicious sweet sherbet on a warm summer day, came from her. I held in my moan of approval, tightened my hand that was wrapped around her waist, and breathed out, trying to control myself. I’d have her soon enough; there was no doubt about that.

      “I need you in my room, Macey. I don’t want to rush this, to rush you, but I need you so fucking badly.”

      And when she nodded, when I knew she wanted to give herself over to me as badly as I wanted to give myself to her, I didn’t stop as I took her hand in mine and led her to the one place we could really be together in every filthy fucking way. I mean hell, I could have here anywhere in the house, but the thought of laying her out on my bed, my things, my scent covering her, made this primal part of me rise up.

      Once up the stairs, down the hallway, and in my room, I let go of her hand and watched as she stepped farther inside. She turned and faced me just as I shut the door, closing us in.

      Things were going so fucking fast, but I didn’t care, and I could see neither did she. Macey was right here in this damn moment, ready for me, going with it, because it felt so fucking right.

      I could have switched on the light in my room, but the glow from the moon coming through the open curtains washed her in this pretty silvery glow. It turned me on.

      “The bed, Macey,” I found myself grunting out, and when she turned around and started walking toward it without any hesitation, I couldn’t stop myself from staring at the perfectly round globes her ass. I needed her out of those damn jeans now.

      When she reached the bed, she turned around, and I forced myself not to grab my cock and stroke myself through my sweatpants at how fucking hot Macey looked. I felt this insatiable need to be with her, to fuck her like I was some kind of damn animal. And right now, all I wanted to do was rip off every stitch of her clothing, lay her back on my bed, spread her creamy thighs, and shove my dick deep in her body, making her take every last inch of me.

      That thought had me stilling. What would she do? How would she react when she finally saw what I was packing? I wasn’t an arrogant bastard, especially not where looks or physique were concerned, but I knew my dick was huge, thick and long, a good ten inches of hard steel when erect.

      My cock was throbbing, aching, and my balls were drawn up tight to my body. I could feel how much I needed to fill Macey full of my cum, my balls heavy with my seed.

      Her long, brown hair was in a braid, some strands hanging loose from it, wisps moving along her temples. I was about to tear Macey up in only the best of ways.

      “You look like you want to eat me alive,” she whispered, and I heard the underlying moan in her voice.

      God, she had no fucking idea how true that statement was.

      “Tell me what you want, Macey, and I’ll give it to you.” I wanted her to talk dirty to me, to be obscene in what she needed from me.

      She took a moment to answer, and then I watched as she swallowed, her chest rising and falling faster and quicker as she started breathing harder.

      She was primed for me. I could tell.

      “I just want you,” she whispered, and I groaned.

      I took a step forward, my focus trained right on her.

      There was no way I could control myself where she was concerned. I wanted her too fucking badly. Macey had big breasts, ones that tightened the material of her shirt every time she inhaled. Her nipples were hard, and I wanted to tear the material away and feast on her tits, run my tongue along her neck, taste how sweet her skin was. I wanted to suck on her nipples and see if I could make them harder.

      Macey licked her plump, red lips.

      I stopped when I was a foot from her. “Take your clothes off, and do it nice and slow for me, Macey. I want to appreciate the view as you reveal yourself to me.” My voice had gone so fucking deep from my arousal.

      She listened to me right away, and I felt a thrill of pleasure move through me at the fact that she obeyed. When she had her shirt removed, I stared at her breasts all but popping free of the confines of her lacy bra. My mouth watered. I reached down and palmed my cock through my sweats. My dick was harder than I’d ever felt it, and I had no doubt pre-cum lined the slit and started to make a wet spot in the front of my boxer briefs. The image of her on her knees in front of me, lapping up the seed that spilled out the crown of my dick for her, played through my head on repeat.

      My body positively fucking ached, craved to be inside of her, to feel how tight, hot, and wet her cunt was, if her body would squeeze me like a vice.

      She let her shirt fall to the ground then went for her bra, removing the material so damn slow it was almost torture.

      “Yeah, just like that, baby,” I said low, watching as she let the bra fall to the floor. I stared at those big, glorious breasts, tipped with dark-pink nipples, the peaks taut, hard as if she needed my mouth on them. My tongue swelled, and I could practically taste her flesh.

      I was by her in the next second, tearing at the rest of her clothes, needing them off of her. When her pants and panties were nothing but tattered remains by our feet, I pressed my chest to hers and just revealed in how good she felt. But I only allowed myself that pleasure for a second.

      I pulled back and reached out, grabbing both breasts in my hands, molding my fingers around the soft flesh, and then lowering my face to those luscious mounds. I licked at the turgid peaks, sucked on them until she was breathing hard for me and had her hands on my shoulders, her nails in my flesh. I didn’t stop, couldn’t, didn’t even think about ending this moment. But if I didn’t slow the fuck down, I wouldn’t be able to feel how tight and hot her pussy was.

      I pulled back and looked down to see how red her areolas were, how tight I’d made her nipples. The tips were elongated from my suctioning, and the scent of her desire filled my head.

      Straightening fully, I glanced down at her and rubbed my thumb along her bottom lip, thinking of all the nasty fucking things I wanted to have her do with that pretty mouth of hers. God, I was filthy in this moment.

      I was to the point where I was almost too far-gone that if I didn’t control myself, I’d end this before it started because I’d come in my damn pants.

      There was no more waiting. I couldn’t I all but ripped the sweatpants and boxer briefs off my body, grabbed my dick, and stroked it from root to tip, all the while staring at her. The crown of my shaft was slick with pre-cum, and I used my thumb to smear the fluid around the tip. And the way Macey looked down at my cock had me groaning.

      Yeah, she liked what she saw.

      “You’re huge,” she whispered then looked at my face with wide eyes, almost as if she were shocked she said it out loud.

      And when she licked her lips, I let out this almost primal sound.

      “You can take it all.” I grunted those words out then smirked. “You want to, don’t you? You want to try to see how many of this big, fat inches you can fit in your mouth and in that pretty pussy of yours.”

      She exhaled roughly but then nodded.

      God, she could’ve made me come from that alone nonverbal response alone.

      “I need you, Macey,” I said, not wanting to waste another moment. I reached out again and stroked her lips, forced my thumb into her mouth, and made her taste the pre-cum that covered the digit.

      Macey sucked my thumb into her mouth, swirled her tongue around it, and I was transfixed by the sight of her lips wrapped around it. Fuck, she was hot.

      I pulled my hand away, lifted my arm, and ran my fingers over her hair, tangling the digits in the silky strands, wanting to push her head down so she was forced to suck my cock.

      And I did just that, shifting enough that I could push her head down, so that she was now on her knees. I could feel her breath along my length.

      “Suck it. Open that mouth, baby.”

      When her pretty pink lips opened wide and she engulfed the head of my cock, I couldn’t stop my eyes from closing as ecstasy slammed into me.

      “Yeah, that’s it. That’s fucking it.”

      When she hummed, I felt those vibrations all the way down to my balls. My dick gave a hard jerk, and I involuntarily thrust forward, burying my inches into her mouth, feeling the tip hit the back of her throat. She couldn’t take all ten inches, but fuck, she took a lot.

      “Macey,” I grunted, trying in vain to keep my control, to make this last. If I rushed it, I’d come before I even fully had her. And no fucking way I was doing that. “All I can picture is thrusting my dick into you, stretching you, filling you with my cum so you smell like me, so it slips out of your pretty pink pussy and makes the sheets wet.” She gasped, and I fucking loved that my obscene words got to her… turned her on even more. “I want you sore tomorrow morning, only thinking about how it felt to have my dick inside of you.”

      She pulled back, my dick slipping from the hot confines of her mouth. A gasp left her again, followed by a moan. “God, Dalton,” she groaned as she stared up at me. “You have a dirty mouth.”

      I sure as fuck did, but only for Macey. Only ever for her, I was quickly realizing.
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      God, my body felt like it was on fire, and all I wanted was for Dalton to put out the flames. And for some reason, I knew he was the only one who could do it.

      I’d never felt such intense arousal before, never even wanted to be with a man in the way I did with Dalton. It was like my body wasn’t my own, like I was on autopilot and just letting my arousal take the lead.

      Dalton screamed sex appeal, roared out that he’d fuck me so good, so hard and thoroughly I probably wouldn’t be able to walk comfortably tomorrow.

      His cock was huge, thick and long… absolutely frightening but also arousing.

      I wanted all his raw power to consume me, to dominate me… to claim me.

      Maybe he would be too much for me to handle, but dammit, I sure as hell wanted to try to have him fit all those thick inches into me.

      Here I was, on my knees, his dick standing at attention a few inches from my lips. His flavor coated my tongue, and my mouth watered as I smelled the pine soap he’d used, as I remembered how it felt, what it tasted like to have him against my tongue.

      I felt his hand slide along the back of my neck, gently at first, but then he gripped my nape tightly and pulled me forward.

      “I need more, Macey,” he whispered, groaned. “Just a little more, baby.”

      I could do nothing but brace my hands on his muscled thighs and open my mouth wider. I ran my tongue over the flared head of his cock, the flavor of his pre-cum exploding on my taste buds. I pictured us on the bed, Dalton above me, his cock thrusting in and out of me with all that male potency he exuded.

      My pussy was wet, so incredibly soaked that when I squeezed my thighs together, I felt the slickness.

      “I want inside you, Macey. I want my dick in your sweet little cunt so fucking badly I ache.”

      Me too.

      I was hot and cold, had goosebumps on my skin, yet sweat covered my flesh. I felt how hard my nipples were, the peaks obscenely pointed, elongated as if they were desperate for Dalton’s mouth.

      He wrapped his hands around my waist, and before I knew what was happening, Dalton hauled me off the ground and pulled me close to his body.

      “As much as I want you sucking my cock, I need to feel all of you against me, Macey.”

      All his hard, defined muscles were flush with my feminine curves, and I found myself melting against him even more. I wanted his fingers and mouth on me, touching me, making me get off so all I felt was him. And when I felt his raging hard-on pressed against my belly, the slickness of his pre-cum wetting my flesh, I had to clench my thighs together to stem off my intense arousal.

      Dalton wasn’t gentle or easy as he touched me. No, he was possessive, consuming me and making me ache in all my erogenous zones. He ran his hand along my side, across my belly, and cupped one of my breasts. I arched my back, thrusting my chest farther into his hold. The slow glide of his lips along my jaw had me closing my eyes and letting my head fall back, giving him better access. He moved his other hand against my lower back and slowly pushed it way lower until he cupped my ass.

      “Oh, God.” I hadn’t meant to say that out loud, but I was glad it was out in the open, hanging between us, heating from the desire that bounced between us forcefully.

      When he started moving his thumb over my hard nipple, back and forth, using slight pressure, I would have given him anything he wanted at that moment.

      “Macey. Fuck, you feel so damn good against me,” he breathed along my throat, and as if to emphasize his point, he thrust against my belly, grinding his dick into me and reminding me exactly what we were about to do. “You’re mine,” he said in this harsh, slightly distorted voice.

      I could only nod. Maybe it was insane to have a man think that way about a woman this fast, but God, it felt so right.

      “How dirty do you want it?” he murmured against my neck, and I moaned. “You want my mouth on your pussy? Do you want me licking your tight, wet slit until you come all over my face?”

      I nodded, because I couldn’t think of what to say. I couldn’t even find my voice or words to convey that, yes, I wanted him to do all of that.

      His voice was so deep and rough it moved over me like fingers. “Yeah, I can practically smell that sweet cream slipping from your hot little cunt as I say it.”

      A shiver worked through me at his gruff, dirty words. He was right. I turned my head, needing to feel his mouth on mine. It was as if I begged that out loud, because a second later, he dragged his mouth up my neck, over my jaw, and ran his tongue along the corner of my lips.

      “I need to be inside you,” he whispered against my mouth, and once again, I nodded. He continued to kiss and lick the side of my mouth, not giving me what I really wanted, but teasing me that he would.

      I wanted pure, unadulterated sex with him, and I was done wasting time. He pulled back and gazed down at my face, and my breath caught at the look he gave me. Dalton surprised the hell out of me. While still staring into my eyes, he gripped the cheeks of my ass with both hands and pulled them apart. Over and over, he molded his hands on the mounds, driving me crazy with lust. He pulled away far too soon, but he didn’t make me wait to see what he was doing.

      My pulse throbbed between my thighs, and a fresh gush of moisture left my pussy.

      I could see his chest rising and falling a bit faster as he looked at me then lowered his gaze to my pussy. The chilled air hit every part of me, the very knowledge that he was staring at me with so much passion having my body heat to furnace levels.

      I didn’t stop myself from admiring his body either. I lowered my gaze down his hard, defined abdomen, over his six-pack and that cut V of muscle that was like an inverted triangle pointing right at his dick.

      “God, you’re fucking gorgeous.” He sounded out of breath.

      I snapped my gaze up and was caught up in his onyx stare. I found myself drowning in the depths of it, wanting to know everything about this man… wanting for him to know everything about me.

      And because I was a fiend, because I wanted him so damn much… because I wanted his cock in my mouth again until I was the one bringing him over the edge, I sunk to my knees once more. He didn’t stop me, didn’t do anything but grunt in approval.

      Yeah, I wanted him to fuck me, but God help, I wanted this more right now.

      And once I was in position, I could only stare at his erection that was right in front of me again. I tipped my head back and looked into his face, holding my breath at the expression he had. It was fierce, dark, and powerful—manly.

      “God, Macey.” He breathed those two words out erotically. Then his expression hardened. “Suck my cock again, baby.”

      I felt my heart pound violently in my chest, and I licked my lips. My face felt flushed, and the look on Dalton’s probably mimicked my own.

      Deep-rooted need.

      “Come on, baby. Open wide and take all ten inches into that pretty mouth of yours once more. Make me almost come, let me feel the tip hit the back of your throat until your eyes water and you gag.”

      I didn’t waste another minute and wrapped my hand around the hard, impossibly thick length of his shaft. God, he was not only impressively long, but his girth was so huge that I couldn’t even touch my fingers together as I held him.

      He grunted from the contact, and I squeezed my thighs together, as if that would ease the ache that settled right in my pussy.

      Dalton speared his hands into my hair, his nails digging into my scalp, the sting of pain making me moan. I ran my tongue along the underside of his cock, his taste slightly salty but had a hint of something more masculine, more potent. It was my turn to moan then. I opened wide, trying to get as much of his monster cock in my mouth as I could.

      “Christ, baby. Take it all, Macey. Take every last fucking inch.” His hips jerked forward as if they had a mind of their own, and I loved that he had no control right now.

      I curled my nails into his muscular thighs at the same time he started to pull out of my mouth and then push back in. He mouth-fucked me slow and easy at first, and I found herself moving my tongue along his flesh, tasting a burst of saltiness as his pre-cum coated my taste buds. Every so often, he’d hit the back of my throat, causing my eyes to water, but having me hungry for more.

      A carnal need to taste all of him, to have his cum slide down my throat, spurred my motions. I started moving my head back and forth, up and down, wanting him so unhinged he couldn’t stop himself from orgasming.

      “Yes. Fuck yes.” His hold on my hair tightened, and his thrusting hips became even more frantic in his need for release.

      I could practically feel how much he wanted to get off, and it turned me on even more.

      “Fuck, Macey. Take it all. Take all of my fucking cock, baby.”

      I closed my eyes and focused on getting him off. It was like I was addicted to the taste of him, like I was desperate for his cum down my throat.

      I never thought giving a man head could bring me so much pleasure, but my pussy was soaked, and I felt my pulse beating in my clit. God, I wanted Dalton inside me so badly.

      Dalton thrust once, twice, and stilled on the third as he buried his dick all the way in my mouth. I felt his balls bump my chin and then his cum start to coat the back of my throat as he got off. I hummed in approval as I swallowed it all, feeling like my gag reflex might take over but pushing that bitch down. I needed this. I needed him.

      I felt my own pleasure mounting, knew that once he stretched my pussy with this big cock of his, I wouldn’t last. I’d explode for him. And I unashamedly wanted to reach between my thighs and rub myself, move my finger back and forth over my clit, but if I did that, I’d come, and I wanted to feel him pounding into me when that happened.

      Dalton’s grip tightened in my hair, and he pushed my head back, my lips coming free from the suction of his shaft. His hold on my hair was strong, and I felt a drip of his cum start to slide out the corner of my mouth.

      “Lick that up,” he demanded in a harsh voice.

      I ran my tongue along my lips, tasting the salty essence of him, obeying him right away.

      “Good girl,” he murmured and hauled me up, my breasts swaying from the force of the action. And then his mouth crashed against mine, our teeth clashing together in heated desire. I felt his hands move down my body to cup my ass. I felt his dick start to harden again between our bodies, and I gasped at the fact that he was so worked up he could get stiff right away. I pressed closer, needing the contact, needing our flesh right up against each other until nothing else mattered.

      When I felt Dalton run his tongue along my bottom lip, I shivered, wondering if I would deny him anything, if I ever could. I felt not just arousal and attraction to him. I felt something deeper, more profound. It didn’t make sense, but it did feel right.

      My body might be running the show right now, but I was letting my heart lead the way, and it was telling me this was the man for me.
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      “Macey,” I groaned her name. I knew I should be gentle, go slow. I didn’t want to scare her, to be too forceful or possessive. But fuck, I couldn’t help myself.

      I fucking loved that Macey didn’t deny me. She moved to the bed instantly, sat down, and I couldn’t help but stare at her curves, at how purely feminine she appeared in every single fucking way.

      “Lie back fully for me. Spread those thighs and let me see how pink that pussy is.”

      When she was laid out like an offering, all I could do was stare at her. Macey was so fucking hot, lush and plump, perfect in every way. I was hard and hungry all at the same time. The sight of every inch of her body on display for my visual pleasure was slowly draining what little self-control I had left, but the truth was, I wasn’t trying very hard to deny myself. The idea of teasing her to the brink of orgasm and denying her that pleasure was a fucking turn on, but I knew I couldn’t do that. I’d come without even being inside her once again if I did.

      “Spread your legs wider. Let me really see that sweet pussy of yours.”

      She did as I said, her legs being pulled up, her feet flat on the bed. She bent her knees and let her thighs fall open as far as they’d go. My vision was trained right on her cunt. I watched as her outer lips parted, showing me the petal-pink color of her inner ones. Fucking hell was she gorgeous, soaked and swollen and all mine. I didn’t waste any time.

      I took residence between her legs and placed my hand on one of her inner thighs, pushing her open even farther, watching as her pussy spread even wider for me. Her cunt was a thing of beauty, all smooth, glistening with the wetness I caused. She was primed for me, but I wanted her even more soaked. I wanted her dripping with nectar until she drenched the sheets beneath her.

      “Staring at your pussy is making my dick all nice and hard, Macey.”

      She moaned, and I watched as she clenched the sheets beneath her, as if she were grasping for something to stabilize her.

      I lifted my hand and ran my finger down the center of her cunt, feeling how smooth and silky she was, how wet she was. Her body visibly shook, and I smirked, loving that just the slightest touch from me affected her so much.

      Placing my thumb on her clit, I gently applied pressure while I slid my index finger over her slickness and circled it around the opening of her pussy. I was breathing harder and faster, my cock throbbing to be buried inside her. I slipped my finger into the wet, hot depth of her body, grunting when her pussy sucked the digit inside.

      I lifted my gaze and watched her face as I finger-fucked her in long strokes at the same time I rubbed slow circles around the swollen little bud of her clit. The breathy cries that came from her had my cock leaking cum. Fuck, I was raring to go all over again, like I hadn’t made her drink my cum, like I’d never gotten off before.

      I was a fiend right now as I used my other hand to reach down and grab my dick, tightening my fingers around my aching cock. I started tugging at myself while I thrust my finger in and out of her. I was riveted to her pussy once more and could have come just from watching my finger dip into her body.

      “Dalton.”

      The way my name fell from her lips, all breathy and full of need, had me gripping my cock harder. She squirmed on the bed, her breasts thrusting out and her hips rising to meet my plunging finger.

      I continued to push my finger into her and leaned forward, whispering, “Your pussy is greedy for me.” I breathed those words against her, and she moaned when I added another finger, stretching her tight little hole. “God, you’re so fucking tight. I can’t wait to feel you squeezing my dick.” I twisted my fingers in her, moving them across her G-spot. Pressing a kiss to the side of her mouth, I slid my tongue out and ran it along her bottom lip. I moved my fingers over the swollen bundle of tissue again and she cried out, her pussy gripping my fingers.

      I could feel her inner muscles tighten around the digits. I knew it would only take a little pressure on her clit and a little twist along the bundle of tissue deep inside her, and she’d get off. And as I gave her what she needed, what I wanted, I watched in ecstasy as she came for me.

      “Yes,” she hissed.

      I only gave her a couple seconds to calm down before I was starting in on her all over again. I ran my tongue over her nipple, moaning at the sweet taste of her. I sucked and licked at her. A cry left her, and she begged for more.

      “I’m going to fuck you so good and hard, Macey.” I clenched my jaw when she dug into my flesh. Fuck did it feel good.

      I lifted my head, her nipple coming free from the suction of my mouth with an audible pop. I circled her clit again, harder, faster, drawing out her pleasure and then removing my finger right before she went over the edge.

      “No,” she cried out in disappointment. “Be with me already.”

      Fuck. Yeah.

      I didn’t know if I could have held out much longer anyway, but I loved teasing her. Latching my mouth onto hers, I stroked her body until she shook and cried out against my lips. I swallowed her cry of pleasure, feeling my own need to be buried inside her mounting. I found myself pressing my hips into the mattress, dry-humping the bed, trying to let off some of the lust I had for her. But it was no use. There was no denying there wasn’t a substitute for what I really wanted.

      Macey.

      When her body stopped shaking, I was back on her, pushing her thighs apart with my body, feeling her slit rubbing on my shaft. I wasn’t going to be gentle, not when I was so wound up.

      I was harder than I’d ever been.

      I pulled my fingers from between her legs and held them up, showing her how wet they were. I licked those fuckers clean, tasting her sweet muskiness, hungry for more, already addicted.

      I didn’t torture us anymore. I placed the very tip of my cock at the entrance of her cunt and lifted my gaze to her face. And all the while, as I stared into her eyes, I pushed into her, filling every succulent inch of her pussy with my cock. Her mouth opened, and her back arched. It was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen.

      Oh. Fuck yeah.

      I shoved my dick into her, looked down between our bodies, and watched as I moved in and out of Macey. She was fucking perfect.

      As much as I loved this position, I wanted her to be in control. In the next second, I flipped us over, so I was now on my back with her over me. She had her legs spread on either side of my thighs, her pussy poised right above me. I felt her heat scorch me. “Put me inside of you,” I groaned so low I didn’t even know if she heard me. But when she reached down and took hold of my cock, placed the tip at her entrance, and then slowly slid down, my response was a deep-rooted groan of ecstasy.

      “Yeah, that’s it,” I growled. “Ride me, Macey. Work for my cum.” I was talking like a filthy bastard, but her gasps of pleasure told me she liked it.

      I lowered my gaze to stare at her pussy, one that had a thatch of darker, trimmed hair covering her mound. But I could see her lips parted around me, spread as she bounced on my dick, worked for what she wanted… what we both needed.

      She rose up and down on me, working that pretty pussy all over my dick. Her wetness coated my length, and I saw that glossiness on her inner thighs. I was riveted to the sight, loving that I could see my cock disappearing into her body then reemerging.

      Damn, I was close to coming as it was, and no amount of holding off this time would keep me from going over the edge. The abundance of her wetness made my movements fluid and smooth.

      “Fuck. Macey, baby.” I tightened my hold on her outer thighs, squeezed her supple flesh as my orgasm started to rise. Damn, I wasn’t going to… couldn’t… stop myself from going over the edge. “That’s it,” I groaned and really started pounding into her, my cock sliding fluidly through her slick, pink, and swollen folds.

      And before I could stop myself—but in reality, I wouldn’t have even fucking tried—I started to come. I reached up and grabbed her big, perfect tits, the mounds shaking from our fucking, and squeezed them. Fuck, she was so damn perfect and gorgeous. I filled her up, made her take every last fucking drop of my seed.

      Fuck.

      And as I got off, I watched in awe as she did the same… again.

      After long seconds of both of us finding ecstasy, she finally collapsed on top of me, both of us panting, our skin slick from sweat, my heart racing. I wrapped my arms around her body and held her to me. And the only thing that kept moving through my mind over and over again was…

      I’m not letting her go.
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      I woke up and was on my side, the curtains drawn, the sun not fully rising yet, but pinks and oranges started to peak over the horizon, promising colors to wash over the ranch. It was beautiful.

      I looked over at a still sleeping Dalton and took in his relaxed peacefulness, the way his body was still so hard and masculine even though he was tranquil in this moment.

      Taking hold of a light blanket that was draped over a chair by the bed, I wrapped it around my shoulders. I stood there a moment and stared out the window, feeling so at ease. I’d never felt as comfortable or… at home somewhere—with someone—in my entire life. But as I looked over my shoulder at Dalton again, I knew I finally found where I belonged. I finally found home.

      A contented sigh left me, and I felt a smile spread across my lips.

      I quietly left the room and headed to the kitchen, grabbing a glass of water and walking over to the large picture window in the living room. Despite it still being so early, I wouldn’t have been able to fall back asleep. I knew Dalton would be getting up to start his day any minute, knew the ranch would become full of life as everyone worked their asses off. This was farm life, hard work… what it meant to love what you did and make it grow into something more.

      I put my glass in the sink and leaned my hip against the counter, starting to hear birds chirping as they began their day as well. The blanket I wrapped around me did a good enough job to keep the early-morning cold air off me, but Dalton was what I really needed to keep warm.

      I could see the mountains in the far distance, thought about if Falls View was starting to rise this early as well. Standing here with just my thoughts in the early morning had me thinking about my father, about the ranch I wished we still had. But even if that was gone, I still found my way back to farm life.

      I found my way to Dalton.

      “Macey baby?” The sound of Dalton’s deep, slightly sleepy voice broke up my thoughts, and I turned to see him standing there with a small smile playing over his face. “You okay?” He ran the heel of his hand over his eye then slid it up to run his fingers through his hair.

      Before I knew what he was doing, Dalton was right in front of me and pulled me in for an embrace. I melted against him and smiled even though he couldn’t see me. God, it felt so good to be held by him. It felt so right.

      “You make me so damn happy,” he whispered.

      “Me too,” I whispered back.

      He pulled back and cupped my face, his expression almost as if he felt euphoric. Or maybe I was projecting my own feelings onto him, onto this situation?

      “Is it crazy or too fast if I say I won’t let you go, that I can’t?” He smoothed his fingers over my cheeks. “Is it insane to tell you that I feel like you’re meant to be mine, that I’ve never felt this way about anyone in my entire life?” He leaned in close and kissed me gently on the lips.

      I slowly shook my head when he pulled back and looked in my eyes. “If it’s crazy,” I whispered, “then I’m just as certifiable as you, because I feel the same way.”

      His grin was blinding, and before I knew it, Dalton was kissing me passionately, consuming me, and claiming me in every way. He lifted me onto the counter, spread my legs wide by moving between them, and I let the blanket fall to the floor.

      “That’s good, Macey,” he groaned and reached between us to pull his sweatpants down and free his already hard cock. “That’s real good, because I’d chase you to the ends of the world and make you see that you’re mine.”

      Being with Dalton was like nothing I’d ever experienced before, and hearing him say he wouldn’t let me go was exactly what I wanted to hear.

      It was exactly what I needed him to say.

      We were meant for each other. I knew that with everything in my body.
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        Several days later

      

      

      I felt like so much had changed in the last couple days since Dalton and I gave into each other, since we expressed how we felt, what we wanted.

      Things felt like they’d fallen right into place.

      I stepped out of the house and felt the wind move across my hair. I lifted my hand and shielded my eyes from the sun, looking over the property to see if I could spot Dalton, Charlie, and Jax. I didn’t see Dalton right away, but the brothers were off in the distance working with the horses.

      I had a pot roast cooking in the oven for dinner, some roasted potatoes and carrots, homemade rolls, and even made a strawberry shortcake with fresh berries I bought from the farmer’s market just this morning.

      It was so strange how in such a short amount of time I felt like this was home, like this was where I was always meant to be.

      Dalton had moved all my things into his room before I even realized. And I couldn’t get mad at him, not when I’d been secretly hoping he’d take the imitative and do it. I didn’t want to sleep without him right next to me.

      I walked over to the bell Dalton installed on the porch banister and rang it, signaling dinner was about ready. It would take them a good twenty minutes to clean things up, so I always rang it a bit before dinner.

      Jax and Charlie started putting the horses back in the stables, and I focused on Dalton, watched as he cleaned things up then headed my way. I couldn’t help the silly grin that spread across my face. The sun was starting to set, and the glare that had been in my eyes just moments before started to fade as the dusky hues of pinks and oranges covered the sky.

      And then Dalton was at the bottom of the porch steps, his grin big, infectious. “Hey, baby,” he said in a low, sexy drawl.

      “Hey right back at you, cowboy.”

      He gave me a wink, and I felt my heart flutter in my chest. Dalton ascended the steps, and when he was right in front of me, he wrapped his muscular arms around me and pulled me in tight. I sank against him immediately. He smelled like a man, all clean sweat, straw, and hard work. I loved that scent more than anything else.

      “This feels good,” I whispered and inhaled deeply, taking in that scent that was all Dalton.

      “It sure as fuck does,” he groaned and tightened his arms around me. “I’ve never felt anything better than having you in my arms.”

      I couldn’t help but smile at that.

      I felt him kiss the top of my head, but after that, neither of us moved. It was like we had all the time in the world, like Jax and Charlie weren’t going to make their way up here shortly. It wouldn’t have mattered anyway, because I knew Dalton wouldn’t have cared who saw our affection. He told me plenty of times he wanted everyone to know I was his.

      Just like I wanted everyone to know he was mine.

      When Dalton did pull back, I held in my sound of disappointed. It just felt so good having his arms around me. He cupped my cheek and smoothed his thumb along my skin. I felt his callouses and closed my eyes to lean into his touch.

      I’d already fallen for this man, and God, it felt good to know in my heart I was where I should be… that I was with who I was supposed to be with.
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        Three years later

      

      

      “Where are you taking me?” I asked, hearing the excitement in my voice. Dalton chuckled but other than that didn’t say anything.

      It was our three-year wedding anniversary today, and for the first time since we’d been together, not just being married but since we celebrated just being together, we weren’t following tradition. Normally, we’d pick up takeout from our favorite Italian place right outside of town, then take a drive out to the lake in town, and finally have a picnic under the stars.

      It’s what I looked forward to every year, because it’s when it was just us, no work or responsibility, nothing but Dalton and me reconnecting.

      But he changed things up on me this year.

      We’d been driving for about twenty minutes before I finally felt the car slow right before he made a turn. I heard the crunch of tires on gravel and shifted on the seat, wondering where he was taking me. He’d put a blindfold on me as soon as I sat down in the passenger seat.

      I felt anticipation of what he had planned. Dalton wasn’t the type of man who did grand gestures. He was to the point, couldn’t keep a secret, so when birthdays or holidays came around, I usually found out what he got me before the actual day. It was cute and endearing, and so the fact that he kept a secret made me think it was pretty special to him.

      After a few moments of driving up a rocky path, he pulled the car to a stop. The window was open, and I felt the breeze waft in, smelled the summer air move in and out of the truck. It felt nice, relaxing. I always loved the summer months, the dry heat that was a constant.

      “Dalton?” I looked in his direction even though I couldn’t see him, trying not to smile as excitement moved through me. “Are you going to show me now?” He took my hand in his and gave it a squeeze before leaning in to place a kiss on my cheek. But he still hadn’t responded.

      And then he was out of the truck, the door shutting, the vehicle shaking slightly from the motion. A moment later, he opened the passenger door and helped me out, taking hold of my hand once more, shutting my door, and then leading me a few steps forward.

      I felt the gravel underneath my sandals, the warm sun beating down on me. We came to a stop, and for just a moment, we stood there. My heart was beating with anticipation, and I felt him finally reach up and undo the knot of the blindfold before pulling the material away. My eyes were closed, the sun bright. I opened them slowly and blinked a few times to clear my vision.

      At first, I was confused, but then shock settled in. I felt tears start to build in my eyes and tried to blink them away.

      “Oh my God,” I whispered.

      I was staring at my father’s house. I was staring at the house I’d grown up in.

      I couldn’t find words as I slowly turned around and took in the property. It had been years since my father passed away and I’d been up here. I knew from public record that the ranch had been sold a few times over the years, and because of that and becoming private property, I hadn’t been able to come up here and just look around, to reminisce.

      Things looked pretty overgrown and rundown, clearly not being kept up with. But I could see the red barn my father and the ranch hands had built one summer off in the distance, could see the pheasant run I’d helped build when I was only ten years old.

      The tears slowly tracked down my cheeks, and I wiped them away. I turned to face Dalton. He looked a little bit sheepish, his hands shoved in the front pockets of his jeans, this big smile on his face.

      “Please tell me those are happy tears, baby,” he said and was in front of me a second later, his hands now out of his pockets as he curled his fingers around my upper arms gently, holding me.

      I nodded but couldn’t find any words. After a few moments, I cleared my throat and wiped the remaining tears away. “How did you get permission to come on the property?” I looked around again, so many memories flashing through my mind. “I’ve only been able to drive by.” I shifted on my feet so I could look around the yard. I remembered racing with my Australian Shepard and Blue Heeler mix dog, Aussie, in this yard. I never won. “I haven’t been able to get on the property for years.” My voice was soft, as I mainly talked to myself.

      I felt his hand on my lower back and turned fully to face him. I felt so thankful, even if we could only be here for a short time.

      “You can come here any time you want, baby.”

      I felt my brows lower in confusion at his words. I looked at the house. It was deteriorating big time. Hell, it was a century home and had been old as hell when I lived here. It was clear whoever had purchased the property over the years hadn’t tried repairing anything.

      “I don’t know what you mean.” I stared at Dalton, the sun behind me, so I had an unobstructed view of him.

      “I bought the property, baby. I bought your ranch. It’s ours. It’s yours again.”

      The air left me almost violently, and I lifted my hand to place it over my heart. My chest hurt as shock settled in. “You did what?” I whispered. There I went again, unable to stop from crying.

      He cupped my cheek and smoothed his thumb over my skin. “I know what this means to you. I know how you wish things had been different, that the ranch could have stayed with you after your dad died.” He smiled gently. “It took time, some fine negotiating with the bank, but I got it for you, baby. Happy anniversary.”

      I threw myself in his arms, kissing him all over his face, crying uncontrollably. “Oh my God, Dalton.” I sobbed wildly as I kissed him over and over again. His deep chuckle had me backing off, realizing I was acting like a fool.

      I pulled away, grinning ear-to-ear.

      “That’s what I wanted to see.” He wiped a stray tear away.

      “What?” I asked softly, my voice shaky from my emotions.

      “That smile, that happiness pouring off of you. That’s what I wanted to see when I brought you here.” He leaned in and kissed me. “I can’t wait to have babies with you, to have our kids come here and have you tell them stories.”

      God, I loved this man.

      “We can fix up the house, make it a second home. And when we are old and gray, we can sit on that very porch and watch our grandkids run around. You can tell them about this ranch and your dad.”

      I didn’t want to cry again, but he was making those happy tears spring forth all over again.

      “That sounds perfect,” I whispered.

      He pulled me in for a hug, and I rested my head on his chest. He cupped the back of my head, and I didn’t think I could love him more. I didn’t think he could make me any happier, but here we were, standing on the property of my childhood home, the future and possibilities endless.

      And I was looking forward to fully exploring all of that with the man I loved and the family we’d create.
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        One year later

      

      

      God, I needed to have this baby already.

      I held onto my lower back and breathed out as my stomach tightened from the false contraction. I’d been having Braxton Hicks for the last two months, and even though I was only eight months along, I’d been checked to make sure it wasn’t early labor. Thank goodness it wasn’t, but having these false contractions was starting to wear me out.

      As soon as the contraction ended, our son decided to kick me right under my ribs.

      “Easy, little Lane,” I said softly and rubbed my huge belly. I didn’t know how much more my belly could stretch, but I was already told from the ultrasound I had last week that Dalton’s son was a big boy and would be over nine pounds once born.

      Dalton came up behind me, gently moved my hand away, and started rubbing my back, easing the pain and discomfort. I closed my eyes and moaned.

      “That feels incredible,” I breathed.

      He chuckled and kept massaging my back.

      “Are you ready for this, for the chaos that will happen once this little rascal is here?”

      I smiled. “He can’t make our life anymore hectic than it already is.”

      He laughed softly. “This is true, baby.”

      Once the contractions ended, I turned around and looked at Dalton. I wrapped my arms around his neck and leaned up to kiss him.

      “I love you,” I murmured against his lips and pulled back to look in his eyes. “You sure you’re ready for this already rowdy little boy?”

      He grinned and nodded. Dalton got down to his knees, pushed up my shirt, and smoothed his hands over my skin. “He’s going to know hard work when he’s old enough. He’s going to love this farm and your dad’s ranch as much as we do. And he’s going to raise his own family here, and so on and so forth.”

      I started laughing and ran my hands through his hair. It was true; I did love this farm. We still had my father’s ranch and several people staffed over there to run it, but Dalton checked in on it daily, and before I’d gotten too big with the baby and out of breath just going to the bathroom, I’d been going there daily too. I loved it, loved the memories it conjured, so happy that it was ours and my father’s legacy was still going strong all these years later. It might have taken some time, but Dalton had given me one of the best gifts of my life when he’d taken me to the ranch and told me it was now ours.

      As Dalton held me, I looked around at the cabin. It was our forever home. We’d been renovating it, getting rid of the outdated decor, and even creating flower and vegetable gardens out back. We were doing all those things. We were expanding, and it was perfect.

      Over the last year, we’d been working on my father’s ranch, fixing up the house, cleaning up the property. We were expanding Dalton’s ranch company, so it coalesced with what my father had built. And once all the paperwork was done, once things were all legal and the property was good to go, we’d be the biggest ranch in the tristate area.

      That took a lot of time and money, hence why we were taking our time and going slow, but the future looked brighter every day.

      I was always meant to be with Dalton. I knew that in my heart. I think I knew that the first day I came up his driveway for my interview. Strange how life worked… how fate played the cards for you.
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