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      A Fake Relationship/Curvy Girl Romance

      

      Caleb

      I’ve known Madison Crawford was mine since we were teenagers. Timing, circumstances, and my good manners have kept me from claiming her as my own. Now, the ex who left her at the altar is back asking for a second chance, and I’m done playing by the rules. She thinks I’m nothing more than a stick-in-the-mud, but she’s about to find out what happens when I’m not in uniform. No more Mr. Nice Guy. It’s time for the proverbial gloves to come off. Time for me to put my handcuffs to better use. She needs to see that she belongs in my bed now and forever. 

      Madison

      I’m tired of town gossip. Which is ironic since, as the secret author of the Saddle Peek, I practically invented gossip in this town. When my past comes back–literally–claiming he made a mistake, I have too much pride to run and hide. Everyone in town is waiting to see if my ex is going to break my heart all over again. Instead, the unthinkable happens. Caleb Burton, Sheriff McHottie himself, comes to my rescue. Suddenly, I’m in a fake relationship with the most irresistible guy in town. Is he just being my hero because it’s his literal job? Or could he actually want a troublemaker like me?
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      Madison

       

      I have a confession to make.

      Maybe you’ve already figured this out on your own. Or maybe this will come as a surprise. I am the creator and primary content provider behind the Saddle Peek.

      Let me first say that when I started the on-line town share site, my intentions were honorable.

      I never wanted anyone to endure the humiliation and embarrassment I’d gone through. But that is an old, stupid story that doesn’t matter anymore. What matters now is that for the past couple of months I’ve used that blasted site to publicly “gossip” about my brothers in order to aide in their romance. Move things along a little quicker. Lord knows that sometimes men—my brothers especially—can use a little prodding when it comes to matters of the heart.

      Take Harrison, for instance, none of us even knew he was already married. Okay, technically I knew, but only because I happened to see a copy of the marriage certificate when he got it in the mail. I did my homework on Birdie after they got hitched and I knew she was the right girl for him. So I made it easier for her to find pictures of him on social media. Maybe I checked out a romance novel she recommended on her account and left it on the coffee table next to where Harrison likes to sit.

      Okay, you can call it manipulation. Whatever. It worked. Still, I realize I hurt people along the way. So did my ends justify my means? I don’t know. I’m guessing most people don’t see it that way, since all my brothers are pissed at me and half the town has decided I deserved to get left at the alter nearly five years ago. 

      Which is why I’m now at Ace’s—our local watering hole/best food in town place, nursing my second shot of tequila.

      A distinctly male laugh jars me out of my thoughts. “Princess, that is your fourth shot and you haven’t nursed anything tonight.”

      I look up and frown. “Am I dreaming or passed out?”

      “Neither.”

      I shake my head, but that makes the room spin a little. “But you don’t work here. You are Zane, the hot tattoo guy and your shop is by my shop. Why are you here?”

      He chuckles again.

      Seems wrong that I’d be dreaming about hot guys finding humor in my hot-messedness, but, reality and all that.

      “Listen, you’ve shared plenty of dreams and secrets and everything in between here tonight. You better hope I’m not the vindictive type. So don’t piss me off.”

      His words seem to permeate the layer of alcohol coating my brain. “Wait, I said all that out loud?”

      “I don’t know how much you said versus how much you were just thinking. I suspect you’ve got a pretty active mind.” He braces his hands on the bar.

      I stare at the bare skin between his wrists and biceps where the Black Tar Whiskey shirt clings to his arms. But that bare skin isn’t exactly naked, it’s covered in one design after another. Colors and lines bleed into shapes and faces and frankly I’m not even sure what I’m looking at. The whole tatted arm plus masculine veins, plus muscles, plus arm hair should be working for me. It’s a very attractive look.

      “Seriously with the forearm porn. I mean I’m not normally an ink kind of girl, but damn, Zane, you’re all kinds of hot.”

      I sigh. Yes, Zane is stupidly hot. But for some reason, nothing about him does it for me.

      And it should. Really, he should do it for me.

      “I think I’m broken,” I mutter.

      Except then I inhale and I catch a whiff of something so sensual and sexy and I just wanna get naked and swim around in it. It’s like I can smell his pheromones from here.

      Suddenly I’m picked up from behind and set on my feet. “Madison, you’ve had enough to drink and it’s time to go.”

      I’d know that voice anywhere. My nipples certainly know that voice judging by how tight they get in my bra. I whirl around ready to tell him he’s not my boss and he can’t tell me I have to go home.

      But I lose my balance halfway into my spin. He, of course, catches me with his big, stupid arms. I’m obviously drunk enough to lean into him because I’ve got my nose buried in his throat.

      I inhale again.

      Shiiiiiitttt.

      All those yummy pheromones did not come from the hot guy who should be my type.  AKA Zane, the ink-slinger turned pretend bartender for the night.

      Of course fucking not.

      That would be too easy. That would make sense.

      Instead, because nothing in my upside-down, messed up world makes sense right now, all those yummy pheromones come from the one guy I shouldn’t want.

      No, wait. Correction: the one guy I don’t want.

      More importantly, the guy who doesn’t want me. Sheriff Caleb Burton, keeper of the peace, rescuer of helpless kittens and damsels in distress. The man who seems to always be around when I am making a complete fool out of myself.

      Yep, that’s who’s got a thick arm banded around me, and who at this very moment is digging money out of his wallet and tossing it on the bar.

      “Thanks again for calling me.” Then he picks me up like I weigh nothing and cradles me to him. He carries me like I mean something to him, and for one brief moment, I close my eyes and pretend I do.

      Not because it’s him—we would never get along—but because I’m so damn lonely and it seems as if no one will ever truly want me.

      “Why does it always have to be you?”

      “Beg your pardon?” he asks. That deep husky voice of his scrapes against my skin like a heated breath.

      “Whenever I make a fool of myself, seems you’re always there to watch me go up in flames.”

      “Watching you burn is one of the greatest pleasures of my life.”

      His words feel dirty. Like he means it in a different way. Likes he’s talking about how last night I slipped my hand under the covers and slid it between my thighs. How his stupid scowling face flashed through my mind right as I came hard. But I refused to call his name. I can’t help what images my mind flips through in moments like that, but I am—or rather aim to be—in charge of the words that come out of my mouth.

      “I think I might have outed myself back there,” I murmur.

      His body stiffens beneath me. “Outed in what way?”

      “Just the Saddle Peek. That I run it, started it. Manage it. However, you want to say it. It’s my big ball of flaming disaster. My brothers are gonna kill me.” We get to his vehicle and it’s not his official sheriff’s car; it’s his personal truck.

      “You gonna be sick?” he asks as he slides me onto the passenger seat.

      “Don’t think so. Not usually.”

      He nods, then leans in really close and reaches around me to reach behind the seats. His hand holds out a bottle of water to me. “Just let me know if I need to pull over.”

      “Okay.”

      “Buckle up, Trouble.” Then he slams the door and walks around to the other side.
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      CALEB

       

      I should take her to County and let her sleep it off in the drunk tank. But I’m not on duty tonight and the truth is, I don’t want to leave her up there with Buster and Tate. I know she’d be safe, they’re good guys. But I also know how Madison is and more than likely it wouldn’t take more than half an hour and she’d sweet talk one of them into letting her go. Then, who knows what the hell would happen to her.

      So instead, I’m taking her back to my place where I can keep an eye on her. Make sure she gets plenty of hydration and rest and doesn’t get hurt.

      I adjust my dick because like the fucking pervert I am, I got a chub while carrying her to my truck. She’s drunk and practically helpless and here I’m thinking about laying her back on that truck seat and fucking some sense into her.

      Or finally getting her out of my system.

      Who the fuck am I kidding? No amount of fucking would get this woman out of my system. I mean, I’m assuming. I wouldn’t actually know because I haven’t touched anyone since I met Madison.

      And it just so happens that we met in high school when I was in the tenth grade. I’ve been on the occasional date just to see if maybe I was fooling
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