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      All of the books in the Grove Valley series are SHORT romances. Dove Daniels writes short, sweet, dirty, & flirty. If you like gorgeous alpha men and the women they love, you’ll enjoy these twelve short romances. Grove Valley is the perfect break from long, heavy, deep stories.

      Find more Dove Daniels stories - https://payhip.com/ADEllisAuthor/collection/dove-daniels-m-f-short-romance
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            ROSIE WILLIAMS

          

        

      

    

    
      I lean against the deep freeze in the back of Rosie’s Diner—the little greasy spoon owned by my grandmother and the place where I work myself to death every damn day in hopes of finally being able to move out of my father’s house.

      The lunch rush is finally over and I’m grateful for the break. I take a long drink of my sweet tea and sigh. I’ll be so glad to get off work and go home. I want a shower, a glass of wine, and cuddling in bed with a good book.

      What I really want includes a big, gorgeous man wrapping me in his arms while I cuddle in bed. My cheeks heat as I think of the other activities I’d like to do in bed with a man—not that I have any experience with that, but it all sounds lovely.

      My father will expect dinner as soon as I’m home, but after that, the evening should be mine. Nothing exciting, but I’ll have some time to myself.

      You need to move out. Stop letting him boss you around. Move in with one of us.

      I hear my brothers’ voices as clear as day.

      They’re right. About it all.

      And I’m working on it.

      My father isn’t mean or physically abusive, but he’s the preacher and expects to be waited on. It used to be my mom waiting on him, now it’s me. He has very specific ideas on what a woman’s place is in this world

      Daddy hates the fact I work in a diner—hates even more that his late wife’s mother still owns the place, even though Grandma Rosie hasn’t stepped foot in Rose Grove Ridge for nearly three decades—but I’m good at what I do and I make a decent amount of money—he allows me to work there to humor me and prays for my soul daily. He doesn’t know I’m saving up to get a little place of my own; I expect the shit to hit the fan when he finds out.

      Moving in with either of my overprotective, older brothers wouldn’t fix my problems. I love Fox and Orion with all my heart and they are good men, but I don’t want to live with my brothers any more than I want to live with my father.

      I accepted long ago that a curvy girl like me with a preacher father and overprotective, tough guy brothers isn’t going to have much luck finding a guy to support me. Add in the fact the one guy I did manage to attract left me at the alter and I’m shit out of luck.

      The entire town of Rose Grove Ridge knows me. They know what my dad and brothers are like. They know Rance left me. So, my best bet in getting out on my own is to save enough money and hope one of the tiny apartments in town is available when I have a little nest egg saved.

      Until then, I’ll work too hard at the diner and give in to my father when he demands dinner on the table before he works on his sermons. I’ve accepted my future as a spinster, but I’ll be damned if I’m living with my father while I do it.

      “Rosie, can you come out here and help at the counter?” Helen, the manager, calls out.

      By family name rights, I should be the manager, but Daddy forbids it. Says it’s enough of a sin his only daughter is working at a diner rather than finding her calling in the Lord’s work.

      Helen is a good lady. She makes sure I get the best shifts and the best tippers. She knows my plan to move out of Daddy’s house.

      Don’t you think you should leave town completely? Do you really think you can break free of that man by just moving to an apartment in the same town? Helen berates me with questions every time the subject comes up.

      But I’ve lived in Rose Grove Ridge, smack in the middle of Grove Valley county my entire life. My brothers own the local construction company. My father is the small-town preacher. I don’t have any other family—Grandma lives in an assisted living center—and I have no plans to leave town. I just need some space.

      And a good man to love you.

      I scoff. Like that’s going to happen.

      Rance didn’t want me. He couldn’t even hang around long enough to marry me and take my virginity. Not that I wanted him to do that and then leave, it’s just embarrassing to have the whole town know the only guy you’ve ever dated for longer than a week or two—none of the others ever stuck around long after meeting Daddy—ran off with some girl he met on the internet because he just wasn’t that into me.

      So, here I am, an overworked, full-sized, jilted virgin whose only hope of being my own person is to earn as many tips as possible and pray my future apartment is free of rodents and insects.

      I shudder at the thought and push away from the freezer.

      If Helen needs help, we’ve probably had another tiny little rush.

      “Hi, welcome to Rosie’s,” I say to the tall customer’s back. “What can I get for you?”

      When he turns around, I’m faced with the most gorgeous man I’ve ever seen in my entire life. He’s beautiful. Dark hair, dark eyes, sun-darkened skin, and a full day’s scruff when it’s only just after noon.

      He looks me up and down and smiles wickedly.

      My tummy flutters and I swallow thickly.

      The stranger moves close to the counter and leans in. “Well, darlin’,” he starts and my heart nearly thumps out of my throat. “I’m thinking you can get me three things.”

      “Oh yeah?” I try to sound nonchalant despite the fact the man nearly has me swallowing my tongue. “What’s that?”

      “Number one, your name. I’m fine with calling you darlin’ but I wouldn’t mind knowing what to groan when I’ve got you spread out under me.” He winks.

      I try to scoff. I try to be offended. But the jolt of electricity his words send through my body shows just how unoffended I am. “Rosie Williams,” I say, lifting my chin defiantly. “What’s yours?”

      “Brooks Jackson. I own the Rocky Grove Ranch.”

      I know the name, everyone knows Rocky Grove Ranch. What I didn’t know is that the owner isn’t an old man. I thought Old Man Jackson was, well, old. This man looks to be about thirty-five. Definitely older than my twenty-five, but not old. “Nice to meet you. What else can I get you?” I ask as I glance around, hoping I’m not needed elsewhere.

      “Two of your biggest burgers, fries, onion rings, two large Cokes, please.” Brooks’ eyes travel up and down my body and I’m suddenly self-conscious of the snug t-shirt hugging my large breasts and my jeans that might as well be painted on. I’m never going to be a runway model with my figure. Too short and too plump.

      “Gotcha.” I hand the order slip through the kitchen window and ring up his order. “That will be seventeen eighty-three.”

      Brooks hands me a twenty. “Keep the change,” he drawls as he slips an extra ten-dollar bill into my hand when I move to give him his change. “And number three…”

      My heart catches in my throat again. Why is this man being so nice? Why am I so fluttery? Guys like him don’t flirt with me. It’s probably a joke. I stare straight into his eyes, ready for the punchline.

      “Go out with me.” Brooks somehow manages to make the request feel like the highest compliment and something I can’t turn down.

      “What?” I sputter. “Why?”

      Brooks scowls. “You’re beautiful and you’ve caught my attention. I want to take you out and get to know you better.”

      As quickly as my heart soars on hope, it crashes with disappointment. “That’s really nice, but I can’t.”

      “You have a boyfriend? Husband?”

      I snort in a very unladylike way. “Hardly. Listen, I appreciate the offer, but it’s not going to happen.”

      “Sounds like a challenge. Tell me why.” Brooks stands to his full height and crosses his arms over his broad chest.

      “My father is a preacher.”

      He waits as if I’m going to say more then scowls again. “And?”

      “He’s not the easiest man to get along with and doesn’t really like me dating.”

      Brooks narrows his eyes. “So, you’ve never dated?”

      “I have. Guys just don’t hang around long once they meet my dad and brothers.” I grab a wet towel and wipe the counter for something to do, staving off the disappointment of turning down Brooks’ date invitation.

      “Well, those other guys weren’t me. I’m not one to run from fathers or brothers. I want to take you out. How’s tomorrow night?” Brooks leans across the counter again and grabs my hand. “Give me one date. If it’s a bust and you don’t want to see me again, I’ll leave you alone. Promise.”

      The gleam in Brooks’ eyes tells me he won’t give up that easily—or he’s so sure of himself he knows the date won’t be a bust—but I let him off the hook. “I work until five. I won’t be ready until six and you’ll need to come meet my dad or there’s no way I’ll get out of the house.” I figure that little fact will turn him off of asking for a date for sure, but Brooks just smiles as the bell behind me announces his food is ready.

      “Perfect. I left my phone in the truck, but write down your address so I can pick you up.”

      I stare at him for a moment, in shock he’s still determined to take me out. “Oh, um, you know the church?”

      Brooks nods.

      “I’m in the house next door, with the rose bushes out front.” I grab his bag of food and hand it over the counter.

      “Rosie who works at Rosie’s and lives in Rose Grove Ridge with roses in front of her house, I like it.”

      “It’s a bit much, but it’s who I am.” I shrug. There’s no reason to get too excited about this guy, I know for sure he won’t last. Either my dad or my brothers will scare him off or he’ll realize I’m not worth his time.

      “Darlin’ you’re the prettiest thing I’ve seen in years and I’m already on the hook; looking forward to getting to know you.” Brooks holds up the bag of food. “Thank you kindly. I’ll see you tomorrow at six.”

      “Oh! Where are we going?” It’s a silly question. We live in Rose Grove Ridge. There’s not a whole lot in town outside of the diner, the bar, a school, the church, a BnB, a laundromat, and a grocery store. Well, there’s also a fire department, a mechanic, my brothers’ construction company, a new landscaping place, and a heating and air business. None of those things scream date and I’d rather not eat at Rosie’s after working here all day.

      “Next time, we’ll head to the movies or dancing outside of town.” Brooks reaches out and brushes his knuckles on my cheek. “This time, dress for a tour of my ranch.”

      “You’re taking me to your ranch?” A tiny part of me examines this fact and looks for any warning signs it’s a bad idea. None of my usual danger, danger red flags are flying, so I guess I’m trusting my gut on this one.

      “It’s not been mine for long and I’m damn proud of it.” Brooks backs toward the door, never taking his eyes off me.

      “But why would you want share it with me?”

      “I need to get an idea of what my future wife looks like on my land,” he answers with a broad smile and a wink. “Tomorrow at six, darlin’.”

      I roll my eyes at the cheesy line, but I can’t help but smile. Brooks is the hottest guy I’ve ever seen and every fiber of my being is begging me to make it work with him.

      I sigh and toss the towel in the bucket of sudsy water. It’s not like I purposely chase men away. If my family doesn’t run Brooks off, I’m sure he’ll figure out something else that makes me completely undesirable.

      Curvy.

      Virgin.

      Preacher’s daughter.

      Left at the altar.

      None of those things are perfect wife material.

      “Who was that fine man?” Helen asks with a mischievous smile.

      “Oh, um, Brooks Jackson from the Rocky Grove Ranch.” I bite back a smile as I refill a salt shaker.

      “Seems like you two had plenty to talk about,” Helen grins.

      “He wants to take me on a date to his ranch,” I murmur. “And he’s okay with meeting my dad.”

      “When’s the date?”

      “Tomorrow at six.”

      “You’re off at five, right? That’s perfect. You can be ready in plenty of time. You should wear those dark wash jeans, the floral button up tied at the waist, and your boots. And let your hair dry naturally so it’s got that pretty wave.” Helen stares out the window. “Rosie, girl, I think you may have just met your perfect match.”

      I try to chuckle as if what she’s said is a joke, but the way my body is afire makes me wonder if maybe she’s right. There’s definitely something different about Brooks Jackson.

      I just hope he’s willing to give me a chance before dumping me.
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            BROOKS JACKSON

          

        

      

    

    
      “What the hell are you grinnin’ about?” Reid, my older brother, asks when I meet him at the truck with lunch. He’d gone into the Rose Grove grocery—which is actually a combination grocery, general store, and feed store—to pick up supplies for the ranch while I grabbed lunch. With only three years between our thirty-five and thirty-eight, Reid is my closest friend.

      “Pretty sure I just met my wife,” I say as I climb into my truck.

      Reid groans. “Holy fucking shit, Brooks. I thought you’d sworn off women after that bitch of a wife tore you up and spit you out.”

      He’s not wrong. Penny did a number on me and left me long before I moved back to Rocky Grove Ranch. I did say I was done with women. Swore all I needed was my ranch and my family.

      But that was before I met Rosie Williams.

      “Can’t help it,” I grin and toss him his burger. “One look at her and I was a gonner.” I take a big bite of my sandwich. “She’s the one, Reid. Mark my words. I’m gonna marry that girl and make her mine.”

      “What makes you think some pretty girl wants to live on a dry, dusty, lonely ranch?” Reid asks. I know he’s thinking of the girl who dumped him when we announced we were moving to Rocky Grove to take over the ranch our estranged father left us in the surprise announcement of the century.

      Reid and I lost our mother when we were young and we hightailed it off the ranch as soon as we were able just to get away from our overbearing, hateful father. Imagine our shock when the will was read and we found out the ranch we grew up on was ours.

      “I’ll keep her company. She doesn’t look like the type of girl to balk at hard work. She can help or I’ll keep her screamin’ my name at night and having my babies. Don’t matter to me, but she’s going to be mine.” I dip a fry in ketchup and shove it in my mouth before taking a long drink of my Coke.

      “What was her name?” Reid asks.

      “Rosie. Rosie Williams.”

      “As in Preacher Williams?” Reid asks in disbelief.

      I nod. “Believe so. She said her daddy is the preacher.”

      Reid laughs and shakes his head. “If that’s the case, she’s also got two overprotective brothers if I hear it told right. They own the construction company. Different names, something like Fox and Orion I think.”

      I shrug and finish my burger. “Then I’ve got three men to win over in addition to the prettiest girl I’ve ever laid eyes on.”

      “What’s your plan?”

      “I’m thinking, since we’re already in town, maybe you could go to the marshal’s office and talk to him about the vandalism on our barn while I head to the construction office and church.” I don’t have an actual plan, but there’s no way I’m giving up on a date with Rosie just because she’s got protective family. I get it; once she’s mine, I’ll be the same way.

      “Not wasting any time, huh?” Reid laughs.

      “You just don’t get it, man,” I say as I take a bite of the last onion ring. “I turned around and saw those big brown eyes, creamy skin, that pretty pink mouth.” I groan. “She’s got this hair that looks like chocolate silk and curves for miles.”

      Reid chuckles. “You always have liked ‘em plump and curvy.”

      “Damn straight. More to hold onto. I don’t want some fragile waif under me. I want a woman I can hold tight and fuck hard.” I shake my head. “Believe me, this girl looks as if she can give as good as she gets. She’s all sweet innocence and fiery spirit.”

      “Why not just woo her until you get in her pants and then move on? Doesn’t have to lead to an old ball and chain,” Reid says.

      I shake my head. “Nah, maybe with some other girl, but not my Rosie. I want her in my bed, under me, on my cock, but I also want her in my life. For good. You don’t get it man, this is the real deal.”

      Reid rolls his eyes. “Must be. Never seen you so gaga over a girl. I’ll head to the marshal’s office. I’m thinking an hour or less. Don’t take too long, we’ve got chores to do.”

      “Ajax can pitch in. The hands know what’s up and he’s a good helper.” Our cousin, Ajax, is a horse trainer and we flew him to Rocky Grove to visit in hopes of bringing him on full-time. In addition to the cattle on our ranch, Reid and I have big plans to increase our number of horses and eventually be a top location for breeding, training, and rehabilitating horses. Adding Ajax to the payroll is a step in that direction.

      “Still, no more than an hour. Don’t go getting yourself into any fights with the preacher.” Reid gives a little wave and climbs from the truck.

      There’s no reason to drive to where I’m going; the town of Rose Grove Ridge isn’t big enough for much driving around. So, I leave my truck parked and climb out. Adjusting my cowboy hat, I head toward the construction office. I’ve got some brothers to win over.

      The pretty secretary, Dottie Walker according to her name tag, lets me know Fox and Orion Williams are at the church speaking to the preacher, so I bid her good day and backtrack to the Rose Grove Ridge Baptist Church.

      From the looks of it, I’m interrupting lunch, but I turn on my friendliest smile and take off my hat. “Afternoon, gentlemen,” I say, running my hand through my hair. “I’m Brooks Jackson of the Rocky Grove Ranch. Wondered if I might have a moment of your time?”

      The three men stand and shake hands. Fox and Orion Williams appear to be around my age. Their father, John, the preacher, studies me with holier-than-thou disdain.

      “What can we do for you, Mr. Jackson?” Fox asks as he gestures for me to sit.

      “Please, call me Brooks.” I join them at the table and politely decline the offer of lunch. “I had the distinct pleasure of meeting your Rosie today and I wanted to make my intentions clear.”

      Fox and Orion give me identical shocked expressions and the preacher scowls.

      “Just what do you mean by intentions, son?” John asks.

      “I plan to make Rosie my wife. I’ve asked her out on a date and I plan to show her my ranch. You’ve got a mighty fine girl there and I’d like your blessing on making her mine.” Never one to lack for confidence, I speak loud and clear in a way that lets the men know my plan without really leaving room for them to dispute.

      Fox and Orion shoot each other looks.

      The preacher crosses his arms over his chest. “A woman’s place is working for the Lord first and serving her husband. Will you be allowing my daughter to continue working at that pit of sin?”

      I cover my laugh by clearing my throat. “Well sir, as I’m sure you’re well aware, telling Rosie she can’t do something is akin to telling the sun not to rise.”

      Rosie’s brothers laugh and her father’s features harden.

      “I’d like to think living on the ranch with me, being part of the business, would be enough for Rosie. I definitely won’t forbid her to continue working at the diner, but I’ll ask her to work on the ranch with me instead if it makes her happy.” I keep the part about planning on keeping her so busy spreading her legs and having my babies to myself for the time being.

      “We’ve heard nothing but good things about you, Jackson,” Orion says. “We love our sister and we want the best for her. You’ve got our blessing.”

      “Now wait just a darn minute,” John sputters. “Do you know what you’re getting into with that one, son? Rosie takes too much after her momma’s momma. My dear Fern was a meek and mild woman, a true woman of the Lord, but Rosie got her grandma’s sinful spirit and spunk. Her former fiancé realized she wasn’t a woman worth marrying before it was too late. I’d hate to see a good, God-fearing man such as yourself tied down to a woman like Rosie.”

      I stand and cross my arms over my chest, hat still in hand. “Sir, man of God or not, I’m not going to sit here and listen to you talk about my girl like that.”

      John sputters and stands, all ruddy cheeks and saggy jowls, “Now, she’s a good girl and she does good work. I just don’t want you to get involved in something that turns out to be too much for you.”

      “Nothing about that girl will ever be too much.” I replace my hat and tip it. “I’ll be picking Rosie up at six tomorrow evening and taking her to see my ranch. Good day.”

      I stalk toward my truck, anger seething through my veins at the way the man spoke about his own daughter.

      “Jackson,” a voice calls from behind me and I turn to see Fox following me.

      I stop and face him, ready to defend Rosie if needed.

      “Listen, Rosie deserves a good man. You’ve got us on your side. Dad just doesn’t want to lose her because she’s basically his live-in cook and maid. He doesn’t want to have to pay someone to do the job my sister does for free. He wasn’t at all upset when Rance walked out on Rosie. Orion and I have always wondered if Dad had something to do with making him leave her at the altar.” Fox sticks out his hand. “You promise to do right by her, take care of her, keep her happy, and we’ll support you all the way.”

      I shake Fox’s hand. “Appreciate it. Now, can you tell me what Rosie’s favorite flowers are?”

      Her brother laughs. “Whatever you do, don’t bring her roses. She likes tulips or daisies the best. And she’s concerned about her weight so she won’t ever splurge on her own, but she’s a sucker for a big ol’ white cake and white icing cupcake—buttercream only, none of that whipped shit.”

      I give a nod. “Thanks.”

      I walk back to my truck feeling like I won the lottery. I’ve got her brothers on my side. The preacher can get over it. Now all I have to do is win over Rosie and make her mine.
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            ROSIE

          

        

      

    

    
      My nerves have the best of me all day. I’m forgetting orders, dropping food, breaking glasses, and causing general chaos.

      Helen grabs my arm, her eyes wide and a smile dancing on her lips. “Girl, I’m sending you home.”

      “Please, don’t. I need the money. I’ll do better.” I bite my lip and try to fight back the tears. I don’t need to lose out on a paycheck and tips for some guy who will inevitably dump me the moment he realizes I’m nowhere close to worth it.

      “You’ll get your full pay and I’ll be sure to save you some tips. Consider it my gift to you.” Helen pats my cheek. “Go home, take a nice long bath, take a nap if you’re able. Jeans on the first date, a skirt for date number two. Don’t shave your legs tonight. Save that for date number two.”

      “What?” I giggle at the absurdity of Helen’s suggestions.

      “If you don’t shave your legs, you won’t be as tempted to spread them for the gorgeous cowboy. Oh, and wear your ugliest panties. Jeans will help keep everything innocent.” Helen grins and waggles her brow. “Second date? All bets are off. You shave, wax, and trim until your little heart’s content. Slip on your sexiest panties and a cute little jean skirt with boots. The poor man won’t know what hit him.”

      “Oh my God, Helen,” I whisper. “You’re ornery. Is that how you got your Eddie?”

      “Sure is.” Helen beams. “Been together over thirty-five years. You play your cards right and you’ll be marrying that boy and taking over as lady of the ranch.” She nods as if she knows all.

      I scoff. “As if.” I shake my head. “You know darn well Brooks will meet my daddy and disappear. If that doesn’t happen, he’ll get to know me and realize he’s made a huge mistake.”

      “You hush with that nonsense,” Helen orders. “I call it like I see it and I’m saying this man is the one. I saw the way those dark eyes were eating you up. You’ll be in his bed and wearing his ring before the end of the month.”

      I giggle nervously and take off my apron, grateful for a reprieve from work so I can get ready for my date.

      Oh my God, I have a date.

      Once I’m home, I slide a casserole out of the freezer and set it on the counter to thaw. I write a quick note to let Daddy know how long to bake the dish—he’s a grown man and can handle warming up his own dinner from time-to-time.

      If Helen’s right, you won’t be here making Daddy’s dinner for much longer.

      I push away the thought.

      There’s no way Brooks Jackson wants anything as serious as marriage with me.

      But if he did? What then?

      Stripping from my diner clothes, I study myself in the mirror as the bathtub fills with warm water and softly-scented bubbles.

      Running my hand over my body, I lament my hips are too wide, my tummy too pudgy, and my thighs too thick. Daring to cup my breasts in my hands, I whimper as my warm palms meet with pebbled nipples. If the rest of me is too much, I’d have to say my breasts are just right. Full, round, firm with perky, pink nipples I know from private times in my own bed are super sensitive.

      I climb into the warm tub of water and sigh as the nerves and tension soak away.

      Helen’s words come back to me. Would Brooks really want me in his bed? A plump and curvy virgin?

      I know what happens during sex, I’m not completely naïve. I’ve touched myself before and I know how good it feels.

      My wet hand travels down between legs and I moan when my finger flicks over my clit. How much better will it be when Brooks is touching me? When Brooks is pressing his big ol’ cock into my virgin pussy.

      Just the thought of spreading my legs for him has me wet. With the image of Brooks kissing me and fucking me dancing through my head, I cry out as my orgasm washes over me.

      If Brooks Jackson wants to take me to bed and make me his wife, I won’t turn him down.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      A slow whistle escapes Brooks’ perfect lips as I come down the stairs at exactly six o’clock. “Hot damn,” he growls, “you look good enough to eat, Rosie girl.”

      I ignore the stupid jolt of electricity his words send through me and take the flowers and cupcake Brooks is holding out for me. “Oh my God,” I cry, “how did you know I love tulips? Only a few men have brought me flowers and they always bring roses.”

      “Rosie who works at Rosie’s and lives in Rose Grove Ridge with roses out front doesn’t seem like the type of girl to like roses,” Brooks teases with a grin. “And I may have had some help from certain siblings of yours.”

      My eyes grow wide. “You talked to my brothers?”

      Daddy clears his throat from the kitchen doorway. “Evening, Mr. Jackson. Good to see you again. I trust you’ll keep my daughter safe and have her home at a reasonable time.”

      Oh my God. Did Brooks go talk to my daddy at the church yesterday?

      Brooks strides across the room and shakes Daddy’s hand. “You can trust I’ll take good care of her. The time she gets home will be up to Rosie, but I can assure she’ll be safe.”

      Daddy narrows his eyes and I see Brooks lift his chin as if daring the older man to argue.

      Daddy returns to the kitchen with a huff.

      “Let me put these in water,” I gush as I hold the tulips. They’re the most gorgeous flowers I’ve ever seen. “Did my brothers tell you I like cupcakes?”

      I’m grateful when Brooks follows me to the kitchen so I’m not alone with my father. I know from experience he’s itching to lay into me about my shortcomings.

      “Fox said white cake, white icing, none of that whipped crap,” Brooks says with a grin. “I owe your brothers for helping me out.”

      “Well, they’re both in need of a good woman in their life. Got any sisters?” I tease as I put my flowers in a vase.

      “No sisters, but I do have a cousin who’s wanting to move here. Name’s Bonnie and she’s hoping to get a job at Hickory Grove Academy.” Brooks takes my hand and feathers a kiss over my skin. “Bring the cupcake,” he says in a low voice, “if I can’t have you for dessert just yet, at least we can enjoy some cake.”

      My core throbs and I know my underwear are going to be soaked by the time this date is over.

      We say goodbye to Daddy—I brazenly tell him to not wait up—and climb into Brooks’ truck.

      “Did you wash your truck for me?” I ask, loving the proud smile that fills his face.

      “Nothing but the best for you, darlin’.” Brooks pats the seat next to him. “Slide on over here.”

      My cheeks are hot, but I shift to the middle of the truck seat and can’t help the sigh of contentment on my lips when Brooks puts his big, strong arm around me and kisses the top of my head.

      We chat about the ranch on the way out of town and by the time we arrive at Rocky Grove I know the business’s history, stats, profits, and plans for the future. I also know Brooks is proud of the place.

      “Rosie girl,” he says gruffly as he lifts me from the truck and slides me slowly down the front of his rock-hard frame. “I told you all of that because I’m proud as hell of what Reid and I are doing out here.”

      I nod, breathless, my heart beating a million miles a minute.

      “And because I plan to marry you and make you part of it. I want you on my ranch permanently, darlin’.”

      Brooks dips his head and captures my mouth with his warm, firm lips. When I gasp, he presses his hot, slick tongue deep and explores my mouth. The fire in my veins threatens to burn me alive and I curse the fact I didn’t shave my legs.

      He grips the back of my head and angles my mouth for deeper access and I want to wrap my legs around him and ride him until I come.

      Brooks chuckles against my lips. “I knew you’d be a firecracker, darlin’.” He brushes another kiss over my lips and grips my ass. “Next time I bring you out here, it’ll be to stay. You hear me? I want you in my bed, under me, and riding my cock.”

      I whimper and rock my hips into him.

      “Shhh, I know. I’ll take care of you a little later.” Brooks kisses me again. “But hear me now, Rosie. I want you as my wife. I want you taking over as lady of this place.”

      I nod against his chest. “Yes, Brooks. Yes. I want that, too.” I’m nearly sobbing as emotions wash over me and I realize this man is the one I’ve been waiting on my whole life.

      “No tears,” Brooks growls.

      “They’re happy tears,” I promise. “Now, show me our ranch.”

      Brooks beams and takes my hand.

      Nearly two hours later, after seeing the most stunningly beautiful land and animals I’ve ever seen, and eating a meal I secretly look forward to improving once I take over in the kitchen, Brooks introduces me to his brother.

      “Nice to meet you, Rosie,” Reid says as he shakes my hand. “Now, if you’ll excuse me, I need to head out. Got a little filly waitin’ on me.” Reid leaves us with a smile and a wave.

      “A date?” I ask.

      Brooks laughs. “Nah, there’s a horse ready to give birth and Reid is gonna help Ajax make sure the baby arrives safely. He’s only hoping it’s a filly.”

      “Does he have a girlfriend?” I ask as Brooks leads me to the couch.

      I notice the tension in his body right away and I swat at his chest. “Stop that, you big goof. I’ve only got eyes for one big, sexy, possessive rancher. I was just wondering about Reid.”

      Brooks relaxes and takes me in his arms. “No, he was dating a girl before we moved here. Seemed pretty serious, but when she got wind we were taking over a ranch, she hightailed it in a blink of an eye.”

      “That’s sad. He seems like a good guy. And who wouldn’t want to live out here? I’m already in love with it.”

      “And I’m already loving you,” Brooks growls as he presses me to my back and takes his place between my spread legs. “Wanna do this in a bed, but I’m trying to be a gentleman. Tomorrow, darlin’. I want your bags packed and you’re coming out here and never leavin’. You hear me? If you want to finish out two weeks at the diner, that’s your call. But I can’t wait any longer to get you under me. I need to be inside you.”

      “Oh God, Brooks,” I whimper as he captures my mouth and delves deep with his tongue, his touch lighting me on fire.

      “Need to touch you, darlin.’ Wanna taste you.” Brooks strips off my shirt and deftly pops open my bra, groaning as my breasts spill out. He hefts them in his palms and flicks each nipple with his tongue. “So damn sweet. Look how hard you get for me.” He tongues my nipples, licking, sucking, and biting until I’m a writhing, whimpering mess under him.

      “Please, Brooks,” I beg.

      “What do you want, Rosie girl.” Brooks continues to suck my tits while he gazes up at me with the most longing, loving adoration I’ve ever seen on a man’s face. As if he’d do absolutely anything I asked and protect me until his dying day.

      “Wanna feel you. Want you to touch me.” I gasp as he presses his rock-hard cock against my core. “But I wanna taste you first.”

      “God damn it, should have just told you to bring your stuff and moved you in tonight,” Brooks grumbles as he stands and unbuckles his belt. When he flicks open the button on his jeans and pulls out his long, thick shaft, my mouth waters.

      Brooks kneels on the edge of the couch and presses his cock against my lips as he fondles my breasts.

      I tease his leaking head with my tongue, savoring the unexpected burst of flavor with a groan before opening my mouth and taking him deep, hoping I’m doing it right.

      “Fuck, darlin’.” Brooks grunts and grips the base of his shaft. “Hold that thought. Wanna get my tongue on that pretty pussy of yours first, then you can suck me off while I finger you.”

      I nearly cry with how badly I want to come and Brooks chuckles as he helps me push my jeans and panties to my knees. Damn Helen for telling me not to shave my legs or wear nice panties; I’m ready to strip naked and ride Brooks within an inch of my life.

      “Spread your legs, darlin’,” Brooks commands and I’m powerless against him.

      I let my legs fall open as Brooks lays on the couch and nuzzles his nose against my curvy belly before spreading my folds and flicking his tongue over my clit, making me cry out.

      “Yeah, just like that, Rosie girl,” Brooks croons, “I knew you’d taste sweet. Knew you’d get off on my touch.”

      “Please, Brooks, I need,” I pant, not wanting this to end, but needing something just out of reach. “Please,” I beg again, my fists gripping his hair as he licks and sucks my clit.

      “I know, darlin’, I’ve got you. Gonna make it so good for you.” Brooks moves from between my legs and kneels on the edge of the couch to feed me his cock again as he fingers my pussy. There’s only a brief sting of pain as he slips two fingers into me and then I only feel pleasure as he finger-fucks me and teases my clit. “Suck me,” Brooks demands.

      I suck his cock deep, gagging, but I find a rhythm that matches Brooks’ pumping fingers. Bravely, hoping he likes it, I reach up to fondle his balls and I’m rewarded by a hiss and his cock thrusting hard into my mouth.

      “Fuck, Rosie, tomorrow night, you’re mine. I need you on my cock.” Brooks continues to finger me as he tenses and shoots his hot, thick load onto my tongue.

      With a final flick of his thumb on my clit, I’m crying out as my orgasm washes over me.

      Brooks gathers me close and kisses me deeply, the flavor of our sex on both our tongues. “Tomorrow? You’ll move in here and be mine for always?”

      I nod, burying my tears against his chest. “Always.”
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      “Man, you need to call it a day,” Reid says with a wicked grin. “You’ve been a fuckin’ mess ever since you got home from dropping Rosie off last night. What’s wrong? She leave you with a case of blue balls?”

      Without a second thought, I grab my brother by the front of his shirt and slam him against the wall. We’ve had our share of knock-down-drag-outs before, but I’ll black both his eyes if he thinks he’s talkin’ about my girl like that. “You shut your damn mouth,” I growl, shoving him hard before letting him go. “I’m bringing her out here tonight and she’s here to stay. I plan to have a ring on her finger before the end of the month. She’s a good girl and she’s going to be part of this ranch. If you don’t like that—if you can’t handle that—you need to reevaluate your place here.”

      Reid narrows his eyes and studies me for a brief moment before chuckling. “Fuck man, calm down. I ain’t disparaging your girl. I was just sayin’ your head’s been somewhere else all damn day.” He smacks a hand against my chest. “Go clean up and head into town. Ajax and I will finish up here.”

      “Ajax is gonna do what?” my cousin asks with a smile as he rounds the corner of the barn.

      “I was tellin’ Brooks he needs to call it a day and go get his girl,” Reid says.

      “The girl he’s gonna marry?” Ajax teases.

      “Damn straight,” I say.

      “Be nice to have something pretty to look at out here,” Ajax taunts.

      “Careful, don’t poke the bear,” Reid advises as I take a menacing step toward my cousin.

      “You’ll both do well to keep your damn eyes trained anywhere but at my girl,” I growl.

      Reid and Ajax laugh and slap me on the back.

      “Man, we’re just messin’ with ya,” Ajax says. “I’ve got my eye on a pretty little thing in town. May be bringing a girl of my own to the ranch soon.”

      Reid’s eyes go wide. “You’re fallin’ into the trap too?”

      Ajax shrugs. “Can’t help it. She’s gorgeous. Real quiet like, kinda like she’s been scared. But mark my words, I’m gonna get her to notice me.”

      “What’s her name? Where’s she work?” Reid asks.

      “Not sure yet, I’m workin’ on it,” Ajax says with a wink.

      “Damn, must be something in the water out here,” Reid grouses. “First Brooks and now you? I’m stayin’ fucking far away from anything even resembling a relationship. I don’t need that type of stress in my life again.”

      “When it’s the right girl, you’ll be singin’ a different tune,” I say. “I’m headin’ out. Don’t come to the main house tonight. Or tomorrow. Or anytime without checkin’ with me first.” I scowl, thinking about either of them interrupting what I plan to keep Rosie busy with.

      My brother and cousin laugh as I walk toward the house.

      An hour later, I’m ready and I glance around my room with the knowledge Rosie is moving in tonight. I’ve never been so sure of anything in my life.

      When I pull up to the preacher’s house, I see the man waiting for me on the porch with Fox and Orion. I steel myself for what I’m expecting to be a tense conversation.

      “Just what is the meaning of this,” John Williams booms as I climb the steps.

      “I believe my meaning is crystal clear,” I answer easily as I shake hands with Fox and Orion before offering my hand to John. When he doesn’t take it, I give a shrug and a nod. “I’m moving Rosie to my ranch and marrying her. Like I said yesterday, I’d like to think we can have your blessing, but that girl is going to be mine whether you like it or not.”

      “Over my dead…” John sputters, but he stops when Fox places a hand against his father’s chest.

      “Dad, that’s enough. Rosie has made her decision. You can’t keep her here forever,” Fox says sternly.

      “She belongs here,” John says, his voice a bit weaker than before.

      “She belongs to no one,” Rosie announces as she walks through the door carrying three large duffel bags. “But she’s happier with Brooks than she’s ever been and I need to know you’re happy for me, Daddy.”

      I rush to her side and take her bags.

      “Dad, let’s go. We’ll go grab supper. She’s not going away forever, the ranch is just outside of town,” Orion tries to sooth John’s ruffled feathers.

      “You’ll come visit?” John asks Rosie.

      “I’ll come visit,” my girl promises.

      “You’ll be sure she’s safe and happy?” he asks me.

      “Every damn day for the rest of my life,” I assure the man.

      He gives a little nod and Rosie gets hugs from all the Williams men as I toss her bags in the back of my truck and wait for her at the passenger side door.

      I can’t help but stare as she walks toward me with a sexy little blue jean skirt hugging her curves so perfectly. “You ready for the first night of the rest of your life, darlin’?” I whisper at her ear as I help her into the truck.

      “Bring it on,” Rosie quips with a huge smile.

      By the time we reach the ranch, I’m nearly ready to bust a nut just thinking about getting my girl under me, feeling her sweet pussy on my cock.

      “You wanna watch TV or take a walk?” I ask, wondering what the hell is wrong with me but realizing she might be nervous so I have to offer.

      Rosie gives a little shake of her head and takes my hand. “Maybe later. Right now, there’s something I’ve been looking forward to.”

      She leads me to the master bedroom and pauses outside the door, her lashes fluttering as she glances up at me with the most innocently wicked smile I’ve ever seen.

      “What’s that?” I ask, my words gruff as I wrap my arms around her perfect body.

      “I need you over me, in me, making me come,” she whispers.

      I groan and pick her up, kicking the door shut behind me as she giggles.

      “I wanna make this so good for you,” I say. “But I’m not sure I can do slow and easy tonight.”

      “Good, that’s not what I’m wanting. We’ve got all the time in the world for slow and easy. Tonight, I need to feel how bad you want me.” She pulls her shirt over her head and shimmies out of her tight little skirt. Standing before me in just her pink bra and panties, she’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.

      “Fuck, darlin’, you might kill me.” I strip off my shirt and shuck my jeans and boxers to the corner, my rock-hard cock slapping against my belly. I hiss as Rosie wraps her hand around my length and strokes me.

      Reaching behind her, I unclasp her bra and groan as her large breasts spill out. I bend to taste her and her whimpery moan sets fire to my blood.

      “On your back, darlin’,” I demand, pushing her to the mattress and loving the way she falls backward and immediately spreads her legs for me.

      I make quick work of her panties and kneel between her open thighs, nuzzling her belly and her legs before slipping two fingers into her wet channel and pressing a kiss against her clit.

      Rosie gasps and writhes under my touch, but I press as arm over her hips and hold her still.

      “Please, Brooks, wanna feel you,” my girl begs.

      I take just enough time to tease her until she’s nearly sobbing before I stand between her legs and grip my cock. “Promise I’m gonna make it so good,” I say as I press the leaking head of my cock into her wet folds. The slick heat of her tight little body welcomes me as I slide in deeper, inch-by-inch. “Oh fuck, Rosie, you’re so damn wet. So tight.”

      Rosie whimpers as my balls press against her ass. “Oh my God, Brooks. You’re so big. I feel so full,” she pants as her body adjusts to my invasion.

      “You okay? Is it too much?” I pray she doesn’t ask me to stop, but I don’t want to hurt her.

      “No, it’s so good. I wanna feel you fuck me,” Rosie says breathlessly.

      Those words were the permission I needed to let loose. I grip her full hips and pull almost all the way out before slamming back in, making her cry out. “You’re mine, Rosie, always. I love you so damn much.” I thrust into her over and over, her tight little pussy gripping me.

      “Yes, Brooks, yes,” Rosie chants. “I love you, so much. I’ll always be yours.”

      I reach to thumb her clit and smile in satisfaction as she screams my name and comes on my cock, her pussy clenching around me.

      With a final thrust, I slam my cock deep and roar as I shoot my load deep into her. Collapsing over her and gathering her in my arms for a deep, languid kiss, I chuckle as she clenches around me again, little aftershocks trembling through her body.

      “Was that okay?” Rosie whispers.

      “Darlin’, that was the best I’ve ever had,” I say gruffly. “And I meant every word. You’re mine, always, and I’ll spend the rest of my life proving to you just how damn much I love you.”

      “Give me until the morning and you can prove it all over again,” Rosie promises with a giggle, wiggling her hips under me as my spent cock slips from her body. “I love you,” she says, her hands cupping my face.

      “Will you marry me? Be mine in every sense of the word?” My heart beats erratically, desperately.

      “Always,” Rosie says and seals her promise with a kiss.

      

      
        
        ~The End~
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      The bell over the door at Rose Grove Grocery rings just as I’m heading to take my much-needed break. Being new in town and the last person hired to work at the store, I know I need to make a good impression as a hard worker.

      One thing my late daddy taught me is there’s always someone else willing to do your job for your pay. I can’t afford to lose this spot, so I plaster on my best smile and walk toward the front counter.

      Rose Grove Grocery is a bit of a misnomer if I’m being honest. When I got hired, I thought I’d be ringing up bread and milk and chatting with little old ladies all day long. In reality, the place is a combination of groceries, a general store, and a feed supply. We’re the main place for all of Rose Grove to get their groceries and supplies, and Rocky Grove Ranch has an account with us for all of their needs, in addition to a few other nearby ranches that use our services.

      Not that I’ve met anyone from the ranch just yet since I’ve only been working here about a week, but Dean, my boss, showed me the feed supply side of things and it’s impressive to say the least. It annoyed me when Dean indicated I likely wouldn’t be doing anything on the feed side because I was a girl. Always hate when men act as if women can’t do the same damn thing as them. You show me, teach me, and I’ll be workin’ right alongside you.

      But I’m not in a position to argue right now, so I just keep my head down and my mouth shut and do my job.

      “Welcome to Rose Grove Grocery,” I say, doing my best to sound cheerful even though I’m starving. I want my break and I want to get this shift finished so I can get home to my tiny apartment and take a nap.

      I’ve not been sleeping well ever since Daddy died and Jason left.

      Turns out Jason was only with me in hopes Daddy would leave me all his money. But the joke was on him because Daddy left me just enough to survive on and the rest is tied up until I’m at least twenty-five.

      Jason let me know the day after the will was read he wasn’t going to spend four more years with an inked-up regular looking girl on the off chance he might get some of my money. He took off with some drop-dead gorgeous stripper who’d been visiting town and never looked back.

      So, at the age of twenty-one, I’d buried my Daddy, packed up my few belongings and the sizeable sum of cash he’d left me—unbeknownst to Jason—and traveled deeper into the Midwest. When my gaslight came on in Rose Grove Ridge smack-dab in the middle of Grove Valley County, I splurged on a room at the bed-n-breakfast for one night.

      The next day, I landed a job and an apartment.

      I’m in Rose Grove Ridge for the long haul. I like it here in this tiny town. Jason will never find me, even if he wants to. And I feel safe.

      Sure, I’m a little lonely.

      And sad that the man I thought I loved—the man who said he wanted to marry me—dumped me so spectacularly.

      But I’ve accepted I’ll probably always be on my own and that’s okay. I don’t need a man to support me.

      Something flutters in my heart as the customer turns around at the sound of my voice.

      Hot damn.

      Maybe I don’t need a man, but the guy standing in front of me is like a vision sent straight from heaven.

      Tall, dark hair, dark eyes, skin tanned by the sun, and broad shoulders. A deluge of silly feelings and strong desires wash over me and have me thinking ridiculous thoughts about a man I don’t even know. He’s likely married with three children and a beautiful wife; most definitely not the guy to take a look at my dark hair pulled back in a French braid and tattoos covering my arms and think Wow, there’s a girl for me.

      Plus, he seems a lot older than me.

      Time to push aside the crazy thoughts.

      Before I nearly swallow my tongue, I speak to the handsome stranger again.

      “How can I help you?” I do my best to smile despite my heart trying to pound its way out of my chest. I’m not usually one to get tongue-tied, but this man has me feeling all sorts of off-balance.

      The man removes his cowboy hat and stares me up and down before giving me a panty-melting smile. “Hi, I’m Reid Jackson of the Rocky Grove Ranch.” He holds out his hand and, dazzled by his beautiful smile and smooth voice, I reach out to shake.

      Fighting through the jolt of awareness traveling through me when his warm, rough hand touches mine, I give a little nod. “Nice to meet you. I’m Lily Hart.”

      “Haven’t see you here before,” Reid says, holding my hand a bit longer than strictly necessary, but damn, I’m not even mad.

      “Just started earlier this week. New to Rose Grove.” I finally remove my hand from his touch and instantly miss the warmth. “Anything in particular you’re needing today?”

      “Well, now that you mention it,” he drawls. “I already gave my feed order to Dean, but I’ve got a list of groceries and supplies a mile long. Any chance you’d fancy helping me gather it all up?”

      I start to sigh, my stomach clenching at the thought of waiting too much longer for lunch, but Dean comes through the back door, catching
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-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/always-mine-cover.jpg





OEBPS/images/eternally-mine-cover.jpg
AGrove Valley
Romance






OEBPS/images/box-set-cover-2d.jpg
A12 Book Grove Valley

DOV
DANIE LS







OEBPS/images/profile-image.jpg





