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Chapter One

 


Grant pulled up in front of the stables. He
was there to see a mare he wanted to buy. From the pictures he was
sent, she was a beauty and perfectly proportioned.

After he got out of his truck, he stretched
with his arms over his head. He and his ranch hands had finished
tagging calves earlier, and he was sore as hell. He seemed to feel
it more every year. It sucked getting old.

He walked around and looked at the
cleanliness and organization of the stables, impressed. He’d heard
good things about the people that ran the business and wanted to
meet them.

He blinked a few times when he strolled into
the stable. The light was dim, and it seemed like millions of dust
particles were floating in the air. When he heard the unmistakable
noise of someone cleaning the stalls, he knew why.

He petted the nose of one of the horses that
stuck its head over the stall door, curious to meet him. Farther
down, he saw a dog lying on the floor with his ears up as he
listened to the woman cleaning the stall, singing. He stood back,
listened, and then nodded. She was pretty good, and he could have
listened to her for hours.

He walked to stand in the doorway and
grinned. The woman’s back was to him, and she was wiggling her hips
as she sang and scooped up horse droppings and threw them into a
wheelbarrow.

“Can I help you?” a voice said behind him.
He turned to see a young woman.

“Yes, I’m Grant Crawford. I’m meeting the
ranch manager about a horse.”

Out of the corner of his eye, he saw the
woman in the stall, tense and stare at him.

“That would be me.” The younger woman came
forward with her hand out. “I’m Tiffany Nichols.”

They shook hands.

“So, you want to buy Dream Catcher?” Tiffany
asked.

“Yes.”

“She’s down a way. If you follow me, I’ll
show you.”

Grant took one more look at the woman in the
stall, grinned when she ignored them, and efficiently kept
cleaning, and if he wasn’t mistaken, he saw a deep blush cover the
side of her face.

He wished he had the time to meet her.

Several stalls down, Tiffany was opening the
door, slid a halter on the horse, and led her out. His first look
at the horse took him by surprise. He knew the mare was pretty, but
up close, she was beautiful. He was excited to breed her because he
knew the foals would be attractive and sell well, making him a lot
of money.

“How much are you asking for her?” Grant
asked.

“Five thousand, seven hundred,” Tiffany
said.

The mare lifted her head and whinnied. Grant
looked down the aisle to see the woman push the barrel out of the
stall she’d been cleaning.

He turned back to Tiffany when he heard her
snort. “What?”

Tiffany grinned. “That’s Sara. Every animal
that meets her falls in love. The dog with her is mine, but he
ignores me when she’s here.”

Grant grinned and grabbed onto the halter
when the horse tried to follow her.

“The damn barn cat hates everyone, but when
he met her, he purred and let her pet him. I wish she could work
here full time.”

“She’s just part-time?”

“No. She’s a volunteer. She tries to come in
a few days a week. She says the ranch is her happy place, and I’m
glad we’re here for her. She’s pretty special.”

The woman put the horse back in the stall
and closed the door.

“Happy place?” he asked.

“Yeah, she’s a widow, and after her husband
died, she came out to the ranch and asked to spend time here and
help.”

“Damn, she’s so young to have to deal with
that.”

Tiffany snorted out a laugh. “She’s older
than my mom.”

Grant’s eyebrows rose. “No way.”

“Yeah, she’s like forty-six or seven, I
think,” Tiffany said. “The woman has more energy than me, that’s
for sure.”

Hell, she was only four years younger than
him.

“She has two full-grown sons. She keeps
bugging them to find women and make her a grandbaby. I met them
once when they came with her, and it was hilarious to watch them.
She ran circles around both. And man, they listened to her. They
were pushing each other several stalls away from where she was
working, and all she had to say was, ‘Enough,’ and they both
stopped immediately. They tower over her. She has to tilt her head
way back when she’s talking to them, but they don’t push her. They
love and respect her, and I hope I’m as good a mother as she is
when I have children.”

He nodded and stared at the door where she
walked out.

Tiffany cleared her throat.

He rolled his eyes when he caught the
laughter in the girl’s face. “I’ll take her.”

“Which one?” Tiffany asked and laughed.

He snorted. “The horse. I don’t have time
for a woman.”

“I know I’m not wise like you elders, but
you only have so much time on earth. Do you want to lay on your
deathbed and regret not making a connection with someone who might
care about you, instead of working all the time?”

“Elders? Really?” he asked gruffly.

She shrugged. “I say it like I see it.”

He laughed. “Let’s get the paperwork done.
I’ll come back tomorrow with the trailer.”

“We can also bring her to you.”

“No. I’ve got time right now.”

They got comfortable in her office. It took
them about an hour for everything. He handed over a check and
stood.

“Sara, the woman, is going to be sad. She
loves that horse.”

He paused in the doorway. “Maybe you should
have her somewhere else when I come to pick her up tomorrow. I
don’t deal with drama and tears very well.”

That was an understatement. His ex-wife,
Kendra, had used them and manipulation to get what she wanted. The
fact that he found out she married him for his money bothered the
shit out of him. He put up with her for years, but when he caught
her cheating, he got rid of her. She still liked to come around
sometimes because she knew it bothered him. Thankfully, they hadn’t
had children. It was one less headache to deal with.

Tiffany shook her head. “You won’t get any
from Sara. She hides her feelings. I asked her once if she missed
her husband, and she said yes. She said she missed the warm body
beside her at night the most, and she didn’t shed one tear, but I
could tell she wanted to. I could tell she was affected, but she
didn’t show it. She’s always been a private person as long as I’ve
known her.”

“How long is that?”

“About four years, I think.”

“And she came after her husband’s death?” he
asked.

“Yes.”

Grant nodded. “I’ll be back. Thank you.”

Tiffany nodded and started to work on her
computer.

He scanned the area and saw Sara in one of
the arenas with a few horses, all vying to get her attention. He
caught sight of the dog and cat, sitting and watching her. She
definitely intrigued him. He just didn’t know yet if he’d do
anything about it.

Grant’s thoughts turned to the woman he had
yet to meet. So far, everything about her had attracted him, but he
hadn’t said a word to her. He liked how petite she was and her long
hair. He liked that she sang and danced instead of gripping like
most people did when they had to clean out the stalls. If Tiffany
was right about Sara’s strength, he admired that in a person.

Although he hadn’t been looking for a woman,
it’s possible this one had just dropped into his lap. Now, he
needed to know if she wanted to get to know him.

First, he wanted to make sure he was ready
to take a chance at romance again.


Chapter Two

 


The next morning, Grant pulled into the
ranch and then backed the trailer up to the stables. He got out and
looked around at all the activity. Several people were brushing
horses or leading them.

He couldn’t see Tiffany, so he made his way
into the stables. He grunted when a small person ran into him. He
grabbed onto her shoulders to keep her from falling.

“Oh, my God. I’m so sorry. Did I hurt you?”
she asked.

He chuckled. He was a foot taller than her
and outweighed her by close to a hundred pounds, and she was
worried she’d hurt him. “No. Did I hurt you?”

He watched her think about it for a moment
and then shook her head.

“No, I’m good.”

“Where are you off to in such a hurry?” he
asked.

“Oh, I’m not in a hurry.”

“So why run?”

“I get more done that way,” she said and
grinned. “You can let go of me now.”

He reluctantly released her and took a step
back. He studied her expression. Although Tiffany had told him Sara
was sad to see her go, she hid it. She kept a smile on her face,
but he caught a shadow in her eyes.

“Tiffany has her. She’s brushing her down,”
Sara said.

“How old are you?”

She sputtered and then laughed. “I don’t
think you’re supposed to ask a woman that or how much she
weighs.”

He shrugged. “I was never good at following
rules.”

She adorably wrinkled her nose.
“Forty-seven.”

He tried to find anything that would show
her age, but she looked like she was twenty.

“I’m sure you’ve been told you look
younger?”

She nodded and grinned. “Yes, a few times. I
take care of myself and have good genes.”

“Well, you’re doing a hell of a job.”

He watched her blush, and he wondered how
someone her age still felt embarrassed at compliments.

“Thank you. Tiff is in the stables.”

“All right.”

She paused for a moment and then waved.
“Have a good day.”

He stopped her when she got a few feet
away.

“Tiffany says you love Dream Catcher?” he
asked.

She turned, and he frowned at the mask of
indifference she tried to show. “She’s a beautiful horse. You’ll
enjoy her.”

“You can come to see her whenever you want,”
Grant said, slightly shocked he’d offered.

Her eyes brightened for a moment and then
went dull again. “That’s okay. I don’t want to disrupt the
ranch.”

“Keep it in mind.”

“Maybe you should ask the owner first,” she
said. “I’d hate for you to get in trouble having strangers
around.”

He almost told her he was the owner, but for
some reason, he wanted her to think he was a ranch hand and not a
man with money. “He won’t care.”

“We’ll see. I gotta go.”

He watched her walk off and couldn’t prevent
his cock from hardening at the sight of her tight ass. She was
slender but had the curves men loved. He’d always been a sucker for
brunettes and ones with longer hairstyles. Her hair was dark and
long enough to hit the middle of her back, and it was in a
ponytail, so he knew it would be longer when it was free. The
shirts she wore were big on her and hid the size of her breasts
until she bent a certain way, and then he caught the curve of one
and knew they’d fill his hands. He’d always liked larger
breasts.

When she was out of sight, he made his way
into the stables. Within an hour, he had the mare in his trailer
and was shaking Tiffany’s hand.

“I think you’ll be pleased with her,” she
said.

“I know I will. Hey, what does Sara do when
she’s not here?”

Tiffany smiled. “So, you want to get to know
her, huh?”

He rolled his eyes. “Maybe.”

“Let me see. She does some bookkeeping for a
few businesses in town, and I know she trains dogs. She’s always
busy with something. The woman doesn’t know the meaning of
relaxing.”

His eyebrows rose. “We had a dog show up at
the ranch a few weeks ago, but he won’t let anyone near him. I’d
like to get help for it because he has a skin condition, is very
thin, and there are probably other things wrong with him, but I’m
not sure I’d want her close to it.”

“Oh, she’ll be fine. She definitely has a
way with animals.”

“Text me her number, and I’ll get in touch
with her,” Grant said.

“She’s great. You’ll see.”

He waved, got in his truck, and drove away.
Different scenarios ran through his mind. He didn’t know the best
way to get in touch with her. He thought a call wasn’t enough, so
maybe he’d stop by her place and ask her about the dog, or was that
too forward? It would be easy enough to get to her address.

Hell, he’d think about it. At the moment, he
just wanted to get the horse home and comfortable. He’d give her
some time to settle in before he started to breed her.
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