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  Blurbs


Professional cowboy Brody Kyle was at the top of his game before an injury changed everything. 
Now if he wants the chance to win, he needs the help of horse trainer Denise Shaw. But when he’s around this strong, sexy woman the gold buckle is the last thing on his mind.
 
Denise has spent her life proving she’s as good as any man. Nothing fazes her. So what is
it about Brody that instantly turns her into a giggling girl and sets her blood on fire? She needs some time between the sheets to get him out of her system. Unfortunately, the heat between them only makes her crave him more.
 
Brody has never become emotionally involved with a woman, but something about Denise gets past
his defenses. There’s nothing sexier than seeing an in-control woman submit in the bedroom and be so kickass everywhere else.
 
Their casual fling soon becomes much more and they must find a way to balance control if they’re to have a shot at forever.
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  Chapter One


The Thunderhead Ranch sign loomed in front of him as Brody Kyle turned his truck off the highway onto the winding road that would lead him to his destination. He tapped his fingers on the steering wheel along to the beat of the death metal song pounding through the stereo. Since he was a cowboy, everyone assumed he’d be into country music and line dancing, and he was when it impressed the ladies, but given the choice he’d take the hard, driving beat of metal any day. 
Even with the stereo cranked, he still couldn’t drown out his thoughts. What if she said no? His nerves twisted in his gut. This had to work.
After his horse had fallen during the final trials of the season and shattered his leg, Brody knew his only chance at success on the tour this year would be to convince Denise Shaw to work with him and his new horse. Without her, his horse would never be ready in time. And he needed to compete in as many events as he could to stand the best chance. There was no way he would get the buckle if he only managed to hit the end of the season.
He’d been dreaming big for so long he could practically taste the victory, the weight of the gold buckle in his hand and how being the champion would feel. Not only to show everyone who said he’d never amount to anything that they were wrong, but to be able to afford to have something real that was his and could never be taken from him. He’d do whatever it took to make that a reality.
Brody could almost picture the ranch he planned to buy. But without competing on the tour, he’d never have enough money in the bank to comfortably own his own spread free and clear. Sure he could afford something now, but getting it up and running and maintaining it was a whole other issue.
No, he needed at least another season or two of winning to have enough in the bank to carry him through. And without Denise that wasn’t going to happen.
The only problem was Denise wasn’t like other women. She seemed hell bent on ignoring the attraction between them. Which wasn’t going to work in his favor.
He’d been trying to wrangle a date with her for two years, ever since he’d first laid eyes on her. But she wanted no part of it. Hopefully, she wouldn’t let that stand in the way of her helping him.
After several minutes, the Shaw homestead came into view. The rambling ranch house with the wide porch was the kind of home Brody had always dreamed of as a kid. Instead, he’d grown up in a ramshackle trailer, which shook every time the wind blew. Unfortunately, the trailer he’d grown up in had been in better shape than his family’s ranch, which was probably why the bank had repossessed the property. Losing their home had been the beginning of the end for his family.
In the circular drive, Brody pulled his truck to a stop and jumped down from the cab. He scanned the area around the house, wondering which way he should go in order to find Denise. The barn was probably his best bet.
Before he’d taken more than a half-dozen steps, a lean figure exited the barn. Brody grinned when he saw Duncan.
“Hey,” he called out.
A smile spread across Duncan’s face. Brody walked toward the other man and the two met somewhere in the middle.
“Hey, man, what are you doing here?” Duncan asked.
“I’m here to see Denise.”
In an instant, the friendly smile left his face. “Why do you want to see her?”
What the hell? Was there something going on between Denise and Duncan that he wasn’t aware of? He hoped not.
“I want to talk to her about training my new horse.”
Duncan’s posture relaxed instantly. “Yeah, sorry, man. I heard about Buster taking that fall. You okay?”
Brody’s chest gripped tight, squeezing his heart. He’d lost not only his chance at winning but he’d lost a part of himself that day. So, no, he wasn’t okay.
Putting Buster down had been like killing his best friend. But how did you admit that to someone, even another cowboy, without sounding like a total wuss? It was his horse, not a family member, despite how much it felt like it. He clenched his jaw tightly. Damn, he hated feeling like this.
Instead of admitting it, he shrugged. “Knee took a bit of a beating, but overall I’m fine.” He glanced toward the corral where he assumed Denise worked with the horses. “If Denise can turn my new horse into half the roper Buster was I’ll be good and make a run for it again this year.”
Duncan clasped a hand on Brody’s shoulder and gave it a quick squeeze in a show of support.
Crap, so much for not looking like a wuss.
“If anybody can get your horse ready it’s Dee.” Duncan glanced over Brody’s shoulder toward the truck. “You got him in the back?”
“Yeah, figured Denise wouldn’t know if she was willing unless she had a look first.”
Duncan snorted. “There isn’t a horse around that Dee can’t work with. No one’s got her touch.” A smile spread across Duncan’s face as if he was remembering how her touch felt. Brody’s knuckles flexed into a fist at the idea of the other man touching the woman he’d wanted for so long.
This was going to be fucking unbearable if Denise and Duncan were an item. He exhaled hard. Somehow he’d have to handle it. Without Denise’s help, he didn’t stand a chance of winning all-around cowboy next year.
He needed those cash prizes. And without the winnings, there’d be no huge endorsements, which meant he’d be dragging tail for several more years to earn the money he needed to buy his own place outright. He’d been so close this year until Buster got hurt and everything fell to shit.
Brody looked around the yard again. Where was she? “Is Denise around?”
Duncan laughed. “Yeah, she went in to grab a shower.”
“In the middle of the day?”
Duncan snorted. “It was umm…kind of a necessity. Come on, I’ll take you inside.”


      [image: image-placeholder]Denise pushed the glass shower door open and pulled a plush, pale-blue towel off the warmer. She wrapped it around her body then pulled the smaller towel off the rack and twisted it around her hair.
“You need me to wash your back, darlin’?” Duncan’s rumbling voice bellowed down the hallway.
Her head snapped up at the sound of his amused voice. She snarled, remembering the way he’d laughed himself silly while she lay covered in manure after slipping on the ground. Next time she’d step on the damn dog’s tail and be done with it. “If you come anywhere near me, Duncan Kane, you won’t be able to sit on your horse for a month, let alone do anything else.”
The jerk hadn’t even given her a hand up. Finally, he’d held out the end of his shovel for her to grab on to so he could pull her up since he didn’t want to touch her. Not that she could blame him, but that was beside the point.
“Come on, it can’t be any worse than some of those potions you’re always putting on your face. Don’t some of those have bat dung in ’em? What’s the difference?” Duncan asked.
Oh, he was going to pay. She stormed out of the bathroom, wielding her hair brush to whack him. As she rounded the corner, she stopped dead in her tracks. Holy shit, Brody Kyle. Her hand immediately went to her hair and she ripped the towel turban off her head.
She closed her eyes and groaned. Oh god, could this get more embarrassing? A normal person would have covered themselves up immediately, but no, not her, she instantly thought of how stupid she must look with a fuzzy, pink-cheetah-print towel on her head. This was mortifying.
“Hi, Denise.” Brody’s whiskey-roughened voice glided over her skin like a caress. What was it about him that immediately turned her into a bumbling girl? She was a strong woman who could hold her own with any man on the ranch but within seconds of being around Brody Kyle she was a giggly twit who couldn’t control herself. Probably why she usually avoided him like the plague. Well that and his “love ‘em and leave ’em” reputation.
She pressed the towel against her chest. The last thing she needed was for it to fall. That would just be the icing on the humiliation cake.
“You sure I can’t dry your back, Dee?” Duncan teased. She opened her eyes and looked at him. He grinned and waggled his eyebrows ridiculously at her. How could she stay mad at him?
She laughed. “No, you big loser, you can’t dry my back. If you want to be helpful, go clean up the shit.”
Duncan shrugged. “Ah well, can’t blame a guy for trying.” He turned halfway around then touched his finger to his cheek. “Ah, Dee, you missed a spot.”
Oh my god, no. Her hands flew to her face and the offending mark. The second she let go of her towel it fell to the floor. With a squeal, she grabbed it, clasped it in front of her and tore off down the hall, knowing full well her ass was completely on display. Better her ass than her front.
She slammed the bedroom door and flopped onto her bed, completely mortified. Brody Kyle had seen her run buck-ass naked out of a room. Just shoot me now. Not only that, but Duncan had witnessed the whole thing. She’d never live this down. Oh god, please don’t let my ass have been jiggly.
Denise sat up and looked at herself in the mirror. Her face was a flaming red but other than that it was clean. Son of a bitch. “I’m going to kill you, Duncan,” she yelled.
His chuckling reply drifted through the closed door. “It was worth it, darlin’. I’m heading back out. Brody will be in the kitchen waiting for you, so don’t take too long.”
She flopped onto her bed again. No, no, no, she did not want to have to face Brody again today. This day sucked!
Duncan turned to Brody and pinned him with a look. “You didn’t see anything,” Duncan ordered.
“Yeah right.” He snorted. The sight of Denise’s firm, ripe ass bolting down the hallway was not something he would ever forget. The slow sizzle of awareness burned from his brain down to his cock. The only thing that would have been better was if she’d walked instead of run so he would’ve had more time to admire the view. Brody glanced down the hallway and a slow smile spread across his face. No, he definitely wasn’t going to forget.
Duncan growled beside him. “I mean it, Brod, forget about it.”
At the hostile tone of Duncan’s voice, Brody turned toward the other man. “Why? What’s it to you?”
“We’re friends.”
“Friends? Is that all?”
“Of course, that’s all. Dee is Justin’s sister. She’s not…god no…we’re friends, that’s it.”
“If you two are just friends then why do you care how I’m looking at her?”
“Because Dee deserves a hell of a lot better than you.”
Brody squared his shoulders as he looked at the other man. A man he’d thought was his friend. “What the hell is that supposed to mean?”
“Come on, Brody, we both know what you’re like with women.” Duncan shook his head. “Dee’s not like that, she’s different.”
“Christ, Dunc, I wasn’t going to ask her to service the whole tour.” He wasn’t a complete Neanderthal. He did know the difference between a nice girl and one who wasn’t. And Denise was definitely a good girl. One he’d like to corrupt a little but who could blame him?
Duncan glared at him. “You better not be asking her to service you.”
Jesus, Duncan had a low opinion of him. Well who the hell was he to judge? It’s not as if he hadn’t been with his share of women. Shit, they’d had threesomes together a couple of times over the years. And Dunc hadn’t complained when Brody had put his roping skills to use at the request of one of the bunnies. Then it was all great. He’d even taught Duncan how to tie the ropes for future reference.
But now suddenly his sexual preferences weren’t cool. Screw that.
Pissed, Brody stepped in closer to Duncan, challenging him. “Why not? What are you going to do about it if I am?”
Duncan moved forward and drilled his finger into Brody’s chest. He poked him so hard Brody was surprised Duncan’s finger didn’t pop out through his back.
“Dee’s family. You hurt her, and friend or not, I’ll kick your ass,” Duncan growled and pressed his finger deeper into Brody’s chest. “When I’m done beating the shit out of you, Kase and Jus will each want a turn too.”
“Duncan.” Denise’s angry voice broke through the tension in the room. “What do you think you’re doing?”
Duncan glanced over Brody’s shoulder and grimaced. “Hey, Dee, I didn’t see you there.”
“Clearly,” she snapped. She looked between the two men, her eyes narrowed to tiny slits.
Brody bit back a smirk when Duncan lowered his head and looked at the ground rather than at Denise. She looked formidable.
Denise stormed over to Duncan and shoved him in the chest. “What the hell, Dunc?”
Duncan shrugged.
“No, don’t shrug. I get you and my brother feel like it’s your job to protect me. It was annoying in high school but it’s damn right insulting now. I’m a big girl and I can make my own decisions. If I want to grab Brody and fuck him against the wall I will.”
Brody’s dick twitched beneath his jeans. He definitely liked the sound of that. When she looked over at him, he flashed her a grin.
Denise rolled her eyes. “Don’t get any ideas, cowboy.”
She turned back to Duncan. “And if I want him to take a hike, I’ll tell him. I don’t need you or anyone else telling me what I can and can’t do. You’re my friend, not my keeper, Dunc.”
Duncan nodded slowly. “You’re right. I’m sorry, Dee.” He raised his head until he was looking at her. She rolled her eyes again. Dunc smiled then glanced over at Brody and scowled. “I just didn’t like the way he was looking at you.”
Denise laughed. “How was he looking at me?”
Duncan’s lip curled up in a snarl. “Like he’d been in the desert for days and finally found water.”
Denise’s eyes widened and her head snapped back. She slowly looked over at Brody and whatever she saw reflected on his face made her blush.
Damn, he wasn’t that bad. Sure he wanted her but he wasn’t panting after her like a dog in heat. Feigning nonchalance, he ran his gaze down her body. “What can I say, Denise? You’ve got a great ass.”
She narrowed her eyes.
What? I’m only human.
She shook her head and turned to Duncan. “If you don’t like him looking, maybe you shouldn’t have tricked me into dropping the towel. Hell, you probably looked too so you can’t really be pissed if Brody did the same.”
Duncan grinned. “Of course I looked. Just ‘cuz you’re Jus’ sister doesn’t mean I’m dead. You looked good, Dee.”
“Ugh, you are so frustrating,” she groaned. Planting her hands on her hips, she glared at him. “Like I said, I’m a grown woman now. I can take care of myself. So let me make my own decisions.”
“Fine,” he grumbled. “But if he hurts you—”
“If something happens with Brody, it’s my decision and I’ll deal with any consequences that might arise. Got it?”
“Yes ma’am,” Duncan murmured.
“Good. Now get out of here and go back to work,” she ordered.
Duncan wrapped his arms around Denise and hugged her. He whispered something in her ear Brody couldn’t quite hear. She sighed loudly then hugged Duncan back.
Feeling like an interloper as he watched the byplay between the two, Brody scanned the living room. His gaze landed on the slew of pictures on the mantel. Family. Roots. The green-eyed monster stabbed him in the chest. He’d never had anything even close to that. He sure as heck didn’t have a stack of family photos to hang up. He didn’t even have one. Someday he’d have that for himself. That’s why he needed Denise’s help. To win.
The pair pulled apart and Duncan turned to look at Brody. He pointed his finger and said, “Remember what I said.”
“Yep, got it,” Brody replied.
The door snicked shut behind Duncan, leaving them alone together. Pushing the sexual attraction to the background, Brody rocked back on his heels and focused on the task at hand. What was he going to do if she said no? He took a deep breath and exhaled. It just wasn’t an option.
Denise placed her hands on her hips and stared him down. “All right, Brody, spill it. Why are you here?”
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