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        New Yorker Kalie Parker is stunned to learn she has inherited the Sweet B Ranch in Blessing, Texas - a place she’s never heard of. She plans to sell the property as soon as possible. What would she do with a farm in the middle of Podunk? But what awaits her in the small town catches her off guard.

      

        

      
        Preston Nash has lived in Blessing his whole life and worked at Sweet B since he finished college. He loves it here. Another ranch hand, Colby King, spent three years behind bars for a crime he would gladly do again if given the chance. When they meet the ranch's new owner, they are shocked beyond words.

      

        

      
        Can the two cowboys convince this socialite from New York to move to the country and become a rancher? Or will she sell them all off without looking back?

      

      

      
        
        Want to learn about my new releases before anyone else? Sign up for my New Book Alert and receive a complimentary book. Blindfold Me.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 1

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Kalie Parker didn’t know if she hated men or if she just couldn’t find one that could satisfy her needs. None she’d dated gave her a sense of I can’t live without you.

      “How did the break up go?” her friend Stacy asked.

      She gave a little laugh as she stood in front of the picture window on the tenth floor of her apartment building, talking on the phone to her friend. “I didn’t have to say a word. He just understood and left. Do you think it’s wrong of me to expect a man to take control in bed? Am I wrong for liking it a little rough?”

      Her friend laughed. “No, but I think you’re dating the wrong kind of men.”

      “Oh, so who should I be dating?”

      “Maybe a construction worker or a cowboy. Someone other than the office types you’ve been going out with every week,” she said.

      “Oh yeah, I want to date a man with a tool belt hanging around his waist and every other word is a curse word.”

      Memories of the construction workers screaming obscenities that she did her best to ignore as she walked down the street came to mind. No, just no. She had imagined a handsome man with rippling muscles wearing a suit, but so far, she’d found none she wanted to know past the second date.

      “Well, at least he would know how to use those tools hanging below his belt,” her friend said with a laugh. “A good drill, a hammer, and maybe even some rope to tie you up with.”

      She laughed. There was that. “You are such a naughty girl who has deliciously wicked thoughts. It’s been two years since I’ve found anyone to have sex with that I couldn’t wait for them to touch me. Two frustratingly long years.”

      “You didn’t have sex with this last guy?”

      “Oh, hell no. We didn’t last that long. There was no spark. Not even an ember when he touched me. And our dates were so boring, I couldn’t imagine what he’d be like in bed. A real snooze fest. So no, I’m still in this long dry spell and I’m ready for it to end.”

      Sinking down into a chair, she picked up the mail and opened the envelopes, most of which were charity requests. But there was one large envelope from a law office in a place called Blessing, Texas.

      What the hell was this?

      “So are you going back to that dating site again?”

      She sighed. “I don’t know. Maybe I should look for something a little more risqué. Maybe someplace where the men are guaranteed to be manly, not wimpy.”

      “Good luck with that. Here in New York City, it’s hard to find them unless they play professional sports. So many men work on Wall Street and, well, those suits look awfully nice, it’s just when you peel back the layers, you find a wimpy white body that hasn’t seen the sun in years.”

      Working from home every day, it was hard to meet good men she wanted to take to bed.

      “Ain’t that the truth,” she said as she ripped open the envelope and started to read. Her heart skipped a beat and her breath seized in her throat.

      “Stacy, listen to this,” she said not certain if what she was reading was real. “Dear Miss Parker, we regret to inform you of the death of your grandparents. In their last will and testament, they left you the Sweet B Ranch in Blessing, Texas. If you do not wish to own the ranch, I have a buyer interested in purchasing the land. Please come to Blessing, Texas, in order to sign the paperwork. Your grandparents included a special request in the will that you remain at the ranch for two weeks before you decide to sell.”

      “Oh my God,” her friend said. “Did you know about this?”

      Sitting there stunned, she stared at the letter. It was official looking.

      “No,” she said. “All I knew was that my father had a falling out with his family before he married my mother. I didn’t even know his parents were still alive or I would have gone and seen them.”

      When she cleaned out her parents’ home after their deaths, there had been no pictures or anything about her father’s family. On her mother’s side, she had cousins, aunts, and uncles, but nothing on her paternal side.

      “Where is Blessing, Texas?” her friend asked.

      “I have no idea,” she said, growing very intrigued. “Hey, I’m going to call the lawyer and see what he tells me.”

      The irritating noise of honking vehicles reached her tenth-floor apartment as she disconnected the call from her friend. It was still afternoon in Texas as she dialed the number listed on the letterhead.

      “Nathan Alley’s office,” a young woman said.

      “Hello, this is Kalie Parker. I received a letter from your office regarding land that my grandparents left me,” she said.

      “Just a moment and let me transfer you to Mr. Alley,” the woman replied as Kalie’s heart continued to hammer.

      How had she never known about these people?

      A few seconds later, a deep male voice came on the line. “Miss Parker?”

      “Yes,” she said. “I received your letter regarding the Sweet B Ranch. Can you tell me more about this land I’m inheriting? I knew nothing about the land or my grandparents.”

      There was a deep sigh. “I’m sorry to hear that. Your grandparents were lovely people. The Parkers were kind and helped so many people here in town. It’s a shame they were no longer speaking to their only son. I always hoped for everyone’s sake they would reconcile. Is your father still alive?”

      “No, he died three years ago. Do you know what happened between my father and his parents?”

      “No,” he said. “When they came in and changed their wills several years ago, they told me they wanted you to inherit their ranch, but because they had never seen you, they asked that you come and stay for a couple weeks on the property.”

      That was odd. Why would they do that?

      “Is there a house to stay in?”

      “Yes, ma’am,” he said. “It’s one of the nicest ranches in our area. And believe me, the leaches are already sending me requests to buy the property. So you’ll have no trouble selling it after your two weeks here are up.”

      Sitting there listening to the city noise, the thought of being in rural Texas for two weeks sounded heavenly. She could get away from the mass population and just enjoy the peace and quiet of the country before she sold out.

      “What do you think the property is worth?” she asked curious as to what she was inheriting.

      The man gave a chuckle. “Ma’am, I’m no real estate agent, but already you’re receiving offers of two million dollars. The mineral rights have never been touched because your grandfather refused to let them drill on his land. Plus, I have a local developer who is wanting to put a housing subdivision there. If you sell, you’ll be set for life.”

      A gasp escaped her. Speechless, she stared out the window and knew she had to go to Texas. Millions, not hundreds of thousands. She would never have to work again if she sold the ranch.

      “I’ll book a flight and get out there as soon as possible,” she said, flipping back her long dark hair. “Where should I fly into?”

      “San Antonio, ma’am. We’re about two hours west of the city. When you get here, call my office,” he said. “Oh, and you’ll probably need to stock up on some groceries in town before you head to the ranch. I think the maid threw out most of the food except for what was in the freezer. We have a small grocer in town where you can get fresh produce, milk, and eggs.”

      “Thanks,” she said. “I guess I’ll see you soon.”

      Hanging up, she glanced around her tiny apartment that cost her a mint. Why had her father kept this information to himself? Why hadn’t she ever had the opportunity to meet her grandparents or visit the land and see where he came from?

      Now they were all gone, but it sounded like they had given her a wonderful gift of owning a ranch. Sitting there, a myriad of tasks she had to do before she got on a plane filled her head.

      Picking up the phone, she called her friend back, staring out the window and into the homes of strangers in the building across the street. At least they had the shades down in case they were strolling around naked again. The lights across the bay glittered like dying stars.

      “I’m headed to Texas,” she said. “Seems I’ve inherited a ranch.”

      “Ohhh, I’m so excited for you,” Stacy said. “Maybe you’ll meet a real-life cowboy. Maybe he’ll rock your world.”

      The thought was tempting. She had not thought to ask if anyone was living at the ranch.

      “Maybe,” she said. “Couldn’t be any worse than these Wall Street executive losers.”

      “What are you going to do with the ranch?”

      She sat there a moment, pondering. “Sell it probably and then buy a nicer apartment.”

      Her friend sighed. “Or find a cowboy, have fantastic sex, settle down, and raise a couple of cowboys of your own.”

      That wasn’t possible.

      “I may work from home here, but my job wouldn’t be happy with me living thousands of miles away from the office. That’s doubtful.”

      “But hopeful,” Stacy said. “I’d give anything to get out of the city.”

      From the time Kalie graduated from college, this was all she’d known. She’d grown used to the sounds of the bustling city even if she didn’t love living there.

      “It will be a nice vacation, and in the end, I hope I learn more about the people who are giving me their land. I’ll be back in New York City and looking for a new place to live. And I’ll once again go through the dating pool on one of the dating apps looking for Mr. Right.”

      “Or Mr. Right Now,” her friend said. “Call me and let me know you’re all right.”

      She laughed. “And if I’m not, are you going to fly out to Texas and rescue me?”

      “Of course,” she said laughing. “I just don’t want you to fly to Texas and disappear, never to be seen again.”

      That wasn’t going to happen.

      “Even if I meet a handsome, hunky cowboy?”

      “Even if,” Stacy said. “Someone has to watch over you.”

      Warmth filled her chest. Stacy was her best friend and the only person who cared about her.

      “Thanks, Stacy. I’ll let you know what’s going on when I get there.”
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      Preston Nash rubbed down the golden mare and wished for the hundredth time that he could afford to purchase the Sweet B Ranch. He’d worked here since he was sixteen. Sure, he’d gone away to college, but when he returned, he knew exactly what he wanted to do, and he adored the people he worked for.

      Sadly, both Will and Lillian Parker had now passed and no one was certain about what would happen with their ranch.

      The thought of finding another ranch to work on or even working on his family’s ranch was not what he wanted. For some reason, this place felt like home, and if he had the money, he would buy the land. But the value far exceeded his million-dollar trust fund, and he wasn’t going into debt for this place only to lose it later because of financial burdens.

      The bunkhouse, his home away from home, was nice with two bedrooms, a kitchenette, and a bathroom on the backside. He and Colby shared the space. They had done their best to take care of Mrs. Parker right up until the night she told them it was her time.

      And sure enough, she’d died a few hours later, the two of them by her side with the hospice nurse. The Parkers were good people and it was a damn shame their family wasn’t there when she passed.

      “The stalls are cleaned and fresh hay has been put down for the horses,” his coworker and close friend Colby King said. “Do you think we’re going to get paid?”

      “I have no reason to believe otherwise,” Preston replied to his friend. “The Parkers took good care of us, and you know they wouldn’t want their animals to be neglected, and I don’t see Nathan, their lawyer, out here shoveling shit. Until he says so, I’m staying to care for this place. Or until the next owner takes over.”

      That was the problem. No one knew anything about who the Parkers had left the Sweet B Ranch to.

      “I don’t like uncertainty. It makes me want to run,” Colby said.

      “Rub down Sadie and maybe that will ease your anxiety,” Preston told him. “Do you want to grab a beer tonight?”

      Colby shuffled into Sadie’s stall and pulled the brush from the nail it hung on then ran it down her spine. She gave a rumble deep in her chest in appreciation.

      “No, I’ve got to go mail off the money to my parole officer. If you want me to, I could stop and pick up a six-pack at the store,” he said.

      “That’s a good idea and maybe some hamburgers as well. I’ve got a hankering for a good hamburger,” he said as his stomach grumbled in reply.

      The man shook his head. “You’re as bad as that fool on those Popeye cartoons about hamburgers.”

      “Yeah, so what?” Preston said. “Nothing beats a good hamburger.”

      The door to the barn flew open and Preston wanted to groan. The devil had just walked in wearing a black cowboy hat, crisp jeans, and an expensive shirt handmade to fit him with perfection.

      The man looked like a million dollars but had the soul of a snake.

      “You boys keeping things going here?”

      “Yes,” Preston said curtly. Short and precise answers would hopefully have the unwelcome visitor crawling back to whatever hole he slithered out of.

      The man glanced around, staring up at the rafters of the barn. “This place has been here a long time. Did you know that my great-great-grandfather tried to purchase the place from Lillian Bradley years ago?”

      “No,” Preston said, not looking at the man.

      Colby didn’t say a word. Nothing. Just continued to rub down his horse.

      “The woman was all alone and refused my grandfather. She refused to sell the place and married two Texas Rangers.”

      That was all interesting and such, but he wanted this snake out of the barn before he scared the horses.

      “What can I do for you, Mr. White?”

      The man grinned like he knew they were trying to get rid of him.

      One of the horses snorted like it was growling for him to stay away.

      “What’s the lawyer telling you, boys? Have you heard who inherited the ranch?”

      Like anyone would tell the hired hands anything.

      Colby raised his head over the stall and glanced at the man like he was a total idiot. “We’re to be out of here in fifteen days. They’re giving us all a bonus of ten thousand dollars and telling us to move on. Also we can choose which horses we want to take with us and Rusty the cow dog will go to one of us.”

      “Really,” the man said. “I hadn’t heard they sold the place.”

      Rolling his eyes one final time, Colby bent to run the brush down the horse’s legs.

      “We haven’t heard a thing,” Preston told the man. “We’re just doing our jobs until someone tells us to move on.”

      The man frowned and spit tobacco juice toward Colby.

      “Why did you lie to me, boy?”

      His head popped back up and he glared at the man. “We’re the hired help. If you want to know the truth, I would suggest you speak to the Parkers’ lawyer in town.”

      “I want this ranch. It should have been my family’s years ago and I aim to make certain that it becomes mine this time. If you’d been honest with me, there might have been jobs for the two of you.”

      Like he would ever work for this scum of the earth.

      Neither Preston nor Colby acknowledged the man’s words.

      “Well, I would have thought you would like to have a guaranteed job,” he said.

      There was no guarantee with this man. He would hire you one day and fire you the next. Preston had seen him do it to men in the past, and he wanted no part of his operation which often skirted the edge of the law.

      And he knew Colby would never take a chance on working for a man who didn’t tread carefully on the up-and-up. The man didn’t want to return to prison.

      “Glad you came by, Mr. White,” Preston said, hoping he would get the hint to leave.

      “I’m meeting with the lawyer tomorrow to put in another offer on this property. I’m hoping this one will be the one that convinces whoever it is to accept that I’m going to purchase this land,” he said, standing with his hands on his hips like he was directing traffic and telling them what was going to happen.

      “And what will you do with the land?” Colby said, popping up from the stall and gazing at him like he wanted to throw a punch.

      “The Big W Housing Development,” he said with a grin. “New homes for anyone who would like that country atmosphere with city streets. Five-acre mini ranches.”

      Mini ranches? Just what the town of Blessing didn’t need.

      Colby shook his head and went back to brushing Sadie’s thighs.

      “What? You boys don’t approve?”

      Preston glared at him. “No, I don’t. This ranch has really nice grasslands with rolling hills, perfect for cattle. Why divide up the land and sell small parcels to homeowners who
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