
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Cowboy Yard Sale

	Mining Diamonds

	A Novella

	 

	By Opal Nicks

	 

	[image: LifeGardenLogo.gif]

	
Cowboy Yard Sale – Mining Diamonds

	Copyright © 2025 Opal Nicks

	All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without permission in writing from the author. 

	This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, incidents, and events are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead is coincidental.

	Inquiries/Permissions:

	Life Garden Publishing Inc.

	P.O. Box 333

	Borden, IN 47106 USA

	 

	
Table of Contents

	Mining Diamonds

	A Novella

	By Opal Nicks

	Cowboy Yard Sale – Mining Diamonds

	Table of Contents

	Message From The Author

	About The Series

	Dedication

	Chapter 1

	Chapter 2

	Chapter 3

	Chapter 4

	Chapter 5

	Chapter 6

	Chapter 7

	Chapter 8

	Chapter 9

	Chapter 10

	Chapter 11

	Chapter 12

	Chapter 13

	Chapter 14

	Chapter 15

	Chapter 16

	Chapter 17

	Chapter 18

	Mountain Men of Cady Springs Series

	About The Author

	

	 


Message From The Author

	You Are A Gem!

	Thank you so much for ordering this book. I appreciate my readers everywhere. I hope you thoroughly enjoy this story and it takes you out of your ordinary day or evening. May it transform your world in a few hours!

	            Happy Reading,

	 

	            Opal Nicks

	www.opalnicks.com
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	The Cowboys of Cady Springs Series is set in the fictional small town of Cady Springs, Colorado. The first trilogy in the series centers around a giant summer event: Cowboy Yard Sale. This celebration takes place several weekends during the summer months.

	You may also like Opal’s Mountain Men of Cady Springs series set in the same town.

	 


Dedication

	 

	This story is dedicated to those who believe love conquers all past hurt and heals us from the inside out.

	 

	 

	 


Chapter 1
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	Anna

	 

	The purr of Katy's Mustang fills my ears as we wind our way into Cady Springs, the familiar landscape both comforting and unsettling. Jess and Corky follow us closely behind in the truck.

	As we round the final bend, Cady Springs unfolds before us. The quaint storefronts, their facades a cheerful mix of pastels and rich earth tones, line the main street. Flower baskets hang from wrought-iron lampposts, their blooms swaying gently in the mountain breeze.

	"You know what, Anna? This place is like something out of a Hallmark movie," Katy gushes, her eyes wide with excitement. "Don’t you find it hard to go back to Norman? I’ve only been gone two weeks from Cady Springs but it seems like two years."

	"That’s only because your one true love cowboy is here. Two weeks away from him probably feels like two centuries. Yes, I miss this town and the mountains. I know I’ll miss having you around at my beck and call, but I’ll make do,” I say, my voice tight. 

	Katy glances at me, her expression softening. "Anna, you’re going to visit a lot. Who knows, you may end up moving here too."

	I take a deep breath. "We’ll see. If I’m hired for the job in New Mexico, that’s going to put a whole new twist on things.”

	"I get it," Katy says, reaching over to squeeze my hand. "But we're here now. Let’s make some new memories, right? And get me settled in with my hunky rancher."

	Katy makes me giggle. 

	"Hunky rancher? Is that what you’re calling your cowboy now? I have to admit the men here are different than back home — refreshingly different."

	"So, what's the plan?" I ask, desperate to focus on something other than the two cowboys in the truck behind us.

	Katy's eyes light up. "Well, first we need to get all my stuff unloaded at Corky's place. Then I was thinking we could all grab dinner at that cute little diner we passed. You know, to thank you and Jess for helping with the move."

	My stomach flips at the thought of sitting across from Jess at dinner. "Maybe we should just order in," I suggest weakly. "We'll probably be pretty tired after all the unpacking."

	Katy shoots me a knowing look. "Anna Williams, are you trying to avoid spending time with a certain tall, dark, and handsome cowboy?"

	I feel my cheeks flush. "No! I just... it's complicated, Katy. You know that."

	She sighs, navigating the car onto a quiet but wide open two lane road. "I know, sweetie."

	As we turn onto the long driveway leading to Corky's ranch, I turn around and see Jess behind us. Our eyes meet for a brief moment before I quickly look away.

	"Here goes nothing," I whisper and take a deep breath as Katy's mustang rolls to a stop in front of Corky's rustic house. The gravel crunches beneath our tires, a sound quickly echoed by the moving truck backing in beside us. 

	"We're here!" Katy squeals, practically bouncing in her seat. She's out of the car in a flash, her blonde hair catching the sunlight. "Damn, I have to pee so bad!"

	"Go on," I tell her. "I'll start unloading."

	As Katy dashes inside, I ply my ass out of the seat of this low sitting mustang. My legs ache from being in one position so long. I walk around in a circle, going behind the truck to carry something inside. 

	"Need a hand?" 

	Jess's deep voice startles me, and I whirl around to find him standing just a few feet away. His emerald green eyes crinkle at the corners as he smiles, and I feel my breath catch in my throat.

	"I... um, sure," I stammer, hating how flustered I sound. "Thanks."

	I reach for a box in the truck, determined to prove I'm not some damsel in distress. But as I lift it, I realize I've drastically overestimated my strength. The box is much heavier than I anticipated, and I feel myself start to stumble.

	In an instant, Jess is there. His hands brush against mine as he takes the box, effortlessly lifting it from my grasp. "Whoa there," he says softly. "I've got this one."

	The brief contact sends a jolt of electricity through me, and I can feel the heat rising in my cheeks. "Thanks," I manage to say, my voice barely above a whisper.

	As Jess carries the box towards the house, I catch myself glaring at the play of muscles beneath his t-shirt. 

	But as I reach for another box, I can't shake the lingering warmth of Jess's touch, or the way my heart races every time he looks at me. This is going to be a long day.

	I try to focus on the task at hand, grabbing a smaller box this time. As I turn towards the house, Jess is already heading back my way, a lopsided grin on his face.

	As all four of us continue working, I notice the easy conversation between Katy and Corky. Their laughter drifts over from the porch, where they're struggling with an oversized box.

	"If you'd just let me carry it..." Corky's deep voice rumbles.

	Katy's giggle follows. "And miss out on this quality time? Never!"

	Their playful interaction only highlights the awkward tension between Jess and me. I steal a glance at him, catching him watching me with an unreadable expression. He quickly looks away, and I'm left wondering what he's thinking.

	I reach for another box, my arms aching from the constant lifting. As I grasp the edge, I feel a warm hand brush against mine sending a rush of tingles through my body. I gasp, looking up to find Jess's eyes locked on mine. I can feel my cheeks flush. I know this is a pure moment of undeniable connection. This is exactly what I’m trying to avoid while we keep things on friendly terms only.

	I smile, but inside I am conflicted to the core. It’s hard to hide my attraction to his tall, broad shouldered masculinity. My mouth feels dry and there’s a hint of metallic tang lingering in my mouth, the taste of adrenaline flooding my senses.

	His calloused fingers linger for a moment too long, and I'm acutely aware of every point of contact between us. The smell of sweat and cardboard fills the air around us, mixed with the faint scent of Jess's cologne. 

	"Sorry," I stammer, quickly pulling my hand away. The loss of his touch leaves an odd emptiness, and I struggle to maintain my composure. "You take this one. I'll grab another."

	I turn away, desperately trying to slow my racing pulse. What is wrong with me? It was just an accidental touch, nothing more. But my body seems to have other ideas.

	"Anna," Jess's voice is low, almost husky. I force myself to look at him, praying my face isn't as red as it feels. "You okay there? You look a little flushed."

	"I'm fine," I lie, mustering a weak smile. "Just getting tired, I guess. Moving is exhausting work."

	Jess nods, but his eyes linger on me, filled with an intensity that makes my breath catch. For a moment, I think I see longing there, mixed with something else... restraint? But then he blinks, and it's gone.

	"Well, can't have you passing out on us," he says lightly, hefting the box we'd both reached for. "Why don't you take a break? I can handle the rest."

	"No, really, I'm okay," I insist, reaching for another box. "Let's just get this done."

	As I lift the box, I can feel Jess's eyes on me. I have to remind myself to breathe. This is going to be harder than I thought.

	I force myself to take a deep breath as I place the last box in the living room. My eyes scan the room, taking in the clutter of cardboard. We've made good progress, but there's still so much to do. As I bend to pick up some loose tape, I catch a glimpse of Jess through the window, his strong arms lifting a heavy box with ease.

	My heart skips a beat, and I quickly look away, chastising myself silently. I can't let myself fall for him. I won't. But even as I think it, I feel the pull, like a magnet drawing me towards him.

	"Earth to Anna!" Katy's voice breaks through my reverie. She's standing in the doorway, a knowing smirk on her face. "You okay? You looked a million miles away."

	I plaster on a smile, hoping it doesn't look as forced as it feels. "Yeah, just tired. It's been a long day."

	Katy's eyes soften with concern. "Why don't you take a break? Go sit on the porch for a bit. We're almost done anyway."

	I sink into the weathered rocking chair on Corky's wraparound
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