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    For dreamers who believe a big love can grow in a small town. 

      

    



  	
        
            
            The trouble with temptation is how good it looks in worn jeans. 

      

    


​Tempting The Farmer

​Harvest Heat Series, Book 1
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This house smells like someone else’s life. Someone else’s tears and broken dreams. 

Boxes are stacked like skylines in every corner, covering every window. Mismatched paint swatches taped to the bedroom wall. A broken fan spinning overhead like it’s trying to offer me some kind of comfort. Like it feels sorry for me.

I set down my coffee. It’s gone cold. Well, as cold as it can get during a heat wave in Maine on the second floor of a house that’s been closed up for over a year. 

I exhale, wave myself off with my hand. Not that it helps. Nothing can help me today. 

Welcome to freedom. Whatever the hell that is. 

The quiet presses my ears. No traffic. No elevator dings. No husband sighing dramatically when he sees me walk in the room, reminding me I’m not dressed quite right for his very important work event. 

Just the rustling of leaves. Birds. A lawnmower in the distance. Fresh cut grass wafting through the window. 

I tug open the curtain, squint into the June sun. My new front yard is overgrown, wild, untamed. Like a jungle having an identity crisis. Like me. 

But beyond that, rolling fields of green. Openness. A tall split-rail fence and a stunning black barndominium. My hand goes to my stomach with the thought of one day. 

As soon as I saw this little cottage, all I could see was potential. It’s in the right neighborhood. Properties are far enough apart you can’t see in anyone’s window, but close enough I can walk over and borrow a cup of sugar.

Maybe I’ll get a cat. Isn’t that what divorced women do? Maybe I’ll start a garden.

I haven’t met any neighbors yet. Well, I guess one, if you can count the judgmental-looking chicken that strutted across my front porch this morning while I was bringing in the last of the boxes from my rented Uhaul. 

I slide my phone out of the back of my jeans shorts as overwhelm settles in my gut.

Not even another text from my mom reminding me that my decision to leave my husband was irrational, impulsive, borderline manic. That at thirty-five, I’m going to struggle to find a good man because they’re all married. Maybe she got the hint after the crash-out I had when she told me leaving my ex and buying this cottage was the result of watching too many Hallmark movies.

Which ... maybe she has a point, but I’ll never tell her that. 

I was sick of being controlled by Matt. And I wanted the opposite of everything I used to have. No more city life. No more tight-fitting clothes. No more heels. No more trying to be a woman I absolutely wasn’t. 

My marriage is over and I’ve spent too many years in a city condo trying to be a different version of myself for him. I’ve moved my entire life, and my little nail salon, to the country.

This move? It’s mine. Messy and sweaty. Terrifying. But it’s mine. And I did it all myself. It’s funny how much I can get done without a man dragging me down. 

It’s too stuffy in this house to unpack. The breeze coming through the window, and the fresh scent of grass in the air makes me want to go outside. I’ll take an unpacking break and get some exercise and sun by mowing in my bikini. That mower in the garage is functional according to the seller, and I want to make a good impression. Especially since the barndominium looks like it belongs on the cover of a Better Homes & Gardens magazine.

Yes, unpacking can wait. Sunshine therapy is calling. 

Thirty minutes later I’m wearing my coral bikini from my bachelorette days. It still fits. Mostly. My red hair is pulled back in a high ponytail, my Ray Bans on. I push the mower through the tall grass. Taming the chaos one blade at a time. 

The mower sputters and groans as I shove it forward, my forehead dripping with sweat. Okay, maybe this wasn’t the best idea. I’ve barely made it through a quarter of the lawn and I’m out of breath and my face is probably the color of a tomato.

I keep going. This counts as cardio and the sun will give me the little glow I desperately need since I’m usually inside all day, painting nails and toes, listening to housewives complain about their husbands.

God. I’m so glad I’m not one of them anymore. This will be my summer. My single summer. 

A stick catches the blade and shuts off the engine, so I bend over to untangle it, and my tits practically fall out of my bikini. 

Okay, maybe it’s time for a new bathing suit, Sierra.

I’m bent over when I hear it (of course), a low, masculine voice. 

“You planning on fighting with that thing all afternoon?”

I jerk upright so fast I see stars. Shielding my eyes from the sun, I turn toward the voice. 

Then I freeze.

Sweet. Baby. Whoopie pie.

Right in front of me, like some grumpy mirage, is a man. A very tall, very tan shirtless man. He’s slick with sweat, jeans slung low on his hips. His chest glistens and I force myself to look at his face. His very chiseled face. Brown eyes pin mine and I clock the sexy scruff, the way his dark hair is gray at the temples. 

He has the kind of scowl that could curdle milk. And I’m not sure if I’ve ruined his afternoon or made it. With the small bathing suit and all. 

I blink. “Excuse me.”

“I’ve been watching you wrestle with that thing for almost an hour. In a bikini.” He nods, like I’ve personally offended him. “It’s the middle of the day. No water nearby. We’re in the middle of a heat wave. Are you asking for heat stroke?”

I laugh. Mostly because he’s irritating, but also I’m embarrassed. What made me think I could handle this? Buy a farmhouse and fix it up on my own. Move my business. My mom is right. This has been the stupidest thing I’ve ever done. I can barely get through this damn lawn. 

“Do you approach all your neighbors like a mansplaining health inspector, or just the new ones?”

He doesn’t crack a smile. 

I swallow. So, this is my neighbor. And I’m not sure if I’m offended or turned on. 
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“Name’s Wade,” I say, not answering her last comment. It doesn’t deserve a response. If she thinks I want to be out here instead of checking the irrigation timers and filling the feed bin, she’s wrong.

“Sierra,” she says, squinting against the sun. 

My eyes hold hers. 

Don’t look down, Wade, don’t look down. 

“Thing is, you’re out here in the middle of the day. It’s a million degrees, and you’re using a rusty-ass push mower trying to get through this mess.” I kick the long blades of grass. “And where’s your water? You’re asking for it.”

Sierra raises her eyebrows. 

Okay, maybe I checked her out a little. How could I not? Her bikini top is two sizes too small, and fuck, I have a thing for redheads even though I’ve sworn off women. And when she bent over to wrestle with that stick? Well, I almost dropped my damn shovel. I’ve got too much to do and I need to focus. I can’t be out here making sure she doesn’t pass out.

“It’s not your problem, Wade. I’m not your problem.” She crosses her arms and her tits practically spill out of her damn bikini top. 

I don’t even know her last name, and here I am. Standing in front of her, giving her a lecture after storming down the hill in sweat-drenched jeans and boots. I’m already hot enough you could cook an egg on my chest. And all just to make sure she doesn’t pass out. 

Not that she appreciates it. 

And now?

I’m pissed.

Not at her really. But at myself. 

This woman is trouble. In the bare legs, heaving cleavage, I’ll distract you then rip your heart out, kind of way. And I don’t need it. 

But I can still be a good neighbor. 

“Listen,” I say. “I have a riding mower. Gonna do my lawn tonight. Go back inside, get the air or a fan turned on, and I’ll take care of your lawn too.”

Sierra taps a foot and I clock her flip-flops. Geez, she’s wearing flip-flops out here? She’s gonna lose a god damn toe.

“I don’t need your help. I don’t need anyone’s help. I got this. And I don’t have any air. Just a broken fan.”

“Oh, you do need help.” I point to her feet. “You’re out mowing in bare feet about to collapse from heat stroke. Get back inside. And I told you. I’ll take care of the lawn.”

I turn and stalk back to my house. 

“I don’t need this,” I mutter. 

That woman shows too much skin. Has too much sass. Too much everything. I’ve got shit to do. The barn roof is leaking again. Fence needs repairing. I don’t have any time for a woman mowing in triple-digit heat with
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