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  Chapter One

Miriam


He came in my mouth. 
He came in my mouth. 
And now he’s angry with me.
I did something wrong. It’s all I can think as my boyfriend paces the room. He pivots and faces me, his eyes glossy with unshed tears. 
What happened between then and now? 
Two minutes ago, Tim was grabbing my hair, moaning my name, and happy to have his cock in my mouth. But something changed. The second his release hit the back of my throat, he pulled away.
I can still taste the bitterness of him on my tongue as he rolls his bottom lip between his teeth and scowls.
The excitement of what I just did fades as he narrows his eyes. “That was the worst head I’ve ever had, Miriam.” He puffs his cheeks, and my eyes sting.
I won’t cry, though.
I’m hurt, but I’m too confused to cry. It was my first blow job, and it was fun. I thought he was enjoying it as much as I had been. When his hands were in my hair, he tipped my face until our eyes met, and he gagged me, smiling beautifully as I choked on his length.
It was just like the videos my college roommate and best friend, Cassie, sent me when I told her I was nervous, but ready to take the next step. 
When Tim moaned my name, I was proud of myself. I had done it. I had made my boyfriend come, and from what I could tell, he loved it.
But then he came down from his high scarily fast, and now I don’t know whether I should apologize. I don’t want to say I’m sorry because I’m not even sure what I did wrong.
We’ve spent the summer together at West America AgCon, learning about agricultural practices we can each take home to our respective family farms. This is our last night together, and I wanted to really solidify our relationship in his mind so he wouldn’t go back to Oregon and forget about me while I went home to California.
Our states touch, even if it’s several hours to drive from Jasmine Hollow to Linn, Oregon. I figured it would be worth it to him if I could leave a lasting impression. 
And I had done the exact opposite. Or maybe this was something he would remember for the rest of his life, for all the wrong reasons.
“I leave tomorrow,” I whisper.
His eyes widen, and he scoffs. “So that’s it? No sex?”
My stomach drops to my knees. I haven’t had sex with anyone before. This was as far as I was comfortable going with Tim, and I was clear about that. Nothing more.
“I—” 
He puts his hand up. “Don’t bother. I need to pack.”
There’s no time to respond. He’s out of my room before I even know what’s happening.
“I need to pack, too,” I mutter to the empty space.
And with numb movements, I do exactly that. 
I’m supposed to leave in the morning, but I see no reason to hang around. If I leave now, I can get home just after dinner. Sleeping in my own bed tonight sounds a lot better than the cot I’ve been straining my back on for the last six weeks.
Shooting Cassie a text to let her know it went monumentally terribly with Tim, I sling my bag over my shoulder and say goodbye to the weirdest experience of my life.






  
  Chapter Two

Henry


“Goodnight, Princess,” I say, laughing as the giant cow nudges my chest. “I’ll see you tomorrow.” 
“She’ll be fine,” Morgan, our ranch hand, strolls over and scratches her under the chin. “Won’t you, girl?”
Princess huffs, but Morgan has her attention, so I back toward the door. 
“I’m out of here for the night,” I tell him. 
“We’ve got the fort held down, boss.” Morgan grins and waves me away. “Go have fun.”
I glance around the barn before tipping my head and leaving. Princess was the last cow I was saying goodnight to before heading out to meet my friend, Ryker. 
My chest tightens at the thought of him. He’s the only person who could pull me away from the ranch right now. My dad handed me the reins—literally—a couple of years ago, and I’m still getting used to being in charge. 
At first, there were so many things to do, I couldn’t imagine taking a break. For the last two years, I’ve taken no time for myself, but my family staged an intervention last month after I had a mental breakdown. My dad informed me he would be giving the ranch to my younger twin brothers, Mack and Eli, if I didn’t straighten up and find some work-life balance.
It’s a joke, of course. Mack and Eli are incredible around the ranch, but they’re not interested in managing anything. There’s Boone and Glenn that could be in the running, but they’ve never shown any interest in being at the head of operations. Our youngest brother, Rhett, is married and living on the property in one of our smaller houses with Mason, Owen, and Harper. They have two kids and another baby on the way. They also have a sign-making business and have made it abundantly clear they don’t want the responsibility of running the ranch.
Not me, though. I love being in charge. And not in a I-have-to-be-the-boss-or-I’m-not-happy way. More like, this feels like my destiny, and there’s no place I’d rather be. Which is why it was hard for me in the beginning. I thought I had to be everything to everyone, constantly surveying the entire property, and staying up to date on each animal’s minute details. But it was too much. That’s why we have people working for us. Like Morgan. He’s more than capable, and I know Princess and the other cows are safe with him in charge while I’m gone.
Once Ryker found out about my family’s intervention, he convinced me to have a night out. He needs it too. He’s the goalie coach for the local hockey team and works himself to death making sure the guys he’s in charge of are at the peak of their game. After going to a few practices, I decided I’d much rather stay on Riley Ranch than ever pick up a hockey stick.
Hopping into my truck, I roll the windows down and enjoy the breeze flowing around me as I make my way down the hill that separates our ranch from the rest of Jasmine Hollow. It’s a nice enough night, I was tempted to walk to town, but if I stay out too long, the last thing I want to do is trek up that hill.
Still, the fresh air feels good, and some stars are already twinkling in the inky sky. When the hill is a distant mound in my rearview mirror, and I’m a few blocks from Main Street, I pull my car into an empty lot and get out so I can walk the rest of the way. 
The crunch of gravel under my boots is a satisfying sound as I head toward The Neon Mermaid.
The town’s refreshingly quiet tonight. There’s the gentle hum of life behind walls, just enough to let me know the place isn’t abandoned. 
It’s not as peaceful as it is at home, but there’s still a charming allure to walking the streets of Jasmine Hollow when most of the town is winding down for the night.
Feeling peace I’ve been missing for a long time, I almost start whistling, but then I hear something that stops me in my tracks.
Crying.
I pick up my pace, just in time to see a flash of blonde hair vanish behind The Patty Shack.






  
  Chapter Three

Miriam


Oh, great. 
Henry Riley, the man of my dreams from the time I could recall having dreams—and from the first time I saw him in tight denim jeans—until, to be honest, now, almost caught me crying.
I should be at home, but I came in and no one was there. My parents are taking a vacation, cashing in on a gift my brother, Tyler, gave them for their anniversary. Tyler’s not home because he moved out a few months ago. Our brother, Josh, is at work. And I have no clue where Sam and Derek are. A whole houseful of older brothers anytime I don’t want to see them, but the second I need some comfort, my whole family disappears.
I toe the ground, digging my white sneaker into the dusty gravel behind The Patty Shack. It’s not the best hiding spot, but the second I heard Henry’s boots crunching around the corner, I had to run.
If he caught me crying, I’d never live it down. He’s seven and a half years older than me. Okay, almost eight. But when I tried to convince Sam that his best friend was the love of my life when I was ten years old, seven and a half sounded a lot better than eight.
Sam obviously shut down any romantic notions I had, and thankfully Henry was never the wiser. 
Now I’m twenty-one and Henry’s twenty-nine and those numbers sound a lot
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