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      The only girl he's ever wanted is all grown up and back in town ...

      and he's the last guy she'd look at.

      Weston Green decided he was going to marry Veronica Farmer when they were in first grade. Unfortunately, Veronica has a weakness for bad boys. A nice guy like Weston isn't even on her radar.

      Back home after four years in the military, Weston learns Veronica has just come home too, fresh from her latest relationship disaster. But this time, he's not willing to stand by while another no-good man breaks her heart.

      Abandoned by her mother and raised by her tough-love father, Veronica Farmer has sworn off men forever. Better to live like a nun than fall for another loser.

      Weston Green is the sweetest man she's ever known. He deserves better than a hard-luck girl like Veronica. But lately, he seems to be everywhere she turns ...

      Can Weston persuade Veronica to leave her past behind and take a chance on a genuine good guy?

      Welcome to the small town of Elm Ridge, Kentucky, where you’ll swoon, smile, and fall helplessly in love with the Green family. This heartwarming romance has no cliffhangers and no cheating.
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      Welcome to the small town of Elm Ridge, Kentucky, where you’ll swoon, smile, and fall helplessly in love with the Green family. This heartwarming romance has no cliffhangers and no cheating.
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      This book is a work of fiction.

      While references may be made to actual historical events or existing locations, the names, characters, places and incidents are completely fictional.

      All names, characters and events described within have been imagined by the authors.

      Any resemblance to reality (actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, event, or locales) is entirely coincidental.
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      If the answer is yes, then go to :

      https://oliviasands.com/BM

      to sign up for Olivia’s newsletter and receive

      * Flash Fiction stories,

      * exclusive previews,

      * special promo opportunities,

      * and be informed of new releases.
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      PS: If you don’t know what Flash Fiction is, please go visit my blog: https://oliviasands.com/blog/
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      Weston Green rushed into the main office. Pausing a second to brush water from his hair, he pushed his office door and, for a bit, wondered if the outside thunder wasn’t less dangerous than the inside storm. His brother Colton was cursing up a blue streak.

      A few steps more revealed his brother wasn’t hiding but simply crouched behind their large partners’ desk, digging in the lower drawer of a file cabinet.

      “If Ma heard you talking like that, she’d rinse your mouth out with soap.”

      “Maybe so, but even Ma would get frustrated with this mess. How the heck did Veronica ever find anything with a system like this?” Colton muttered a few more words under his breath, just loud enough for Weston to know they weren’t suitable for mixed company.

      “How can I help?” he asked, sitting down. A quick look to his side of the desk gave him a possible answer. He could start with sorting through the pile of unopened mail.

      “I’m not sure you can,” Colton growled. “This defies logic.”

      “It’s my fault.” Weston sighed. “I left you with way too much on your plate. You didn’t have the time to supervise Veronica. She must have developed her own method. We just need to figure it out.”

      Colton snorted. “You’re assuming there’s a method. I think you’re way too optimistic. What I’m seeing here is pure madness.” He shook his head. “And I’m not blaming you for anything. Your enlisting to serve our country is not the reason why we’re in this mess.”

      Weston rolled his chair to the second filing cabinet and pulled a drawer open. The first file was labeled Zonis Distributors. The next one behind it was Havisham, Susan. More rifling through the drawer revealed much of the same.

      “Okay, I see your point. One thing’s for sure, her filing system defies alphabetical order.”

      Colton let out a frustrated sigh. “I can’t make heads or tails of this thing.”

      “What file are you looking for?”

      “Walters’ Distributing. I need to review the length of the contract since sales have slipped. I’m not sure it’s worth driving deliveries all the way to Bowling Green if they aren’t actually selling much Red Widow Bourbon.”

      “I’ll help you look.”

      Colton grunted his agreement while searching through yet another drawer.

      But first, he needed to fix himself a coffee. Paperwork usually put him to sleep. That was one of the reasons joining the Military had felt so right for him. He needed more action than the family business could provide. And now, well he’d seen enough action to last a couple of life times, so he would find a way to make it work. He poured himself a cup in the office kitchen and retraced his steps.

      When Weston approached the drawer, Colton waved him away.

      “What?” He sipped the coffee and grimaced. That coffee was bad. Really horrible, and possibly strong enough to wither his chest hair. “Did you make this?”

      Colton ignored the question. For sure, he was the guilty party who had committed such a crime against the holy bean. “I’ve already done that drawer. It’s a mess.” He pointed to one on the other side. “Why don’t you start there, and we’ll meet in the middle?”

      “With luck, we’ll find it before we have to get all the way to the middle.”

      Being an optimist never hurt anyone, did it? Weston set aside the lethal coffee and dove into the file cabinet.

      Veronica was a smart woman. She’d gone to college, and her major had been business administration. For sure there was a system. What they needed was to figure it out.

      While re-sorting the files into alphabetical order, he pulled them out looking for clues. Most folders were plastered with sticky notes. The very fact they were in varying colors suggested some kind of color-coding. He compared the information Veronica had handwritten on each without figuring it out.

      Nope, the notes didn’t help. He was still clueless. Why had she drifted from the conventional methods of filing? It couldn’t be random. He sighed. It may as well have been, since she’d not passed on the knowledge to anyone else before leaving.

      She’d left before he returned. He hadn’t asked. He didn’t want to know. Yet he’d heard some talk. She’d quit her job and left Colton in a lurch to run off with some wannabe rock star. The very thought of her falling head over heels in love with some new idiot made him wince. It wasn’t jealousy. Not anymore. He’d been there and done that too many times. Nah, it was just sadness to see her waste her life running from Mr. Wrong to Mr. Worse over and over again.

      “I found it.” Colton let out a crow of satisfaction.

      “Excellent. Let’s do something about this.”

      Colton looked up from where he knelt on the floor. “About what?”

      Weston waved to the file cabinets. “These files. This mess. Let’s fix the situation. This is the most disorganized system I’ve ever seen, and I imagine anyone would think the same. Let’s hire someone to sort it into A through Z like you’d expect.”

      “You mean a temp? Just for a bit to help us get reorganized?”

      Weston thought about it. Colton had only hired Veronica after their mother had decided to slow down and he’d left to serve. Would they need someone full-time now that he was back? Probably. To continue growing the business, they both would need to travel more. Someone had to stay put to handle the administrative work.

      “We could start with a temp, but we could use more help around this place anyway. And someone who can make decent coffee, for sure.”

      Colton frowned. “I don’t know.”

      “Why not? Don’t we have the budget for it?”

      Colton shrugged.

      Weston threaded a hand through his hair. Soon enough he would grow out his military cut. “We have to do something about this mess. I could try organizing it myself, if you don’t want to pay someone.”

      “It’s not that.”

      “Then what is it, if it ain’t money?” Why was his brother so reluctant to hire someone?

      “I guess I’ve been sort of hoping Veronica would come back. I know she took off capriciously, but there’s always a chance she’ll return. She obviously has her system here⁠—”

      “A system we can’t understand,” Weston cut in. “And a system she’s not returning to help us figure out. We really need to do something about this. And we can’t hold everything for her hypothetical come back. We need to replace her with someone else.”

      A few years ago, their roles would have been reversed. Weston would have been the one to plead Veronica’s case, but now he was cured. Enlisting with Nelson and moving a world away from her had taken care of that.

      He was cured, and yet he’d had mixed feelings when he learned she’d ran away just before he came home. It was better that way. He was over her, but still, it would have been weird to work with her.

      Most of the time, he found it better not to think about her. She had been his first crush. In hindsight, he understood it had been puppy love. Miserable and pitiful puppy love. That was all in the past. He’d changed since. War did that to a man.

      He’d done some growing up during those years while she’d obviously remained the same. Had she even noticed his departure? Probably not. Why would she have? They had never even been friends.

      “Yeah, I guess you’re right. It’s time to do something different. Maybe we should put an ad in the paper?”

      Weston shook his head. “Let’s just hire an agency to send someone. We need somebody to start ASAP, and we wouldn’t have to mess with interviewing. If we don’t like the gal they send, we can request a different one. That way, we ain’t obligated too long.”

      “And if Veronica comes back…” Colton trailed off with a chuckle. “Nah, I know that won’t happen. Yeah, you’re right. Why don’t you make the call?”

      Weston nodded, moving to the phone before Colton could change his mind. A quick search online, and he found a couple of agencies, picked one based on their reviews, and punched in the number on the dial pad. Someone answered on the first ring. Good for them.

      “Johnson Staffing Service, where we help you get the job done. This is Eve. How may I help you?” Funny how one could hear her smile through the line.

      “Uh, hey, I need some office help.”

      “Of course. What sort of office help, sir, and where are you?”

      “We’re out in Elm Ridge.”

      “Hmmm…” Eve’s voice faltered for a moment. “That’s outside of our usual region, sir. I’ll need to check if we have anyone who would be willing to travel that far.”

      “I appreciate that. If you could find us someone just for a bit, we would be very grateful.”

      “I sure will try. What skills do you need?”

      Weston spent the next few minutes discussing the position and what they were looking for. Eve told him she had a list of possible leads and promised to call back when she had a firm answer for him. He set down the phone feeling discouraged.

      “So?” asked Colton from his side of the desk.

      “All right, I guess, but the distance from the city’s a problem. First, she needs to find someone willing to come here, and then, if she does, she’ll give us a cost.”

      Colton muttered something before raising his voice enough to be heard. “We could just put an ad in the Elm Ridge paper.”

      “And who will we get working for us? It’s a crapshoot, and you know it, Colton. Let’s try this professional service first.”

      Colton shook his head. “Even though we had known her all her life, I found Veronica through the paper, and she was the best assistant I ever had.”

      “Until she left you without notice for a bum of a musician.”

      Colton’s dark brows drew together, and he gave Weston an assessing look. “If I didn’t know better, I would swear you’re jealous.”

      Weston made a scoffing sound. “Please. Why would I be jealous?”

      “Well, let me think…” Colton grinned at him. “Maybe because of the crush you used to have on her?”

      “What crush?” Weston feigned ignorance.

      “Oh, come on. You lit up like a thousand fireflies whenever she was nearby.”

      Weston laughed. “Yeah, that I did.”

      “But you’re good now? You no longer feel that way?”

      Weston shook his head as he sat back in his chair. He rested his cowboy boots on top of an open drawer as he stretched out his legs encased in faded denim.

      “Well, I haven’t seen her in forever, and you know how it goes.”

      Colton raised a questioning eyebrow.

      “Out of sight, out of mind.”

      Colton nodded, but his goofy grin betrayed his skepticism.

      “What?” Weston hated how defensive he suddenly sounded.

      “I’m disappointed, that’s all,” Colton teased. “I remember when she started Sunday school with you, and you came home and told Ma you were going to marry her.”

      Weston rolled his eyes at his brother. “For heaven’s sake, I was what, four years old?”

      “And now you’ve outgrown it. I got it. No worries.” Colton raised his hands defensively. “Now there’s one thing I want you to do.”

      “What is that?”

      “Tell Hudson how you did it, ‘cause he needs to outgrow his crush on Chrissie.”

      “Oh, that’s a hopeless cause, and let me tell you…” He stopped mid-sentence, interrupted by the phone. “Red Widow Bourbon.”

      Eve of Johnson Staffing Service’s distinctive voice sounded in his ear. “Mr. Green, I found an employee who is interested in a trial run. She’d like at least a month’s guaranteed contract, and that’s what our company insists upon anyway.”

      “I’m not sure if we feel comfortable guaranteeing a month. As I explained earlier, for now, we just need her to overhaul the filing system. There may be more, but only if she’s compatible with the office staff.” All two of them, counting Weston.

      “I understand, but we will bill you for a month. Obviously, you’re free to let her go sooner if you don’t need her. That way, she gets paid a month, we get paid a month, and you get someone to come all that way.”

      It didn’t seem like all that way to Weston, who drove into the city at least once or twice a week, though he conceded that was quite different from having to do it every day. “I guess that’d be acceptable. When can she start?”

      “Tomorrow morning, Mr. Green.”

      “Thank you, Eve. We’ll see her then.” Weston hung up a moment later and looked at Colton. “We have ourselves an office girl.”

      “What’s her name?” asked Colton.

      Weston shrugged. “Heck if I know. I never thought to ask Eve.”

      “I suppose we’ll find out tomorrow. It’s not like we’re going to have a bunch of random women show up at our door looking to start working here.”

      Weston chuckled as he imagined a throng of young women breaking down the door to demand to work on the filing system that needed to be rescued from Veronica’s unique method. “Don’t reckon that’s going to happen. Might be a sight to see though.”

      “Yeah.” Somehow, Colton didn’t sound amused.

      Weston put his boots on the floor and leaned forward, crossing his arms over the desk. “What’s eating at you?”

      “Nothing really. I guess I just realized Veronica really isn’t coming back. That’s a little depressing. She’s a good friend, and she was a good assistant.”

      “Let’s just hope she’s happy doing what she’s doing and leave it at that.”

      That was all Weston could do anyway. He didn’t want to think about her living her life somewhere else with another man. He preferred to imagine she was happy in a vague way, without any details—though he wondered if she was still with the same guy she’d left with or if she’d moved on by now.

      She had a big heart and a bigger need to fill it with love. Veronica believed in love. It was her religion, and no matter what happened, no matter how many times she fell for the wrong guy, she kept her faith. This wasn’t any kind of life as far as Weston could see, but if it made Veronica happy, that was all that mattered.

      “Getting a new office person will be good for us,” Colton said.

      Weston nodded. “Sure will.” It’d be great to get organized again, and it sure didn’t hurt to have the reminder that Veronica wasn’t coming back and she belonged firmly in his past.
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      Everything was going fine, and then poof, smoke was pouring from the hood. Why? Why? And why now? Clutching the steering wheel, Veronica prayed the car still had enough momentum to reach the side of the road. Ever so slowly, she guided her wreck on wheels toward the shoulder. The second she reached it, her car jerked to a halt, sputtered once, and died.

      She turned the key off and on again. Nothing. Not even a whisper.

      “Come on.” She tried again. Not a peep. “You can do it.”

      Beating her fists against the steering wheel, she screamed. It did nothing to get the car running, but it helped ease her frustrations and clear her thoughts. The truth was, it was hopeless.

      What did normal people do when their car broke down? They called triple-A. Right, but she’d let her contract expire. So now what? She pulled the hood release and climbed out of the car. She fumbled for a moment to find the latch and finally managed to get the hood up. More smoke poured out, making her cough. She took a few steps back, turned away, and breathed in deeply to rid her lungs of the unpleasantly acrid smell. When she turned back a moment later, the smoke had dissipated. Okay, maybe things weren’t that bad after all. No more smoke had to be a good sign. Of course it was.

      Coming closer, she stared down at the engine. What was she doing? She didn’t have a clue. No. Not any sort of frame of reference that could help her figure out what was wrong. For normal people, opening the hood was the expected thing to do. For her, it was a waste of time. An exercise in futility. She couldn’t tell a fan blade from a transmission, and the fact that she even knew the words to designate those parts of the car was a surprise for herself. That was about the extent of her automotive knowledge.

      Her father had tried to teach her how to do basic maintenance. She had never bothered. There was always someone to do it for her. Why had she not taken the time to listen? Her refusal to learn had just been one more thing Dad could blame her for.

      “Poor Larry, his daughter’s such a disappointment.” That was probably her Aunt Helen’s favorite sentence.

      “Well, for once you were right,” she said out loud, glaring at the engine. She wasn’t certain for a moment if she was angry with the car, her aunt, her father, or even herself.

      She eased away from the open hood, deciding she wasn’t accomplishing anything by staring at the dead engine. Or maybe it wasn’t dead. Maybe it could still be saved. She patted the metal gently. She loved that car. She’d bought it with her first job—which had turned into her only job until she waited tables in Nashville—at Red Widow Bourbon. She thought with longing of her office and the simple routine that had once constituted her days. At times, it was boring, but she wished she'd never left it, especially for that loser Elton.

      Veronica returned to her car to retrieve her phone. She swiped across the screen to turn it on and pulled up her contact list. Who to call? Who would come for her on the road five miles from Elm Ridge? She’d lived there all her life. For sure, there had to be someone—someone she could call without feeling like such an imposition. After all, she hadn’t been gone that long. Nope, but she’d just hit the road without bothering to say a real goodbye to anyone.

      It made sense to call her father, but she couldn’t bring herself to do it. She hadn’t spoken to him for at least a few months before she ran off with Elton. For sure that decision had left an even more negative opinion of her in her father’s eyes. Or maybe not. As far as she could tell, he’d decided she had hit rock bottom by the time she was sixteen. By then, she’d understood he thought so poorly of her that it wasn’t worth the effort. One way or another, she couldn’t live up to his expectations. If she were to call him now, could she possibly sink lower in his estimation? But that was not reason enough to call him.

      That left a handful of people. The first one was Colton. Colton had been a great boss. He’d been fabulous, and yet she had betrayed him. She wasn’t ready to face him either. She’d resigned by email after he gave her a chance before she even finished college, and they’d worked together for the last several years. She was probably one of his least favorite people now, and if she initiated contact, it shouldn’t be to receive help.

      So, who could she call? Certainly not the Ghostbusters. She snorted at the thought, wishing someone shared her quirky sense of humor. There probably were people who did, but she hadn’t found them yet. Certainly not Elton, who’d been as humorless as he was truth-less. “World’s biggest liar…” She trailed off as she spoke the words aloud, ears perking as she heard a vehicle approaching.

      For a moment, she was on edge. She wasn’t back home yet. The side of the road wasn’t a safe place for a young woman to stand by herself. Especially next to a dead car. She tensed as a white truck pulled up in front of her vehicle. Should she reach for the tire tool? Probably. The problem was she didn’t even know where to find it.

      The door opened. A pair of cowboy boots hit the road. The boots were followed by long, lean legs in faded denim. The driver had his back to her for a moment, affording her a generous glance at his amazing silhouette. Wearing a white cowboy hat, he turned to face her, taking several steps forward with the clack of worn heels on the pavement. With the sun in her eyes she couldn’t see his face.

      As he grew closer, she recognized him abruptly.

      “Weston Green, is that you?”
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      Could it really be him? The last time she’d seen Weston, he’d been on the lean and lanky side. There’d been a hint of the man he would become in his frame, but his features had been softer, and he certainly hadn’t been this muscular.

      Now, he had a man’s face with a slightly rugged look that she found appealing. Topped with the white cowboy hat, he was practically an ad for a Western wear magazine spread. Wow, he was hot enough to make a healthy girl’s heart gallop. Oh no! She wouldn’t go down that road again.

      First, because she’d sworn off men. Yeah, Elton had done that to her. Crushed her optimism and her hope to find the perfect mate. Second, because Weston was Colton’s partner at the Red Widow Bourbon factory and it would be messy—and complicated.

      When he stood in front of her, she offered her hand, “Weston, don’t know if you recognize me. I’m Veronica. Veronica Farmer.”

      Weston took the offered hand and nodded. He let go of her hand to pull off the hat and hold it between a thumb and forefinger loosely at his side. “I remember. I didn’t know you were back in town.”

      She shrugged. “I decided to come home. I’ve been missing everyone.”

      He raised a dark-blond brow. “How long you fixin’ on staying?”

      Veronica beamed at him, trying to sound confident. “I don’t plan to leave. Ever! I’ve come to understand Elm Ridge is my home. Yes, it’s where I belong.”

      Weston chuckled. “At least until you find your next… adventure.”

      Veronica understood he had wanted to use a different word. Adventure had been a second best for another word he’d held off at the last minute. Chances were, the word he’d planned to use was “man.” No surprise there. The old Veronica did bump from man to man. She would have to expect similar reactions from all the town folk in the next few days as she saw them again.

      Well, they were in for a surprise. They’d be expecting flighty and wild Veronica to take off with her next man on her next adventure, but instead they would have the new Veronica. A wiser version. She wasn’t the same girl who had left Elm Ridge. She would probably resent the judgment most people would cast against her, but it would pass.

      Forcing herself to smile, she said, “Nope. I’m done. I mean, I wouldn’t mind traveling and seeing the world and all, but for now, I think Elm Ridge is adventure enough, don’t you?”

      He lifted a shoulder, highlighting how the worn plaid stretched across his muscular chest. “I reckon it’s exciting enough for me. Red Widow keeps me hopping, and Colton too.”

      She winced at the mention of Colton’s name.

      “So, you’re back for good too? You’re working there now?”

      He nodded.

      “When did you get home?”

      Weston raised an eyebrow. “I didn’t even know you’d noticed I left.”

      Veronica squirmed slightly. “Of course I noticed. I mean, your leaving was one of the reasons your brother hired me. Also, your cousin Audrey talks about you all the time.”

      And maybe Audrey had been talkative about Weston ‘cause Veronica had asked for news every so often. Of all the Green family members she’d gone to school with, Audrey, and Weston had been her favorites. And then Colton, of course, when he had hired her. When she was younger, she’d really liked Weston. They’d been … she didn’t know what to call what they had had … almost friends. Yes, they’d been been almost friends all their lives. Audrey had teased her then. She’d asked if they might not soon enough be more than friends. But that was before Steve Walters managed to turn her head when she was sixteen. After that, there had always been a distance between her and Weston. The almost friendship had dwindled.

      Maybe they could actually be friends now. That was if she could stop her heart from racing when he got close to her. Wow, there was no denying he was all man, and she was a woman who appreciated men. “What made you leave the service?”

      Weston’s expression closed. “War.”

      She waited a bit, but it seemed to be all he was going to say
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contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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