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      When I stumble onto the snarly mountain man’s property, I never expected he’d put a baby in my belly by nightfall.

      

      After years caring for my dying mother and losing everything—college, her, our savings, even my sense of direction—I pack up my crappy car and point myself toward a fresh start.

      

      Only I don’t get far. I slam on the brakes for a wounded dog on the side of the highway and end up lost in the mountains searching for the K-9 Rescue.

      

      Which is how I wind up trespassing (oh, the horrors!), according to the raging, bearded madman who stomps off his porch to chew me out for invading his private retreat.

      

      But by that night?

      

      The man who scared me half to death becomes the only one I want.

      

      Then he growls, “Stay here. You and that dog. Your beat-to-hell car. I’ll feed you and keep you safe. You’ve done enough taking care of everyone else. It’s your turn now.”

      

      And just like that, my life changes forever.

      

      Welcome to Wild Rose Mountain K-9 Rescue in West Texas! Where the ex-military alpha mountain men are hot, over the top, and about to be brought to their knees by the sassy, strong women who cross their paths.

      

      Full of fun and flirty banter, Macy’s books are SAFE (no cheating, no cliffhangers), and every standalone novel or novella delivers a heartfelt happily ever after!
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      Two long days on the road with a dog I just met and I’m hopelessly lost. Lost in the mountains of West Texas.

      Mountains that seem determined to swallow me whole.

      My GPS fizzled thirty miles back, and my ancient Ford protests each turn up this miserable excuse for a road, the engine wheezin’ like Me-maw’s old asthmatic cat.

      “We’re gonna be okay, Diesel,” I murmur, glancing in the rearview mirror at my unexpected travel companion.

      The German shepherd watches me with those all-knowing copper eyes beneath the triangular ears that first pulled me over to the side of the interstate feeder road barely after the sun came up yesterday. Even filthy and underfed, there’s something stately about him. Something that hollars he deserves better than being abandoned like yesterday’s trash.

      Just like me.

      I banish the thought with a headshake. Self-pity ain’t gonna find us the rescue facility any faster, and my dwindling cash reserves (a pathetic $42 and change) won’t stretch to another night in a motel that charges extra for pets.

      Won’t stretch to cover another night in a motel at all.

      The bumpy road filled with dried rivulets from hard rains narrows further, trees pressing in on both sides similar to nosy neighbors after church. The whole area is so much greener than I expected for the desert, lush even.

      When I stopped to fill my tank (okay when I stopped to add a paltry four gallons to keep me from running on empty), I overheard the locals talkin’ about how the usual mid-summer monsoons came early this year, hit just as spring was winding down. Seems as though the skies saved up all of this year’s rain, last year’s too, and poured it all out the last handful of weeks.

      Maybe that’s why the dirt road is so atrocious.

      Rocks roll beneath my balding tires, and my stomach knots each time I can’t dodge a pointy one. This can’t possibly be right. The lady back at the gas station said the K-9 Mountain Rescue was “just past the fork in the road once you reach Wild Rose, can’t miss it,” but I’ve passed three forks now, and the only signs I’ve seen have all been variations of “Keep Out,” “No Trespassing,” and my personal favorite, “Trespassers Will Be Shot, Survivors Will Be Shot Again.”

      “I reckon we might be in trouble, buddy boy,” I whisper as a cabin appears around the bend. First sight of humanity in nearly an hour.

      It’s beautiful in a rugged, intimidating way—all dark wood and stone, the kind of place that belongs on the cover of a wilderness magazine. Or maybe a horror movie poster: “City Girl’s Last Stand.”

      Gulping away that thought, I pull to a stop, hope and dread battling for supremacy. If I’m lucky, maybe whoever lives here can point me back toward civilization, draw me a map. If I ain’t lucky? I swallow hard. Maybe they’ll shoot trespassers on sight and I won’t have to worry anymore. Fifty-fifty chance seems fair after the week I’ve had.

      Before I can decide whether to get out or turn around, the screen door blasts open so hard I flinch.

      Six foot plus of pure mountain-man muscle emerges, with broad shoulders that could carry the weight of the world—or at least me—without breaking a sweat. Dark hair curls slightly at the neck of his black T-shirt, and his thick beard does nothing to hide the hard, angry scowl. The pure thundercloud rage directed squarely at me freezes me in place and keeps the engine sputtering.

      “This was a mistake,” I mumble, but my stalled-out brain can’t seem to send the message to my hands to put the car back in gear and flee. I’m too busy noticing how his faded jeans hug his big thighs as he jumps off the porch and prowls toward me, menace in every step.

      He moves like a predator, and he’s closing in fast. I should be terrified. But I guess I’m not, because liquid heat swirls through my belly, a sensation I haven’t felt in… Well, ever.

      My hand trembles as I flip the ignition and turn off the engine so we can hear each other. I push open the car door and step out. Standing feels like a declaration: I may be lost, but I ain’t easily intimidated, not after everything I’ve survived. Two years of watching someone you love die slowly builds a backbone of steel.

      “You’re trespassing,” he growls, and his voice is exactly what I’d hope to hear in my midnight fantasies. “Trespassers get shot.”

      It’s low and silky smooth, how I imagine his beard might feel. The kind of voice that could talk a girl right out of her panties if it wasn’t currently threatening bodily harm.

      “I’m real sorry about botherin’ you,” I say, hearing my accent thicken with nerves. “I was tryin’ to find the K-9 Mountain Rescue but got all turned around. My GPS petered out when I hit the mountains, and Lord, I ain’t seen a proper road sign since San Antonio⁠—”

      “You’re about fifteen miles past.” His beefy arms cross over his chest, making his biceps bulge against the thin fabric of his shirt. I try not to stare. I fail spectacularly.

      Focus, Kels. This man ain’t happy to see you. Even if parts of you are inexplicably happy to see him.

      “Fifteen? Good Lord.” The news hits me hard. I’ve wasted precious gas, precious time, precious everything. Ever since I exited I-10, the roads have been loads more remote than I expected. My chin quivers embarrassingly, exhaustion threatening to spill over into tears. Great. Just what Sexy Mountain Man needs—a blubbering mess in his front yard.

      His eyes shift to my back seat, where Diesel has perked up, watching our interaction.

      “What’s up with your dog?” His tone changes, not so menacing now. It’s as though seeing my hitchhiker has lessened his animosity. And the difference makes my heart skip with more than just fear.

      The question ignites a spark of hope. “That there’s Diesel. I found him wanderin’ just off the interstate day before yesterday crossing through Louisiana. He has military tags with his name, but they’re real old. I figured the rescue might know how to find his home. Or a new one, maybe.”

      I open the back door, revealing my sad attempt at canine care. Dried bits of mud splattered about, shed fur sticks to the seat, and the wrapper remains of the fast-food chicken I’d shared with Diesel last night create an embarrassing landscape. My jacket—my only decent one—is now his makeshift bed.

      “He was real skittish at first,” I continue, unable to hide the pride in my voice when I tell him how long it took to coax Diesel into the car with me. “But we’ve bonded pretty well, considerin’.”

      I push the door wide and invite Diesel to jump down and stretch. Only instead of running circles or going off to the nearest bush to do his business, he stands right beside me, leans against my leg as though he’s got no plans to go anywhere.

      “Sits.” The grumpy stranger orders my dog to do what he’s been doing all day in the back seat.

      Not your dog, Kels. You don’t have the money or the means to take care of him.

      “Plats.” Another one-word bark at Diesel, and I can’t help but notice how after a second’s pause, Diesel lowers himself to the ground.

      The man’s demeanor has changed, his initial fury gone as he holds his hand out and looks to me for permission. “May I?”

      I nod, mesmerized by the gentle way those large hands examine Diesel’s tags. The contrast stops my breath—this human thunderstorm treating the dog in such a way, his fingers careful around the nasty wound on Diesel’s flank, as if something ripped through his skin before I found him. Big, strong fingers I can imagine tracing other, more intimate places. My intimate places.

      Pull it together, Kels. You didn’t exactly put Lose My Virginity on your vacation list.
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