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      Bull riding and beer. That’s all the big arena in town is known for, even though Tracy works herself ragged every night of the week to make it a popular rodeo stop. Too bad her dad owns the place and is in debt up to his eyes. What’s his solution? Make Bronco an offer he can’t refuse. 

      Bronco isn’t looking to buy an arena, especially one that’s run down and falling in. But when the owner says the deal comes with Tracy, how can he refuse? 

      Warning: grab your spurs and giddy up! Find out if this cowboy can hang on for more than eight seconds… and how fast he falls in love. 

    

  


  
    
      Dedicated to men that know when to shut up…

      And still use their mouth.
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            Chapter One

          

          Tracy

        

      

    

    
      “Nina, I need your, ah, count?” I finally say. It comes out more a question than anything. “For the night,” I add, practically stumbling over my own words. I’m supposed to be her boss, but here I am being as awkward as ever.

      I’ve known Nina my whole life. We live in a small town that’s about thirty minutes from the big city. Everyone knows everyone here, but we still get lots of new faces coming and going for a night out at the rodeo.

      I’ve been standing here for ten minutes waiting for her to finish her conversation with one of the steer wrestlers that performed tonight. If I recall, he hadn’t been very good, but I don’t pay much attention anymore because all those guys blend together.

      They all have the same personality and air of cockiness. A cockiness I don’t understand because while the Circle C Rodeo might be mid-tier for performers, it’s like being in the minors in baseball. Sure, they could move up, but you’d think these men have already made it. The buckle bunnies don’t help with that either. There’s nothing wrong with a big attitude if the man can back it up. So far, I’m simply unimpressed.

      Sometimes we get lucky and get real steer wrestlers in here but not so much anymore. Each month, this place drops down a notch. The money coming in seems to be the same, but upkeep isn’t being maintained, and my father keeps cutting more staff. Things are starting to fall apart. At least that's how it seems to me.

      Both Nina and the man she’s talking to finally notice that I’m here. I’ve got my hip pressed against the stand she worked tonight slinging canned beer, and my feet are killing me. Normally I can go all day in boots, but we’d been short-staffed, and I had to do a list of other things tonight that I usually don’t. One was cleaning stalls.

      I don’t mind doing it, but at this point I’m pushing sixteen hours on my feet for the third day in a row. I could’ve been in sneakers and my feet would still be killing me. All I want to do is sit down and do what I need to do to get out of here and back to my trailer in the parking lot.

      “And who are you?” the man drawls. His eyes roam up and down my body, and I fight not to fidget. I’m used to the looks, I'm just never sure what kind of stares they are.

      All the girls that work here wear the same thing. It doesn't matter that my father owns the place, I’ve gotta wear it too. Our uniforms consist of jean shorts and a tight black V-neck tank top. The only problem is, all the other girls are tiny in comparison to me. They fit into the uniform the way you’re supposed to. Or I suppose the body type that was imagined when it was created. Me? Not so much.

      I’ve got curves everywhere, and they are begging to escape these tight clothes. Some men turn their noses up at my size, and others have some kind of kink for chubby girls. No, thanks. Oh, I want a man to want and enjoy my body, but not because it’s all he sees. With how slowly this man’s eyes roam up and down my body, I’m not sure where he falls, and I don’t care.

      “Trashy.” Nina snorts as she answers the guy. “I mean Tracy,” she corrects with another laugh as if she didn't mean to call me the terrible nickname. The worst part is it doesn’t bother me. Somehow, I’ve grown used to it. Or maybe I’m lying to myself in hopes that if I give no reaction people will stop using the stupid name, but it’s been years, so that’s not working either. “She’s no one.”

      “She could be a third.” The man smirks, but Nina’s smile dies. In fact, her whole face starts to turn red, and she’s pissed.

      “You couldn’t stay on the bull for two seconds and you think you can not only handle two girls, but one that big?” She points her thumb toward me, and I almost want to laugh because it’s kind of funny.

      “Fuck you.” The man steps back from her, and his hand falls away from her hips.

      “Wasn’t that the point?” They glare at each other. Is this foreplay? I want out of here.

      “Can I just get the—”

      “It’s in the cooler!” Nina snaps at me.

      I turn and open the lid to the cooler and see the bag at the bottom. She really must have wanted to get to this one because she cleaned up her area quickly. Half the time, I have to help her clear out her cooler stand and return beer.

      I open the bag and match the count of the unopened beers she returned to the amount of money in the bag. I have to do this with every stand, but I save Nina for last in hopes that I don’t have to pull some of her weight to get the hell out of here.

      Once that’s done, I make my way back toward my father’s office. On the way, my eyes linger on the peeling paint across the concrete walls. I remember when some of them were done when I was only a little girl. I used to love this place. The sounds of the crowd and the rush of excitement were so much fun. It would be hard to work sometimes because my attention would always drift to the ring to watch the riders.

      Those days are long gone, and the peeling paint feels too familiar. What would I be without this place? It seems to be slowly fading, and I wonder if the same will happen to me.

      You’d be free.

      That’s what my mind screams at least. Free to do what? Leave? Is that really an option? It’s never felt like one.

      As I draw closer to my father's office, the ominous black door is closed. I can hear the grunts even from forty feet out. No matter how old my father gets, all the buckle bunnies he bangs stay the same age. Which now happens to be my age.

      I’m almost thankful he’s busy so I don’t have to talk to him right now. I drop everything into the box outside his office and lock it.

      “Fuck, I love this fat ass.” My stomach lurches hearing my father as he fucks some girl on his desk. It’s followed by a loud slap and moan.

      What’s even more disgusting is how he always shames me for my body. He doesn’t seem to care when it comes to whoever he fucks; he always goes for the curvy ones. I mean, I’ve seen a picture of my mother, and we could almost be twins.

      He always refers to her as the trashy whore that left him high and dry with a three-year-old. It’s really where my nickname comes from. My own father created it, except for the whore part. No, he makes sure I remain a virgin. I don’t understand why he cares who I might sleep with. Not that there’s temptation here.

      There are other places far away where I could be happy, but I try not to even dream about them, knowing it will only make me ache. I live in a small town, and all I’ll ever be is trash.

      Or so they keep saying…

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

          Bronco

        

      

    

    
      “That should do it,” I say as I pull the metal arm down so it latches across the trailer door. “I appreciate you driving her back.”

      “No problem,” Troy says as he tosses his bag in the backseat of the truck. “That extra paycheck is gonna be nice.”

      “Anytime you want an extra pickup or two, you let me know.”

      “As soon as my wife agrees to let me go for more than a day, I’ll drive your horses wherever you need them to go.”

      “I heard you got married last month, congratulations.”

      “Thanks, Bronc.” He shakes his head and smiles. “Truth be told, I’m crazy after more than a day away from her too.”

      “That’s the way it’s supposed to be, right?” I think about my parents, and even after forty years together they still can’t be apart. “How about I toss you all my local hauls?”

      “I think my wife and I would both appreciate that. And the extra money.”

      “I’ll make sure and email Jake when I get home tonight.”

      “Are you flying out already?”

      “Soon. I got a call about this arena looking to sell, and I might take a look at it.” I nod back to the event center that seems busy for it to be so run down. “Thought I’d take care of two birds since this horse was coming back to my ranch. Thanks again, you’re saving me the hassle of driving her home.”

      “I’ll take good care of her.”

      “Be safe.” I tip my cowboy hat to him as he climbs in the truck and takes off with the trailer in tow.

      The Circle C Rodeo is an event center that hosts some of the mid-level competitions. I’m not necessarily in the market for a new one, but the owner called me last week and invited me to take a look. I’ve never been out this way, and for some reason, I was curious.

      Looking around outside, I see the parking lot is packed. There’s no shortage of people coming, I just wonder why when it looks so run-down. There’s trash all over the parking lot and potholes the size of a calf. Hell, even the sign out front is missing lights. People are coming out of the doors, and I notice one of them hangs crooked on its hinges.

      Inside, it’s not much better. The area itself isn’t in terrible shape, but the bleachers are dated and wonky. Instead of sitting, people crowd around the arena and watch the last runs of the night. After that, they divvy out the buckles and cut checks. There’s still lots of money to be made in rodeoing, but whoever is running this place isn’t investing in the arena and it shows.

      The crowd begins to thin as I walk around and see the last of the winners presented. The boys riding tonight aren’t top tier yet, but this is a good place to start. Checking my watch, I see it’s almost time to meet the owner, so I find the sign for where the offices are and walk that way.

      Just as I reach the door, it opens, and standing there is a young woman fixing her shirt and a man old enough to be her father behind her zipping up his pants. She wipes her bottom lip and then looks me up and down like I’m next in line.

      “Hey there, cowboy,” she says and winks at me.

      I take a step back because I don’t want her to try to touch me. I don’t like to be touched, especially by strange women. The old man behind her says something I don’t hear, and she makes a face as he shoves her out of the office.

      “You must be Bronco.” He holds out his hand, but there’s no way in hell I’m touching that thing.

      “Why don’t we take a walk,” I say and nod in the opposite direction the girl went. I’m not about to sit in that office with the smell of his dick all around me.

      “Yeah, I’m sure you’d like to see the place.”

      “I’ve seen most of what I need to,” I say as we fall in step beside each other. “I also had my finance office pull your records.”

      “Well, some of the taxes are a little behind and—”

      “You’re swimming in debt, and the IRS is about two seconds away from putting a lien on your land.” I nod toward the arena where some of the bunnies are crowning the winners. “Yet you’ve got this place packed to the roof on a Tuesday night.”

      “Like I said in my email, I’ve got a few things I can offer up to sweeten the deal.”

      “Why would I take on all your debt that I won’t see back for a decade even if this arena sells out every night of the week? With all due respect, Mr. Walker, you’ve wasted a good thing, and there’s no reason for me to unburden you from it.”

      “My daughter comes with the place,” he says, and I blink at him.

      “I don’t need a secretary—”

      “No, you don’t understand what I mean.” The smile he gives me sends a chill down my neck. “I’ve been saving her up for this. You see, I like being kept in a certain lifestyle, and going bankrupt isn’t going to let me keep doing that. I saw you’re not married, and I’ve kept my daughter fresh just for the right price.”

      Anger burns hot and fast though me, and I want to punch his teeth into the back of his throat.

      “She’s a little on the chubby side, but I’m sure with a firm hand, you could get that under control.” He looks past me and then raises his hand to wave at someone behind me. “Now, keep in mind this deal is on the table for Wayne Johnson too, so don’t lowball me, son.”

      Son? Wayne Johnson? This guy can’t be serious. What the actual fuck have I walked into tonight? He’s really using his daughter as collateral for this bankrupt arena, and not only that, he’s got Wayne fucking Johnson thinking about it too? Wayne owns a ranch down south, and he’s got a reputation for passing his women around for all his ranch-hands to use. The guys that work for him always brag about it at rodeos and get excited when he brings a bunny home. I can’t imagine what they’d do to a virgin if what he’s saying about his daughter is true.

      “Mr. Walker—” I start, but he cuts me off.

      “Come over here, Tracy, and meet Bronco,” he says to the person behind me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

          Tracy

        

      

    

    
      I can hear my father’s voice, but I can’t see him. Not with the giant man standing in front of him. All I can see is a tight black shirt that shows off how in shape this stranger is. His faded jeans mold tight to his butt, and I can see his boots have put in some work. His clothes aren’t showy, so they’re probably tight because that’s all that fits.

      I think my ears might have deceived me as I stare at the broad back. I’m dead on my feet at this point, so it’s either a dream or I’m hallucinating. No way this is Bronco. Like The Bronco. He’s big enough to be him. Hell, he might be too big. In all the pictures and footage I’ve seen of Bronco, he’s always been a big man, but this is a whole new level. I thought the camera added ten pounds of fat. Not twenty pounds of muscle.

      Still, this might all be happening in my head. I’d barely made it to my trailer, and my father was texting me to get my ass back here. He hadn’t given a reason but made it sound urgent. I thought maybe something was wrong with the count for the night.

      The giant man starts to turn, and when I finally see his face, I know it’s really Bronco. My stomach drops as my heart races. Every part of me reacts to the sight of him. His dark eyes lock with mine, and my breath catches in my throat. Holy cow. He’s even more ruggedly handsome in person. Is that possible!?

      We both stand there for a long moment just staring at each other. That is until my father snaps at me because I haven’t done what he told me to do.

      “Come meet him.” Bronco has shifted to the side so I can now see my father. The cowboy glares at him, and whatever expression is on Bronco’s face has my father taking a step back.

      “Tracy?” Bronco says as his attention shifts back toward me. For the first time in my life, my name actually sounds sexy. The way it rolls off his tongue with a rough twang makes my legs weak.

      “Yeah, that’s me,” I manage to get out.

      Why am I always so awkward? I don’t want to be Nina, but sometimes I wish I had some of her confidence when it came to men. Well, this man. One that has ruled way too many of my fantasies.

      I’ve more than once brought up to my father how cool it would be if we could get Bronco to perform here. We could double ticket prices and people would pay it. It was a pipe dream idea that I never thought would happen. The Circle C Rodeo is so far under his tier. Once upon a time I thought maybe we’d work our way up, but each day that dream slips through the cracks that are forming all over this place.

      Bronco clears the ten yards of space between us in a flash. For a big man, he can move so quickly and smoothly. It’s probably why he’s the best. Sometimes when I’ve watched him, it seemed as though he could even predict what was going to happen. It’s like he knew what the steer was going to do before it even did. Could he do that with people too? I pray he can’t.

      “Bronco.” He holds his massive hand out to me, and I stare down at it for a second.

      I fight a gasp when I finally get the nerve to hold my hand out, and his rough fingers engulf mine. The texture against my skin is unlike anything I’ve ever felt before, and I immediately want to know how it would feel in other places.

      “She’s not dumb, just not great with social shit sometimes. She’s awkward, really,” my father says. It’s odd because on one hand he’s defending me, which is abnormal, but on the other he’s insulting me. Did he call me here just to embarrass me in front of Bronco? This is worse than the Trashy nickname. “She picks up on things quickly. I’m sure she can be taught,” my father adds, which is weird.

      Bronco releases my hand and then rubs his temples. His eyes close, and I can see the veins in his neck start to protrude as his face turns redder. Call me crazy, but I don’t think he’s blushing. In fact, he’s getting pissed, and whatever he’s trying to do to calm himself down isn’t working.

      “I’m sorry, I’m not trying to be shy. I’m actually good with the crews that come in and out of here. I was just a bit starstruck is all. I can’t believe Bronco Layne is here at the Circle C Rodeo. I didn’t think you knew we existed, but I promise if you headline an event, I’m fully capable of handling everything that you’ll need,” I rush to say.

      I’m thankful I don’t stutter over my words. This could be big for us, and I don’t need my father blaming me for losing us this opportunity.

      “I’m not here to do a show.” He drops his hand from his face. Crap. “Can you do something for me?”

      “Of course she can. Once we’re done with all the proper—'' Bronco levels my father with another stare that has him taking three steps back this time. I can tell I’m missing something. I’ve gotten good at reading my father when he’s trying to hide something from me, and that’s happening right now.

      “What is it that you need?” I ask.

      Again, when I speak, Bronco’s full attention swings back to me. It’s a strange sensation to both want it but it freaks me out when I’ve got it. Part of me wants to throw myself at him, and another wants to run. But I know one thing for sure: I’m not going to be a buckle bunny.

      Not that I hold it against any of them. They can all do what they want, but seeing all the meaningless sex around me has jaded me, I think. Then again, losing my virginity to Bronco would be a hell of a way to lose it. Not that he’d even want it, but how could anyone ever follow him? I’d be ruined for life.

      “I need you to not go around telling men you’re fully capable of handling everything that they’ll need, for starters.” I open and close my mouth, not sure how to respond to that.

      “That’s kind of my job?” It comes out sounding like a question.

      “We’ll see about that,” he mutters. “Thanks for coming out to meet me, Tracy.” He gives me a nod. I’m not sure if it’s to be polite or to dismiss me.

      “That will be all.” My father quickly motions with his hand for me to leave.

      With that, I turn and flee, and it takes everything inside of me to not glance back, but I could swear I can sense Bronco’s eyes on my back until I round the corner.

      A part of me hopes that it won’t be the last time I see Bronco. A girl’s gotta dream, especially when you have my life.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Four

          

          Bronco

        

      

    

    
      “Listen Bronc, no hard feelings, okay?” Walker is already backtracking the second Tracy goes around the corner. “You saw what you needed to, and you’re not interested. No need to draw this out.”

      I turn my head around and glare at the piece of shit in front of me. I’m so mad I can’t even form words. How could he just toss in his daughter on top of a business deal like she’s the keys to the building?

      “Thanks for your time, and good luck to you.” Walker turns around, and that’s when I snap.

      “You want to make a deal?” My words are clipped, but it’s clear there’s only one way out of this.

      There’s no way in fucking hell I’m letting someone else come in here and claim that sweet little thing. Not a goddamn chance.

      “Here’s the deal. I’ll give you the price you asked for, and I’ll take your daughter too. But I want you gone.”

      He chuckles like I’m joking. “The deal is for you to own the place, and I get to stay on as managing partner. I need someone to fix the place up, but I plan on hanging around and enjoying myself.” He adjusts himself in his jeans, and I want to kick him right in the balls.

      “Not only do I want you out of this arena, I want you out of this fucking state. And I want it to happen tonight.”

      “You can’t be serious.” He narrows his eyes at me.

      “Try me.” I pull out my phone and hold it up. “I’ll even give you double what you’re asking for, but if I see your face around here again, it will be that last time you breathe without the help of a machine.”

      His face pales, and he swallows hard. “W-where am I supposed to go?”

      “You can go straight to hell for all I care.” I open my phone and send a message to my accountants. They respond right away, and I tuck it in my back pocket. “It’s done, get the fuck out of my building.”

      “I need to get my things and say goodbye to—”

      “Nope,” I interrupt. “You don’t get to say a fucking word to my girl. Ever again.”

      “Wait, maybe we should talk this over a little more.”

      “Do you want the money or not?”

      He thinks it over for a half a second and looks in the direction where Tracy left. I know he’s weighing the money with his daughter, and he doesn't surprise me when he finally shrugs like it’s not a big deal.

      “Whatever,” he finally says and walks past me. “I’d say see you around, but I’m happy to be rid of this dump,” he grumbles, and I turn around to make sure he leaves out the front doors.

      As soon as he’s lost into the dark of night, I look around and shake my head. What the fuck did I just do? I find security and talk to the guys about closing up and keeping the place locked down for the night. They’ve agreed to hang out and make sure Walker doesn’t come back. I’ve padded their pockets with a little extra to sweeten the deal. Walker might be a piece of shit, but he’s managed to hire decent staff.

      Once that’s taken care of, I ask one of them where I can find Tracy because she and I need to talk. One of the guys points me to the parking lot, and I must look confused, but he explains she’s got a little camper set up out there. It makes me even angrier that he’s made his daughter live in a fucking parking lot where god knows what could happen to her. He clearly had zero worry when it came to her safety.

      My boots pound against the pavement when I get out back and see the empty lot with the busted camper at the edge near the woods. Not only is it a piece of shit that could be taken out by a strong wind, but it’s next to an area where anyone could come up and grab her without the cameras seeing. Hell, a fucking bear could tear through her walls. There’s too many scenarios where she’s in danger, and I don’t like it. Not one bit.

      One look at that little thing and all I want to do is throw her over my shoulder and get her the hell out of here. Rodeo life isn’t for the innocent, and I have a feeling she’s already been through too much if this is how she’s living.

      I go up to the trailer and knock on the door, and the whole thing shakes. I shake my head and knock again when I don’t hear movement inside.

      “What the fuck?” I bang on the door, and this time I see a light come just before Tracy swings open the door. “Holy shit.”

      She’s standing there in nothing but white cotton panties and a white threadbare tank top that clings to her curves. Some people might call her chubby, but I’d call every inch of her fucking perfect.

      “What?” She blinks a few times like she’s not awake, and I wonder how the hell she was able to fall asleep so fast.

      “Get back inside,” I bark, and she falls over backwards at my sharp tone. “Fuck.”

      I have to climb inside the rickety trailer to help her off the floor. She’s sprawled out on some kind of fluffy pink rug, but I don’t have time to look around at the place.

      “Goddamn it, girl, are you trying to give me a heart attack?” I pull her into my arms and sit down on the mattress behind me. There’s not much else in here to sit on, and my size is already stretching the space to capacity.

      “I’m sorry?” She says it like a question as she looks up at me through her dark lashes.

      “Don’t you have some clothes you can put on?” I don’t bother to hide my stare as I look down at her nearly naked body and run my hand along her hip. “Or is this part of the deal?”

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” She makes no move to climb out of my lap, and I know my cock has to be digging into her ass. I can’t help it with her soft body pressed against mine.

      “I just bought the Circle C Rodeo, and the deal was you come with it.” My hand slides up her bare thigh because I can’t help the need to feel her, to dig my fingers into her softness. “Your daddy promised me you were still sweet. Are you, Tracy?”

      “I…um…” She swallows hard, and instead of answering me out loud, she nods.

      Fuck, I should get out of here. All I wanted to do was come in here and tell her to grab her shit so I could put her up in a hotel. But having her on my lap and feeling her warm curves pressed against me makes me want to do bad things. She hasn’t had a man, but I bet I could teach her how to ride.

      “Why don’t you show me?” I nod to her panties as I push her legs open a little. “Let me see what I paid for.”

      Her hand is shaky as she lifts the edge of her panties and slowly pulls them to the side. That’s when I see her pussy lips, already wet and full. I lick my lips and nod to her again.

      “Let me taste it.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Five

          

          Tracy

        

      

    

    
      Am I really doing this? I have to be dreaming this time for sure. How’s it possible Bronco owns the Circle C Rodeo now and I’ve somehow come along with this deal? How is this even possible without someone talking to me? Not only that, but Bronco is in my trailer, and he wants to see my body. He said he wants a taste of what he thinks he rightfully owns. My body agrees with him all too eagerly.

      I’d think he’d want me to help more as a manager or something because that makes more sense. I guess that’s why he was at the Circle C to begin with. I mean, you can’t ride steer forever, but he could find buckle bunnies for life. I think that’s one of the main reason my father sticks around here. Owning a rodeo means money, but my father had no head for business.

      That said, it's clear Bronco has other ideas. The only thing he wants me to manage at the moment is him. This is also a fantasy of mine come to life. Having seen him tonight in the flesh has made this dream more vivid than any of the others I’ve had of him before, and I don’t ever want to wake up. That always happens when you start to get to the really good part.

      “Are you shy?” He smirks, seeming to enjoy my hesitation.

      My nod is so small, but he understands. How can I not be shy? This man has been somewhat of a legend in my mind over the years, and now the hard outline of his cock is pressing against my bottom. He’s turned on by me, and it’s hard to wrap my mind around the idea of that. I should probably be really honest because I’d hate to disappoint Bronco. In fact, my need to please him is stronger than anything.

      “I don’t know what I’m doing,” I admit. “I’ve read about it in books, and I think maybe—” I stop talking when Bronco closes his eyes, and his breathing grows heavy. With him in my trailer, the space is so small all I can smell right now is him. Did I say something wrong? Does my lack of experience turn him off?

      “I want to see what belongs to me now,” he says when he finally opens his eyes. I swear they’re darker now.

      “Okay,” I agree with a nod. The idea of him owning me makes my heart flutter, but I try not to focus on that. I need to keep my heart as far away from all of this as possible.

      His rough hand rubs up my thigh, and my nipples harden almost painfully. My breasts grow heavy, and I look down, wondering what is wrong with my body. It’s never reacted this way before. Not even when I’ve touched myself.

      “You’re wet,” Bronco rumbles as one of his thick fingers rubs up and down the outside of my hands. I look down and spread my thighs more to see he’s right. I’m wetter right now than after I get myself off.

      “I…ah…” I fumble over my words, having no way to explain what is happening to me. I don't even understand it. Everything is starting to ache, including the place inside of me. Which I’ve never felt before.

      “That’s what I want to taste.” My body shudders thinking about Bronco’s head between my thighs. “Anyone ever kiss you there?” His question almost sounds like an accusation, but he keeps stroking me, waiting for my answer.

      “No one has ever kissed me anywhere,” I admit, licking my lips.

      His fingers freeze. In all the pictures and videos I’ve seen of Bronco, I’ve never once seen this expression on his face. It’s one I can’t read, but something in the air changes around us. It’s charged, making the already small space shrink even more because of it.

      “No one has ever kissed that mouth of yours?” My lips barely part to answer him and he’s on me. Not just his mouth, but he lifts me, pinning me to my bed beneath his giant body. My thighs spread and stretch so far to accommodate his size it’s almost painful, but I don’t care.

      Bronco Layne is kissing me.

      His lips press against mine, and it’s so soft compared to every other inch of him. It’s not long before he’s thrusting his tongue into my mouth and taking what he wants. I let him kiss me at first as I lie there so he can have his way with me. But when his cock grinds against my soaked panties, I have no choice but to react. I don’t have a clue of what I’m doing, but my body seems to know.

      “Bronco,” I moan when his mouth leaves mine to travel down the column of my neck.

      “That’s right, sweet thing, keep saying my name.” He nips at the tender skin there as he rips my top in half, exposing my breasts to him.

      I should tell him to stop. I’m pretty sure this is breaking the law on prostitution now that I've become his whore of sorts. Instead, the only thing that pours past my lips are moans when his mouth greedily latches on to my nipple. Yeah, I’ll be his whore.

      His hand engulfs my other breast before he pushes them together so he can quickly go from one nipple to the other, wanting to have them both at the same time.

      “You’re so damn soft.” He grunts as his teeth graze over my sensitive skin. “Never felt anything like it.” He lifts his head. “Bet you’re even softer between your thighs. Doesn’t matter how wet you get, I bet that pussy is still tight. I fucking know it. But there’s no way I could take you without breaking you in. I’ll have to work you up to my dick. You’ll get there for me, won’t you?” He moans and licks his lips. “A girl built like you? I’ll get it in there. You’ll take it.” He grunts the last part as he thrusts against me.

      Images of him breaking me in flash through my mind. I wiggle under him, trying to rub my clit against the hard bulge in his pants. This is so wrong, but damn, it feels so good. My eyes lock with Bronco’s. I’ve been around a lot of animals in my life, and right now he looks like a wild bull that’s not in control.

      “You’re lucky no one’s gotten into this shitty trailer and taken this sweet pussy before now.” I whimper at the possessiveness of his words and his tone. I should be disgusted and slap him or something, but instead, all I do is cling to him tighter.

      “No one bothers me. They know my father’s rules.”

      A deep rumble comes from him, and he starts to thrust his hard cock against me. This is so much better than my pillow. He’s a full-grown man covered in muscles to hump against.

      It only takes a few strokes against my clit, and I’m going off. The orgasm is unlike anything I’ve ever had before. It cascades over me and explodes out through my body. I start to scream out his name, but his hand comes down over my mouth, muffling the sound. He gives two more hard thrusts before he groans loudly. I feel more wetness against my panties, and at first I think it’s mine, but then I realize it’s his thick and warm release.

      With the lack of sleep and killer orgasm buzzing through my body, sleep starts to immediately pull me under. But not before I hear Bronco’s words.

      “I’m your daddy now.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Six

          

          Bronco

        

      

    

    
      I end up using the shirt I ripped off of her to clean myself up before I get up from the bed. I stare down at her sleeping body, curled on her side, and all I want to do is fold myself around her and sleep until dawn. But I’ve got too much else I want to do before that happens.

      Tracy doesn’t move as I poke around her trailer. Another reason she’s not safe out here. I’m pretty sure a tornado could come through and she’d still have that cute little snore without a care in the world.

      When I finally find a bag big enough for what she’ll need, I start to pack her things. I grab clothes and set aside some pajamas that I can put her in before we get the hell out of here. While I’m packing, I find an old photo album with pictures of an older woman that looks identical to my Tracy. It must be her mom, and I decide those should come too.

      After I’ve got the bag packed, I look around and realize that’s all there is to this place. It’s clean, but it’s a dump, and I’m all too eager to get her the fuck out of it. I remind myself to call the boys down at the farm to haul this thing off and then set it on fire for good measure. My woman won’t be living in a place like this ever again.

      What in the fuck have I done tonight?

      I’ve got a place here in town that I keep for when I’m touring the circuit, but I’ve got to figure all this out quick. One look at Tracy, and my life suddenly upended, and now I’ve got someone else to think about when making my decisions.

      “Sweet thing,” I say as I lean over and kiss her cheek. “Let’s get you dressed.”

      She’s still half asleep as I pull a shirt over her head and help her into some sleep pants. She must be exhausted with how fast she passed out. It makes me grind my teeth when I think about how she was probably working herself to the bone while Mr. Walker fucked bunnies in his office all night. I need to have that room fumigated before I go in there.

      By the time I carry her out to my truck and drive to my house on the edge of town, it’s late in the night. She mumbles something about being sleepy and working all day as I carry her inside.

      “I know, sweet thing, and I promise you’re going to get your rest.”

      I made a call on the way to security that the rodeo would be on lockdown until I got there tomorrow. Then I made a call to my team here in town and told them to meet me at the Circle C first thing. I also have a construction crew coming too, because the longer shit keeps falling apart, the more money it’s going to cost me later.

      Glancing down at Tracy sleeping so sweetly in my arms, I can’t find an ounce of regret inside me. She stirs a little as I lay her on the cool sheets and begin to remove her pajamas.

      “Bronco?” she says softly as her eyes open just a little to look at me.

      The room is lit only by the moonlight, and I’ve already stripped my own clothes off. “Shh, just go back to sleep. I’m gonna get a little dessert before I turn in.”

      “Wha—” She doesn’t finish the sentence before I spread her legs and bury my face against her pussy.

      Fuck, she smells like heaven as I breathe her in and then run my tongue up the seam of her lips. Her clit throbs against my tongue, and I smile while her hips wiggle. She’s trying to get away from the feeling of it, but at the same time she’s bearing down on my mouth.

      “It’s all right, just let me have my treat.” I grab her ass with both hands and lift her up as my mouth covers her pretty cunt. She’s like sun-ripened strawberries, and her juices run down my chin. “Fuck, I’ve never had anything so sweet.”

      “Bronco,” she moans, digging her fingers into the sheets.

      Deciding that I need to see just how tight she is, I slide two fingers inside her cunt. I’m not disappointed when she squeezes them, her pussy begging to be filled.

      “Damn, sweet thing, I’ll hardly be able to get the tip in.” I lick over her clit, and she moans. “Look at how good you’re doing.”

      “It’s so full.”

      I shake my head and smile. “Just you wait. There won’t be an inch that I don’t own.”

      She rocks her hips forward and pushes her pussy toward my mouth. My innocent girl is already begging for it, and I can’t say no.

      As I slide my fingers in and out, I suck on her pussy lips one at a time and then roll my tongue over her clit. She cries out, arching her back, and I have to hump the bed to get some relief. When she cums, I pull my fingers out of her and replace them with my tongue. I want to eat her orgasm and feel her clenching for my cock. I’m so fucking hard that I’m smearing cum all over the bed as it leaks from me.

      When I’m sure the last of her orgasm is finished, I climb up her body and move my cock between her legs. Her pussy lips are so fucking soft as I swipe the swollen head of my cock between them. Her hips jerk when I rub cum over her clit and then do it again. She’s so fucking wet that I can’t help but dip my cock into her opening just a tiny bit, enough to wet the head. Then I get greedy and keep it there while I jack my hard length off. I don’t know what’s come over me, but I’m possessive as fuck right now, and I need to do this. I’ve got to put my cum on her and in her, and this is the only way.

      “More,” she moans, placing her hands on my chest.

      I look into her eyes as I start to cum, and I clench my jaw tight as waves of pleasure shoot out of my thick shaft and into her. Her breath catches, and she must feel the hot release inside her. That’s when I watch as she cums again just from this dirty tease, and I fall on her like an animal.

      I’m kissing her with the taste of her pussy still on my mouth and the head of my cock inside her. It’s not everything I want, but it’s enough to take the edge off.

      “Now go to sleep,” I say against her lips before I kiss her again. “I’ll take care of you, sweet thing. You don’t have to worry about anything ever again.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Seven

          

          Tracy

        

      

    

    
      Cozy is the first thing that comes to mind as I start to wake up. I’m wrapped in warmth, and I never want to move again. I try to fight the need to get up, but I know there’s so much to be done. All I want to do is stay right here a bit longer. My alarm isn’t going off, and my whole body is more relaxed than I can ever recall before now. When did my mattress turn into a fluffy cloud with sheets of pure softness?

      I almost fall back under as a rich, earthy smell fills my lungs. One that will forever be branded in my lungs. That’s when everything from the night before comes flooding back. I remember that someone once told me that lack of sleep can actually make you feel drunk and a bit out of it. That has to be what happened last night. It’s the only thing I can reason after everything from the night before plays through my mind.

      When I open my eyes, I stare up at a white vaulted ceiling with pretty crown molding. Obviously, this is not my trailer. I jolt up from the bed and glance around the dimly lit room. The only light that peeks in comes from under the heavy curtains that keep the sun out the best they can. What is this place? It can't be a hotel, but I didn’t think when Bronco carried me out of my trailer in my orgasm-induced coma we’d gone too far. Whose home is this?

      My eyes dart to the other side of the bed, and I see an outline of where Bronco slept. He was pressed right up against me as he held me in his arms. I remember he whispered something to me, something about taking care of me? It’s all so fuzzy now.

      I pull the sheets back to glance between my thighs, and I see I’m still a wet mess from my orgasms. I put my hands over my face as I recall Bronco going to town on me down there. You’d think the man had been starved with the way he ate me.

      My hips start to wiggle as more details come back. His thick fingers stretched me, and when I move, I can still feel it. It’s not painful, but there’s a reminder that he was there last night. I bet I’ll feel it all day.

      “No!” I hiss at myself when I drop my hands from my face. My fingers go between my thighs as my clit starts to throb with need. Normally I get myself off maybe once a week, but Bronco has awoken something inside of me.

      Had it been mind-blowing? Yes, but that’s not the point. As badly as I’ve wanted Bronco, he's not the man I thought him to be. I can’t masturbate to him or let myself think this is going to happen. Nope. I’m taking a stand. I’m not going to be a notch on his beautiful wood bed frame—probably custom made. Stay on track, Tracy! I remind myself.

      Of course all of my thoughts about Bronco are fantasies because there isn't a lot of information on his personal life out there. He’s always kept it that way in interviews. No one has ever caught him hooking up with a buckle bunny, but I heard one of the girls whispering that he makes them sign non-disclosure agreements.

      That paper seems to work well then because I’ve never seen any of it online. He was a good old boy in the true sense of the word that’s been lost over the years. Or so I’d thought. I think with the lack of information on Bronco, I’d made up my own version of him. One where he’s a good man and does what he does because he loves it and just hasn’t found a woman to call his own. I’m sure it’s not easy with how much they have to hop around from city to city. Not that it ever stops some of the others. Some of those guys are married and still running around the arena chasing tail.

      As my eyes adjust more to the room, I notice my bag in the corner. I dart over to it and grab it before I quickly make my way into the bathroom. When I enter, I go straight for the shower and then moan when the hot water comes on. There is no way I can resist a hot shower.

      I take my time, and part of me wonders if Bronco is going to show up. I have no idea what I’ll do if that happens. I consider pretending he caught me in here, and then I roll my eyes at myself. You’re not a whore, Tracy. Why do I have to keep reminding myself of this? I’m a damn virgin!

      It’s clear, however, Bronco thinks I am. I can’t really blame him either with how I’ve been letting him do whatever he wants. I went along with the whole idea that he owns me since he bought the Circle C. Well, he’s in for a rude awakening. Now my vagina just needs to get it together too.

      It doesn’t help that after using his shampoo and soap, I smell like Bronco even more than I had before I’d gotten into the shower.

      The whole time I get dressed I give myself a pep talk of what I’m going to say and how I’m going to stand up for myself. I’ll work for the Circle C but not on my back.

      Maybe we could negotiate? Something like no full penetration. He can’t have my virginity, but we could fool around? I glare at myself in the mirror. My hair is still wet, but I braided it after I got dressed.

      “No!” I point at my reflection, trying to think straight.

      “No breakfast?” a deep voice rumbles from behind me. I let out a scream of surprise and turn to see Bronco standing there in the doorway of the bathroom. He’s so handsome and even bigger than I remembered. “Well, I guess it’s lunch at this point.”

      Did I really sleep that long? I never sleep that long.

      “I don’t want your food.” I raise my chin in defiance. Okay, I guess I’m doing this. For the first time in my life, I’m going to stand up for myself.

      A slow, sexy smile pulls at Bronco’s lips. “You fed me, so it would only be fair if I feed you.”

      My mouth falls open. He did not say that. I press my thighs together as my fresh panties start to get ruined already. Damn him. It’s going to be hard to resist this man.

      “You expect me to suck your—” My eyes drop to the crotch of his jeans, and there’s a clear outline of his hard cock. Is that thing always hard!?

      “It kills me to stop you, but no. I cooked. Come on, sweet thing. You need real food,” he says before he strolls away, leaving me completely dumbfounded.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Eight

          

          Bronco

        

      

    

    
      Every damn time she put her mouth around the fork to take a bite, my cock pulsed. Just the thought of her on her knees and sucking my dick made me have to go to the bathroom and jerk off. She looked at me funny with the pancake halfway to her open mouth as I stormed out of the room. But I’m only so strong, and I knew she needed to eat. It was over after three pumps, and only enough to take the edge off. When I came back to the kitchen, she was sucking syrup off her finger, and I nearly fell to my knees in pain.

      Finally, after she got enough to eat, I hurried us out of the house before I buried my face in her pussy and we never left. There are things to be done at the arena, and I want to get them done as quickly as possible.

      “So tell me what you think,” I say as I pull out of the driveway and we head toward the Circle C.

      “About what?” She smiles and shakes her head. “Breakfast, your house, all of this?”

      I think for a second and then nod. “Yeah.”

      She laughs, and it’s the sweetest sound. “Be careful what you ask for. I’ve been told I talk too much.”

      Tracy looks away from me and out the window as I drive, and I can feel the change in her. It’s so abrupt it makes me angry because I want to know who the fuck told her she talks too much. Who made her feel like she had to keep quiet instead of saying what she thinks and feels? It can’t have only been her father, but I’m putting the heap of the blame on him.

      “Hey,” I say, taking her hand in mine. She turns my way at the touch, and I squeeze my fingers around hers. “Go ahead and talk my ear off, sweet thing. I’ve got two for a reason.”

      She gives me a little smile that doesn’t quite reach her eyes, but she nods. “Breakfast was great. I don’t think I’ve had homemade pancakes since my mom left. I was around three, but I remember them.”

      “Where’d she go?” I ask, and Tracy shrugs.

      “My father never told me. He just said she ran off, but I think he had something over her that kept her away. I’m not sure why she’d leave me behind with him otherwise.”

      “It might have something to do with the Circle C,” I say, and Tracy’s brows furrow.

      “What do you mean?”

      “He had part of the deed in your name. Not the controlling share, so you couldn’t make decisions unless he died. But it looks like when the land was purchased, it was put under your name too. Maybe your mom had a hand in that?”

      “He never told me,” she says quietly and looks out the window again.

      “I’m not surprised.” Her dad was a real piece of shit, and I can only assume he kept Tracy around because he didn’t have one hundred percent of the control on the property. If her mom was around, she could have made trouble by not allowing the sale to go through. Maybe that’s why he waited until now to do it? “I need your help.”

      “Me?”

      I smile and nod. “Yep, you.”

      “How in the world can I help you? You’re the one with all the money.”

      “True, but I need to know how to spend it.”

      “I think that’s the easy part.” Her smile is back, and it’s a reminder of just how special she is. No matter what life throws at her, she keeps on smiling.

      “I looked over the financials last night, and there’s one thing I kept coming back to.” I glance at her as I pull into the parking lot of the Circle C. “You ran all of that, Tracy, and it’s the reason the Rodeo has stayed open all these years, in spite of what your father took and let fall to the side. You’re the one that kept the doors open on this place, and that means you know what it takes to keep it going, even when someone is skimming off the top.”

      “I didn’t do much. I just kept the bills paid, but there was never any left over.” She shrugs like it’s not a big deal.

      “You’re not giving yourself enough credit. This is a multimillion-dollar-a-year facility, and you, by yourself, kept it going. I know grown men with pockets twice as deep that haven’t been able to do that. You’ve got a gift, sweet thing, and it’s time we put it to use.”

      She blushes, and I can’t help reaching out and tracing my thumb over the rosy cheek.

      “I’ve got some people I want you to meet.”

      “Meet?” For the first time all morning, she looks nervous. Well, except for when she thought she was going to suck my cock, but I can’t think about that right now or I won't be able to walk because my dick will be too hard.

      “Yep, I’ve got a team of contractors here, and they’re ready to go to work. You tell them what needs attention, and their crews will be on it.”

      “But the rodeo doesn’t have the money to do the upgrades it needs. I’ve seen the books.”

      “Yeah, but you haven’t seen mine.” I wink at her as I hop out of the truck and then go around to the other side to help her down. “I’m going to make you a deal.”

      “I’m not sure what I have to offer in return. You already have everything, including me.”

      “You’re right, but I still want to make a deal.”

      “Let me hear it then.” She raises her chin, and it’s so damn cute when she’s trying to be tough.

      I put my hands on the truck behind her and cage her in. That makes a little of her confidence fall, and she licks her lips nervously.

      “I’ll front the money for all the work that needs to be done, and you’ll be in charge of managing this place.”

      “What do you get in return?” she asks softy.

      “I think you know what I want.” I press my body against hers so she can feel how hard I am. “I bought this place, and you came with it, but I want all of you, sweet thing. I’ll let you run this rodeo like it should be, but I want that tight little pussy you got on my dick.”

      She swallows hard, and her lips part, but nothing comes out.

      “I’ll take it if that’s how you want this to go, but I’d rather have you eager to make me happy.” Leaning down, I brush my lips over hers and then take a step back. “Come on, we’ve got people waiting.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Nine

          

          Tracy

        

      

    

    
      Bronco threads his big fingers through mine. His giant hand engulfs my own as he leads me toward a group of men. If I had to guess, there are at least fifty of them lingering around waiting to be told what to do. A lot of them glance at Bronco's hand holding mine.

      Is he trying to make a statement? I’d find it really sweet if I didn’t know this wasn’t only some temporary thing, and he doesn’t share. At least that seems to be the main point he is getting across to all these men. Bronco doesn’t need words to tell the world what he wants them to know.

      I recognize a few of the workers from town, but I think most came in from the biggest city, about thirty minutes away. They’re all dressed in construction gear with a stack of tools behind them.

      “This is Tracy. What she says goes.” A few of the guys I grew up with scrunch their faces in disbelief. I’m sure they're as confused as me. There’s no way they’re going to take orders from me. It’s laughable.

      “Where’s Mr. Walker?” one of them calls out. I think his name is Andrew.

      “I don’t give a shit where he is as long as it’s not here. You see him here, you let me know because it’s trespassing.” My attention focuses back on Bronco.

      My father is really gone. That sounds a bit too good to be true, but he also sold me, so I’m useless to my father now. At the moment, I’m only going along with all this because my mind is spinning. Part of me is happy that I might never have to see my father again, but this other part, one that I don’t understand, hurts deep down inside.

      “All right, boss man,” another one says. “Where do we start? We already cleared out the trailer.”

      “My trailer?” I squeak. “Cleared out like…” I wait for someone to fill in this blank for me. When no one says anything, I turn and take off toward the place that has been my home for the past two years.

      Bronco calls after me before he barks some other orders to the men. His steps are heavy behind me, and each one rumbles the ground, reminding me of a wild bull. He catches up to me as I turn the corner and freeze.

      Fifty yards out, the spot where my trailer once stood is now bare. As is the rest of the parking lot. It’s been cleared of any litter or junk from the night before. There are still potholes and cracks in it, but concrete is damn expensive to repair.

      I told my father if we started to charge for parking, we could pay to have it redone. I mean, half the time people party out here drinking their own beer. They could at least pay to park if they’re going to use it for a party zone and not drink our beer.

      “Where’s my trailer?” I spin, putting my hands on my hips to square off with Bronco.

      “It was a piece of shit, and it’s not going to be a hazard zone on the property.” His words are almost like a smack to the face, but I don’t flinch. In fact, I keep my face completely neutral. It’s my best talent really.

      The one and only thing I’ve ever thought was really mine he called a hazard zone. It’s probably in some junkyard smashed to pieces. I guess that’s why he took so much of my stuff last night. That trailer is all I had. Sure, it was shitty and I didn’t love it, but it was mine. He doesn’t get that because it’s all too easy for him to buy what he wants.

      “You don’t need it. You’re staying with me.” He steps closer, and my brain tells me to take a step back, but my boots keep me planted where I am.

      “Cause I’m yours now?” I sing-song to annoy him.

      “Damn straight.” It’s harder this time not to flinch, but I think I pull it off.

      He’s right, though. I really have nowhere to go and not a penny to my name.

      “Well, I better get to work then.” I step around him, and he calls after me.

      “Sweet thing.”

      “Don’t call me that at work,” I say over my shoulder as I head back the way I came. I don’t know why I think I can try and get away from him. The man is a bull, and I'm waving a red flag to piss him off and come charge me. A moment later, two hands grip my hips and spin me around to face him. “Damn, I didn’t even hear you move that time.”

      “If I don’t want you to hear me coming, you won’t.” His fingers flex against my hips. The sensation goes straight between my thighs as I think about those same fingers inside of me hours ago. I bet he’s expecting something else rather than his fingers tonight.

      Damn it all to hell because I want that too, but this is going to end up being one big mess. To him this is some fun because he’s used to the buckle bunnies. They know the drill, so it’s easy for him to have fun while he’s in town, but once he’s gone, there’s nothing left. Sometimes when the wranglers pass through again, they hit up the same girl, but most of the time, they grab someone new.

      “Is there something you need? Because—”

      “Something I need.” The words roll off his tongue and sound sexy as hell. “What did I say about asking men if they need something?” I roll my eyes because I don’t want Bronco to know how much I love the idea of him needing anything from me. Not want. Need. Two very different things, which he himself is making clear.

      “I didn’t ask a man. I asked you.” He throws back his head, and a laugh booms from his chest. What the hell? Even his laugh is sexy, but I ignore it. “I’m supposed to give instructions to your men,” I remind him, trying to pull this away from sex.

      “All right then, tell me what needs the most attention first?” He grows serious.

      “The arena. There are a few pins down there I don’t trust and some spots in the dirt that need to be filled. Not only is an animal going to get hurt but a rider too.”

      “All right. Then what?” He checks that right off my list like it will be done in a few hours.

      “I’d really like a structural engineer out here.” I swallow, hating to admit this part, but if I’m truly in charge and want this done right, I need to lay some things out there. “Somehow the last never even came out here, but my father got him to write up a report saying we’re all clear. Most stuff is surface, but it would make me feel better if the structure itself was inspected.”

      I’ve barely even finished my words and Bronco is pulling out his phone to make a call. I watch in awe as he issues orders, but it doesn’t come out condescending. It’s clear Bronco doesn’t only have a way with animals, but people too.

      “Ms. Savino will be out here in a few hours with a couple of her people to have a poke around. What’s next?” I don’t know why his question irritates me so much, but it does.

      “What’s next is you tell me where my damn trailer is!” I shout. I should be happy because he’s doing the things I ask, but I can’t help but push a little.

      “I had your father’s office cleaned out already. You can work there.”

      “That’s not the point.” I stomp my foot.

      Bronco glances down to stare at my boot. Now I'm acting like a brat, and I know it. I’m not used to all the things going somewhat right, and it’s overwhelming. This ball of something I don’t understand forms inside of me, and it needs to get out.

      “Are you fixin’ to throw a fit?”

      “Maybe,” I huff.

      “By all means, sweet thing. Let loose.” He smiles, folding his arms over his chest, ready for whatever show he thinks I’m about to put on.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Ten

          

          Bronco

        

      

    

    
      Her eyes narrow, and her little fists clench at her sides. I can almost see the anger rise in her, and I wonder if she’s ever let it out before. Tracy looks like she’s not used to feeling this way, and maybe she’s not. I can’t see anyone in her life giving her the space to actually throw a fit, let alone anyone that actually cares to fix the problem.

      “You can’t just come in here and take things that don’t belong to you, and for that matter I’m not some Pokémon that can be traded around like a Shiny Galarian Ponyta. I’m a person that has feelings and things, and just because my trailer was old and crappy, and fine, it had a few leaks and probably some mold, doesn’t mean you can come in here like a wrecking ball and send it to the junkyard. My things might be broken and cheap, but damn it, they’re mine!”

      “Did you know you’ve got the cutest little dimple on your cheek when you get angry?” I cock my head to the side as I stare at it, and she growls in frustration.

      “Bronco, you’re—” She growls again. “You’re an asshole.”

      “I know.” I shrug, because it’s not the first or the hundredth time someone has called me that.

      “How the hell am I supposed to yell at you when you don’t even care!” she yells and throws her hands up.

      “Does it feel good?”

      “Yes!” she yells again, and I fight a smile.

      “Then keep going.” I nod for her to continue.

      “I’ve been left here to run this dump, that I also happen to love, and you walk around barking orders for people to fix things while you’re throwing money and swinging your big dick—” She covers her mouth with her hand when she realizes what she said.

      I press my lips together and look down at my feet to hide my laughter. I can’t remember the last time I was so entertained.

      “Forget I said that,” she rushes to say. “The point is, you can’t just blow through here making changes to my life and my things without me knowing. Like the trailer.”

      “It was a glorified camper that should have been taken out to pasture in the seventies,” I say gently, but she's already shaking her head.

      “I don’t have much, but I’ve worked hard for what I’ve got. And I won’t sit back and let you toss all that away just because you’ve got money and happen to own the Circle C.”

      “So me taking care of you means you haven’t worked hard?” I raise an eyebrow at her.

      “No, it…um.” She has to stop and think for a second. “I’m just saying you need to respect my things.”

      “Even if they’re a danger to you?” I ask, and again she stammers.

      “Well, I mean, that’s not what I’m saying.”

      “That’s sure what it sounds like.” I move closer to her, so that my hands can rest on her hips. “It sounds like you’d rather be in that broken-down, unsafe trailer than let me take care of you.”

      She sighs and won’t meet my eyes. “That’s not it.”

      “You don’t want to be looked after?” I rub my thumb over the bare skin between her shirt and her jeans. “Is that the problem, sweet thing? You can’t stand the thought of me looking after you, spoiling you? Making your dreams come true?”

      “When you say it like that, it makes me sound ungrateful.” She’s pouting now, and I use my other hand to tilt her chin up so she looks at me.

      “If it feels good to stay mad at me and yell, then keep at it. But it feels just as good for me to do this. Believe me, when I walked in here, I didn’t think I’d buy the place or want to fix it up. At first, I thought I’d turn your father down flat, but one look at you and I knew this was something I couldn’t let go. Then I got a taste, and now I’m addicted.” I lick my lips, and she watches the movement. “There’s nothing I wouldn’t give you or do to this place if it puts a smile on your face.”

      “Damn it, Bronco, how am I supposed to stay mad at you?” She tries to scowl at me, but it doesn’t reach her eyes.

      “I’m sure we’ll have plenty of chances for me to piss you off.” I lean down and press my lips to that spot just below her ear. “Until then, I can think of ways to work you up.” My tongue licks along the skin there, and she lets out a little moan. “I want to see if I can get that dimple to come out when I fuck you.”

      “Oh god,” she whispers.

      “Let me show you to your new office space.” Before she can protest, I take her by the hand and lead her through the arena and to the back.

      I wasn’t kidding when I said I was going to have the office fumigated. That was the first thing I had done, and then they brought in some new temporary furniture until Tracy could pick out what she wanted.

      “Once the place is where you think it should be, you can decorate this room however you want.” I close the door behind us as she walks over to the new desk and computer. “All the files should be scanned in there for you.”

      “There’s an event scheduled for later tonight,” she says when she walks around the desk and looks at it. “Should we cancel it?”

      “Do you have enough staff to cover?”

      “Oh yeah. The beer girls fight over their coolers. The tips are the best-paying job in town.”

      “Then let’s see how it goes. We can call it if we need to.” I walk over behind the desk where she’s standing and take her hand. “I’ll leave you in here to get settled while I go check on things. I’ll come back when the engineer is here, okay?” I say, and she nods.

      “I guess I’ll go through the schedule for tonight and make sure we’ve got what we need.”

      “If you need anything, use this.” I grab the cell phone I bought her off the desk and hand it to her. “My number is already programmed in.” I wink at her as I back out of the office, wishing I could stay beside her all damn day.

      “Is it under A for asshole?” she teases, and I shrug.

      “You’ll have to text me and find out, sweet thing.”

      When I leave her in the office and go toward the area, I’ve already got this empty feeling in my chest. How is it that after one day, I’m fucking crazy for her?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Eleven

          

          Tracy

        

      

    

    
      I think I’m in love.

      At least with this new accounting system Bronco put in place. It’s going to make my day-to-day life so much easier since it tracks everything. I was having to do all this stuff myself before, and it would take up so much time. It’s something that has to be done so I know where I need to cut some things or add others in order to turn better profits. This man is making it really hard for me to not like him.

      He’s so damn confusing. With the way he treats me, you wouldn’t think he’d be the type of man that would buy a woman. Maybe I should stop focusing on that so much. The bought part could be about me running this place and not the sex. Then again, he did say there was one thing he really wanted. Instantly I’m wet, and I roll my eyes at myself.

      “I haven’t stepped in the room and you’re already rolling your eyes at me?” I glance up to see Bronco standing in my open office door. My heart leaps, and there’s no denying I’ve missed him. I was even disappointed when someone brought me lunch and it wasn’t him. I’d been tempted to text him, but somehow I held strong.

      He’s got that handsome smirk on his face that makes my insides flutter like a first crush. I suppose he is, which makes it easy to understand the word crush now.

      I start to smile back until I see the beautiful blonde next to him. She’s dressed in a soft purple blouse and slacks. She’s standing right beside Bronco, but her attention is down on the clipboard in her hand. I suddenly feel underdressed, but then I remind myself this is a rodeo.

      I push back from my chair to stand. Yesterday, I would have never believed that I could work in my father’s office. Today the only thing that’s the same about the room is its location. I don’t know how Bronco pulled it off so fast, but he did. I’m finding that he’s capable of anything he puts his mind to.

      “I wasn’t rolling my eyes at you,” I say as he steps into my office. The woman follows behind and finally lifts her head to give me a bright smile.

      “Hi,” I greet the woman, holding my hand out.

      “Tracy, this is Ms. Savino,” Bronco says before she takes my hand. This is the engineer.

      “Call me Charlie. Ms. Savino is my mother, and Bronco knows it annoys me.”

      Bronco grunts. “She doesn’t need to call you Charlie, that's too friendly. And let her hand go already.”

      Charlie laughs but does as Bronco asks. “Didn’t know you were the jealous type. Interesting.” She pushes her glasses up her nose as Bronco folds his arms over his chest. I’m not sure what’s happening here.

      “Is everything okay?” My eyes drop to the clipboard in her hand. Bronco has gone from teasing me to annoyed, and now I think he might be angry.

      “Everything is great actually. Fabulous, in fact.” Charlie’s smile grows even bigger.

      “So the structure is fine? We’re good.”

      “For now yes, but there are some places that could be updated because in time they’ll be an issue, but Bronco’s already taken care of it.”

      I let out a breath. I’m so relieved. “Okay, you two had me worried.”

      “Oh, I think Bronco’s scared for the first time in his whole damn life.” Her tone is filled with playful happiness. These two clearly know each other somewhat well.

      “Don’t you have somewhere to be?” he grumbles back at her.

      “Always,” she chirps. “I’m one of the most sought-after structural engineers in the state.”

      “Yeah, you’ve brought that up about a thousand times over the years.” I get a sense they could go back and forth all day, so I cut in.

      “It was a pleasure meeting you. Thank you so much for coming out here at the last second.”

      “The pleasure was all mine.” She winks at me.

      “Charlotte,” Bronco snaps.

      The engineer shrugs, not at all sorry, before turning and leaving the two of us alone.

      “Charlotte?” Now I’m the one annoyed. What happened to Ms. Savino or even Charlie as she requested? Charlotte for some reason sounds really personal to me. Actually, everything about them together felt too personal. I hate it, and I know what it is. It’s plain old jealousy, which is not good. I can’t get jealous over Bronco and other women because I’ll never make it.

      “She hates when people call her that, but Aunt Jenny gave her the name, so it’s her fault.”

      “She’s your cousin?”

      “Yep, and an annoying one at that.” He walks over and gives my door a shove so it closes behind him. The room somehow shrinks two sizes now that he’s in here with me.

      “Annoying? She rushed over here to do an inspection.”

      “Right.” He lets out a sexy chuckle that is so deep it makes my nipples harden. How does a laugh turn someone on? He’s done something to my body and somehow flipped this switch that I can’t seem to locate. Even now with the scent of him filling up the room, my body is starting to tingle. “She came to see you. I forgot she’s got a thing for short brunettes.” He mutters the last part. Wait. Was he jealous?

      A thrill runs through me, and I know it’s terrible to be happy because of it. Jealousy is a horrible feeling to have, but thinking of Bronco being angry because someone wanted me has my world once again being turned upside down.

      “I missed you.” He leans up against the closed door. He looks like he’s fighting himself not to come over to me as the muscles in his arms flex.

      “Well, I’ve been right here. You could have stopped by any time.” I sit back down and try to focus on my computer screen. I can play it cool too.

      “You didn’t text.”

      I can’t help but glance up because I swear there is a pout to his words. When I see his expression, I know I’m right. He’s pouting. Somehow, he can pull it off because he’s still as sexy as can be.

      “I missed you too, Bronco.” The words are out of my mouth before I can try and stop myself. When his face lights up, I don’t regret it either. Faster than he should be able to move for a man his size, he’s across the room and kissing me. “Bronco,” I moan against his mouth.

      “Fuck, we can’t do this here.” He’s right, but I only press myself tighter against him. I don’t know what it is about Bronco, but it feels so right with him.

      A knock on the door has both of us freezing, and the only sound is our heavy breathing.

      “Walker?” Nina’s voice sounds from the other side of the door. It’s a reminder that I’m at work and the staff are arriving. The doors will be opening soon to customers, and I’m in my father’s old office moaning like a buckle bunny.

      It’s the cold splash of water that I need.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Twelve

          

          Bronco

        

      

    

    
      I let out a growl of frustration as I release Tracy and go to the door. The last thing I want to do is have her for the first time in this office, and I need to remember that. All I’ve got to do is keep my hands to myself until we can get the hell out of here. Fuck it, I might just take her in my truck if I can’t make it until then.

      “What?” I bark as I pull open the door at the same time.

      “Well hell-o, Bronco Layne. Nobody told me the best ride in the state was mounting tonight.” The woman standing there with a Circle C beer shirt looks me up and down and then licks her lips.

      “Nina,” Tracy says as she comes up from behind me. She holds out what looks like a banking bag and a set of keys. “You’re on cart seven tonight. It’s all stocked.”

      I back away from the door, but Nina keeps her eyes on me as she steps farther into the office and ignores Tracy.

      “You know I used to watch you when I was a little girl. You’re the first cowboy I ever had a crush on.” She leans forward like she’s sharing a secret. “Why don’t you follow me over to cart seven and I can tell you all about it.”

      She touches my forearm, and it shocks me so much that I yank my arm back and bang it on the filing cabinet behind me.

      “That’s enough, Nina,” Tracy says, and there’s something like anger in her voice.

      Nina laughs and tosses her hair over one shoulder. “Take it easy, Trashy. I’m just being friendly.”

      “What the fuck did you call her?” My voice is cold, and I take a protective step toward Tracy.

      “The stand opens in ten minutes,” Tracy interjects. “I suggest you get out of here or I find myself another beer girl.”

      “Fine,” she huffs as she takes the bag and keys. “You know where to find me, Bronc.”

      As soon as she’s gone, I turn on Tracy. “Are you seriously going to let her work after her calling you that?”

      “She’s always been an asshole, but she knows the job, and the guys here love her.” Tracy shrugs and looks away.

      “Hey,” I say, and when she doesn’t look up, I touch her chin and turn her face to meet mine. “I don’t like someone talking to you like that. And I’m not having someone on the payroll that doesn’t respect you.”

      “You might have a lot of vacancies if that’s the case.” There’s a small smile at the corner of her mouth, but I still see the hurt in her eyes.

      “I don’t care if I have to fire every person in here, including myself. As long as you work here, you’ll be treated right.” I take her by the hand, and when I tug on it, she looks at me in surprise.

      “What are you doing?” she asks when I grab the intercom.

      “Setting some shit straight.” I get on the speaker and tell all the employees to meet us in five minutes in the arena, then hang up.

      “Bronco?” she says from behind me as I lead her out of the office and down the hall toward the arena.

      “I told you, sweet thing. I’m not having anyone run over you.”

      When we get down to the arena, I squeeze Tracy’s hand so she can’t pull away from me as I go towards the stage.

      “No,” she hisses at me. “I’m not getting up there.”

      I turn around to face my beautiful girl and although I see fear in her eyes, I also see that she’s begging me to keep her safe. I’m going to do that by helping her face this head-on.

      “Sweet thing, I’m like a charging bull, and that bitch in your office waved a red fucking flag in my face. Now I might own the steel beams that hold this place up, but you’re the one running the show, and I’m going to make damn sure every person here knows it.” She glances over my shoulder at the stage and then bites her lip nervously. “I’m going to be right beside you the whole time and if you get scared, you take some of my strength. I’ve got enough for the both of us.”

      That makes her smile a little, and after she takes a deep breath she nods. “Okay.”

      “That’s my girl.” I squeeze her hand and then we take the stairs up to the stage.

      After a rodeo, this is where they’ll give out the prizes, so from here you can see everything in the arena. When we get to the center, I look around and see people standing on the ground below or sitting in the bleachers. At the top, I can see some of the beer girls gathered together laughing at something, and it makes me see red again.

      “Listen up,” I bark and then silence falls over everyone. “Most of you know who I am and that I’m the new owner of the Circle C. What you might not know is that Tracy Walker is now the general manager.”

      There are a few whispers in the crowd, and chatter starts up.

      “I’m not finished!” I yell, and Tracy’s hand flexes in mine. “As the GM, she’s not only got my approval on every decision she makes, but my unyielding support. That means what she says goes. She’s making the calls, and I’m backing her up, end of story. If you’ve got a problem with that…” I glare up in the stands to the group of women. “Then there’s the fucking door.” I point to the entrance and dare them to leave.

      Tracy comes up beside me, and her presence calms me down. At least for now.

      “All right guys, we’ve got a show to put on tonight,” Tracy says, and her voice is even and sure. “Maguire, you're setting the schedule for the riders.” The older cowboy up front nods at her order.

      “Yes, ma’am.”

      “Have Shaw and Tate as your backup, and Gina on the barrels. The rest is your call.”

      “You heard her,” Maguire says, and the rest of the handlers fall into action.

      “Megan,” Tracy calls to a woman that’s been standing off to the sides. “You’re on cart seven tonight.”

      “What?” I hear someone snap from the group of beer girls, then Nina pushes her way forward. “What did you just say?”

      “Megan, there’s extra shirts in the office if you want to come with me,” Tracy says to the woman, who is now grinning from ear to ear.

      “You’re not giving the janitor my job,” Nina pops off.

      “You’re right, Nina, I’m not. I’m giving you her job. You can scrub the toilets, or like Bronco said, there’s the door.”

      I want to howl with pride at the look on Nina’s face. Nina turns to the other cart girls, who all back away from her like she just farted. Then I have to hold in a laugh as she flips the bird at the two of us and marches out of the Circle C.

      “I guess she’s not cleaning toilets?” I tease, and Tracy shrugs.

      “I guess not.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Thirteen

          

          Tracy

        

      

    

    
      The night started off smoothly enough. We had a normal crowd, nothing too crazy. Then it started to spread through our small town and into the city that Bronco Layne was not only at the Circle C tonight, but he now owned it. We’d ended up at full capacity and had to turn people away. We’ve never had to do that before, and Bronco wasn’t even riding tonight.

      It’s a bit of a reminder of who he really is. I try to keep my ears from not overhearing the buckle bunnies talk about him. Mostly people wonder why he’d buy this place to begin with. There are all kinds of whispers going around. I hate that so many remind me that Bronco and I might live in the same world but we’re still so far apart.

      Thankfully I’ve been all over the place and could push most of those thoughts from my mind. It was easy to get lost in work because it was all hands on deck tonight. At one point, even I was slinging beer to help out some of the girls, but I did what I had to do. What’s better is that no one gave me any shit for the first time. I’m not sure if it was because of Bronco’s speech or the fact that there was no time. Still, no matter how busy I was, thoughts of him lingered in the back of my mind.

      When we make the last call for drinks, which we always do thirty minutes before the show is over, I finally get to catch my breath.

      “Want me to do rounds on the carts?” Betty asks as I walk past her cart, and she comes chasing after me. “I can do the counts if you like. I get it if you don’t want me to. I'm new and all, but I thought maybe, never mind.” All flustered, she starts to turn to leave and head back toward her cart.

      “I’d greatly appreciate that, Betty,” I call out after her. I don’t think anyone has ever asked to lend me a hand around here before. She slowly turns back to face me, and I see that some of her wild curly hair has slipped free from her ponytail.

      I hired her four months ago, and she’s so new that she doesn’t get the best sections. She does her job and keeps her head down for the most part. From the second I met her, she seemed genuine, and I hired her on the spot.

      “Okay! I got it, boss lady!” she chirps with a giant smile. Boss lady is something all the construction men have been calling me today. No clue where the name came from, but I think it’s kind of nice. For so long I’ve been busting my ass here, and never have I felt any kind of respect until today.

      I make a full circle as my eyes roam over the crowd and the concession stands. Everything is being wrapped up, and as I go by the arena, my gaze drifts over to the next steer wrangler that’s about to go in. He should be the last for the night.

      I see Bronco talking to the man, or at least he’s trying to. I can tell the guy is only half listening to whatever it is Bronco is saying. You’d have to be plain stupid not to take advice from Bronco. It’s like a rookie quarterback paying no mind to Peyton Manning trying to tell him the best plays against the opposing team.

      I wish I could say I’m shocked, but I’m not. Some of these boys that come in here are so damn cocky. I’ve seen more than a handful leaving in ambulances. Most of them have been ones I hadn’t wanted here to begin with, but my father has the final say in that. Or he had, I suppose. That’s something else that can change.

      When Bronco leans back, he shouts something at someone, but the announcer starts to call out the wrangler, and it’s too late. I think Bronco was going to stop him from going in the arena, but I have no idea what the two of them were talking about.

      The man doesn’t last even a second before he’s flung so hard and far you’d think he’s never been on the back of an animal in his life. The bull charges after him when he hits the ground, and I gasp.

      The barrelmen try to lure the bull away, but he seems hell bent on going for his target. The whole stadium goes quiet as the rider tries to get up. I think his name is Jericho, if I remember right. Even from this distance I can tell he's out of it and probably hasn’t got a clue where he is.

      An audible cry from the crowd sounds when the bull charges Jericho at full speed. Part of me wants to close my eyes and not see what’s going to happen next, but I know I can’t. This is my job, and it’s part of it.

      Out of nowhere a rope comes swinging through the air, landing perfectly on the bull’s head. My head snaps back to see Bronco pulling hard on the other end of the rope. His boots dig in deep as he yanks the bull back like he’s nothing more than a dog. The bull grunts and shakes his head, but he has no choice but to back off. As big as he is, he could have seriously injured Jericho or even killed him.

      The crowd starts to go wild, and I stand there in shock as I watch Bronco get this bull under control. Finally he gets it back into the stall, and it doesn’t dawn on me until I’m running down the back tunnel that I didn’t recognize the bull.

      When I make it down there, they already have Jericho on a stretcher and he’s being wheeled out by the EMTs. An ambulance is always stationed outside for protocol, and thank goodness, since we needed it tonight.

      “Kurt?” I call to snag his attention. He’s the EMT that’s always on standby for anything medical, and he’s the first to act and alert paramedics.

      “Most likely a concussion and his right shoulder is dislocated for sure.” I let out a breath of relief because it could have been so much worse.

      I go in search of Bronco next, and he’s not hard to find with everyone surrounding him. I see people have jumped over the stands and are filling the arena. All of them are in search of Bronco and begging for his attention.

      Will it always be this way? Even in a perfect world if Bronco did want me in the forever kind of way, would it always be a fight to have his attention?

      I wish I had it in me to be the one that pushed in front and wrestled the crowd for my place, but I want someone to fight for me. Is that selfish? Probably, but it’s my turn. I’ve spent my life letting everyone else walk all over me, and I’m not doing it anymore. I’m not begging for scraps and waiting around to see if Bronco looks my way.

      Let’s see if he’s willing to make me the center of attention. If he ever makes it out of the arena.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Fourteen

          

          Bronco

        

      

    

    
      “Maguire, I want you to find out who the fuck brought in that bull that almost killed Jericho.”

      “Bronco!” someone says, but I ignore the people begging for my attention and try to finish this business.

      “I’m on it, I don’t know how the hell someone could have got one in the stocks. Or why they’d want to.” He turns my way, and we share a look.

      “I’ll have the boys check the cameras, but this arena is on lockdown as of right now.”

      “I’ll have Shaw and Tate bring the rest of the steer around and push this crowd back. Go on out that way.” He nods toward the door that leads to the tunnel.

      “I appreciate it.” I quickly clasp him on the shoulder before I duck out of the mob and to the safety of the dark.

      This is the whole reason I stopped going to shows. When I was the one riding the bull, the women wouldn’t leave me alone, and when I was in the stands, the men were just as bad. I just want to be able to enjoy the sport like the rest of them, but it’s never that easy.

      The crowds, the people, the attention, none of that was what I ever wanted. Even when I smiled and played nice. I did all I could to put a boundary between me and the job, but even when I took all the best precautions somehow people would break into my home or travel trailer to get my attention. Or they’d show up in the changing room, thinking I’d be easy. Enough is enough, and if that means I have to stay in an office while the rodeo is going on, then so be it.

      It takes me forever to walk around the arena, but when I get to the back office, I find Tracy closing up for the night. It’s about damn time, because I’m already mad as hell that I had to track her down to begin with.

      “You’re finished?” I ask, and she nods, but before she can answer me, I grab her wrist. “Good, we’re leaving.”

      “Wait, what’s going on?”

      “I said we’re leaving.”

      “You can’t drag me out of here. I’m not your—”

      “You might want to rethink that, sweet thing.” I hear her frustrated growl, but I don’t care.

      “Why are you so pissy? I’m the one that should be mad.”

      I don’t stop moving as I practically drag her out to my truck and strap her into the seat. Once I’ve got her belted in, I lean over and glare down at her.

      “I’m pissy because I had to watch you walk around in that little outfit all night with every goddamn man in that arena wanting a piece of what’s mine. Now sit your ass down and be quiet.”

      I slam the door of the truck and give security at the gate instructions to check with Maguire and lock the arena up. I make sure they know to call me after checking the footage, but I need to get the fuck out of here.

      When I get in the truck, she starts in.

      “You can’t tell me what to do, Bronco. I saw your fan club tonight, and I see all those little bunnies hopping around your feet. I’m not one of them, and I don’t plan on being one. I refuse to beg for your attention, and I won’t have you telling me what I can and can’t wear.”

      Her face is red, and she’s breathing hard like she had to get that out as fast as possible. I pull out of the parking lot, and I’m thanking god my place is so close.

      “Are you finished?” She opens her mouth to argue again, and I hold up my finger. “That’s the last warning you’ll get from me tonight.”

      “Or what?” She leans in, daring me to do something.

      “Or I’ll pull that tiny skirt off your ass and blister it red.”

      She closes her mouth tight and then opens it again. It’s almost laughable how she’s considering the punishment, and goddamn it, it’s making me hard.

      “You wouldn’t,” she eventually says, and I smile as I shake my head.

      I’m silent the last mile as I pull into the garage of my house, but don’t make a move to get out.

      “Are you going to tell me where the hell you even got that thing, because I know I didn’t pack those in your bags last night.”

      “They were in the uniform closet.” She looks at me like I’m stupid. “All the girls wear them, so you can’t be mad at me.”

      “That’s where you’re wrong.” Lightning fast, I unbuckle her seatbelt and drag her across the console so her ass is lying right on top of it. “I’ll do whatever I want when it comes to you, sweet thing.”

      Grabbing the edge of her skirt, I pull it so hard it splits on the side and her big ass is bared to me. She’s got on a pair of little cheeky panties, but they won’t stop me.

      “Bronco!” she calls out and wiggles, her face nearly in my lap.

      “I think we need to give your mouth something to do.” I unfasten my belt and then unbutton my jeans so my cock springs between us, hard and weeping at the tip. “Suck my dick while I spank you.”

      “What?” She asks the question, but she wiggles her hips like she’s enjoying the idea.

      Sure enough, when I slide my fingers over her pussy, her panties are soaked and her thighs spread. I push them to the side and then sink my fingers in her wet heat. Just as I rub them over her clit, her mouth surrounds the tip of my cock.

      I groan as she sucks a little more into her mouth and her hands wrap around the base.

      “Goddamn, that mouth is so good.” Her hips rock as I keep rubbing and she takes a little more of me into her mouth. “Bet that pussy is even better. Isn’t it?” She nods, and I smile, fisting her hair with one hand and guiding her up and down. “Next time, you’ll know better than to go around showing this off.”

      I pull my hand out of her wet heat and then bring my palm down on her ass in a loud smack. She makes a sound, but with my dick in her mouth, it’s muffled. To my surprise, she sucks me harder and licks over the tip greedily. She pushes back against my palm, and I shake my head.

      “I should have known this would be a treat instead of a punishment.” I smack her ass again on the other cheek, and now she’s taking almost all of me to the back of her throat.

      Over and over, I spank her, until she’s rocking her hips and begging for relief. “Bronco,” she whines, looking up at me. “Please.”

      “Come here.” I lean my seat back and pull her the rest of the way across so she’s straddling me. “Get on my dick, and I’ll make it better.”

      “I’m not on anything.” Her eyes are wide as I rub my bare tip through her wet folds.

      “You’re still going to let me cum in you, aren’t you, sweet thing?” I lean forward and kiss her gently, pushing the tip into her opening. “It’s all right if you make me a daddy. I’ll take care of you.”

      Her panties are still pulled to the side as she slowly lowers onto the thick length of my cock. She hisses a little when I thrust up, but fuck, she feels too good to wait. I wrap an arm around her back and hold her steady as I pull her down the rest of the way in one quick thrust.

      Her back arches, and she cries out, but I’m already rubbing her clit to distract her from the little bit of pain she’s feeling.

      “Pull your shirt up,” I order and she does, letting her sweet tits fall out from underneath her bra. I lean forward, eager to suck on them.

      She’s so fucking wet that even though she’s tight, I slide in and out so easy. It’s like she was made to ride my cock, and the longer we’re like this, the more I realize just how obsessed I am with her.

      Never in my life have I felt this crazy for someone before, and it was instantaneous. One look at my beautiful girl and I was done. That’s what it feels like now. Being inside of her makes me even more insane with need, and I don’t know if I’ll ever be able to stop.

      “Oh god, Bronco don’t stop.” She shoves my cowboy hat off of me and grabs my hair as I lift her up and down.

      She’s so close to the edge from the spanking that it doesn’t take long for me to make her cum. She cries out in the cab of the truck and clings to me as her climax hits. I pull her down all the way, making sure to get my cum as deep as I can go before I let go. It’s the single greatest orgasm I’ve ever had in my life, and I see black spots as I go off. There’s even a moment where I think I might pass out, but when I feel Tracy’s lips on mine, all I can do is smile.

      “Maybe I’ll let you wear that uniform around the house,” I say, and she laughs.

      “Only if it gets this kind of reaction from you.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Fifteen

          

          Tracy

        

      

    

    
      “Not happening, sweet thing,” Bronco says when I press myself into his side and my body melts into his.

      How does this place already have a sense of home to it? I woke up in an empty bed and wasn’t too happy about it until I smelled breakfast. Bronco stands at the stove flipping a pancake with a pile of crispy bacon next to it.

      I’m tender between my legs after last night. I lost count of how many times we went at it because it was kind of a frenzy. At some point it slowed down and then it was gentle and sweet. That was Bronco though, and he has all kinds of sides to him.

      I’m thankful for the years of horse riding because I’m sure I’d be in a whole lot more pain if not for that. Still, with every move I make, I can feel that Bronco was inside me most of the night. It might sting a bit, but I enjoy it. The same way I enjoyed it when he spanked me.

      When he’d taken over control, it was as if a weight had been lifted off of me that I didn’t know was there. Not until he removed it and Bronco was there to take care of me. He was in charge, and I was to do what I was told. I knew and trusted everything would be more than okay, and I was right.

      It hits me hard that I trust him. Not only that, but he’s the only person I’ve ever trusted in my whole life. Even now I can see the hard ridge of his cock in his jeans straining to get out and play. Instead, Bronco’s not going to give me what I want because he knows I’m sore and he doesn’t want to hurt me. I think I’ll be okay, but he would worry about it the whole time. Again, another crazy moment where someone is worrying over me. That's new too.

      “I think I love you, Bronco.” The words slip past my lips, and he cocks his head toward me as his eyes meet mine. I think I might have shocked him since Bronco is always so quick with his words and comebacks. In fact, the man is always three steps ahead of everyone and everything. “More than that, I trust you. I don’t think you know what that means for me,” I say, letting it all out.

      It’s too late to hold it in now because I’m well beyond the point of return. He either breaks my heart or he gives me everything that I could have dreamed of. Why wait and take baby steps toward that when I could know it all now? I think he’s going the same way I am, especially after the whole baby comment and taking care of me. Then again, he could have meant in the chance I got pregnant. If I didn’t, then there’s nothing to take care of.

      “Tracy.” He turns off the stove and abandons breakfast. I’m a bit taken aback by him calling me Tracy. Once upon a time sweet thing annoyed me, but now that’s all I want to hear. Hearing his tone gives me a sense of unease. “When I came out to take a look at the Circle C, it was meant to be an investment—”

      An alert goes off through the house, cutting him off. “What’s that?” I ask, glancing around. I haven't heard that sound before.

      “It means someone is coming up the driveway. Put some clothes on,” he orders me.

      “I’m wearing your shirt. It comes past my knees.”

      “With nothing under it.” I roll my eyes but dash off toward the bedroom to get some bottoms.

      I pause when I catch a glimpse of myself in the mirror. My tousled hair is a mess, so I run my fingers through it. My mouth is as tender as I am between my thighs, but that’s because Bronco loves to kiss me. Everywhere.

      I’ve been missing out on so much in life that I hadn’t realized how bad things were until someone pulled me out. Now that I’ve gotten a good look from the outside, it’s a taste of a different kind of life.

      I can’t believe I ever let my father treat me the way he did. I ran that place, and without me, it would have gone under years ago. He was always skimming money off the top, and I’ve got a feeling he’s been betting on the wranglers and paying some of them to fall off sooner than they should, but that’s only a theory. One that I suppose doesn’t matter much anymore. Not with him being gone.

      “Life can be different. I have to choose it,” I tell myself in the mirror before I hurry to find something to wear. Whoever has shown up is here at the worst time. I’m not sure what Bronco was about to say. My mind wants to go to the negative because nothing ever comes easily, and this has all been a bit too easy.

      When I exit out of the bedroom, I see Sheriff Reynolds and Maguire talking with Bronco. They’re all standing in the entryway, and I notice Bronco has his boots on like he’s about to go somewhere. I think I hear my name and something about a mistake, but they’re all talking too low. They must hear me because their heads swing my way, and they all stop talking.

      “I need you to stay put. I have to make a run,” Bronco says. His tone is flat, and everything about him is unreadable. I shift on my feet as unease starts to rise, but I nod my head. I want to ask a million questions, but something is going on.

      As quick as I answer, he’s gone. The sheriff and Maguire follow after him, and I don’t know how long I stand there watching them disappear in the distance. I was feeling all big and proud of myself, and suddenly I’m back to the feeling of being an abandoned little girl.

      My heart leaps when I hear that alarm go off again, thinking Bronco came back to get me or something. I rush over toward the door and swing it open, but my stomach drops when I see my father’s old truck pulling down the long driveway toward me.

      I rush back into the house and slam the door before locking it.

      “Come on, girl, I don’t got all day,” he shouts after I hear the sound of the old truck door opening and then closing. His footsteps are heavy on the steps up to the porch. “I’ve come to collect.”

      “Collect?” I ask through the door. What the hell does that mean?

      “Bronco got what he wanted, time for you to go.” I swallow the lump that rises in my throat. Did I scare Bronco off because I told him I loved him? Was it something the sheriff said? It doesn’t matter. No one is collecting me.

      “That might be so, but I’m not going anywhere with you. I’ll find my own way out of here.”

      “To where?” He laughs. The sounds make my skin crawl. I’m hurting, and he’s laughing. “You belong to me. Always have, always will.” His voice is sinister, and I think he really does despise me. Maybe it’s because I look too much like my mother. The one woman who walked away from him.

      Some things never change. Or maybe nothing ever changes.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Sixteen

          

          Bronco

        

      

    

    
      It’s a quick ride back to the Circle C, but when I pull into the parking lot, I can see several people standing around. Maguire told me I needed to come see for myself but didn’t elaborate. The sheriff rode with him so when we all get out, I look at them, wondering what the fuck is going on.

      “There’s been a riot,” Maguire tells me, and the sheriff nods to his men by the entrance.

      “Security caught Mr. Walker on camera bringing the wild bull into the stalls last night. He had help from a couple of riders.”

      “I fucking knew it,” I say through gritted teeth. “So what’s with the crowd?”

      The sheriff nods to the group of cowboys by the entrance. “Apparently some of the guys found the riders that helped Walker sneak the bull in and decided to handle the punishment themselves.” The sheriff shrugs. “Not that I blame them. Walker was running scams out of the arena, and the assholes that brought in the bull were in on it.”

      “Well, ain't this a fucking mess.” I sigh and shake my head.

      “I’ve tried to tell them to get out of here, but they demanded to talk to you,” Maguire says.

      “Then let’s get it over with.”

      The riders from last night are standing around three guys that look beat to hell but are thankfully still alive. When I get close, one of them steps forward, and I see it’s the rider from last night that got injured.

      “Jericho, why the fuck aren’t you in the hospital?” I ask, and he shrugs.

      “Doctor said it was just some bruising. Besides, I knew I’d feel better after I blew off some steam.” He rubs his knuckles, and I nod in understanding.

      “Thanks for cleaning up. What do I owe you? You and your friends did me a favor by holding these guys for the sheriff to haul off. I’d like to find a way to thank you for it.”

      “When I heal up, I’d like a chance to compete again in the Circle C.”

      “You got it,” I say, not hesitating. He deserves another chance after getting screwed over.

      “And I’d like a job.”

      “What?” both Maguire and I say at the same time.

      “I’m tired of getting my ass kicked in the arena. I want to work for the best, and in my opinion, that’s you, Bronco.”

      I look at Maguire, and he shrugs like it’s my decision. I suppose it is, but I’m not exactly sure where we could put Jericho.

      “I have a degree in accounting, but I’m happy to muck stalls if that’s what it will take to get signed on here.”

      “Accounting, huh?” I think about Tracy never having any backup or having someone to help her in the office to have a day off. Maybe getting her an assistant might ease up some of the work she’s been carrying all this time. “All right, Jericho. You can have your last night in the arena, and then I’ll put you to work.”

      “Thanks, Bronco,” he says, shaking my hand. “I won’t let you down.”

      “I expect you won’t,” I say, and he and Maguire go over to where the injured guys are sitting on the ground. That’s when I turn to the sheriff. “So what about those assholes?”

      “I think we can keep this quiet, but the real problem is Walker. I went out to his trailer with Maguire this morning, but he was gone. It wasn’t too long ago either, because when Maguire used his key to go inside, the coffee pot was still warm.”

      “I told him he was supposed to get the hell out of town the night I bought the Circle C.” I narrow my eyes on the front doors and see the brand-new security cameras flashing. “I bet he took one look at the new security system and didn’t try anything after hours. He could sneak in easily enough when the event was going on, but he couldn’t get in after everything was locked up.”

      “Is there anything he could want from you besides the money?”

      “No, I paid him over what he was asking, and the deal was for him to get the fuck out of town.”

      The sheriff rubs his chin like he’s thinking it over. “There’s got to be something. Why else would he hang around? He most likely put the wild bull in to cause a scene and make the event look bad. If he could scare riders away from the Circle C, then you’d have a hard time keeping the lights on. But it feels like he was doing it to distract you or the boys from something.”

      I think about what the sheriff is saying, and I can’t think of anything he’d want besides my money. Hell, he signed over his own daughter to get at it. Unless…

      “Wait,” I say, thinking about Tracy. “Maybe it’s not something he’s after. Maybe it’s someone.”

      “What do you mean?”

      Maybe Tracy wasn’t part of the deal after all. Maybe he said all that shit just so I would be forced to take it over. He could have thought I wouldn’t actually agree to take her, let alone fall in love with her.

      When she told me those words this morning, it was the first time in my life I’d ever felt worthy of anything. Not when I won Nationals, or when I got into the Rodeo Hall of Fame. When Tracy told me she loved me, that was my proudest moment. That’s when I wanted to be the best version of myself, so that I deserved her love. I was just about to tell her all of that and say it back before we got interrupted.

      Tracy is selfless and caring to a fault. She will sacrifice her own happiness even to the one man that deserves it the least. I’d be willing to bet every last cent that Mr. Walker loved having that kind of power over her and isn’t willing to give that up so easily.

      “I need to go,” I say, as the hairs on the back of my neck stand up.

      “What’s going on?” the sheriff asks, but I’m already in motion.

      If he’s stupid enough to come to my house and try to take Tracy away from me, then he better be ready for a fight. There’s nothing that will separate Tracy from me, especially her deadbeat dad.

      “You might wanna send a patrol by my house,” I call out to the sheriff as I get in my truck. “Maybe an ambulance too.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Seventeen

          

          Tracy

        

      

    

    
      “Open the damn door!” my father bangs on it harder while I stand there in shock.

      My mind does not want to believe what’s happening and that this is why Bronco left in a hurry. He didn’t even say goodbye or anything. I chew on my tender bottom lip, still feeling where Bronco kissed me. His marks are all over me, and meanwhile he’s leaving me to my father?

      There are all kinds of things the sheriff might have told Bronco. I’ve realized over time that most of what my father did wasn’t by the book. What if Bronco thinks I was a part of all that? He could think I pulled some wool over his eyes and was a part of some setup with my father in all this.

      For Bronco to think that for even a second breaks my heart. We might still be new, but I thought what we felt was soul deep. To me, it was the kind of love I always heard people talk about but never believed it was possible. Not until Bronco.

      “Bronco might want me gone but I’m not going with you!” I shout right back through the door. I’m over men using me.

      My father sighs so loud I can hear it through the thick wood door. We both know I’ve got nowhere to go.

      “Tracy, I want you to listen to what I’m saying. You’re coming with me or you’re going to jail.” His tone is so serious that my heart sinks. What is he talking about?

      “Jail? For what? Trespassing? I said I’d leave just not with you.”

      “You might not be the brightest, but you’re not dumb either. Your fingerprints are all over the things that have been going down at the Circle C over the last two years. It was only a matter of time before the sheriff caught on. Not to mention the IRS.”

      “Oh gosh.” I stumble back a few steps from the door. He’s right.

      My fingerprints are all over the place. Sometimes he would make me sign things and I wouldn’t read them. I was stupid to do it, but I was scared. He was all I had at the time, and now I’m starting to see that maybe all a person should ever have is trust in themselves.

      With how quick Bronco left out of here, what am I supposed to believe? He must think I’m a part of my father’s mess, but I shouldn’t be shocked. My own mother took off without so much as a goodbye just like Bronco. For some reason, this feels worse.

      “Now come one.” He bangs even harder on the door this time, making the whole thing shake. I jump back another few feet and try and think of what to do. “I’ve created a distraction and we need to get the hell out of here. I got the money, now come on!”

      I stare at the door, but there’s one thing I’m really not understanding. Why did he come back for me? I honestly didn’t think my father loved me. Not in the normal sense a father cherishes his daughter. Part of me has to know so I can’t help but ask.

      “Why are you here? What did you come to get me for?” I step closer to the door because I think it might haunt me if I don’t know the reason.

      “You’re my daughter.”

      His voice softens, but it’s fake. I know my father, and I’ve learned to read him over the years. He’s the master at playing games to win sympathy. He wears many masks, but I see through all of them. When I don’t respond, the silence stretches. I let it linger, seeing what he’ll do next. He hates the quiet.

      “You belong to me!” he finally bellows, letting the truth ring out between us. The front door shakes again, harder this time. The wood groans, but it doesn’t budge. He must have thrown his whole body against it.

      I decide I need more things between us, and I rush back toward the bedroom. I search for a landline the whole way, but who would I call? Am I actually in trouble and about to be arrested? Bronco comes to mind, and I close my eyes, imagining his coldness from this morning before he walked out the door. It was so different than how he’d gazed at me before.

      When I make it to the bedroom, I start throwing everything I can into a bag. It’s then I spot the cell phone Bronco gave me. I grab it off the nightstand and see it’s dead. Of course it is. I finally want to text him and I can’t. It’s only a matter of time before my father makes it through that door or tries a window next. When he gets his mind set on something, nothing is going to change it.

      I try and think but it’s hard when all I can hear is my father shouting as he bangs against the door. I hate the fear creeping up inside of me. The reality is I might want to be strong, but I’m no match for him physically. If I go with him, then I could escape later. I know once he gets into this house he’s going to be pissed if I’m trying to run. It’s been a while since I’ve been on that side of my father’s anger. I don’t know if he would hit me, but I know he has it in him.

      Before I zip my bag, I grab the cell phone and charger and stuff it inside. I’ll never be able to live with myself if I don’t reach out to Bronco at least once to know where he stands. Something deep inside of me screams that he loves me, but it’s so hard to believe that with the life I’ve led. Nothing ever goes in my favor, and I’m easily discarded like trash.

      I barely get the bag tossed over my shoulder when I hear the splintering of the front door.

      When I step out into the hallway, I have two choices. I could run out the back or go with him and try to escape later. I think I could outrun him, but he might end up snatching me before I make it to the back door. If I go with him, then I can try and call Bronco at some point.

      My father and I stare at each other down the long hallway as the seconds tick by. Eventually he stares my body up and down.

      “You fucked him, didn’t you? You’re a whore just like your mother. I knew it. You couldn't even get him to marry you first.”

      I’m not sure I’m the marrying type. I know Bronco said if I got pregnant he’d take care of the baby, but that didn’t sound like wedding bells to me. He never said anything about me being his wife. Hell, I’d jumped into his bed as fast as a buckle bunny. What if that’s all I’d ever be to him?

      My eyes widen when a giant figure appears in the doorway, and it only takes me half a second to realize who it is.

      I guess Bronco found me first.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Eighteen

          

          Bronco

        

      

    

    
      “Sweet thing, put that bag down and back away,” I tell Tracy but don’t look her way. Instead, I keep my eyes directly on Mr. Walker. “I’m going to take care of this shit, so you can go on outside and wait for me.”

      “Bronco,” she says softly.

      “Go outside and wait for me. I want to do this before the sheriff shows up,” I say, but then Walker moves to the right and blocks her escape.

      “Do what?” he sneers at me. “You got the Circle C and the dirty books. If she stays here, she’ll be the one in cuffs.”

      Realizing his meaning, I grind my back teeth in anger. “You’re a real piece of shit, you know that? It takes a special kind of asshole to throw their daughter under the bus.” He doesn’t bother to deny a word of what I’m saying. “Let me guess, you filed it all in her name? And I’m willing to take a guess and say the bank won’t release the funds I wired to you unless she signs off on it?”

      His smile falters ever so slightly, and I hear Tracy gasp from behind him.

      “She’s just like her mother. Spreading her legs for the first dick that comes at her and won’t listen to orders.”

      “I found the deed.” I’ve got him talking now, and as I move close to him, it pushes him farther away from Tracy. “I saw Tracy’s name on it. Was that because of her mother?”

      “She tricked me.” He scowls at me, and I watch as his fists clench. “When I found out, I ran that slut out of town and made sure she never came back.”

      “What did you do to her?” Tracy asks, her voice soft and shaking.

      I hate how fucking scared she is, but she deserves to know the truth.

      “I promised her that if she showed up again, I’d take out the punishment on you.” The smile he gives Tracy sends chills down my back. “She knew what I was capable of, but I told her as long as she stayed away, I’d take care of you.” He rolls his eyes. “She came back begging to see you so many times it was pathetic.”

      “Enough!” I bark, needing this conversation to wrap up. It’s one thing for Tracy to find out the truth, but it’s another for him to be fucking cruel. “Under the contract her mother set up, if you were convicted of a felony, the company would become solely hers.”

      “Maybe.” He shrugs, pretending to not care what I’m saying.

      “You kept Tracy’s name on the paperwork until you could find a buyer that was willing to take on a nearly bankrupt arena. But then you got screwed over again by her mom because you couldn’t get all the money without Tracy. That’s why you came back to get her.”

      “She’s used goods now anyway, what do you care? You got the arena and her cherry. Now I’ll take her with me and make her useful.”

      “Over my dead body.” My voice is ice cold as I close the distance between us and push him against the wall. “You’re not taking the woman I love away from me.”

      “Love?” He laughs and then my hand goes around his neck. He begins to cough and choke, but I squeeze harder.

      “I’ve met a lot of trash in my life, but nothing compares to you. You’re a human-shaped pile of garbage, and now it’s my turn to make sure you never come back.”

      My fingers dig into his windpipe, and he begins to turn purple as he stops breathing. I’m going to end his life with my bare hands because I won’t give him the chance to come after Tracy. Not ever again. I have to end this, and it stops now.

      “Bronco.”

      Tracy says my name, but I ignore her. The only thing I can focus on is getting rid of this monster.

      “Bronco,” she says again, and I feel her small hand on my back. “Don’t kill him. He’s not worth it.”

      “I won’t let him hurt you.” My teeth are clenched, and Walker has gone from purple to blue.

      “If you kill him, you’ll go to jail. Please don’t leave me.” Her plea fractures my anger, and it cracks right down the middle as my hands begin to loosen. “I can’t live without you, Bronco. He’s nothing to us, don’t give him that power.”

      With one last look at her father, I release him, and he falls to the floor in a crumpled heap. He’s coughing and gasping for air, and part of me is disappointed that he’s still alive. Turning around, I see Tracy standing there with tears in her eyes, and I pull her into my arms.

      “Come here, sweet thing. I love you so much.”

      “I love you too, Bronco,” she says against my neck, and I close my eyes.

      “I’m sorry I ran out of here so fast this morning.” I kiss the top of her head and squeeze her tighter. “I’m sorry I wasn’t here soon enough.”

      “You’re here now.” When she sniffs, I pull back to look in her eyes and wipe away the tears. “That’s all that matters.”

      “You’re never leaving my side again,” I tell her, and she nods as she gives me a watery smile. “Good, glad we’re on the same page. From here on out, it’s just me and you.”

      “Bullshit,” Walker barks and we turn to see him using the wall to help him stand up. “She’ll never be rid of me.”

      “Bronco?” I look through the front door to see the deputy sheriff and two of his men coming through the broken frame.

      “She’s mine!” Walker shouts, and before we know what’s happening, he pulls out a gun from behind his back.

      It all happens so fast, but it feels like it’s playing out in slow motion. I throw myself on top of Tracy while the deputy sheriff draws his weapon. Walker raises his gun to fire at us, but the deputy gets his shot off at the same time. Walker gets hit right in the center of his chest, while his bullet goes stray and grazes my arm. Tracy cries out and clings to me as we fall to the ground and the chaos of what’s just happened settles into place.

      Walker lies dead as the deputy sheriff and his men move in and call for backup. In the distance, I can hear the ambulance, but it’s too late for Walker. My wound is just a deep scratch that might not even need stitches. We got lucky that the sheriff sent them because neither of us knew Walker had a gun.

      “Are you all right?” Tracy runs her hands over the rest of me as if making sure I’m okay.

      “Yeah, I’m good.” I cup her face and look into her eyes. “Are you okay?”

      “I’m shaken up.” She swallows hard and then nods. “But yeah, I think I’m gonna be all right.”

      Hours later, I’ve got Tracy wrapped in a blanket as we watch the sun set over the farm. We rode out here on one of my horses and are planning on staying the night. We both wanted to get away from what happened at the house and have some quiet time alone.

      “Is it wrong that I’m not sad?” she asks as she turns to look up at me.

      “No,” I answer honestly. “Now you don’t have to look over your shoulder for the rest of your life. And maybe we can find your mom.”

      “That would really be something, wouldn’t it?” She looks hopeful as she turns her face to the setting sun. “After all these years of thinking she didn’t want me, I found out she stayed away to keep me safe.”

      “I might be biased, but how could anyone not want you?” I lean down and brush my lips against hers. “You’re incredible, sweet thing, and I love you with every part of my soul.”

      “Does anyone live out here or are we alone?”

      “If you’re asking if we can make love on this blanket, the answer is yes,” I say, and she smiles and nods. “But first I want you to promise me something.”

      I move so that she lies back on the blanket, and I hover over her body.

      “I’ll promise you anything, Bronco.” Her fingers come up and trace my jaw.

      “When we wake up, you marry me.”

      Her eyes widen in surprise, and then her smile grows and grows. “Are you serious?”

      “Yeah, Tracy.” I say her name this time so she knows I’m not messing around. “You’re mine, and I want the world to know. I want you to have my last name and all my babies. I love you, and there’s nothing else in the world I want more than for you to be my wife.”

      “I guess I don’t have much of a choice,” she teases and then nods. “Yes, I’ll marry you, Bronco Layne. And I’ll give you all the babies you want.”

      “I’m going to take that as a challenge.” Eventually her laughter turns to moans as I kiss my way down her body and between her legs. When my mouth finds that pretty little clit, her cries echo over the hills, and I drink her pleasure.

      Our love story might have had some twists and turns, but from here on out, all I plan on doing is making my bride’s dreams come true. From now on, her happiness is my own, and I’ll spend the rest of my life making her smile.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Epilogue

          

          Tracy

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Five years later

      

      

      I watch a few buckle bunnies try to get Bronco’s attention. They must be new or traveled in from somewhere. Most know better by now and not because of me. Bronco tends to have a short fuse when it comes to them. It doesn’t matter if their attention is on him or one of the wranglers. He thinks they're a distraction that can get someone hurt.

      There are a million and one things I love about my husband, but I adore how much care he gives when it comes to this place and safety. Not only for the wranglers but everyone. Bronco might not look cuddly and sweet, but I know under that hardness is all marshmallow. He’s come to love Circle C as much as I do. This place is ours. We’ve turned it into something to be proud of and hopefully a legacy for our little ones. We’ve already got one and a second on the way.

      I rest my hand on the small bump that has already formed. Baby boy popped out quickly. I’d been showing month three with him. With our little Daisy, I didn’t really show until I was a bit over six months along. I already know he’s going to be as big as his father.

      “There something you need, Tracy?” Betty asks, coming to my side. She’d gone from working one of the beer stands to being my right hand. It hadn’t taken her long either.

      When I’m not around for whatever reason, I trust that she has everything handled. That helps so much when you have a little one underfoot, but luckily, I’ve got my mom too. What she missed in having a hand in raising me, she’s making up for in being a grandma. Bronco and I even had a house built for her not far from us. We’re all making up for time my father stole from us. It might be terrible, but I don’t shed any tears for the time that was taken back from him.

      I thought when Mom and I came back together, there might be this awkwardness, but there hadn’t been. The second she wrapped her arms around me and I smelled that peach smell I always remembered about her, I knew everything was going to be okay. That our love had never gone anywhere.

      “Sometimes I just like to come down and stare at my man,” I admit. How that husband of mine keeps getting hotter, I don’t know.

      He doesn’t ride anymore, for competition at least. He hung that up a few years ago, but he’s good with helping the up-and-comers, which makes us popular. Wranglers fight to try and get in here.

      Daisy, our baby girl, stands beside him, her hands on her hips, nodding her head at everything her daddy is saying to the man in front of him. I’m sure he’s giving some kind of advice too. She might look like me, but damn does she have a lot of her father’s attitude in her.

      “All right, do you need anything?” Betty asks.

      “Actually, my mom is coming to get Daisy.” I check my watch. “Should be here soon. Bronco and I are going on a date night. I take it you’ve got this place handled.”

      “You know I do.” She gives me a bright smile.

      No one messes with Betty. She’d not only grown a bit of a backbone and confidence, but she’d gone and married the sheriff a few years ago. If he hears anyone is giving her problems, they’re going to have all kinds of them of their own real quick.

      Bronco must feel my eyes on him because he turns his head, his eyes locking with mine. A smile pulls at his lips as his gaze turns to hunger when he sees what I’m now wearing. I’d already changed for our date. I’m not sure what we’re doing tonight, but I know where it’s going to end and likely start.

      Some of the other men around him start to turn to see what he’s looking at, but he barks at them, and they all scatter.

      “Mommy!” Daisy shouts when she sees me. “I need Daddy to teach me that. He can clear a room,” she says proudly. “You look so pretty,” she shouts a second later.

      “Thank you, baby girl. You look pretty too.”

      “It’s the hat!” She takes her cowboy hat off before putting it right back on.

      “I think it’s the whole package,” I laugh. “Come up, Grandma is on her way.” Daisy’s eyes light up at the mention of her grandma. She takes off at a dead run, her little cowgirl boots loud as she starts to head around to make her way up.

      “Got you.” Jericho snags her around the waist and lifts her over the side so she doesn’t have to go all the way around. I drop to my knees to engulf her in my arms. I catch my mom coming out of the corner of my eye.

      “Kiss Daddy,” I tell her before I release my hold on our little angel. She skips back over to where he’s now coming back up through the stall doors from below. He lifts her and tosses her into the air and catches her. She lets out a giggle. He drops a kiss on her cheek.

      “You two don’t have too much fun,” I tell my mom, giving her a hug.

      “I would tell you the same, but you won’t listen.” She winks and places her hand on my small baby bump.

      “Mom!” I laugh.

      “See you both tomorrow.” she tells us both. Bronco drops a kiss on the top of my mom's head before she heads off with our baby girl.

      “I love our Daisy, but I am ready to have my wife to myself.” He grabs me, lifting me in his arms. He’s careful to make sure when he cradles me in his arms my dress doesn't show my panties. No way he’d ever allow that. If Bronco is anything, it’s damn possessive. I love it.

      “Agreed, but I need to lock my office before we go.”

      “Oh, we’re going to the office. I’m not taking you out in this dress until you look thoroughly ravished.”

      “I’m pregnant, Bronco, I think people know I’ve been thoroughly ravished.” He kicks my office door closed behind us, sitting me down on my desk before turning to click the lock into place. I’m already pulling my panties down my legs and tossing them away. “Ravish away,” I say as I pull the dress off next, throwing it on a nearby chair.

      “Ravish? No, worship,” he says, walking over to the desk. He drops to his knees, spreading my thighs wide, and worships every inch of me.

      

      
        
        THE END!
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            Lassoing the Virgin Mail-Order Bride

          

        

      

    

    
      When Clare Stevens walked onto the McCallister ranch, she expected her life to be a certain way. She was the mail-order bride of the owner, and she was to fulfill her duties. Clean the house, cook for his men, and warm his bed at night. What she didn't expect was the beefy cowboy who walked in and literally swept her off her feet.

      Cash McCallister didn't have time to date and find a wife. So a mail-order bride seemed the easiest way to find a partner. He thought he'd made a mistake until he laid eyes on the little piece of sunshine that lit up his life. He never imagined a true love like this. He never knew an obsession could take hold so tightly.

      When drama hits the farm and their fast love is threatened, can Clare and Cash hold it together?

      Warning: This is literally as cliché as it sounds...and just as awesome. It's country living with high-calorie foods and easy sunsets. Come sit on the porch and stay a while. You'll like what you see.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          Clare

        

      

    

    
      “Miss Clare Stevens?” I turn my head to look at the man who said my name. The sun blocks my view until he takes another step forward, his cowboy boots tapping on the concrete of the train station’s entryway. His movement gives me a clear view of him now, and I’m taken aback by the sight of him.

      He looks like he could be my father’s age. Not that I knew my father, but if I had to guess how old he was, he’d be around this old. Instantly, the little bit of the fear I’d been feeling slides away. The man looks nice. The laugh lines around his mouth are evident, even with all the wrinkles. His grey hair is cut short, his skin is deeply browned by the sun, probably from years of working out on the land.

      “Yes, that’s me.” I rise from the bench I’d been sitting on for over an hour. I was starting to wonder if my soon-to-be husband was coming or if maybe he’d changed his mind. The worry had grown worse with each ticking minute that had gone by. I didn’t even have enough money to catch a train back out of Lobo, Texas. I would have been stranded in a town in the middle of Nowheresville.

      “Sorry about that, ma’am. One of the fences broke this morning and we had hogs all over the place. Had to round the bastards up.” He cringes slight at his own curse. “Excuse my language, ma’am.”

      I smile, letting him know it doesn’t bother me “Don’t hold back on my account. I grew up on a farm with ten ranch hands. I’ve heard it all.”

      “That so?”

      I nod. “Yeah, until my mama got sick and we had to move to the city.” I can still hear the pain in my own voice. It’s still fresh. I can’t hide it, even if I wanted to. She left me all alone a little over a month ago, and I don’t have anyone now. The ranch I’d grown up on was gone. It wasn’t our ranch, but it felt like it after all the years we poured into working there. The ranch hands there were the only family I’d ever really known, but the Blackwells upped and sold the ranch last year and there wasn’t the option of going back to work there now.

      I’d found myself up the creek with no paddle.

      “Sorry about your loss.”

      I just shrug my shoulder because I really don’t want to talk about it.

      “That all you got?” He nods at the one bag I have sitting next to the bench. That all you got? The words burn.

      “Yeah, that’s all I got.”

      He studies me for a second, his eyes going soft.

      “He’s never going to see you coming.” He laughs, and the lines around his mouth are more prominent now. I know he’s talking about my future husband, Cash McCallister.

      “Pretty sure he knows I’m on my way.” I go to grab my bag, but the man beats me to it.

      “Name’s Earl,” he says, picking up my bag and giving me a wink. “And no, I’m not sure he knows you’re coming.”

      With that, he turns, bag in hand, and starts heading out of the train station. I follow him as we make our way towards a black truck. He throws my bag into the back before opening the passenger door for me.

      He actually has to give me a little boost to get inside. This thing needs a freaking stepladder or something.

      Closing the door behind me, I slip on the seatbelt while he climbs in the driver’s side. He buckles his own belt before he turns the key and the truck comes to life.

      “It’s about an hour’s drive out to the ranch. It’s nothing but farmland once we pull out of this town. You need anything before we go?”

      “Where is he?” I don’t know why that’s my response, but I’m hurt that the man I’m supposed to be marrying isn’t here to pick me up. I actually thought we’d be tying the knot before heading out to his ranch. That’s what the email had said.

      “Got held up,” is his only reply as he pulls out of the train station, getting right on the road out of town.

      I bite my lip as I look over at Earl, who shoots me another wink. I debate whether I should try to grill him for information about Cash or let it be. He’d probably tell him everything I’d said. Besides, Cash told me how this marriage was going to work and why he needed a wife.

      A marriage of convenience. Someone to warm his bed and cook his meals. He hadn’t said it in such blunt terms, but I could read between the lines. Though I didn’t know why a man as handsome as Cash needed a mail-order bride. Handsome was putting it mildly. He’d given me one picture of himself and said it was the only one he had. It looked like it was taken without him knowing. He was on top of a horse, a stern expression on his face.

      I couldn’t make out his hair with the Stetson on his head or his eye color, but there was no hiding he was attractive and massive. Intimidating was the best word I could use to describe him in the picture. I couldn’t imagine a man like him needed to get a mail-order bride, but here I am. Something about not needing the tangles of love. This wasn’t going to be hearts and flowers. We would each do our part.

      His words were cold, and at that, I’d pushed the idea of finding my Prince Charming out the window. When I’d first found out about the Cowboy Mail-Order Bride Program, I’d let those little romantic ideas dance around in my head, but it was clear from the emails and the fact that he couldn’t even bring himself to pick me up today that he hadn’t been lying. This is all for convenience.

      He didn’t even ask for a picture of me. All he wanted to know was if I could cook, clean, and work a computer. That had pretty much been the gist of it. The agency did a background check, and I’m not sure what-all they’d given Cash of it.

      I close my eyes, and soon the hum of the truck puts me to sleep. I don’t know how long I drift, but the touch of a hand to mine wakes me from my sleep.

      “We’re here,” Earl says. I look out at a large ranch-style home made completely out of wood. A deck wraps around the whole thing and I see white swings on the porch. The double front door is a dark blue, giving the home a welcoming feeling.

      I open the truck door, wanting to see more, but Earl grabs me by the wrist.

      “Wait for me.” He exits the truck, coming around to my side to help me down.

      There’s land as far as I can see, with barns speckled here and there.

      “It’s beautiful here.”

      Earl just nods in agreement before going back to the truck and getting my bag. A few men step out of the white barn closest to the house. Both raise their hats, saying hi. I nod back at them.

      One thing I’d always loved about growing up on a ranch was that there were always people around. And I love to cook. Mama and I could cook for hours for the men, and it was worth it to see their faces light up when they came in after a hard day of work. It made me feel needed, a part of something. I want that feeling again.

      “Let me show you inside.” I follow Earl up the porch stairs. He opens the doors to the house, leading right into the living room. Everything is minimal. It looks like a woman has never even stepped foot in here. The walls are bare, and the only furniture consists of three sofas facing a giant television screen. The living room is open and connected to the dining room and kitchen.

      The dining room has a wooden table that could probably seat fifteen people at it, but the kitchen steals the show. I find myself standing in it, not even realizing I’d moved. The countertops are all granite. The island has a sink of its own. One wall has four ovens built into it. The stainless steel appliances practically sparkle. I think I’d marry Cash just for this kitchen alone.

      “Brand new,” Earl says, breaking through my kitchen high.

      I turn to look at him still standing in the living room as he watches me.

      “How many hands are here?”

      “Total is eighteen people if you count yourself, ma’am.”

      I could definitely handle eighteen people in a kitchen like this. I glance over at the clock. It’s already one in the afternoon.

      “Dinner time?” I ask as I start to pull open drawers, looking to see where everything is.

      “Six,” I hear him say from behind me as I find an apron and pull it on, tying it behind my neck and making sure not to catch any of the blonde spirals that have come loose from my ponytail.

      “Well, I better hop to then if I want to have dinner done by then. I’m guessing that my adoring soon-to-be husband has no plans to marry me today since he couldn’t even be bothered to pick me up.” I turn, putting my hands on my hips.

      Earl just smiles. Again.

      “No, I don’t think he has plans to marry today.”

      I give a curt nod before getting back to the task at hand. Not even married and I’m already mad at the man. But I think this is how our marriage will be. I’ll see him at meals and when he comes to bed. A bed I’m sure I’m supposed to be in. That was never outright said, but that is what married people do.

      I’d made plans for that as well, making sure I’d gotten myself on the pill before I’d come out here. I might have landed myself in this situation, but I wouldn’t bring a child into it with me. This was about surviving, and Cash had never said anything about children.

      I go to the pantry and look to see what I have that could feed almost twenty people. After looking over the shelves in here and in the kitchen, I decide on burgers with baked fries and a pasta salad. I’ll need to go to the store soon, but I have enough for tonight and breakfast tomorrow. But I need to start with the pies to get them into the oven.

      When I come out of the pantry, I scream. Caught off guard by a young man who looks to be about my age or maybe in his early twenties. I’m still a few days shy of my twentieth.

      He holds his hands up at my shriek.

      “Sorry, ma’am. I was just coming in for the first-aid kit.” He wiggles the kit he has in his hand. “Barbed wire got his calf.”

      “Sorry, you just scared me. I didn’t expect anyone.”

      He gives me a crooked smile. “So the boss went through with it. Got himself a wife.”

      “That’s me,” I confirm, though we aren’t married yet. I go over to the sink and pull out a dish towel I saw in the drawer, wetting it with warm water.

      “You might need this.” I hand him the towel.

      “You’re mighty small.” His eyes run over me like I’m hiding size somewhere. I am small. I’m barely five foot two, and I used to have a little more meat on my bones, but when money runs tight so does food.

      “I think I can handle my chores while still being small.” I reply, not sure where he’s going with this.

      “Oh, I’m sure you can. I just meant…” He looks back at the front door like he suddenly wants to leave and not finish what he was saying.

      “Well?” I push, wanting to know.

      “I should really go.” He backs up out of the kitchen, first-aid kit in one hand and towel in the other, before he darts out the front door. And I stand there, wondering what he meant.
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