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      A Single-dad/Curvy Girl Romance

      Jess

      My life is pretty perfect—on paper. I had a string of platinum albums and number one songs all before I hit my twenty-fourth birthday. I’ve got fame and more money than I’ll ever be able to spend. What they say about fame is true: it's lonely up here at the top. The clichés I sing about are true too: all I want is someone who sees the real me and loves me despite all the drama. Then I meet a guy who seems to step right out of my fantasies—grumpy, husky single-dad cowboy—but he won’t even give me the time of day.

      Grady

      Nothing in my life has ever gone the way I planned. I unexpectedly became a father at seventeen. Before my daughter turned two her mom walked out on us both. The last thing I need is some glitter-soaked pop princess filming a music video on my land and putting stars in my daughter’s eyes. Everything I do, I do for my kid, but Jess makes me want something for myself. Can I risk another woman breaking our hearts?
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      JESS

      

      I try not to use the word perfect anymore.

      After growing up in the spotlight and trying so hard to be perfect for so long, I’ve been trying to embrace my imperfections.

      Goodness knows, I have enough of them.

      So when my friend Micah told me that he’d found the perfect spot for me to film my newest music video, I almost didn’t come look at it.

      But now that I’m here, I have to admit it. He’s right. This spot is perfect.

      I’m normally not a rule-breaker, but I’ve got to get closer to that tree. So I climb over the fence and jump down into the pasture. I pause for a moment waiting for some giant bull or something to come running towards me, but everything is still and quiet outside. The leaves on the giant oak tree rustle softly as a chilly morning breeze floats by.

      I haven’t quite reached the tree when I hear the distinct sound of hooves galloping. I look across the open expanse of the hilly pasture and a rider appears at the crest of a hill.

      Even from this distance, I can tell two things. One, that man is commanding. There’s no other way to describe it. He’s in charge and he knows it. Two, he’s not a small man and the horse is enormous. But there’s so much competence and skill in the display that my breath catches.

      I know the moment he sees me because his head tips and the cowboy hat sitting on his head tilts slightly. Then he changes course and rides in my direction.

      My heart matches the tempo of the horse’s footfalls and I feel breathless as the cowboy draws near. I’m originally from Texas. By the coast, so not in this vicinity, but still, I’ve seen men on horses before. I’ve never been affected by the mere sight of it though. Seriously though, can you ride a horse with swagger? Because this man is totally doing that.

      And I am here for it!

      As he gets closer, I can tell a couple more things about him. He’s got massive thighs. Those wranglers are stretched to the limit across his muscular legs. He’s frowning—okay, really that’s a dead-on scowl—and despite that, he’s the most ruggedly beautiful man I’ve ever seen.

      He pulls his horse to a stop, then slides off with a thump of both of his booted feet on the ground.

      I swallow thickly and just stand there waiting for what happens next. I imagine it just how I want it. For him to stride towards me, as he’s doing now, with unrelenting purpose and intention. Then he’s going to back me up until I’m pressed against the uneven bark of that big oak tree.

      Then he’s going to kiss me.

      Have I mentioned I have an active imagination? It helps with songwriting. Yeah, so my mind is going wild, and then suddenly he’s standing in front of me.

      He’s huge. Broad shouldered, barrel-chested and just thick everywhere. His pale blue eyes take in my appearance, which in truth is not all that special this morning. And his lip curls.

      “Who the hell are you and what are you doing on my land?”
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      Grady

      

      The closer I get to Saddle Creek and my girl, the more excited I get. It’s not that I never leave Taylor alone, she spends the night at her best friend’s house and my dad’s house all the time. But for the most part it’s been the two of us against the world since she was a toddler. I miss her when I’m away.

      Still, I had to drive to Houston to pick up these new heifers. Then there were some issues and I ended up having to stay there for two days. Thankfully my sister, Daphne, was able to go stay at my house so my ten-year old daughter wasn’t alone.

      But now I’m almost home. I know that once I drive over the next rise and dip, then I’ll see the big tree.

      Just thinking about that tree reminds me of her. The woman I found wandering around my property nearly a month ago. I still have no idea who she was or why she was there.

      But fuck if I don’t remember everything about her. She was a walking example of that saying that big things come in small packages. I mean I’m a big guy, bigger than most, so women often look small next to me. She was short, but thick and curvy in all the right places.

      Brown curls covered her head and fuck if I haven’t always had a thing for curly hair. I got close enough to see her dark brown—nearly black—eyes and her round cheeks and the smattering of freckles across those cheeks and the bridge of her pert little nose.

      Goddammit, I might as well write a poem for all the thoughts I’m having about an interaction that took less than five minutes. After I asked her what she was doing on my property, the woman fainted. I’d caught her, holding those soft, plush curves against my body while I’d tried to figure out what to do.

      Then her boyfriend or husband had appeared and carried her away from me with a tight “thanks.”

      Maybe I remember it because of how strange of an interaction it was. But if I had any artistic ability, I could draw that woman. I have no idea what her boyfriend looked like. I remember what she was wearing, but do not recall putting my own clothes on that day—or any day since.

      It’s annoying. And that’s without mentioning the times I’ve seen her sweet face in my dreams.

      I shake my head as if to dispel the image. Then I begin the climb over that rise that will take me to my land. When I first catch sight of the tree, I almost think it’s not my big oak, but instead someone else’s land. Because there are vehicles and people all around.

      “What the fuck?”

      I turn left to get to my driveway. I’ve got to unload these cows before I can investigate what’s going on there. But as I’m turning, I catch sight of a plump, perfect ass encased in a short denim skirt.

      It’s her. I know it’s her.

      I slam my truck into park and jump down. As soon as I’ve got the cows out of the trailer, I can go find out what in the actual fuck is going on.

      My sister, Daphne, comes running out of my house as if she’s been looking out the window waiting for me to arrive.

      “Grady,” she begins. She’s definitely using her ‘let’s all calm down now’ tone.

      I point in the direction where all the people were. “What the fuck is happening over there?”

      She jumps into action, helping me lead the cattle out of the trailer and into the temporary pen. They’ll need to be branded and seen by our vet before we can integrate them with the rest of the herd.

      “Before you lose your shit,” Daphne says. “You need to understand that they have all their ducks in a row.”

      “What are you even talking about?”

      “It’s legal. I checked with Blake.”

      “What’s legal? I don’t even know what’s happening!”

      “Because of course Marianne didn’t give you a heads up, did she? How is it possible to continue to find new reasons to dislike someone after all this time?”

      The mention of my ex-wife’s name makes the hairs on my arms stand up. “What did she do this time?”

      “Evidently she signed a contract allowing for the filming of a music video up on that strip of her land.”

      “A music video? I thought those died when MTV became a reality show channel.”

      “No. People watch them online still.”

      “Well, not here, they don’t.” I slam the pen shut. “I’m going to put an end to this nonsense.”

      “I’ll just stay at the house and wait for Taylor to get dropped off. Garrett picked her up today.”

      I nod. “Thanks.” My siblings are the best. I mean they can be the worst too because they’re siblings, but when it comes to my daughter, they are the absolute best. Then I storm off in the direction of the big tree.

      Music video, my ass!

      By the time I get there, the bulk of the vehicles have left, but there’s a trailer parked at the edge of the land. It’s like all the bugs scattered when I turned on the lights. That’s right jackasses, get off my land!

      The trailer sits on the other side of the fence. It’s one of those fancy looking trailers that in movies has a big gold star on the door. Ridiculous.

      I pound on the door.

      It opens to reveal that curvy goddess with the brown ringlets.

      “It’s you,” she says, her tone wistful. She smiles and her molten brown eyes rake over my form.

      I haven’t had a woman check me out in a long time. Okay, that might not be true. Maybe it happens all the time and I just haven’t noticed. When I’m in dad mode—which is all the time, I don’t pick up women. So yeah, it’s been a long time for me. My daughter is ten. Go ahead and do the math.

      I snap out of whatever spell this woman put me under. “Yeah, it’s me. Who the fuck did you think it would be. My land,” I tap on my chest. “Remember?”

      “I do remember, but in truth I thought you might have been a dream.”

      She pops her fists on her hips which does two things: one, it makes her tits press forward, and two, it brings my eyes to the curve of her waist and the flair of her hips. The truth is, I need neither of those things to want to stare at her curves. Fuck!

      “You don’t have to be so rude!” she snaps.

      And now I’m staring at her plump lips all squished up to form a perfect little rosebud. What the fuck is wrong with me?

      “I need to know why you’re here and who told you you could be here.”

      “I spoke with your wife earlier,” she points in the direction of my house.

      “Daphne is my sister,” I say.

      “Oh. Well, I showed her the contract.”

      I hold out my hand. “I want to see it. My sister does not live here on this property with me.”

      She turns around and grabs her phone from some surface behind her then swipes a few times and holds it out to me. “Here.”

      I roll my eyes. “Can you send me a copy so I can have my attorney look at it?”

      “You have an attorney?” she asks.

      “Yeah.”

      “Well, I have an entire team of them, and this contract is completely legal.”

      I rattle off my phone number. “Just text me a copy.”

      She taps on her screen and then my pocket vibrates. “Done. Now are you finished growling at me?”

      “I am not growling.”

      “Oh, you’re most definitely growling. You’re like a big ol’ bear with your scowling and grumbling.” She says all of this with a hint of smile playing at her lips.

      I don’t find it amusing. Instead, I’d like to put this woman over my knee and… NO!

      So I just turn around and walk away.
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