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            Jake’s Temptation

          

          REMINGTON RANCH TEXAS

        

      

    

    
      Mira Featherstone knows her place in life and it’s not with Jake Remington. Rich guys play on the wrong side of the tracks, but they don’t bring girls like her home to mama. Since Mira has no expectations beyond the moment, she doesn’t mind playing—and she loves toying with the bad boy lawyer, until it gets her into trouble with her boss, Chandler West.

      

      Jake Remington is a wealthy Texas cowboy whose family land borders West Hills Ranch, owned by Chandler West. Although he now practices law and lives in Kentucky, he is back in Texas to settle a land dispute between his parents and the Wests and plans to take care of business and get the hell out of Dodge before he gets himself into trouble. Again.

      

      Because trouble for Jake always comes in the form of a Texas beauty, and one he can’t keep his hands off. His last temptation landed him with a lawsuit.

      

      But when he bumps into the flirty Mira coming out of his hotel room at the West Star Lodge, keeping his hands off the hotel maid becomes an impossible task.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter One


          

        

      

    

    
      “I am so damn sick and tired of cleaning up other people’s shit and making their beds I could scream. Why can’t they make their own damn beds? I bet they make them at home. Why not here?”

      Mira Featherstone jerked back the bed cover and let the flimsy fabric float to the carpeted floor. Next, she swiped at the bottom, fitted sheet, and smoothed it out with her hands, evening out the indentations where someone must have laid all night long, not moving. How could people sleep like that? She was all over the bed.

      That done, she straightened the top sheet, tucking it tightly back between the mattress and box springs, making sure to square off the corners. She hauled the bed cover back up over the bed neatly, then fluffed and placed the pillows.

      There. She did good work.

      Good enough for a nice tip, she hoped.

      Glancing about, Mira wondered who was staying there. She generally knew which guest was in what room at the lodge, but she had been off for three days, tying up loose ends at her other job, so she was a bit out of touch. She glanced at the pair of boots in the corner. A man, she deduced, and alone. The bed was not messed up enough for two.

      And no sex, obviously. At least if he’d had sex, he hadn’t used the bed.

      She could sure wreck a bed during sex. Sending sheets and pillows flying….

      Not so this guy, obviously.

      She sighed, trying not to think about sex—and the fact that she’d been without that particular pleasure of late—gathered up the small trash can by the desk, then headed toward the cocked-open door. About the time she reached for the handle, it swung forward, sending her sailing backward on her ass. When she regained her faculties enough to see a large man reaching down to help her up, she realized she was utterly and completely in lust.

      Holy mother of all things sinful. The guy staring back with his hand outstretched represented nothing short of cowboy crack. She knew if she partook of him once she wouldn’t be able to stop, and that was the last thing she needed right now. Her gaze traveled upward, perusing every God-given feature the man possessed—deep-set black eyes, chiseled chin and cheek bones, and a scruffy five o’clock shadow that could probably be a beard in a couple of days. All of which were perfectly set below a black, straw Resistol, cocked sexily to one side. Her gaze traveled down the center placket of the man’s starched, white button-down collared shirt, outlined by the lapels of a black suit jacket. His entire look was polished off cowboy style with a wide leather belt sporting the prettiest silver and turquoise buckle she’d ever seen, dark blue Wranglers that appeared to stretched tight over his ample crotch, and a pair of black caiman boots she knew for a fact cost a whole lot more than her month’s salary.

      Holy shit. Her clit tingled already. She grasped his hand and he hauled her up fast, her chest bumping his, her nipples suddenly on fire. Up on her tiptoes, their gazes connected and held while he said in a fathomless voice that rivaled the depth of his eyes, “Sorry about that, miss. My bad.”

      She nodded. “Yes, you are.”

      He cocked a brow. “Excuse me?”

      “Bad. That. You.” Shit.

      She broke away and looked toward her feet where the trash can had dumped and strewn the badass cowboy’s crap all over the floor. She bent to pick up the stuff, uneasy with the guy towering over her. Empty cigarette pack. Soft drink can. Crumpled napkin. Condom wrapper.

      Gulp.

      She looked up. He reached down, scooped the items up, and placed them in the can. He sat it on the floor. “There are some things a lady just shouldn’t have to pick up,” he said.

      Mira wanted to melt into a puddle on the floor. Lady? He obviously didn’t know her reputation. Could she disappear right now? No. Because of his eyes. Still. Looking into hers.

      Holding her to him.

      “Um, thank you.” She finally managed to pull her gaze away. “I’ll come back and finish the room later.”

      He grasped her elbow and she glanced back. “That’s not necessary,” he said. “I’ll only be a minute. You live around here?”

      Mira gulped again and nodded. “Yes. I mean no. I mean, I’ll come back later.” She stepped through the open door, paused, and glanced back. “It’s…protocol.” Then she turned and pushed her cleaning cart down the hall toward the next room. Fast.

      “No need to rush off on my account, little lady,” the voice behind her said.

      Oh yes there is, the voice in Mira’s head echoed. Plenty of reason. Like, she didn’t want to be fired for cavorting with the guests. Again. Chandler West had made himself quite clear after the last time. One more slipup and her employment at West Star Lodge was over. She needed this job so—

      As much as she would like to jump Mr. Cowboy Crack’s bones—right here and right now—he was off limits. And as soon as she finished in room 203, she’d find out how long he was here for and would avoid him like the plague. Even though what she really wanted to do was ride him like the mechanical bull she rode once at a bar in Kerrville.
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        * * *

      

      Jacob Remington watched the girl slip into the next room down the hall. Girl nothing. She was a full-blown woman and one who was not only easy on the eyes, but also possessed enough curves and dips for his oversized cowboy hands to grip and fondle with ample flesh left over. His kind of woman. Thick and luscious—plenty of spots for his tongue and cock to explore. And before this week was through, he planned on doing just that—bury himself so deep within her soft curves and crevices he’d never wanted to come out.

      Hell. What was he thinking?

      It was that kind of reckless mindset that got him into trouble the last time he visited Texas. The three decadent nights he’d spent with one of the local girls had turned into a nightmare and a lawsuit. Turned out the girl was pregnant but not by him. Thank God for DNA. Thing was, though, it could have been him—he’d been careless enough that it scared the shit out of him ever since.

      He glanced down to the condom in the trashcan. Thank God, he’d finally matured enough sexually and realized the consequences. You’d think one would have learned those kinds of lessons by age thirty-two, right?

      Well, he guessed he was a little slower than others.

      Not him. When it came to women—especially beautiful, voluptuous women like this one—his brain sailed out the window and all he thought with was his dick. Of course, he and his dick had had a lot of fun over the years, but it was time to be more responsible.

      After all, he was a professional man. A businessman. He couldn’t afford to be a horny bastard forever, could he? One day, for certain, it would come back to bite him. And not in a good way.

      His thoughts rolled back to the woman he’d met up with in the bar last night. He hadn’t been cautious in the least, but he had used a condom. Hell, she was hornier than he was, and they never even made it to the bed. Just divorced, she was eager to bury the memory of her ex-husband in tequila and cock. He’d fucked her up against the wall in his room and it was all over in ten minutes—with seconds to spare, likely.

      Embarrassed afterward, she’d straightened her skirt and cleaned up quickly in the bathroom. He’d walked her down to the lobby and had the desk clerk call her a cab. It was an uncomfortable twenty minutes until her ride arrived, but she’d thanked him and turned away hurriedly, leaving him standing alone.

      This morning, he couldn’t even remember her name.

      It was for the best. Her emotions were too raw and his were permanently disconnected from sex. Sex was sex, nothing else. Sex didn’t equal love, relationship, or anything close. It was simply for the sake of getting off. Even though she echoed the same sentiments last night, he didn’t think she was quite on the same page as him. He’d almost felt sorry that he’d nailed her—last thing he needed was an emotional nut case on his hands—but she’d come on so damn strong in the bar and had assured him she was ready to get on with her life.

      Well, maybe. Maybe not. That’s for her to figure out.

      He stared down the hall at the housekeeper’s cart. He’d take a helluva lot longer with a woman like the chick next door, if given half the chance. His cock started to rise to the occasion.

      Dammit.

      Shaking his head, he tucked back into the hotel room and searched for his cell phone, spotting it on the dresser. He’d left it there, he guessed, when he’d gone downstairs for breakfast. Time to switch gears and get his head off sex and the woman in the next room. He had work to do. He snatched up the device and swiped the face. Two missed calls and three texts. He’d read them while heading to West Hills Ranch.

      Chandler West was going to be pissed with him for being late. What Chandler didn’t know, though, was that he was going to be pissed at Jake for a lot more than that.
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        * * *

      

      Mira listened to the heavy footsteps fade as they moved down the hallway toward the stairs. Good. He was leaving. She’d finish this room, and then quickly move back to his, before heading down to the desk and talking with Madeleine at the front desk. She wanted to know who the hell this man was and exactly why he was here!

      It mattered. People didn’t come to the West Star by happenstance. Oh, of course, it was a vacation spot, with the lake nearby and everything, but the hotel staff was made up of locals and everyone knew each other. There were regulars, of course, who came from out of town, too. But usually there were hometown connections and all she had to do was figure out this man’s link to the area.

      Snapping her fingers, she jogged to the window and scanned the parking lot. Vehicle. What type would he drive? That would tell her a lot.

      There he was, strolling out from under the entrance canopy toward the parking lot. He passed the silver Mercedes and a couple of Harleys, then strolled by various and sundry dusty ranch vehicles, and finally headed for a late model, slick and shiny, candy-apple-red Dodge Ram dually pickup truck. A man’s truck, that was for sure. Ranch truck? Maybe. But, too clean. This ride was slicker than pig’s shit and darned fancy.

      Maybe it was a rental.

      No. She didn’t think so. Why rent a dually unless you were going to haul something and pull a trailer? This guy wasn’t hauling or pulling—and he was a guest at the lodge. She’d have to think about that.

      He must have money. Shiny new truck without a speck of dust. Fancy belt buckle. Expensive jacket and Resistol. Damn expensive boots. Tony Lamas, maybe? She usually knew her boots.

      She pondered that, too, while she watched him back up and pull straight-ahead then toward the road. Watching him from afar made her clit throb even more. Involuntarily, she reached between her legs and squeezed. She should get a grip, but she would love to get off right now thinking about him.

      No. Not here. She watched as he turned left and rolled down the highway. She wondered where he was heading and clicked off the possibilities in her mind. Once he was out of sight, she turned back toward the room and aimlessly worked to finish cleaning room 203.

      But her mind drifted.

      She glanced at the wall this room shared with 201, her brain tripping over recent, and very interesting, turn of events. Mr. Cowboy Crack was likely the finest looking stranger to invade these parts in some time. And even though he was hands-off, she could still fantasize about the man, couldn’t she?

      Of course, she could. Fantasies were personal and untouchable.

      Her eyes closed and she replayed the few minutes she’d spent with him in her head. Thinking about it nearly sucked the breath right out of her lungs. She mentally perused his body one more time. Black hat, white shirt, tight jeans, black expensive boots…

      Total package. She imagined his package was totally fine, too.
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      Jake pulled up to the main house at West Hills Ranch. Taking a deep breath, he stepped out of the truck, then turned back to grab his portfolio off the passenger side seat. Tucking that under his arm, he slammed the truck door and headed up the steps to the veranda, crossed it and pushed the doorbell. The tone echoed through the cavernous entry of the Texas ranch home. The style of the home was more antebellum than Texas ranch, and he’d heard it was because West was originally from the tri-state area with family in Louisiana. His wife, Celine, was a born-and-bred Texan, and he could see her influence in the home too. The couple and Chandler’s brother, Brice, bought the land several years ago. Where West and his brother got their money, he wasn’t certain—hard work was what Chandler always said—but no matter how, they were making a big splash in the rancher world regionally.

      He respected that, them being relative newcomers and all. Hard work paid off in dividends. But with Jake growing up in Hill Country, on a ranch that his family had owned for a couple hundred years, he was not quite as trusting of the West’s as some of the others in the area. The Wests still had some dues to pay—in his book, anyway.

      He heard the sharp click of boot heels on the hardwood flooring before the door swept open and Chandler West greeted him.

      “Jacob. Good to see you. Come on inside,” Chandler said, then added, “Can’t imagine what brings you back to Texas. Kentucky lost its appeal?”

      Jake crossed the threshold and put out his hand. “Not at all. I love living in Kentucky, but Texas will always be home. I have a little business to take care of here for my parents—not to mention spending a little time with you. Thanks for seeing me, Chandler. I apologize for being a few minutes late. I promise I’ll be brief.”

      Chandler eyed him, a little too suspiciously, Jake sensed. Then Chandler’s face broke into a smile and he took Jake’s hand. “No problem. I am curious why you’re here but I’m sure we’ll get to that.” He motioned to a room across the hall. “Let’s step in here. Can I get you anything? Coffee? Whiskey?”

      Jake grinned. That whiskey question was a bit of a dig. He remembered the last time he had visited his parents and caught up with the Wests at a local hangout. He and Chandler’s brother, Brice, had gotten into a hell of an argument over the finer points of whiskey versus bourbon. Of course, Jake could spin those finer points of bourbon all day long. And Brice, the same with whiskey. It had been an interesting night of trading shots and seeing who could tell the bigger fish tail.

      Jake smiled. “A little too early in the morning for bourbon but I thank you all the same.” He headed toward a leather chair sitting behind a large mahogany desk. This looked to be either Chandler’s office or a study. “Mind if I sit here?” He placed his portfolio on the desk and opened it, then laid a hand on the back of the desk chair.

      Chandler cocked his head, as if he’d caught on to Jake’s game. “Go right ahead. I’ll just sit over here.” He stepped toward a leather chair to the left of the desk, which was precisely what Jake had wanted him to do. Jake wanted the upper hand and the power position. He also wanted distance between them.

      Frankly, he was surprised Chandler acquiesced so easily—but then again, he had no knowledge of why Jake asked for this meeting.

      Jake sat and rifled through a few papers.

      Chandler tented his hands across his abdomen and stared at Jake, his face set and his lips thin. “Something mighty big must be brewing in order to pull you away from that little dynasty you’ve supposedly built up north in Kentucky.”

      Supposedly. Jake ignored that. “No dynasty, that’s for sure, but I’m comfortable.” He cleared his throat. Time to get down to lawyer business. “You know my parents’ ranch borders West Hills Ranch to the south.”

      Chandler nodded. “Yes, I do.”

      “And you know that ranch has been in my family for nearly two hundred years.”

      Chandler nodded again. “Yes. I know that too.”

      “Great. Now, I know you’ve been around here long enough, but to some people you and your family are still considered to be…outsiders. Your roots don’t run deep enough here yet, and so that makes some people a little bit leery of things.”

      Chandler cleared his throat and leaned forward. “What are you saying, Remington.”

      Jake pulled a letter out of his portfolio and slid it across the desk toward Chandler. “The ranch owners in these parts have been really lax on boundaries over the past hundred years or so, as you know. If we keep our livestock and our buildings and ranch hands where they belong, everyone is good. But some of your neighbors have a growing concern about things slowly inching out from your property onto theirs, and they would like for you to look into a few things.”

      Chandler left the letter sit on the desk. “Such as?”

      Jake nodded. “It’s all spelled out there.” He rose and tapped his forefinger twice on the paper. “Now, if you have any questions, feel free to call me on my cell phone. It’s there on the letterhead. I’ll be here all week.”
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