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      Dear Reader,

      

      Thanks for picking up a copy of Crushing on a Cowboy I can’t wait for you to meet Chase and Whitley. If you love their story and want to read more about Mama Mae’s boys, check out the rest of the books in my Bachelors of Broken Bend series! Make sure you don’t miss out on any of my new releases by signing up for my newsletter here. You’ll get a free instalove story when you do!

      

      SWAK!

      

      Eve

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Crushing on a Cowboy

      

      

      They say everything's bigger in Texas... this curvy girl's about to find out if that's true.

      

      
        
        Whitley

        I head to the Rocking H Ranch to find myself, not go toe-to-toe with my dad’s grumpy, hotter than Hades, business partner. The scarred, broken down bull rider will do whatever it takes to get rid of me. Too bad for him, I’m just as stubborn as he is, and am bound and determined to finally be taken seriously for the first time in my life.

      

        

      
        Chase

        When Whitley shows up on my porch, I know I’m in trouble. She’s young, gorgeous, and totally off limits. She’s also pushing every button I have. If I want to keep my business going, I’ll have to resist the curvy temptress. But all bets might be off when she ends up in my bed.

      

        

      
        The Bachelors of Broken Bend—foster brothers who all grew up in the care of the legendary Mama Mae—are about to meet their matches. These men have experienced the ache of abandonment and loss, but they'll find connection and the healing power of love in the arms of the curvy, strong-willed women who challenge them and ultimately capture their hearts.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 1


          

          
            CHASE

          

        

      

    

    
      I’d been up since dawn and had just sat down to my first real meal of the day at dinner time when my phone rang. One glance at the screen, and I knew I couldn’t ignore the call.

      “Hey, Flint.” I eyed my meal, wondering if it would still be warm by the time I got to sink my teeth into a bite.

      “Chase, I’m glad I caught you. Listen, I meant to call the other day, but it’s been busy around here.”

      I could only imagine what Flint Silverstone considered a busy day. Maybe it involved two rounds of golf instead of one at his private country club.

      “No problem. What’s up?” I wasn’t a man who kissed a lot of asses, but I needed to keep Silverstone happy. His investment in the bucking bull breeding program I was starting had come at just the right time.

      “I’m sending someone your way to get a feel for the program we’re starting down there. She’s on my marketing team and⁠—”

      “I’m going to stop you right there. I’ll be happy to provide whatever info you want, but I’m not set up to entertain someone from your marketing team.” I’d be damned if he thought he could send some corporate chick with her own agenda down here to snap a few photos and follow me around. I didn’t have the time or the energy for that.

      Flint chuckled. “That’s what I told her, but she wants to learn the business from the inside out. Let her see the bulls, give her a few quotes she can use in our monthly report, and send her on her way. Think you can do that?”

      “No.”

      “I appreciate your honesty, but I’m not really asking, if you know what I mean.”

      Hell. We both knew he had my balls in a vise. All he had to do was squeeze. I never should have taken on an investor, especially one who didn’t know jack shit about ranching, rodeos, or bulls. While I’d grown up on the back of some of the rankest bulls in bull riding, Flint’s expensive cowboy boots had probably never touched a bit of dirt.

      “How long do I have to play the charming host?” I was already negotiating in my mind. I’d give the city girl half a day tops before the first whiff of cow shit sent her scurrying back to town.

      “I’m going to let her be the judge of that. I trust you’ve got a spare room where she can stay?”

      Damn, the man must enjoy busting my ass. “What’s wrong with a hotel? There are a couple of places to choose from in Broken Bend.”

      “That’s not what I have in mind.” Flint lowered his voice, like he was letting me in on a dark secret. “Whitley’s got some wild hair up her ass about moving to the country and starting some damn animal rescue or something. Her mama’s threatened to leave me if I let that happen, and I can’t afford a divorce.”

      “Wait, Whitley is your…” I didn’t want to say it out loud.

      “She’s my baby girl. I want you to show her what real ranching looks like. Let her get some dirt under her nails. By the time she leaves your place, I want all those big ideas wiped clean from her pretty little head. You got that, Chase?”

      Dread swirled around in my gut. Entertaining one of his employees for a day or two was bad enough, but he wanted to send me his daughter?

      “I can appreciate what you’re trying to do, Flint, but you’ve got the wrong guy for the job.”

      “Well, figure out how to be the right guy or you’ll have to find another investor to put up the cash to buy out that bull you’ve got your eye on. What’s his name again?”

      “Ballbuster.” I’d bought in on the bull when he was only two years old and bucking ten-pound dummies for practice. He’d performed well over the past two years, and I wanted to buy out the other owner’s half so I could start carting him around to some local rodeos and see if he had what it would take to join the big leagues.

      “That’s right. I know you’ll do the right thing. Whitley ought to be arriving anytime. She sent me a text about an hour ago saying she was just about to Broken Bend.”

      “She’s coming tonight?” My stomach clenched. I’d planned on filling my belly, then watching a few films one of my ranch hands sent me of a couple bulls he’d seen at a rodeo outside of Texarkana. Obviously, Flint didn’t give a damn about what I might have going on.

      “That’s what I said. Make sure she doesn’t get into too much trouble down there, will you? I don’t want her to get hurt, just want you to change her mind about living in the country. Think you can do that for me, Chase?”

      We both knew I didn’t have much of a choice.

      “Yeah. My pleasure.” I forced the lie through my gritted teeth.

      “Great. Thanks, partner. We’ll talk soon.” He hung up before I could respond. Didn’t matter. I couldn’t think of anything to say that didn’t start with a four-letter word.

      Fuck me. The last thing I needed was some spoiled rich girl traipsing around my ranch. I stared down at my dinner. Thanks to Flint fucking Silverstone, I’d lost my appetite.

      “Dammit.” I got up from my chair and carried my plate over to the trash bin. My dog, Jackpot, lifted his head and whined. “You want some of this?”

      He staggered to his feet. Poor dog was nearly as broken down as me. I scraped a couple of bites of my dinner into his bowl. Jackpot scarfed them down, then cocked his ears and turned toward the front door.

      I heard tires on the gravel drive right before a set of headlight beams swept across the wall of my living room. Great. She was here.

      “We’d better get this over with, huh, Jackpot?”

      At the sound of his name, the mutt’s tail whipped back and forth. He wouldn’t be the only one excited about having a visitor on the ranch. The ranch hands living down at the bunkhouse would probably be pretty keen on getting to know Flint’s daughter. Hoping she was covered in warts and ugly enough to sour milk, I reluctantly shuffled toward the front door.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 2


          

          
            WHITLEY

          

        

      

    

    
      I stopped in front of the rustic looking ranch house. I’d been expecting something bigger based on the way my dad talked about his business partner’s homestead. The two-story home was quaint. Charming even.

      I couldn’t believe my dad had agreed to let me drive down to Broken Bend. He’d been dead set on me joining his business as soon as I graduated from college. I’d spent the past nine months getting a feel for the different operations he managed under the Silverstone Companies umbrella, but none of them seemed like a good fit.

      Until I came across his recent investment in the Rocking H Ranch.

      I’d always dreamed of living in the country. The real country, not the ten-acre compound right outside of Dallas where I grew up. My parents didn’t understand. They thought English riding lessons would pacify me, and they did for a little while. But I still yearned for a different kind of life than the one they’d worked so hard to provide. As the only child of two overbearing parents, I didn’t feel like I had much of a choice other than to follow the path they’d set out before me.

      Now I had the chance to spend a few days on a real ranch. If I loved it half as much as I thought I would, I might finally have the nerve to stand up for myself and make my parents take me seriously for the first time in my life. Eager to get started, I grabbed my purse and climbed out of my car.

      A giant dog nudged its nose into my leg as soon as I stepped out. His tail wagged back and forth with such force, it made his whole back-end wiggle.

      “Hey, there.” I held out my hand for him to take a good sniff. He seemed friendly enough.

      “You must be Whitley.”

      I turned toward the deep voice. A man stood on the wide porch that ran the full length of the house. It was too dark to get a good look at him, but he had to be my dad’s business partner.

      “That’s right. You must be Mr. Hampton.” The dog followed me as I summoned a bright smile and walked around my SUV. I stepped onto the porch and held out my hand.

      “That’s Jackpot, and you can call me Chase.” He didn’t take my hand. Didn’t return the smile, either. I couldn’t make out much of his features thanks to the dim light from the porch and the dark cowboy hat he had on.

      I let my hand fall to my side. “My dad said you’d be happy to show me around the ranch and fill me in on the breeding program you’re starting.”
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