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BLURB

When eyes meet and make two hearts beat as one, there’s no holding the reins. Lust will take a turn and gallop toward love at full speed, taking on any danger it might face along the way.

Nick - I’m the sheriff of this town as well as a member of an MC located at a huge ranch which breeds both longhorns and quarter horses. I’m not just a sheriff, a biker, a cowboy, or a rancher, but I am a man of many trades and talents. And one of those is to protect the one who captured my attention at first glance.

Gisela - A princess rescued by a ruggedly handsome Texas sheriff is the stuff that only happens in fairytales and movies, right? Wrong. Welcome to my life. Do I dare mention, I asked this complete stranger to marry me so I don’t have to return home? The man refused but took it upon himself to become my protector instead, putting his life on the line to keep me safe.
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CHAPTER ONE
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– NICK –

“We owe you,” Weston grunts. “Which is why we don’t want a dime from you, man.”

I shake my head and am about to refuse but I also know the fucker won’t change his mind. The stubborn, but hardworking man, is the president of the Iron Hot Blood motorcycle club. I became a member a few months ago when I became the sheriff of this town and moved here indefinitely.

Before moving here I worked for the FBI. During that time I also solved a few cases when it came to Weston and his brothers. Well, mostly the cases concerned their old ladies who were wrapped in trouble but the fact is, we worked well together. 

It’s also why I’ve been to their ranch a load of times and spent weeks on end in this town. You can say this place sort of grew on me and it’s also why I accepted the job offer when they asked me to become the sheriff. 

I don’t have any roots and it’s time to finally settle down. What better place than right here where Decker, a former co-worker of mine lives? The Iron Hot Blood MC is filled with cowboy bikers who thrive on loyalty and respect. They are a ragged, outlaw bunch of crazy but I’d put my life in their hands without a single damn thought.

“Fine,” I rumble and offer the man my hand. “Thanks, Prez.”

“Anytime, Nick.” He gives my hand a firm shake and smacks Decker’s back. “Why don’t you get this mare ready for transport.” He glances my way. “I’m guessing you want to take her home at the end of your shift?”

I shoot the man a grin. “My shift ended ten minutes ago. I’m ready to take her home right now.”

Decker chuckles. “Eager much?”

“I’ve been here three months and it’s taken me this long to finally pick a damn horse to start filling the empty stable at the small ranch I bought and renovated when I accepted the job. Fuck, yes I’m eager,” I tell the man.

“Let’s load her up then,” Decker quips as Roper, the vice president of Iron Hot Blood, strolls toward us.

“Sheriff.” Roper nods. “How’s the new deputy working out?”

The corner of my mouth twitches. “He’s quickly becoming August’s pain in the ass.”

Weston chuckles. “That should be fun, especially when you have three days off scheduled for the first time since accepting the job.”

“August might be an old fart whose outer appearance is a grumpy mess but the man knows how to handle everything by himself. Even when it comes to an eager bouncing ball like Bodhi. I might be a workaholic and will still be on call but I’ll be damned if I give up the personal time I have planned for the next few days,” I grumble.

“Good luck. Call if you need any help,” Weston states and mutters under his breath, “Who the fuck plans personal time these days with everything running on insanity?”

Roper catches his words as well and tells Weston, “I have no fucking clue. These days balancing the club, the ranch, helping out at the veterinary clinic for my old lady, the kids, every-fucking-thing. I don’t even know what the hell personal time is.”

They both snicker and walk in the direction of the clubhouse. Roper’s words sting a little. They weren’t spoken out of frustration but more of a satisfaction with how their lives are filled the way they should be. 

It’s why his words sting. Most of the members of this cowboy biker bunch have an old lady. A woman to share their life with and build a future to fill those empty days. I’ve been a workaholic all my damn life and gave up everything for my career with the FBI.

After filling that aspect of my life to full capacity it was time for me to take another road in life and it’s the main reason I accepted the offer to settle down in this town. Seems like I still have my cravings for justice sated by being the sheriff, and the newfound love for riding horses by buying the small ranch, and now my first horse.

The only thing left is having the right woman enter my life. I guess that part is a bit more of a struggle than accepting a job, buying a ranch, and a damn horse. All in good time. The first step is cutting down on being a workaholic to actually find some time for social mingling. I never go out and it’s not like meeting a woman on the job will lead to anything good. 

“Are you going to stand there all day and let me do everything or are we gonna speed this up so I can return home to my old lady?” Decker says as he comes walking toward me with my new mare.

“Rub it in why don’t you,” I grumble under my breath as I jog in his direction to open the trailer I have hooked behind my work SUV.

I haven’t gotten around to buying a personal car and with the whole workaholic angle I simply use my patrol car for everything since I am, after all, the sheriff. Folks in town see the car and my face along with it and it’s how I gain trust, visibility, and an overall feeling of having the law on their side.

It takes a few minutes to load the new mare into the trailer but then I’m on the road to take her home. Storm, that’s what I named her when I first saw her two weeks ago. Roper was working with her and mentioned she was ready to be sold.

She’s a young mare and has quite a load of temperament. I’ve always loved a challenge and wanted a young horse I could train to be my horse for many years to come. Storm is an Appaloosa and her coat is as if there’s a white blanket covering the hips and loins with red brown spots. The rest of her is also a reddish-brown color, just like her spots, adding to her beauty.

I was looking for a horse to fill the empty stable but wasn’t actively seeking one if that makes sense. Though, when I laid eyes on Storm I knew I had to have her. I saved every damn penny of each paycheck for years on end–being the workaholic that I am without a social life–and it’s why I have loads of money.

It’s about damn time I bought something for myself and also get more balance between work and time off. Especially since I have everything handled after a few months into the new job where I can easily oversee active cases and delegate between the deputies.

This morning I scanned the incoming news and made sure to read up on some criminals, missing persons, and other alerts posted by surrounding cities and states in case we have new shit on the loose and heading our way. Besides, I’m one call away and my deputies know I won’t chew their heads off if they need my help or advice for anything.

I wave off Decker and get behind the wheel; time to get my new lady friend home. My small ranch isn’t very far from the Iron Hot Blood clubhouse. There’s not much traffic but the damn car in front of me is swerving all over the damn road as if the fucker behind the wheel is either drunk or high.

I turn on the sign and sirens to let the driver know to pull over. He does pay attention and when he comes to a stop alongside the road I park behind it. Even if my shift ended, I’m still dressed in my uniform and driving my damn patrol SUV. There’s no way I can let this idiot keep on going without at least checking why the hell he was driving the way he was.

I throw a glance at the trailer and don’t like the fact my horse is with me. I guess she’s part of the job already because I do intend to use her when I have to either arrange search parties and such or have to travel through terrain my SUV won’t work in.

For now, she’s still locked up in the trailer and I’m stalking toward the car and once I come to a stop near the driver’s side I ask the man for his license and registration. He seems sober and his eyes aren’t bloodshot, pupils aren’t blown either. Why the hell was he driving like he was on something?

“Mind stepping out of the car and walking around to the passenger side?” I step back and the man gets out and does as he’s told.

I slowly walk around the other side and when I come near the trunk I hear faint thumping. My gut has me on full alert. I reach for my gun and the driver stumbles a few steps toward the front of the car.

“Stay right the fuck where you are,” I growl and think of a way to simultaneously pop the trunk, call this shit in to have backup, all while keeping that asshole at gunpoint.

From the corner of my eye, I notice movement in the backseat of the car. I take a quick look and see a woman crawling out of the trunk by shoving down the backseat. Fuck, not many cars have this option but I guess the woman is in luck or she kicked the shit out of it and made it snap somehow.

Two damn breaths I’ve taken my eyes off the fucker and I hear a car door slam. I barely have time to yank the back door fully open as the woman tries to escape while the engine starts. She launches herself in my arms at the same time the car peels off at full speed.

“Motherfucker,” I growl.

Shoving my gun back in its holster I hold the woman at arm’s length to check her over. She has a fresh shiner on her left eye and there’s some blood that’s starting to clot on her chin from a split lip.

“Are you okay?” I ask and grab my radio to contact the dispatcher and call it in.

After I’m sure backup is coming I fully take in the woman before me and recognition sets in. This morning I saw her photograph and the alert along with it.

“Gisela Delilah Ovalie,” I voice her full name and her eyes widen. I gently cup the side of her face and ask, “The fucker who held you captive did this?”

She doesn’t say anything or so much as bob her head to give me any answers.

“No worries, Princess. Backup will be right here and we’ll sort things out as soon as they get here. You’ll be on a plane back to Brengstony within a few hours,” I promise her.

I get the feeling this is the opposite of her wish when her eyes widen and a look of panic and something else I can’t decipher slides over her face.

“No. Please,” she whispers and reaches out to grab the front of my uniform. “Can’t you let me go? I’ll hitchhike out of here and you can say that you didn’t see me or whatever.”

I narrow my eyes and wonder why the hell she would suggest something like that while she has a face to show she was just beaten up. What’s she hiding and why?
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