
  
    [image: Colt]
  


  
    
      COLT

      CLAIMED BY A COWBOY

    

    
      
        EVE LONDON

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright ©2020 by Eve London

      All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any means, or stored in any storage or retrieval system without written permission of the author. Violating these rights is forbidden and punishable by the fullest extent of the law.

      This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, person living or dead, locales, or other status is entirely coincidental.

      All brand names and product names used in this book are trademarks, registered trademarks, or trade names of their respective holders. The author is not associated with any product or vendor in this book.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      

      Dear Reader,

      

      Thanks for taking a chance on my Claimed by a Cowboy series! It got a little steamy in my office while writing the Calhoun quadruplets. Once you’ve met Nash, Colt, West, and Zane, I’m sure you’ll be able to tell why!

      

      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

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Colt

      

      

      
        
        A curvy girl, enemies to lovers, quadruplet cowboy instalove romance.

      

      

      

      Oakley

      

      I love my life in small town Texas, and I’ve worked my tail off to get to the point where I can take over my dad’s veterinary practice. There’s only one thing standing in my way: Colt Calhoun. The stubborn cowboy has made it his personal mission to undermine me in every way. It’s too bad… he’d be pretty cute if he didn’t scowl at me all the time.

      

      Colt

      

      When I have to rely on Oakley to come to the rescue during calving season, I realize I might have misjudged her in the past. I’m not above admitting when I’ve made a mistake, especially if it means getting to explore the undeniable chemistry that simmers just under the surface between us. But is it too late to mend fences?

      

      Meet the Calhoun quadruplets… four rugged Texas cowboys who love hard and aren’t afraid to claim the women who are meant to be theirs. The Claimed by a Cowboy series can be read as standalones. Each book features a happily-ever-after with no cheating and no cliffhangers.
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            COLT

          

        

      

    

    
      I snatched my baseball cap from my head and ran a towel over my forehead to wipe away the sweat. My stomach growled. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d had anything to eat, and if I didn’t shower soon, I probably wouldn’t even be allowed in the house. But that’s how it went during calving season.

      “Just call Doc Best,” my brother Zane urged. “We’ve been working on her for too long already. You wait any longer and we’re going to lose the heifer and the calf.”

      Dammit, Zane was right. There were two things I hated more than anything—being wrong and having someone else tell me so before I could admit it myself.

      “Fine.” I sat back on my heels and studied the heifer in front of me. Poor cow had been showing signs of distress for a couple of hours before we realized the calf was breech. Usually we could handle a breech birth on our own, but every once in a while we needed to call in the vet.

      “You got this?” Zane got to his feet and staggered to the edge of the pen.

      “Yeah. Why don’t you go catch some sleep and I’ll wait for the doc.” I pulled my gloves from my hands, and nodded toward my brother. “Somebody’s got to have enough energy to make the rounds tomorrow.”

      Zane closed the gate behind him. “Call if you need me?”

      “Will do.” I patted the heifer as I pulled up the vet’s number on speed dial. Hopefully Doc Best was home. During calving season he was on call twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week. But there was no telling if another neighbor might have the same kind of luck as we were at the Calhoun Ranch. So far we hadn’t needed any outside help. Between me, my brothers, and the hired hands, we’d been able to manage the cattle on our own.

      “Hello?” The vet answered, exhaustion evident in just that one word.

      “Hey, it’s Colt. I’ve got a heifer here with the nastiest breech I’ve ever seen. Any chance you can help me out?”

      Doc Best cleared his throat. “Wish I could, son, but I’m over at the Evan’s place. How long’s she been in labor?”

      My stomach clenched. The Evan’s place was at least an hour away. “Almost two hours already. Zane and I tried everything we could.”

      “Sit tight for a few and I’ll see if I can get ahold of Oakley.”

      “Oh, I don’t want to—”

      “To what?” Doc Best lowered his voice. “Now I know there’s no love lost between you and my daughter, but right now she’s the best, if only, chance you’ve got of saving that heifer.”

      I ground my teeth together. The doc was right. No matter what kind of history I shared with Oakley, I’d have to put that aside. Even a half-assed vet was better than none. The calf was probably already dead. If I didn’t do something soon, I was liable to lose the mama as well.

      “Thanks, Doc. Tell her I’m in the small barn, please.”

      “Will do.” The doc hung up, leaving me alone in the relative quiet of the heated stall.

      Oakley Best. A vision of the curvy, blue-eyed, smart-mouthed woman I’d managed to avoid for the past few years invaded my mind. The last time I’d had to rely on her help, she’d rendered my prize breeding bull totally ineffective.

      I considered calling Zane back and asking him to deal with the obnoxious vet. But my brother had put in more than his fair share of work over the past month. We all had. That’s what it meant to be part of the family business. With any luck, Oakley would be in and out before I had to make nice, and hopefully she wouldn’t screw up.

      So I sucked it up while I attempted to clean up in the barn’s utility sink. Then I sat down to wait for the one woman I hoped I’d never have to set eyes on ever again.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Oakley

      

      

      Getting a call at midnight for a breech birth wasn’t all that uncommon during calving season. But getting called out to the Calhoun Ranch to assist Colt Calhoun seemed about as likely as winning the Powerball and securing a very early retirement to a Caribbean island.

      I’d just wrapped up an easy delivery with a couple who’d moved to the country and bought a hobby farm. Poor city folks had no idea what they were getting into, and the husband almost passed out when I’d walked him through the live birth.

      But if Colt was asking for help of any kind, and was willing to take it from me, then the situation must be dire. I stripped off my coveralls and wadded them into a ball in the back of my truck before I fired up the engine and turned toward the Calhoun Ranch. It had been a few years since I’d seen Colt. I wondered if he was still as pissed at me as he’d been the last time I’d tried to help.

      He was easy on the eyes, although each one of the Calhoun quadruplets had that going for him. Our families had known each other for generations, but that didn’t seem to matter to Colt. He’d always considered me a nuisance and the older we grew, the worse he got.

      His brothers were good men. Nash was the strong, brooding type. West had an amazing way with machinery and could coax even the crankiest piece of equipment back to life. And Zane, God love him, he was the one with all the charm. But Colt. Ugh. Colt was like a sliver under my skin and no matter how much I tried to ignore the pain, it just festered.

      My headlights grazed the fence line as I pulled onto the property. I knew their land almost as well as I knew the acreage I’d lived on all my life. Within a few minutes, I stopped my truck in front of the small barn.

      With a final glance in the rear-view mirror, I gritted my teeth and climbed down from the truck, ready to face the most stubborn, mule-headed man I’d ever met.

    



OEBPS/images/dylannc.jpg





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/evelondonlogo.jpg
£.London

Snarky, Sassy, Sexy Romance





OEBPS/images/copy-of-untitled-3.jpg
L






OEBPS/images/colt-cover.jpg
0L}

Claimed by a Cowboy

Evelondon





