
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Cowboy Bikers MC #7

By Esther E. Schmidt

Copyright © 2020 by Esther E. Schmidt All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form, without permission in writing from the author.

This book is a work of fiction. Incidents, names, places, characters and other stuff mentioned in this book is the results of the author’s imagination. Cowboy Bikers MC is a work of fiction. If there is any resemblance, it is entirely coincidental.

This content is for mature audiences only. Please do not read if sexual situations, violence and explicit language offends you.

Cover design by:

Esther E. Schmidt

Editor #1:

Christi Durbin

Editor #2:

Virginia Tesi Carey 

Dedication

“The past is something no one can change. The future, though? Wide open. Remember that.”
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CHAPTER ONE
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– GARRETT –

“Care to explain why you bought that horse? You do know we breed damn fine ones ourselves, right?” Oak, one of my brothers, questions.

I shrug and keep up my pace. “Saddle breaking age, nice bloodline, and the mare was totally calm, even with the sound of a truck backfiring.”

“True, but still–”

“Give it up, Oak. My money, my decision. Hell, if you don’t stop nagging like a bitch, I might get the feeling you’re pissed I got myself a sweet deal, one you wanted instead. Besides, we sold the three horses we brought, club business is done, and we have an empty trailer going home. I might as well take advantage and get myself a new mare.” I slap Oak on the back. “Be a good pal and help a brother out by getting my horse into the trailer while I handle the rest of the paperwork.”

“Fine, but you’re driving home so I can sleep,” Oak grumbles.

I wave my hand in the air as I walk away from him. I don’t mind driving the six hours back home. I’ve never been one who needs loads of sleep anyway. I’m up at the crack of dawn even if I only had my eyes closed for four hours. 

Hard work and dedication provide the kind of satisfaction you need to fuel your will to live another day. It also gives you the opportunity to reap the fruits of your labor, and that’s what I’m doing today; buying a horse as a present to myself.

Like Oak mentioned, I could have my pick from the horses owned and bred by the club, but it’s different. Something about the easy road giving less resistance. While now I’m getting myself a horse I haven’t bred, raised, or trained.

And there’s something about this mare. She caught my eye when they brought her into the auction. I was about to turn away and head home but the Palomino stood out with her gold coat and white mane. Add the serenity of her presence and it triggered possibilities inside my head to train her as my main horse to both work with while herding livestock but also enjoy early morning rides.

You can clearly see someone gave this horse love while she was growing up. I get the feeling this mare is worth every penny I just paid. The paperwork is handled quickly and I’m walking back to the trailer when I notice a small commotion. 

Oak has his arms crossed in front of his chest and is blocking the entrance of the trailer as if he needs to guard it. I can clearly see the mare is loaded up and the way Oak is now pointing at it and leaning into the tiny person in front of him, I’d say the commotion is about the horse.

“What’s going on?” I rumble and come to a stop behind the woman who is facing a man twice her size.

She spins around and lets her gaze collide with mine. And damn does it collide. It’s more of a full front collision with lust sparking on impact. The brightest of green eyes, high cheekbones, puffy lips, and the fire in her gaze is most definitely intriguing to say the least. And all of it is framed by long black hair. Fucking stunning.

“This man here is taking my horse,” she says and jabs her finger against Oak’s chest.

Shit. Talk about a missed chance to act on the whole sparking lust thing I just experienced because we’re about to face off.

Now I’m the one crossing my arms in front of my chest when I tell her, “I bought this horse at the auction. She’s mine, everything is in order.”

“Everything is not in order,” she hisses with a slight tremor in her voice and steps closer.

I now notice how her face is showing a hint of despair. She’s either not used to standing up to someone or this is a matter of the heart with the way emotions are slicing through her eyes.

I soften my voice and tell her, “I can show you the papers.”

“That won’t be necessary. Don’t mind my daughter, she’s overdramatic.” I turn to face the man who rumbled out the words and watch how his face turns into a menacing glare as his tone hardens when he tells the woman, “Get your ass away from those men and into the truck, girl. We’re leaving.”

Girl? She might not be wearing any make up and is tiny as fuck, but he’s talking to his daughter as if she’s twelve while I’m pretty damn sure she’s a grown-ass woman.

“No.” The word might be a denial coming from her lips but the two letters are on a breath laced with a hint of fear.

I tear my gaze away from the man and assess the woman who has her hands turned into fists–knuckles white–while she waits for her father to respond. And the way she’s bracing herself lets me know the man has a track record of talking to his daughter by using his hands.

“Ass. In. The. Truck.” The man spits out his words one by one and each of those make her fucking flinch.

There’s clearly something going on between these two. I step in front of her and face the man. 

“Mind explaining why she thinks I’m taking her horse?” I calmly ask.

“No need.” The man reaches around me to grab the woman by the arm and pulls her forward. “This one’s always been on the stupid and crazy side. Thanks for the sale. Have a safe ride home.”

He starts to drag her away but she rips her arm from his grip. She shoves her hand into the back pocket of her ragged jeans and holds out a rumpled piece of paper for me to take.

“My father sold her to me before she was born. I’ve worked my entire life at the ranch without asking for one damn thing and I’ve earned her by doing extra chores. I paid for her with hard work. He wrote a contract. See? You can’t take her, she’s mine.” Every word tumbling from her cherry-colored lips is one of despair and it slices through my damn chest.

I take the paper from her and let the words of her so-called contract sink in. It takes everything inside me to stay rooted and not punch this fucker in the face. Keeping my anger at bay I shove the paper into my pocket.

The man has the nerve to smirk and give me the words, “Kids. Always a fucking pain in the ass. As you can read.” He slides his attention from me to his daughter. “There is no issue. My daughter and I are going to take a little walk. Raney. Come here.”

Instead of taking a step toward her father she backs up closer to Oak and gets behind me. I have to give it to her, from what I’m experiencing in this moment there are a few things very fucking clear. One, I’m almost positive the woman can’t read. And two, she’s not as stupid as her father thinks she is.

“Raney,” I address her but keep my eyes on her father. “Instead of taking a little walk with your father, would you mind having a little chat with me in private?”

“Not going to happen,” her father snaps.

I put a load of steel in my voice when I tell the asshole, “Not your call cause for damn sure it’s going to happen. And if it’s not? It won’t be because you’re throwing out demands but about the fucking fact that the lady has a choice. Now, Raney, can I talk to you about our horse?” 

The timid “yes,” flowing through the air behind me is enough for me to slightly turn and face Oak.

“Keep an eye on things, brother.” I don’t have to ask him to have my back.

We’re both members of the Iron Hot Blood MC. A solid brotherhood located on a ranch where we breed and train horses along with other livestock.

“I said,” the woman’s father starts but Oak is stepping toward him.

I take the woman’s hand and guide her around the trailer to create some distance and privacy.

As soon as we’re out of earshot from her father she asks with a tremor in her voice, “What did the note say? It wasn’t a contract, was it?”

As I figured; pretty sure she can’t read.

“How old are you?” I question, needing to know this for what I’m about to do next.

“Twenty-one.” Her eyes are searching mine. “Why?”

“You’re right. The paper you gave me wasn’t a contract.”

Her shoulders sag and she looks as if life itself just shattered in front of her. “Figures.”

“I have no clue about your situation, but if I had to guess it’s not good. So, I’m going to offer you something, okay?” 

Her eyes find mine and she tilts her head. “Offer me something?”

I tap my finger on the patch of my leather cut. “I’m a biker but our MC is located at a ranch. I have a small cabin with a spare bedroom I’m offering to you. No strings attached. You can get on your feet, away from your father, whatever. I’ll even pay you if you want to take care of the horse. I wasn’t planning on buying a horse today since we train and breed horses ourselves. But I recognize a good horse when I see one. That being said, I have my own work to do and could use the help. So, what do you say? Free room and board, earning some cash and stay with your horse while you’re at it.”

“She’s my horse,” she fucking croaks and might as well rip my heart out along with it.

“Like I said, come along and I’ll give you a job. Hell, I’ll throw in the option to buy her back while you get your shit together. Deal?”

She narrows her eyes. “Are you going to give me a real contract?”

“Yes, you have my word,” I reply through clenched teeth. “One thing I will never do is lie.”

Her head tilts. “I should question whether or not you’re a con-artist, a serial killer, or a rapist, but I guess it’s a chance I have to take.”

“Fucking hell,” I grumble underneath my breath and take off my Stetson to run my fingers over the buzzcut I’m sporting before answering. “I’m none of those things. And for you to add it’s a chance you have to take? Woman, for you to say that shit makes me fucking angry.”

She flinches and blurts, “I’m sorry.”

I have to inhale deep and slowly let that shit out because my anger is all-consuming. She’s apologizing for the bad situation she’s in–and for my anger due to all of it–while nothing is her fault.

Deciding not to dwell and move forward, I throw out the question, “Do you need to go home and get a few things?” 

She looks down at herself and shrugs. “I only have one other pair of clothes. If I earn money by working for you, I can buy some new ones. Till then I can wash these before I go to sleep and have them dry by morning.”

One pair of... another deep breath and I manage a few more when I really take in the woman standing before me. She owns a single change of clothes, is tiny as fuck, and has minimal meat on her bones but still stands strong as if she can handle a heavy load. I’d say she’s been working her ass off all her life for nothing more than one meal a day.

“Hungry?” Shit. I keep asking her question after question.

She bites her bottom lip. “I could eat.”

“I bet you could,” I mutter. “I gather we have a deal then?”

She quickly nods and holds out her hand. “We have a deal if you give me a job and Izzy back.”

“Izzy?” 

“Our horse.” She gives me a shy smile.

“Our horse,” I echo. “You move in with me, work for the cash I’ll pay you for taking care of Izzy, and I’ll give you the promise she’ll be yours soon enough.”

“Soon enough,” she murmurs.

I take her hand and it’s the same as when our eyes collided the first time; an explosion of lust slams into me. Into the both of us if I can judge by the sharp gasp tumbling over her lips and how her pupils dilate. 

Not something we need in this moment and it’s for this reason I tell her, “Get in the truck, front seat. I’m driving and Oak will be in the back seat.”

Her head bobs and she walks around the truck to get in while I head for the back of the trailer. Before I reach it, Oak steps out from behind the trailer.

“Ready to go?” he questions.

I look past him. “Yeah. Where did her father go?”

“I told him to piss the fuck off. She’s coming with us I assume?”

“Yeah,” I repeat. “The fucker left without so much as a peep?”

Oak rubs two fingers against his jaw while his upper lip twitches in anger. “Not so much as one. I might have punched him once in the face and threatened to gut him if he didn’t get the fuck out of my sight. I might not know what the hell is going on between the father and your girl, but even a blind man can see that shit ain’t pretty. What did the note say? The one she gave you?”
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