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Blurb




He's a cowboy pastor. She has big dreams that don't include settling down. Is he willing to risk it all to go after the one girl he can't have?

I'm not running away. I'm running toward the life I want.

William is everything I always wanted.

A man my parents would love. But Greg is who makes my heart race.

One is a driven businessman in a big city. The other is a small town pastor.

One wants me to be a stay at home corporate wife. The other wants me to follow my dreams and wants to be by my side as I do.

The problem?

The one I'm dating isn't the one that wants to make my dreams come true.

But the one I'm dating is the one my parents would have picked for me.

What the hell am I going to do?







Dedication



To the coffee that kept me going, and the kids that call me mommy.
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Would you like some free cowboy books?

If you join Kaci M. Rose’s Newsletter you get books and bonus epilogues free! 

Join Kaci M. Rose’s newsletter and get your free books!

https://www.kacirose.com/KMR-Newsletter



Now on to the story! 












Chapter 1


Abby





Rock Springs Texas has always felt like home. Ever since my parents died, and I spent time there on Sage's ranch, it's where my heart wants to be.

Don't get me wrong. I’m so thankful to The Rutherford’s for taking me in, while I went to school. Some of their kids have become my good friends, and I love the people I go to school with, but it's just not home. 

Becoming a midwife, has consumed my life, and this is the first break I’m getting, and of course, there was no other option than to come home to Rock Springs. When I head back to Arkansas after the summer, I start all of my hands-on training, so I figured I should take this break, while I can. 

When I see Sage, waiting on me near baggage claim, we have one of those drop our bags and hug each other moments you see on TV. She’s the closest thing I have left to family. 

"God, I missed you! I'm so glad you’ll be here for a few months," Sage says. 

"It's all she's talked about for weeks now." Colt, her husband, says, giving me a quick side hug.

"That makes two of us," I tell him, as we head to baggage claim for the rest of my bags. 

Once we get both of them, Colt insists on carrying them out to their truck. He's a true southern gentleman to the core.

"Let's sit in the back and talk," Sage says.

"Like hell woman. I have a bench seat, so scoot that cute little ass over here. I'm not driving an hour not being able to touch you," Colt says.

This makes me laugh. Sage and Colt had a rocky start. They dated in high school, broke up, and then life kept them apart for many years before they got their second chance. Now, you can't keep them apart if you tried. 

Sage looks at me and rolls her eyes, before turning to get in the truck. Colt holds the passenger side door open for her, and then smacks her butt, as she climbs in. 

"I know you rolled your eyes at me. You’ll pay for that later," he tells her.

Once I climb in and settle, he closes the door and climbs in on his side. He buckles up and makes sure Sage is too, before pulling her closer to him. 

You can see the love these two have. There’s no doubt about it. Too bad I don't feel that way about William. 

William is what many would deem the perfect guy. He has a great job, and he's successful at it. He treats me like gold and gets along with The Rutherford's. They love him and like my friends. He goes to my church, supports me going to school, and my visit here this summer. He's everything my parents would want for me. My mom hinted at it many times, and both Mom and Dad thought the world of him. He would visit his aunt and attend our church with her. Though he’s everything I should want, I feel nothing for him. 

When he holds my hand, when he kisses me, or even when we talk about the future, I feel nothing. Nothing. I might fool myself into thinking I’ll grow to love him, but I know that's not true when there’s another man, who makes my heart race with just a glance my way.  

I want to love William. I do, I really do. I think he's a great guy and will make a great father one day. So, I hope some time apart will make things clearer. 

"We’re going to church on Sunday. You are coming with us, right? Pastor Greg needs some help with the summer carnival, and it might just be up your alley," Sage says.

Damn. 

Just the mention of Pastor Greg has my heart racing. I haven't told anyone how he makes me feel, and I need to get it together in front of Sage and Colt. 

"Yeah, it would be fun to do something other than study this summer," I tell her. 

For the rest of the drive, she updates me on what has happened, since the last time I was in town. I was here for Christmas, when Sage's brother, Blaze, and his wife, Riley, gave birth to their daughter, baby Lily. Not to be confused with Riley's best friend, Lilly. 

After I left, Riley's best friend, Lilly, married her now husband, Mike, and started rescuing horses that have been showing up from what the cops believe is an illegal rodeo. 

Sage's other sister-in-law, Ella, had her sister get engaged, and her brother wound up married in Vegas. Sage's sister, Megan, also had her baby girl, Willow. 

It's not until she starts talking about how the church ladies are still wanting to get Pastor Greg set up with someone, that I don't really want to talk anymore. Thankfully, this is also when we’re pulling into the ranch.  

I always loved this place. Several years ago, they expanded and bought the ranch next door, so most of Sage's siblings live on one side, while Sage's parents still live in the main house on the other side, and they run the whole ranch together. 

The main house on this side has always been called Sage's place because it's her biological family's land. That’s the main reason they bought the place and remodeled it. It's huge too with fourteen bedrooms and nine bathrooms, and that includes two master bedroom suites. One on the family side, and one on the guest room side. There’s also an entire housekeeper’s one-bedroom apartment downstairs, but as far as I know, it hasn't been used for as long as I have known Sage. 

"So, you have three choices of where you can stay. We have the senior ranch hand cabin open for the summer, you can stay in the housekeeper’s apartment downstairs, or the guest master bedroom upstairs," Sage says.

"Take the master bedroom," Hunter says, as he and his wife, Megan, come out to greet me. 

"Okay, that's fine by me," I say, while Colt and Hunter take my bags upstairs, and the girls pull me into the kitchen. 

It's a full half hour of updating Riley, Sage, Megan, Ella, and their other sister-in-law, Sarah, on my progress with school. 

By the time I make it upstairs to unpack, I’m exhausted, and I still have to head back down for dinner.  

As I finish unpacking and lay down on my bed, my phone rings. When I see it's William, I cringe. I should have called him, when I touched down in Dallas a few hours ago, or when I got to the ranch over an hour ago. 

He's video calling me, so I sit up and fix my hair really quick before I answer. 

"Hey, there. I wanted to make sure you got in okay." He says with a smile. 

There’s no doubt about it, he's a handsome guy with his chiseled jaw and perfectly styled brown hair. He's skinny, clean cut, and has a smooth baby face. 

It's just the complete opposite of Pastor Greg, who looks like a cowboy, has a hard body with rippling muscles from helping people around town, and is rough around the edges. He’s always in jeans and a nice button-down shirt on Sundays, and a flannel shirt the rest of the week. 

Damnit, why am I thinking about Greg again?

"Yeah, sorry I didn't call. I just got to my room. Everyone was here and wanted to talk soon, as I walked in." 

He gives me a soft smile that I’ve seen fluster other women. "I figured as much. Sage pick you up from the airport?" He asks, propping the phone up while removing his suit jacket and rolling up his sleeves. He must have just gotten home. 

"Yeah, and her husband, Colt. They filled me in on everything I missed on the way here, and as soon as I walked into the house, everyone wanted to know about school and you." 

That makes him smile again. "You worked hard at school, and you deserve this break with your friends. I’ll miss you like crazy, though." 

"I know, but you know what they say about distance and the heart." I try to joke without lying to him. 

I don't want to say I’ll miss him when I'm not sure if I will. I watch for a sign that he picks up on it. His smile dulls only a fraction before he nods his head. 

"Yeah, I've heard that, and I guess we will see, huh? You having dinner with them tonight?"

"Yep, family dinner every night is mandatory. I swear, they’re like one of those 1950s families that sit down to eat together, no matter how busy it is. Honestly, it reminds me of my parents." I tell him, putting on a fake smile. 

"Okay, I think I'm going to go to my mom’s for dinner tonight, so text me, before you get to bed," he says. 

"I will. Enjoy dinner with your mom." 

"Talk soon." He hangs up. 

I flop down on the bed again. I want to make my parents happy, and it's why I agreed to the courtship with William. The church my parents attended wasn't great, but they did believe in courtship, and my parents supported that, as do The Rutherford's. 

Courtship means all my dates with William have been with a chaperone. The more I've been on my own and around Sage's family, the less of a fan of courtship I’ve become, but it's what my parents would have wanted for me. Just like I know they would have wanted William for me. My mom liked him and always said as much. 

I'm about to get ready for dinner when there’s a knock on my door. 

"Come in." 

Sage peeks her head in. 

"Got a minute?" She asks, closing the door behind her. 

"Of course."

"Okay, Colt told me to mind my own business, but you’re one of my best friends, so I’m going to say this, and I promise to drop it unless you want to talk about it again. Just know I’m always here, and no judgment ever."

"Oh, for cheese’s sake, just spit it out," I say the phrase my momma always said to me that made me laugh. It buys me time to regain my thoughts. 

"I don't know William, but I do know you, and I just don't see that spark there. I don't want you to settle. Settling kills your soul. I want you to fall head over heels in love, and find someone who you can't live without. Find the someone who you would have turned this trip down for because you didn't want to be away from him." 

I sigh, "It's nothing I haven't already been thinking. Though, I was hoping this trip would provide me with a bit of clarity. I'm not ready to talk about it just yet."

"Well, when you are, you can talk to me, or I can call a girl's night, and you can spill your guts over margaritas, chocolate, and tacos, and then get all of our opinions. It's up to you." 

I stand and hug her. "Thank you. Now feed me."

That seems to break the tension, and we head downstairs. 

I'm used to family dinners like this with The Rutherford's. Only here, I feel more at home. I'm part of the conversation, I know who they’re talking about, and time flies. I don't want to get up from the table. At The Rutherford's, I don't know anyone they talk about, and I wrap up dinner as quick as I can. Such a night and day difference. 

Later that night, when I’m back in my room and laying on the bed, I text William. 



Me: Hey, I'm heading to bed. Will be up early for church tomorrow.

William: What's the church like there?



Though we go to church every Sunday, and the church there is good, I love the one here in Rock Springs so much better.



Me: It's a small country church, and everyone knows everyone. They’re putting on a summer carnival, and I agreed to help.

William: That's what you used to help your parents with. You’ll have a lot of fun, and I can come down for the weekend and see the final product. 

Me: Yeah. Plus, Rock Springs may be small, but they throw some events that will put Little Rock to shame. 

William: Make sure to send photos. I’ll let you get to sleep. Talk tomorrow.

Me: Goodnight. 



Mom, dad if you are listening. All I need is a sign. One little sign. 








Chapter 2


Greg





Another Sunday and another day of the church ladies trying to set me up. I'm a young pastor who is unmarried, so I expected this when I came here. But it seems, the longer I'm unattached, the harder they try to find me someone. Unfortunately, the lower the bar gets set, too.

This week, they’re talking about a few girls from Dallas. They have given up on local girls now. 

"What about that Erin girl we met over in Lake Worth when we were helping with the charity drive?" Joy Miller asks. 

"Oh, yes. She was very sweet and loved helping organize the tables." Donna Norwood says. 

"Mom, stop encouraging them," Hunter says, as he walks up with his wife, Megan, who is holding their daughter, Willow. 

I’m thankful for the break in the matchmaking. "Why don't you go get your seats, as we’ll be starting soon?" 

As the church fills up, I excuse myself to prepare for my sermon.

My dad says they wouldn't try so hard to find me a wife if they didn't like me, so I just keep telling myself that. I love it here in Rock Springs, and I hope to be the pastor here for a good long while. 

This is the kind of church every pastor wants because you’re here for life, but hardly any get it. Few of these spots ever open up, and how I was blessed enough to snag this spot I’ll never know.

As I’m heading back to the office to get the rest of my notes, I see her. 

Abby. 

I heard she was coming back for the summer. She’s one girl I wouldn't mind getting to know better, but she’s not always living here. My heart races, when she's near, and she’s the one person who can make me completely lose my train of thought. I've never had anyone do that to me before.

Right now, I know she's finishing up her classes, though I searched online to find out what her next steps are. Apparently, she has to work with some other midwives and get hands-on experience. There definitely aren’t enough people here to train her in our small town.

When I go to the pulpit, the room quietens down. I go through the regular weekly announcements about volunteers for the summer carnival, who have asked for prayer requests, and some of the events in town. Then we sing, I give my sermon, and it all goes by in a blur. Why? Because all I see is Abby. She looks like an angel sitting there in her summer dress with her dark brown hair in a braid over her shoulder. 

She's sitting with Sage and Colt, Megan and Hunter, and their parents. They are always a reminder of what love can do for a person. Colt was very much a playboy, and while I don't know the details, I know that’s what was said in town. I never saw him set foot in the church. Then, he and Sage got their second chance, and for her, he started coming every week. Now, he's one of my go-to guys, whenever I need help to fix something around here. 

Once service is over, I stand by the door and greet everyone, thank them for coming, and chat with whoever stops. The entire time I’m keeping an eye on Abby, who is surrounded by the church ladies. Sage is by her side, so I know she won't let them overwhelm Abby. 

When I remember the first time Sage brought Colt to church, and they attended the potluck, a big smile spreads across my face. After Mrs. Dorothy Carey tried to stick her nose in, like Colt didn't belong here, Sage put them all in their place and has walked around on Colt’s arm with her head held high ever since. 

The next week I gave a sermon on acceptance, and how we can love the sinner, but not the sin. I gave a long speech about how anyone was welcome in this church, no matter their past. Evidently, that was the speech that won Colt over. 

I'm so lost in the memory and going through the motions of saying goodbye to people, I don't realize Abby is in front of me until an electric zing shoots up my arm when she shakes my hand.

"Thanks for the sermon. I think it's just what I needed." She gives me a blinding smile. 

What the heck did I give a sermon on today? I search my thoughts. Okay, now I remember. It was on how following scripture doesn't mean you have to do things that make you unhappy. It was more directed to the church ladies, as a subtle hint to lay off the girl hunting for a while. 

"I'm glad. I heard you’re here for the summer?" I ask, wanting to talk to her, even just a bit longer. 

"Yeah, I have a break in classes and missed Sage and her family, so I figured it was the perfect time to come visit. Sage signed me up to help with the summer carnival, so you’ll be seeing a lot more of me. I hope you don't mind."

Mind? I'm looking forward to it. 

"Sage said you had experience putting on some events with your parents’ church?" I ask. 

Her face clouds over for just a moment, and I assume it's at the mention of her parents, who passed away last year. But the look is gone so fast. 

"Yeah, my mom was always involved, and I helped her a lot."

"Well, I might make you my wingman then. Donna Norwood, Hunter's mom, normally helps take the lead, but with Megan just having the baby, she has taken on fewer duties, so she can spoil her grandbaby."

"I'd like that. I'm here to help any way I can." 

Oh, boy, don't make promises like that you can't keep. I’ll invent ways to keep you near. 

"Would you like to get lunch at the diner today and go over what needs to happen? I’m just in the planning stages." I ask. It slips out before I get a chance to stop it.  

"Oh, well," she pauses and looks over at Sage and Colt. 

"Afterwards, I can drive you back to the ranch. I haven't been out there in a while, so I'm long overdue for a visit." I tell her.

"Only if you’re staying for dinner, Pastor." Sage's mom, Hellen, says without missing a beat. 

"Well, what kind of pastor would I be, if I turned down a good home cooked meal?" I ask. 

I turn back to Abby. "You’re welcome to wait in my office. I should be done here in about thirty minutes." 

After I direct her to my office, I don't think I've rushed through the end of church so fast before. I peek my head in at the event hall, where the after-church potluck is happening, and give my apologies, telling them I hate to miss it, but I have a meeting for the summer carnival. That makes the ladies happy, and then I'm on my way back to my office. 

Entering, I find Abby reading a book from my bookshelf. I see all my notes in the margin, and I know it's the one I got when I graduated from seminary. It's full of testimonies and sermons from many different pastors and priests around the world. 

She's lost in reading and doesn't notice me at the door, so I take a moment to watch her. Her dark brown hair is done up in a braid over the top of her head and over her shoulder, and her simple gray dress with white lace hugs her trim figure and looks beautiful on her. Already her floral scent is filling my office, and I hope it never fades. 

"I can't tell you how many times I’ve read that book," I tell her, and she jumps a little before she smiles up at me.  

"I'm sorry. I saw the book and wanted to read your notes. My dad had this book, and he did the same thing with notes in the margins. I have his copy and read it often."

"You’re welcome to borrow it and read it, if you want," I tell her.

"If I want to read the book, I’ll do so here. There’s something about reading this book in church," she says. 

I get that it feels more meaningful. It's why I keep the book in my office and not at my house. 

"Ready to eat?" I ask. 

I lead her out the side door of the church to my truck. I normally like walking down to the diner, but the church is on the far edge of town, and it's a twenty-minute walk for me, and Abby is in heels and a nice dress.

When we arrive at the diner, I get lucky and grab a parking spot out front, since most everyone from church went to the potluck. 

Walking into the diner with Abby gets me a few looks, and Jo, the diner owner, raises an eyebrow at me, but doesn't make a fuss and doesn't ask any questions. 

Once we have ordered, Abby smiles at me, and I swear there isn't anything she couldn't ask me right now that I wouldn't say yes, too. I have to shift in my seat to get a bit more comfortable because I'm getting hard just sitting across the table from her.

"I heard some of the ladies talking before church. They seem pretty determined on setting you up with someone." She says with a twinkle in her coffee-colored eyes. 

I just groan. "They are. My dad says I should be flattered because that means they like me, but sometimes, it's a bit much. Though, I think I've mastered how many dates I have to go on to keep them happy. I don't have the heart to tell them all the blind dates are horrible and not just for me. It’s easy to see the girls don't want to be there either. Being a pastor’s wife isn't for everyone." 

"I can't imagine anyone going on a date with you and not having a good time." Her face flushes a pretty pink, and she looks away like she can't believe she just said that. 

I can't believe it either. For a brief moment, I think about asking her out, but I stop myself. We’re out to lunch now, and she will be around more, setting up the summer carnival, so I need to let things happen naturally if they’re meant to happen. After all, I have to practice what I preach. 

"So, how is school going?" I ask her when our food arrives. 

"Well, so far, it's been all bookwork. I’ve been working with a midwife up there and assisted in many births, but the real hands-on experience starts when I go back in the fall. That’s what I’m looking forward to the most. Being part of a parent’s special day."  

The joy and energy on her face tells me everything I need to know. She not only enjoys it, but it brings her happiness, too. This is what she was meant to do. 

"So, Sage said you have experience with planning events?" I ask, trying not to mention her parents. I didn't like the sad look on her face when I did earlier.

"Yes, my mom and dad were big in our church back home. It’s just outside Memphis. The church put on large events to pull in people from the city. Plus, my parents owned and ran a bed-and-breakfast, so we did a lot of weddings and charity events, too." 

"Did you all live in the bed-and-breakfast?" 

"Yeah, we had a separate part downstairs with our rooms. It had a door that was locked all the time, but an intercom the guests could use after hours. We had a guest room there, too. That's where Sage ended up staying when she was with us. She’s like the sister I never had." A smile ghosts her face. 

"I felt bad the day I had to tell them I didn't want to run the place and wanted to be a midwife. They were elated and told me they were completely okay to sell the place. When they died, it was an easy transition, because they had started to look into retirement and selling the bed-and-breakfast."  

The smile is gone as she pushes her food aside.

"Sorry, I didn't mean to over share," she says. 

"One thing I've learned is talking about things is the best way to heal. Sometimes, little things like this are what you need. I hope you’ll consider me a friend, so it's never an over share." Damn, I hope I didn't just unintentionally friend zone myself.

She nods her head but still doesn't look back up at me, so I know it's time to change the subject. 

"Listen, I know you’re here to spend time with Sage's family, but would you consider being my right hand for this carnival? Since Donna is stepping down this year to spend time with her granddaughter, no one has stepped up."

I don't bother telling her I haven't asked either, since I knew she was coming to town. 

"Yeah, I'd like that." She says, finally meeting my eyes again. 

"Okay, well, want to meet at my place for lunch tomorrow and we can start making plans? I have all my paperwork there."

"I’ll be there."

My heart skips a beat. I know it's not a date, but I don’t care, because it’s not going to stop me from treating it like one. 








Chapter 3


Abby





I pull up to find Greg's place is towards the back of the property that the church sits on. Sage let me borrow one of the ranch trucks after I assured her I'd rather go to the meeting alone.

I told her there would be lots of planning to do, and I didn't want her waiting in town for me. Even though I doubt she believes me, she didn't push the issue. I know I want to be able to spend some time with Greg alone today, even if I really shouldn't. Not when I'm being courted by someone else. 

As I walk up to the screened in front porch, it's not what I expected. With a summery almost beach vibe, it’s all white wood and blue porch furniture. 

I knock on the door, and a moment later, it opens, and there’s Greg every bit the cowboy small-town pastor in jeans and a flannel button-down shirt that grips his muscles just right. For me, I chose a longer, casual grayish blue maxi dress that’s form-fitting up top and loose and flowy at the bottom. 
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