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      She believes she has to give herself away for attention. He’s a single dad who needs stability. When a blizzard traps them for three days, will opposites attract?

      Maisey agrees to meet an old hookup in Wyoming. But when he literally leaves her on his brother’s doorstep without her luggage or phone, she finds herself trapped with a handsome rodeo cowboy. A surprise has her questioning everything she’s done for the past few years. She feels like a fish out of water in the tiny Wyoming town.

      Rodeo bronc rider Brayden is down with a broken knee. When his daughter falls for Maisey and her blue hair, he begins to wonder if can turn the wild woman from sexy to sweet. He’s almost got her convinced she deserves a new life, when her past returns in a big way.

      Maisey runs to the security of what she’s always known, can Brayden find her and show her what true love looks like?

      Sweet Temptation is the second book in the inspiring Dawson Valley contemporary Christian romance series. If you like natural and flawed characters, emotional journeys, and compelling faith-filled romance, then you’ll adore Kari Trumbo’s touching story.

      Want a free book? Join the thousands of other readers who get giveaways, sale notifications, and new releases alerts!

    

  


  
    
      
        
        I dedicate this book my new friend E. Jones, who met me on a flight to Dallas and didn’t consider me strange for emailing her about rodeo life. Without you, I wouldn’t have known where to even begin with this story. Thank you.
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      What kind of man used a kissy face emoji to title an email? Maisey sighed as she hovered her mouse over the X to delete it. Who was Stan_theStudMan anyway? She closed her eyes and tried to remember. Then it came back...last summer...The Dawson Creek Ranch. Stan had been a simple, if fun, diversion when she'd been at a writer's retreat way back in July. He'd paid for her drinks at the bar and he'd had a nice truck that had been almost big enough... But, how had he gotten her email? She hadn't given him her contact information. Boys on the side never contacted her again. Her curiosity piqued, she clicked it open.

      
        
        Maisey/Raine,

        I'm not sure which is your real name. I remembered you had that author signing out at The Dawson Creek Dude Ranch last summer. I checked your website and that's how I found how to contact you. I was wondering if you wanted to come back out, maybe? My brother broke his knee right after you left, riding broncs with the rodeo. You might have met him. He was working as the foreman at the ranch last summer. If it makes you feel better about coming. He and his daughter are here and I'm going a little stir crazy. Could use a little fun. I'd sure like it if you could come back out to Shady for a while. We could go out, dance...it would be just like summer.

      

      

      Maisey rolled her eyes and groaned. Didn't the man work? Didn't he realize she worked? But of course not. She was an author—available all the time—or so everyone seemed to think.

      "I live in L.A., Stan." Her anger bubbled past the steamed cappuccino stage. "I don't even own the kind of clothes I'd need to go to Wyoming in January."

      She sighed heavily at the computer screen and shoved the mouse to the upper corner again, prepared to X out and forget about Stan and his boredom. But she heard a quiet, wait...

      "Then again..." Talking aloud to herself had always helped her solidify plans and stories. Before opening Stan_theStudMan’s email, she’d gotten one from a place selling cute winter wear...and she’d held in a squeal over the cute boots.

      "It would be a good excuse to go shopping. And I could always use a little diversion."

      She tilted her head and opened a new tab in her browser. Her fingers flew over the keyboard as she searched the weather in Wyoming. The average temp there was about what the coldest average temps were in L.A., except they had snow. She could handle that, and a new pair of cute boots were in order, as well as a coat with a fuzzy hood. She shivered as she considered her plan. It could work, and if Stan was a bore, she'd just come right back home.

      Her purple phone lay next to her laptop. She pressed the home button and held it.

      "Call Rebel Scum." She giggled. No one would guess in a million years she loved Star Wars...unless they got hold of her phone.

      "Carson Agency, Allen speaking," her agent's dull voice came over the speaker.

      "Allen, this is Maisey. I think I'll be traveling for the next few weeks. Back to Wyoming. I think I'll make it a research trip. That last story did so well, maybe I could do a series."

      He laughed, his voice warming as he spoke. "Maisey, you could write a robot maintenance manual and people would buy it. Let me know if you need anything. Your next deadline isn't for three months. Enjoy a little quiet."

      She laughed and slipped her finger over the end call button, hesitating for a minute. She and Allen really did get along well, but he was just too much of a southern gentleman for her to ever consider. No matter how lonesome she got in her apartment. He still turned six shades of red when he had to read her books, and she had no clue how he pitched them to editors, but somehow, he managed.

      "Thank you, Allen. Take care." He was the closest thing to a real friend she had.

      She tapped the end call button and stared at Stan_theStudMan’s email again, finally looking at the bottom of the page.

      
        
        You're welcome to stay here if you want. I have a lot of space. Even with Brayden and Fiona here, there's enough room.

      

      

      Stay with him. Men always assumed she would, but then, why wouldn't he? She'd already set up that expectation during her first trip to Wyoming when she'd shared his truck one early morning before going back to the ranch.

      If she ever wanted to be seen as more than a hot body, she'd have to stop inviting that expectation. But that was a whole new set of problems. Her sexy persona was part of who she was. She'd have to make a whole new set of guy friends and that wasn't going to happen.

      Maisey's gaze drifted to the top of her desk, above her monitor, to the one picture she'd ever allowed of herself near her workspace. It was a group photo taken the night that The Four—herself, Madison, Annabelle, and Danica, had arrived at The Dawson Creek Ranch. Danica had bowed out of the group after that, and Madison had morphed into a new person. She'd dropped her agent, moved out to Kansas, and married the cowboy she'd met in Wyoming. The cowboy who treated her like gold. But she wasn’t gold, she was Maisey, and her life was fun. Really. She frowned and hit reply.

      
        
        Dear Stan,

        You're in luck! I'm in need of a break and I could use the time for a little research. Be prepared...I do write romance. ;)

        Send me your phone number so I can text you when I come in. We can figure out where I'll stay when I arrive. See you soon.

        Maisey

      

      

      She'd go to his house first and see if he was being honest about a separate room. Even though they'd already been together, she couldn't remember much about it. Remembering those details might lead to hurt, so she never let herself. When they had been together, she'd been thoroughly toasted. There was a big difference between running out to the truck for a little fun and living with a man for a few weeks. That was almost a commitment.

      She opened up a new email.

      
        
        Hey Madison,

        It's been a long time. I hope your wedding was great. Sorry I couldn't make it. I think I'm coming back to Wyoming for a bit, back in cowboy territory. I was just wondering how you're doing?

        Remember that chat we had by the river way back in July? We talked about how Randal was different with you than any man has ever been with me? Well, I've come to a point where I'm tired. I'm tired of the expectation that I'm worth less than another woman. I want, just once, a guy who puts his shirt over my shoulders, like Randal did with you... So, tell me, what does a girl have to do to earn a little respect?

        Maisey

      

      

      She read the email over twice. It had been a long time since she'd spoken to Madison. The green monster of jealousy had been harsh. Randal was amazing, and Madison had done nothing to reel him in. Nothing. Not flirting, not being provocative, not whining, nothing. In fact, when she had been flirtier and dressed the way Maisey and Annabelle always dressed to go out, something happened the next day to break Madison and Randal apart. Not for long, but it had happened.

      Maisey couldn't help but want what they had, though. Randal was totally into Madison, loved her for who she was. Not who she'd pretended to be. But then, who was Maisey Reynard outside of sexy author? And if she didn't know the truth of who she was, how could any man love a lie?
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      The flight had been short and as she'd come down out of the clouds over the snow-covered Tetons, it had taken her breath away. California was pretty with its perfect L.A. weather, but it was also full to bursting. California was packed with all kinds of people. From the plane, she saw vast areas that looked untouched by human hands. How did that happen? Her world was such a metropolis.

      The plane bounced once as it touched down in Cheyenne, and now she had a long drive out to Shady. She'd messaged Stan when she'd left L.A., but her phone had been turned off since, while she'd napped on the plane. While traveling, the silence was so refreshing.

      First class had its privileges and they didn’t all have to do with food. She could stand, grab her carry on, and get off the plane as soon as they shut off the seatbelt signs, allowing her to leave before any passengers got the idea to talk to her. Her heels clacked on the floor as she made her way to the luggage carousel. At least her bag would be easy to spot. She always bought the biggest luggage she could, since she packed a lot of clothes no matter where she went. Only the gaudiest pattern she could find would do, so she didn't have to touch anyone else's as they slid down the ramp.

      Her bag slipped in front of her and landed with a heavy thud against the rail. A man next to her reached for it and scooped it up. He turned to look at her with a big goofy grin.

      "Hey Maisey! Glad you could come."

      He wasn't what she remembered. Of course, she'd been pretty liberal with the beer every time she'd seen him. But his messy, overly long hair and buck-toothed smile begged her to give up the drink.

      "Stan, good to see you." She lied, hiding a grimace. "I didn't know you'd meet me here."

      "Yeah. I can't go up in the terminal, but I've been waiting here. I saw you come down the stairs."

      She hadn't even looked for him, assuming she'd just rent a car and drive to Shady. This saved her a rental, but it also meant she was at his mercy for a ride wherever she wanted to go.

      "I didn't realize you'd come. I thought I'd just—"

      "No need to do that. My truck's waiting in the lot. Let's go. Have you eaten? We could stop along the way."

      He flipped her bag to the side with the wheels and walked off, leaving her to follow. At least he hadn't touched her. Most men at least expected a tight hug from her as a welcome.

      The flight hadn't been long, and she'd had an in-flight meal. His refusal to even hear her out grated against her nerves, but she held her anger in check.

      "I'm fine. Look, are you sure about driving? I'll be here for two whole weeks. Do you really want to drive me everywhere?" Her heeled boots made running after him difficult, but he wasn't waiting.

      The side of his face shifted, and he stopped, looking over his shoulder to roll his eyes.

      "Of course not. You can drive me to work on the days I go in and pick me up every day so you have my truck. It's no big deal. Most of the time they don't even need me anyway."

      On days he went in, she would have to get up early enough to take him to work...on her vacation.

      "Uh, no. I'll just stay at home." She drummed her long nails against her arm, hoping he just turned around and kept going, because if he said much more, there might be an incident in the middle of the airport.

      "What's the matter? Didn't figure you'd mind if I saved you a little money. I didn't figure you'd mind spending a little more time with me." He raised his eyebrows in a self-important smirk.

      How had she ever come to the conclusion this man was worth her time? "And what if I decide to stay at a hotel once we make it to Shady? You just assumed that I'd stay with you."

      He turned away and pulled her bag on wheels a little faster. "Well, yeah. There's really no reason for you to stay anywhere else. You came to see me, so..."

      And there it was. She was at his beck and call, simply because he'd been the one to ask her. Why did every man she'd ever known think that one “yes” was a blanket “yes” to their every whim?

      She yanked him to a stop and waited until he looked her straight in the eye. "Stan, you're absolutely right. I wouldn't have come back out here at all if you hadn't invited me." She raised her eyebrows and angled her head even closer to him. "Ever." She paused and narrowed her eyes for affect. “Maybe I should just go back to the terminal and switch my ticket, get on the next plane to L.A. and save myself the trouble.”

      It would be a slap in the face to tell him she'd made the decision to come, not so she could see him, but so she'd have a reasonable excuse to buy cute furry boots with stacked heels. Boots that had been on sale, giving her even more reason to buy. In those very boots, she towered over his stocky frame.

      His smile faltered, and he tripped over his feet as he kept walking to get away from her. If he still didn’t understand he wasn't on the top of her list of things “to do” this week, he soon would.

      The pickup was more memorable than the man had been. It was a nice big black F250, but even with the extra room, had been a tight squeeze for both of them. He lifted her bag into the back seat, then climbed in, leaving her to scramble into the cab on her own.

      Madison's Randal never would've done that. But Stan would never compare to Madison's handsome cowboy. Maisey may have had all the success with writing, but Madison's success would be more lasting, and Stan wasn't even in the running.

      She scaled into the pickup and closed the door as Stan started it up and shifted into reverse. Maisey slipped her phone from her purse and opened her email. Talking to Stan had been a lesson in frustration, and he could think she was ignoring him for a while. This would be a long couple of weeks. She'd made the wrong choice, yet again.

      An email from Madison waited at the top of her inbox.

      
        
        Maisey,

        Good to hear from you. If I were closer, I'd make it a point to come see you.

        I do remember our talk. Glad you've decided you want more. Just remember, you get more when you give up less. That doesn't mean you "give" less, you actually give more...of yourself. Give your time, your genuine attention, your smile, and eventually you give your heart, but don't give away what is precious until he's ready to treat it like the gift it is. Your life is not a romance novel, and you don't have to be the star.

        Madison

      

      

      Right, because the perfect guy would be happy with just a smile.
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      Brayden sat on the sofa in front of some news network playing in the background, not paying attention. His daughter, Fiona, played with dolls on the floor in front of him as his leg throbbed, even propped up. After four months of healing and physical therapy, he'd hoped to feel better, but with the ache from the chill outside, he'd guess a snow storm was on the way.

      Stan's pickup pulled up in front of the house and shut off. Fiona squealed and gathered all her dolls in one quick grab, rushing off toward her room. She didn't like her new uncle any more than he liked having to live with him. Stan didn't like kids. If Brayden had anywhere else to heal, he would. His own home had been too far from the doctors he needed. The ranch where he’d worked all summer was booked. Soon, he'd be able to get back in his truck and take Fiona home, where they both belonged, to Cutter’s Creek, Montana.

      The passenger door swung open, and a woman ducked out, her hair was black like a raven's, with bright blue streaks running through it. She was pale but wrapped up tight in a wool coat that had tawny fuzz around the hood draped over her shoulders. Her boots matched. Great. One of those girls. His head already hurt thinking about it.

      Fiona would be terrified of having a stranger in the house, especially a stranger who looked like that. But Stan never thought of Fiona or anyone but himself. In his defense, he'd never been an uncle before. Until four months ago, Brayden had never been a father, either. Though he’d never blame Fiona, his head hadn’t been in the ride the day after he’d found out he’d become a father, and he’d busted his knee because of it. But, it hadn't stopped him from trying to be the father Fiona needed.

      Raised voices outside begged for his attention. He'd have to stop them before they attracted the attention of old Mrs. Torrin. The new raven-haired woman stood on the front stoop, one hand firmly planted on a softly rounded hip, and the other pointed at poor Stan. At least he was just smart enough to look ashamed for whatever she was raking him for. Then, his brother glanced up, anger seethed, and his face went red. He stomped toward the woman and yelled back as he lifted his fist above his head.

      Brayden growled and shoved his injured leg off its perch, sucking in air at the sharp pain. Burning fire surged down his leg. He grabbed his crutches and flapped his way to the front door, slamming it wide because he didn't have enough blasted hands to do anything gently.

      "Stan. You planning to announce to the neighborhood your lover problems or take it in the house?"

      The woman turned to him and hot anger snapped from her eyes, almost knocking him off his feet. What he hadn't seen from the window, were bright blue eyes and perfect pouty lips in a shade of red that couldn't ever be natural.

      Stan cursed under his breath. "She started it."

      Brayden wanted to throttle his spoiled little brother right then and there, and if he hadn't been laid up, he might have.

      "Are you really going to use the argument of a five-year-old? I don't care if she stomped your foot and called you the son of a mule, you don't need to argue with a woman on the front lawn."

      Blue fire leapt at him from the woman’s eyes. "No, you're right, he should wait until we're inside to argue with me about the fact that he lied to me to get me here!"

      "I didn't lie to you!" Stan slammed his fist down on the front of the pickup and flinched.

      "Both of you, inside. Now." Why did being a father make him feel like he had to be one to everyone?

      He waved to the old woman across the street. "It's okay, Mrs. Torrin! We're going inside now. Sorry to bother you!"

      She frowned and nodded, ducking back inside her house with her gigantic cell phone made for people with vision trouble clutched in her fist.

      "Great, just great. She probably called the police...," Brayden muttered.

      Stan shoved past him into the house, almost toppling him on his crutches as he left his girl outside. Her arms were tucked around her waist and she looked strangely as if she might cry. Since she seemed to have so much fight just a minute ago, he couldn't stop staring.

      "Do you want to come in, miss?" He wished he knew her name. Stan hadn't even mentioned a guest coming, and he couldn't ask for an introduction now.

      She hesitated, blinked a few times then strode toward him. "Thank you. I know I didn't deserve to have you come out and stop the fight, but I was so mad when he told me there are no hotels in Shady.” She glanced away, her lush lip trembling for just a moment. “I couldn't remember. It's been six months since I was here, and the only place I ever went to, was the bar. I never even thought to check, and he assumed I'd just stay here."

      Her words tumbled from her pretty-as-a-bow mouth and, even though his leg throbbed fit to kill a man, he couldn't move. It could have been her wild hair or her too tall boots, maybe it was the way she'd leveled Stan, but she wasn't an insecure woman. He couldn't just leave her there and ignore her.

      "He asked me to come, knowing there was no place for me to stay here in Shady. The closest hotel is almost an hour away!"

      Brayden's stomach clenched. His brother had invited her to stay at the house...with his daughter here. Knowing there was no other option for her. Now he wanted to throttle Stan all over again.

      "I'm sorry. There are no hotels in Shady. How far did you come?" It was such a silly question, but his brother had thought little of taking advantage of her and Brayden wasn't sure he could make it right.

      "L.A." She sniffed and glanced away from him. She was losing the battle against tears and, even after just meeting her, he could tell she wasn't the type to succumb.

      "Where will I go? I can't stay here. Maybe they have a room out at the Dawson Creek Ranch?"

      “You know the ranch? I worked there last summer.” He laughed, that was the most popular place in Sweetwater County. "But, I doubt they have space. Luke told me they were booked all the way through June. Stan just doesn't ever think..."

      He had to get off his leg or his decision whether to get back into the arena or not would be made for him. His leg had to heal properly. "Let's go inside and talk. It's chilly out here anyway." He held open the door wide, so she could get around him.

      As she brushed past, he caught a spicy scent, like lemon mixed with sandalwood. She wore heals that made her almost as tall as he was and, when she glanced over her shoulder and their eyes met, heat dove straight to his heart.

      "Thank you, Brayden."

      The Goddess of Electricity knew his name.
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