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      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

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Nash

      

      

      
        
        A curvy girl, older hero, quadruplet cowboy instalove romance.

      

      

      

      Sierra

      

      I came to Texas for a quick getaway. The cute little rental cottage was supposed to be the perfect place to spend the weekend…alone. But when an early summer storm washes out the bridge on the only road leading back to town, I’m left stranded with a man I’m finding impossible to resist.

      

      Nash

      

      Life at the ranch is hard, but predictable. It’s a life I’ve come to accept, even though it’s lonely at times. Until I rescue a gorgeous stranger from a flash flood. She’s got curves for miles and every part of me knows she’s meant to be mine. Letting myself fall for her would mean putting my heart on the line. But that’s the one thing I swore I’d never do again.

      

      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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            SIERRA

          

        

      

    

    
      The first fat raindrop landed on the windshield of my rental car with a splat. A late afternoon rain shower wasn’t out of the ordinary in my hometown of Portland, but I’d been anticipating clear skies and warmer weather for my weekend trip to Texas.

      At least it wasn’t much farther to the cute little cottage I’d rented for the weekend. I was looking forward to settling in and having time to pore over the schedule of events for the Lavender Festival tomorrow. That was the whole reason I’d booked my secret trip. It was a chance to gather info and shift my plan of starting my own lavender farm back home from a dream into reality. I hadn’t told anyone except my best friend, Hadley. A jolt of adrenaline surged through my veins as I envisioned what it would feel like to look out over my own lavender fields someday.

      Thunder boomed overhead, pulling me out of my daydreams of a bright future and right back into the reality of my current situation. The sky opened up just as I made the turn off the two-lane highway and onto a narrow dirt road. I caught a peek at the map showing my next turn about a mile up before my cell lost service.

      Great. Just what I needed. A gal could lose her way pretty easily on these back country roads. Especially one like me, who’d never seemed to master the art of following directions.

      I’d picked the tiny cottage because it looked so charming online. Maybe I should have stayed somewhere closer to town. But I had to be close. The cottage sat along the banks of the Blanco river, the same body of water I’d been driving alongside for the past few miles.

      My phone dinged, and the map re-appeared. I glanced down quickly, trying to memorize the next steps before I lost service again. I turned, followed the road about a hundred yards, and slowed as I reached the edge of a narrow bridge. The river was high. High enough that water flowed over the top of the bridge. But if I went slow, I could make it across. It was only about fifty yards or so to the other side.

      Taking a deep breath, I pressed on the gas. The car lurched forward several yards and stopped. I stepped on the gas, but nothing happened. Then something cold lapped at my feet.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Nash

      

      

      Dammit. If my meeting hadn’t gone over, I would have been home before the sky opened up. I probably should have left early—it’s not like we accomplished much, anyway. If I didn’t come up with a plan, the new oil pipeline would be running right across the land my great-grandfather had claimed over a hundred years ago.

      Thinking about that just pissed me off, so I pressed on the gas of my heavy duty pickup. Wouldn’t do me any good to get caught on the wrong side of the river if the storm headed our way was half as bad as what the radar predicted.

      Living outside of Blanco, Texas all my life had taught me that the river could be your best friend or your worst enemy, depending on the weather. If my brothers and I had been given a choice, we would have set the family ranch on higher ground. But my great-granddad hadn’t been too selective when he established the family homestead a few generations ago right smack dab in the middle of what locals had dubbed Flash Flood Alley.

      The sound of my phone ringing drowned out the local country station.

      “Yeah?” I answered. Just one of my brothers. No need for manners.

      “How close are you?” Colt asked. “I’ve got a problem with a calf and could use an extra set of hands.”

      “Where are West and Zane?” My brothers and I had divvied up the never-ending list of tasks it took to keep the family ranch booming. Dealing with the livestock wasn’t supposed to be my problem.

      “Hell if I know. You across the river yet?” Colt let out a breath.

      “Almost.” My jaw clenched as the bank of the river came into view. “What the fuck?”

      “What?”

      I squinted through the windshield as the wipers whipped back and forth. “There’s a car stopped on the bridge. I’ve got to let you go.”

      “Don’t do anything stup—”

      Colt’s voice cut off when I disconnected. Some idiot in a compact had tried to cross.  I eased around it and pulled over on the other side of the river.  I didn’t recognize the car. Probably someone in town for the annual lavender festival. The only reason anyone traveled down this stretch of back road was to head to our ranch or stay at the tiny cottage we rented out. Zane was in charge of that. He hadn’t mentioned anyone had booked it over the weekend.

      I was almost to the car when the driver rolled down the window. Long red hair plastered against her cheeks. Huge brown eyes peered up at me through dark, full lashes. A smattering of freckles dotted her nose. My feet stopped moving, and I had to consciously urge them forward. What was a woman like her doing way the hell out here all by her lonesome?

      “Can I give you a hand?”

      “Thank you so much for stopping. The car stalled. It just stopped.” She pushed her hair out of her face, but the rain and wind worked against her.

      I sloshed through the ankle-high water and leaned an arm on the roof of the car to shield her from the rain. “We’ve got to get you off this bridge. The river’s too high.”

      “I can’t leave the car.”

      I’d seen the river surge in the exact spot we were standing. It was just a matter of time before we both got swept off the damn bridge. “Ma’am, I’m going to insist you come with me.”

      Her head shook back and forth. “Can’t you help me get it started?”

      There’s a feeling that hits me in the gut right before something bad happens. Like a hole opens up in my belly at the same time an icy hand wraps around my heart and squeezes tight. That was the only reason I jerked the door open and reached into the car.

      Her eyes went wide, and she pushed against my shoulders. But I wrapped an arm around her and scooped her out of the driver’s seat. Before she knew what was happening, I’d thrown her over my shoulder and hightailed it across the bridge.

      “What are you doing?” Her feet kicked out at nothing and she gripped the back of my shirt.“You’re going to drop me.”

      We made it to my truck, and I set her down as gently as I could. She slid down the front of my body, her flowery dress catching on my belt buckle and hiking up to her chest as her feet touched the ground.

      I caught a glimpse of hot pink panties as she scrambled to jerk the hem down. Something inside me stirred. It had been a long time since I’d seen the kind of thick, creamy thighs this gorgeous woman had hidden under her skirt. Before I had a chance to remove my hands from her hips, her palms pushed against my chest.
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