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Eastern Wyoming, 1884



In Angel Claytons opinion, men dont get any finer than hired hand Rowdy McGuire. The very thought of him makes her ache with needand the sight of his golden, glistening skin only makes it worse. She knows he feels their bodies magical, intense pull towards one another, even if the honorable cowboy refuses to admit that a drifter and a ranch owners daughter could ever be together.



But Angel is determined to get what she wantsand she wants Rowdy!



Her Midnight Cowboy
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To Catherine,



Thanks for pinch hitting when I needed it!




Dear Reader,



You have my sincere gratitude for purchasing this story. Historical romance novels have always been my favorite reads, and Harlequin, Mills and Boons UNDONE Line are the epitome of quick, satisfying, once upon a time reads. Writing these stories, and sharing them with you, is such a dream come true that I have to pinch myself regularly.



I hope you enjoy Rowdy and Angel, and their journey to happily ever after.



Best wishes,
Lauri



Chapter One

Eastern Wyoming, 1884



Angel Clayton nibbled on her thumbnail. A quick surveillance proved no one else was in the barn. Anticipation tickled her spine, and golden, glistening skin beckoned her forward. The appealing, eye-catching image of broad shoulders tapering into lean hips had her heart pounding in her ears.

The sight of a shirtless man wasnt unusual at the ranch, but this particular one was flawless. Men didnt get any finer than Rowdy McGuire.

On tiptoes, she sneaked forward, barely able to contain herself. When he turned, she stood before him, less than a foot away. His bare chest made her breath catch, and when their gazes locked, excitement bubbled in her stomach.

Rowdy cocked a grin and eased back against the haystack, never taking his eyes off hers. It was there again, a silent, magical communication between them that sent her insides dancing.

Angel girl, he said in the teasing tone that always took her breath away. What are you doing?

Half-mindless as she was, it took her a moment to remember the neatly folded note in her hand. She held it up. I need a few things from town.

He arched a brow, still grinning. Oh? And whats that got to do with me?

You she waved the note below his nose are going to pick them up and bring them home for me.

I am?

She nodded, nibbling at her bottom lip this time. The desire to kiss him was stronger than ever. He reached out and twirled a golden curl around one finger. The touch, even though she couldnt feel it, made her insides swirl. Yes, you are, she insisted.

What if Im not going to town?

Leaning closer, she whispered, Its Saturday. You always go to town on Saturday. Thoughts were two-stepping around in her head, trying to come up with something she could ask him to do if he wasnt going to town. It was hard. None of her ideas included respectable behavior. Notions of the two of them doing things that only married couples were supposed to do lived in her head day and night.

His silver-toned eyes went to the paper floating beneath their noses. And what will you give me if I do go fill that list for you?

Excitement shot through her veins. Now was her chance. This. She stretched up on her toes and pressed her lips to his. The brief, short merger was like touching a flameand set off a sizzling heat that caused them to jerk apart.

His quick intake of air echoed in her ears, and she leaned close again, wanting the connection back and growing more light-headed as the heat of his body mingled with hers.

He kept his distance, but his breath bounced off the tender skin of her chin. Youre mighty tempting, Angel girl. Mighty tempting.

Practically screaming with want, she tilted her chin upward, arching toward him.

Featherlight, his lips brushed over hers. Cherishing the touch, Angel closed her eyes. Shed waited so long for this.

The next instant, Rowdy and his lips were gone. Catching her balance by planting a hand against the hay, she twisted around.

He was at the door, shrugging into his shirt. We cant do this, Angel girl. No good can come of it. As he walked out the barn door, he glanced over one shoulder and winked.

Angel slumped against the stack of hay bundles, trembling from head to toe and gulping for air. It was a moment or two before her breath and senses returned, along with determination.

Her steps grew steadier as she moved toward the door, leaving the crumpled note on the barn floor. By the time she found the coordination to run across the ranch yard, the tail of Rowdys coal-black mustang waved like a flag at high noon as he and his horse galloped down the dusty road.

Rowdy McGuire, get back here! Angel balled both hands into fists. Her nails dug into her palms, and she squeezed her eyes shut, relishing the pain. Would he go to the Whistle Stop? To Liza Spencer and her brass bed, complete with red silk bedcoverings and gold fringed pillows?

Disgust filled Angels chest. She let the air out of her lungs and silently apologized. There was no call to dislike Liza. None of this was her fault. Lizas bedcoverings kept the woman warm during the cold Wyoming nights the same as Angels patchwork quilt did. Rowdy was to blame. The man filled her with frustration, and left her in a cold sweat, aching and twitching with want.

Why are you yelling at Rowdy now?

Angel jolted, startled by the deep voice next to her shoulder. Folding her arms across her chest, she kept her gaze on the road. II have a list of things I need from town.

So? Youre nineteen, plenty old enough. Hitch up a buggy and go get them, her father stated flatly.

Theres no need for me to go to Cottonwood when hes already going.

You made that man carry home enough her father paused as if searching for the right words doodads last Saturday to fill the barn. Ellis Clayton graced her with one of his stern stares. You have to stop treating Rowdy like a slave.

I Her jaw clenched so hard she had to practically pry it open. Well, she said in justification, he does work for us.

Me, her father corrected. Rowdy McGuire works for me. Hes one of the best wranglers Ive ever had. His gaze went to the road, where the dust from Rowdys horse still floated in the air. Ive got plans for that young man, he said wistfully.

What? By now, Angel was mad enough to tangle with a polecat. She whipped about, but stopped short of spitting out the word on the tip of her tongue. Her fathers eyes lingered on the road, and his brows arched thoughtfully.

The sight refueled her ire. It was all too muchRowdy spending the night in Lizas big brass bed, the way hed ignored her lately, the barn encounter, her uncontrollable body. Gritting her teeth, she growled in frustration and took off toward the ranch house. Bounding up the stairs and across the porch, she barely paused to wrench open the door.

Goodness, Angel, whats happened? Constance, her stepmother, asked as the door banged shut.

A burning sob formed in Angels throat. She shook her head.

Constance was at her side, guiding her to the hide sofa near the stone fireplace in the center of the front parlor. What happened?

Nothing. Angel covered her face with both hands. Everything.

Which is it? Nothing or everything?

She didnt have an answer.

Did you and Rowdy have an argument? Constance asked in her smooth and calming tone.

No. Angel dropped her hands onto her lap and leaned her head on the the womans shoulder. Her stepmother always opened a soft spot in Angels heart. Six years ago, a local farmer, Ashton Kramer, had ordered a bride, but died chasing down a runaway stage three days before Constance arrived, Folks figured hed been trying to save the stage because he thought Constance was on it. She hadnt been, and when shed arrived in Cottonwood thered been a passel of men ready to step in and claim Ashtons order.

The wind had been awful that day, and full of tiny bits of snow. Angel had instantly been drawn to the beautiful young woman and invited her to stay at the ranch. Her father had stepped in, refuting Angels request, but before the hour was up and the snow grew into big flakes, Constance and her trunks of eastern dresses were loaded in the Clayton wagon.

Thats what usually happened. Being the only child of one of the richest ranchers in the territory, Angel frequently got her way, though she didnt take advantage of the fact too often. Years ago shed concluded that hard work and determination were more rewarding.

Lifting her head now, she squared her shoulders. Hes driving me crazy, Constance. Pa says I treat him like a slave. I dont mean to, I just

Constance smiled. Maybe youre trying too hard.

Angel let out a long sigh, fully disgusted with her behavior of late. Shed become so infatuated with Rowdy it was no wonder he hightailed it out of the ranch every chance he got.

It hadnt always been like that. Rowdy had been at the ranch for over a year. Shed liked him from the first time theyd met, and felt a strange connection to him. He was knowledgeable and respected others, as well as the land. His type of dedication and loyalty was seldom seen in drifters.

Theyd gotten along quite well, but the last month or so, hed been setting off a mass of unusual and uncontrollable sensations that left her heart pounding, and a jumbled mess of hot, raging ache deep in her core. It was a sort of obsession. Anytime they met, it was as if their bodies carried on a passionate conversationa magical, mystical one that awakened an intense swirling need inside her.

Shed thought about talking to Constance. Normally, Angel discussed every womanly thing that happened with her stepmother, but there was something about the way she felt toward Rowdy that was too private to share. It was precious, and somehow only for him to know.

Yet she couldnt talk to Rowdy about it. Lately, he seemed guarded, almost frightened of her. He still teased her, but not like he used to.

I know its hard, but everything thats meant to be turns out in the end, Constance offered.

Angel cringed, wondering if her stepmother had read her mind.

Men have their pride. They like to call the shots. You just need to be patient, she continued.

Angel shook her head. I think Ive ran out of patience. She sighed again and tried to change the subject. I wish I was more like you, Constance. Youre always so positive. So happy.

I learned it from you. When I first moved out here I was scared and worried, and you were so caring, so wise beyond your years. You showed me what heaven on earth means. Constance patted Angels knee and glanced toward the front door. Just be yourself, sweetie. Ive seen the way Rowdy looks at you. Like your father looks at me, she whispered.

Angels heart slammed against her chest so hard she pressed a hand to her breastbone. If ever there were two people who worshiped each other, it was Constance and Ellis Clayton. The entire territory knew that.
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