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When the billionaire boss beckons...

Ever since she left behind her cowgirl roots to work for him, Georgie Dreyfus has had a crush on her boss, US senator Clay Barron. So the sexy speechwriter is speechless when Clay comes to her rescue on the campaign trail...and they discover a mutual chemistry that will no longer be denied.

But when their relationship faces one of the biggest veto threats of all, Georgie goes home to Oklahoma to regroup. Now the billionaire Barron must choose: continue his quest to win the White House or win back the woman who's laid claim to his heart...



“We shouldn't be doing this.”

“Maybe.” He buried his nose behind her ear and nibbled the soft skin. “Want me to stop?”

He continued to kiss her, nuzzling along her jaw to her mouth. Full lips. Soft. Sweet. Just like the woman. He deepened the kiss, waiting for her to open for him.

“Georgie?” He murmured her name against her lips.

She leaned back and stared at him, looking helpless and unsure.

“Sweet pea? What is it?”

“I've wanted this...you... I've dreamed about it...but...”

“Shh, darlin'. This is good. We're good.” And it shocked him to realize he spoke the truth. This wasn't a simple seduction. He
liked
Georgie. As a person. And was just now discovering how truly sexy she was. Coming into a relationship from this direction was a revelation. “We're more than good, Georgie.”

He recognized her surrender in the way her eyes softened and went unfocused, in the way her arms crept around his neck, in the way her lips sought his and her body pressed against him. “Will you stay with me tonight, Georgie? In my bed?”

* * *

The Boss and His Cowgirl
is part of the Red Dirt Royalty series: These Oklahoma millionaires work hard and play harder



Dear Reader,

When I started writing this book, I knew Clay, the oldest Barron brother, had a legacy to fulfill and that his political aspirations defined his life. Georgie, to be his heroine, had to be politically savvy, intelligent and willing to make sacrifices to his career. I didn't know she would be faced with a life-threatening illness and that sacrifice would become a theme of the story.

During the course of writing this book, I lost a friend to breast cancer, learned another was fighting the disease, and a third seems to have conquered it and is living her life to the fullest with her very own real-life hero. These three strong women showed me the way to tell Clay and Georgie's story, and how to give this couple their happy-ever-after.

That's the thing about readingâ€”and writingâ€”romance. There's always a happy ending, even when that ending isn't what we expect it to be.

October is Breast Cancer Awareness month but any time is a good time to get checked. Don't wait until then. Make an appointment while you're thinking about it. Do self-exams and get mammograms. Then go live your life with joy. Love and be loved. Dream. Here's wishing a happy-ever-after to all of you.

I love interacting with readers on my blog, Twitter and Facebook. You can find me at
silverjames.com
.

Happy reading.

Silver James
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One

C
layton Barron owned the roomâ€”held the emotions, the very hearts and minds of his audience in the palm of his hand. He controlled them with the power of his voice and the words he uttered with such complete conviction. He was in charge, just the way he preferred it. He'd been born, bred and raised to be a US senatorâ€”and more. Now into his second term, he stood at the podium of the convention of the Western States Landowners Association in Phoenix, Arizona, and the words rolled off his tongue, his voice infused with sincerity.

Georgeanne Dreyfus, his communications director, had written and fine-tuned the speech. The phrases she'd crafted pushed all the right buttons for this audience. Just as they'd practiced at the hotel last night, he paused for a beat then raised his chin and squared his shoulders.

“I understand your frustration. My great-great-grandfather settled the Crown B Ranch long before Oklahoma achieved statehood. He worked that ranch with his own hands. He survived storms, fires, droughts and floods all so he could leave the landâ€”our birthrightâ€”to his children and their children.” He inhaled and shifted his expression to reflect a hint of arrogance. “It's time we acknowledge our family legacies. We live on the land. Work it every single day of our lives, from sunrise to dark. It's time we tell the government to back off. It's time they stop tying our hands with their arbitrary rules and regulations. It's time we take back what is ours.”

The room erupted into cheers, whistles and loud applause. He basked in the crowd's admiration. After a long standing ovation, the president of the association crossed the stage to shake his hand and thank him. He glanced toward the back of the room. His chief of staff offered a discreet thumbs-up. The head of Clay's personal security team stood nearby, his restless gaze scanning the room. Time to move through the crowd, glad-handing his way to the exit. He had an hour to make it from downtown Phoenix out to Scottsdale for his next engagement, a fund-raising dinner with some of the party's biggest donors.

His gaze strayed to the indistinct figure standing just off stage. Georgie. He didn't have to see her to picture how she lookedâ€”straight-cut bangs, her hair scraped back from her face and twisted up in some impossible way, black eyeglass frames dominating her features. He'd overheard more than one reporter comment on her sexy librarian vibe. She'd been there in the backstage shadows the whole time, listening, and more than likely silently mouthing each word as he spoke it. He quirked the corner of his mouth and winked at her. Georgie had been a steady part of his team almost from the beginning. He relied on her to put heart into his words, to spin the press just right. She worked hard for him and he appreciated her efforts. He was lucky to have her at his side.

He cut his eyes toward the back of the auditorium and tilted his headâ€”Georgie's signal to head out. As soon as he descended the steps from the stage, Boone Tate, his chief of staff and cousin, appeared next to him. Clay was a firm believer in keeping it all in the family.

Boone leaned close to whisper in his ear. “Hunt says there's a group of protesters out front. Local cops are handling them but we shouldn't linger too long.”

Working a room like this came naturally to Clay. A quick grip of hands, a few brief words, never stopping, always moving toward his goalâ€”the exit. They reached the convention center's lobby a few short minutes later. Outside, an exuberant crowd milled about, waiting for Clay's appearance. A second, more sinister group pushed against a line of local law enforcement officers.

Hunter Tate, chief of security and Boone's older brother, arrived and steered Clay away from the wide doors. “Taking the back way out. The SUVs and local police backup will meet us at the loading dock.” Flanked by the security team and led by the Phoenix Convention Center's security director, they hurried down a side hallway toward the rear of the huge building.

The group hadn't gone twenty feet when the lights went out and sparks lit up the dark. Choking smoke filled the air. The security team switched on flashlights. Hunter grabbed Clay's elbow, urging him forward.

“Wait.” Clay stopped dead. “Where's Georgie?”

“On it.” One of the plainclothes security guys peeled off and jogged back the way they'd come, his light bouncing in the swirling fog. He called back over his shoulder, “I'll bring her.”

A few minutes later they emerged through a metal fire door. A black SUV waited in the alley between buildings. Sharp reportsâ€”too close to the sound of gunfire to be ignoredâ€”erupted nearby. The security team surrounded Clay and Boone, ran for the vehicle and pushed them into the backseat.

“No!” Clay resisted. “Georgie. We're not leaving without her.” More gunshotsâ€”or firecrackers; he wasn't sure at this pointâ€”went off and then a woman's high-pitched scream scraped his nerves.

“Aw, crap.” Hunter surged through the scrum of security surrounding the car, and Clay leaned around Boone to see.

Georgie lay crumpled at the bottom of the steel loading-dock steps. Police scrambled around the corner chasing a group of people wearing Guy Fawkes masks as they ran away. When Hunter grabbed Georgie, she screamed again but he hauled her to her feet and hustled her to the car. Her face was smudged with residue from the oily smoke, and her glasses looked as if they'd been sprayed with black paint. The poor girl couldn't see a thing.

Boone got out of the car but had to shout to be heard over the commotion. “Georgie, it's okay. We've got you.” She visibly relaxed at the sound of his voice and let Hunter bundle her into the backseat. Boone dove in behind her as Hunter jumped into the front seat and told the driver to take off.

The SUV accelerated through the alley and they passed the cops, who had taken the protesters to the ground and were handcuffing them. Sirens wailed a shrieking duet with squealing tires as the SUV careened onto the street. Two police cars and a second SUV with Barron Security forces inside formed the motorcade as they raced away.

Georgie was wedged into the middle of the backseat between Boone and Clay, shivering uncontrollably and gulping air. Her hand flailed, found Clay's and latched on. Clay was too furious to speak. Georgie was his employee and she'd been terrorized by those sons of bitches. Her nails bit into his skin but he ignored the sharp prick. Boone removed her glasses and passed them to Hunter to clean while he took out a handkerchief and gently wiped her face. She shuddered and squeezed Clay's hand harder. He squeezed back.

Hunter twisted around in the front seat and handed the glasses back. Clay took them and gently placed them on Georgie's face. She was shaking and didn't speak. With her glasses back in place, she squinted and looked around. Boone's handkerchief was now a dirty gray so Clay retrieved the one from his back pocket and dabbed at the side of her face closest to him. He gave her hand another squeeze.

“Wh-what happened?” Georgie swallowed and Clay's gaze was drawn to her slender throat.

“Sugar, it's okay.” Boone leaned in from the opposite side. “You're safe now.”

She inhaled and let her breath out slowly, visibly relaxing as she did so. “The lights. And smoke. I...couldn't see. Did I fall down?” She raised her right leg and stared at her shredded nylon. “The guy with the gun? Did they get him?” She rubbed her left shoulder with her right hand since Clay still held her left.

“Gun?” Hunter's voice was sharp.

“I thought...” She inhaled and rubbed at her chest as if breathing deeply hurt. Tears glistened on her lashes and she closed her eyes. “Did I hear gunshots?”

Hunter spoke into the high-tech microphone straddling his jawline and listened before saying, “Probably firecrackers. Police didn't find any weapons.”

Clay continued to wipe the smoke residue off her cheek. When she winced and jerked her head, he realized her face was bruised. “Someone hit you?” His voice was sharp and demanding.

She shook her head then pressed the heel of her free hand against her forehead. “No. I fell. A couple of times, I think. It was...dark. I couldn't see anything.” Squeezing her eyes shut, she gulped in air.

Clay was afraid she'd hyperventilate. “You're okay, Georgie. Where else are you hurt?”

Georgie glanced down. Her skirt and jacket were both torn. There were runs in her hose and both knees were scraped and bleeding. Another deep breath had her clutching her side. “Ow.”

“What is it?” Clay didn't recognize his own voice and regretted sounding so gruff that Georgie jerked away from him. He hadn't released the hand he held so she didn't get far.

“I'm sorry.” She turned worried eyes to him then glanced away. “This is my fault. I didn't mean to make you angry.”

He made an effort to soften his voice. “This isn't your fault and I'm not angry with you. I'm angry at the protesters. I'm angry because this happened to you, Georgie. Understood?” He smoothed his thumb in small circles against the back of her hand. “We're headed to the hotel so you can get cleaned up. Don't...just don't worry.”

Her bottom lip quivered and she closed her eyes again. Clay cut his eyes to Hunter. The other man's expression was remote but for the regret and anger in his eyes.

“My fault. It won't happen again, Senator.”

Clay nodded. Working so closely with family could blur the lines but Hunter knew his team had screwed up. He acknowledged it by using Clay's title. From the looks of things as they'd left the alley, the local authorities had the perpetrators in custody. Hunt would make sure the protesters were prosecuted.

As the SUV careened around a corner, Georgie slammed her head back against the seat and groaned. Before Clay could react, Boone had her leaning forward and was gently probing the back of her head.

“Sugar, that's a big lump you've got back there.”

“Oh...uh... I think I hit a metal cabinet or something. The first time I fell. As I stood up. Maybe.” She settled carefully against the back of the seat.

Boone carried on a quiet conversation over his cell phone, making arrangements for their party to arrive late at the Scottsdale fund-raiser. Without discussing it, Clay decided to leave Georgie at the hotel, along with one of the security team members. The poor girl was obviously upset, not that he blamed her. She was bruised, bloody and probably had injuries she didn't even realize she had.

Driving the wrong way, the convoy pulled into the guest exit of the Barron's Desert Crown Resort in Scottsdale. The security team wanted Clay, who was sitting behind the driver, to exit closest to the hotel's entry. The squad disembarked from their vehicle and formed a phalanx to move Clay through the lobby and onto the elevator. When his door opened, Clay stepped out and pulled Georgie out after him, refusing to relinquish her hand. He felt connected to her and protective.

A barrage of camera flashes flared and Georgie stumbled. Without thinking, Clay swept her into his arms in a princess carry. Her arms circled his neck and she buried her face against his shoulder, hiding from the cameras and shouted questions. His anger surged again but cooler heads prevailed as Boone and Hunter guided him through the lobby and onto a waiting elevator, ignoring the reporters yelling for a statement.

The express ride took them straight to the penthouse level where Clay occupied the Sonoma Suite, the hotel's equivalent of presidential lodging. He met Boone's surprised expression with quiet directions. “Go to her room and get her bags. She'll stay up here in the empty guest room.”

Comprised of a living room, formal dining room, study, kitchen facilities and four bedrooms with attached baths, there was room for Clay, Boone, Hunter and now Georgie. He didn't want her alone in some random hotel room, even though every room in his family's resort was five-star. He wanted her safe and he wasn't convinced she would be out of his sightâ€”irrational as that sounded. Without breaking stride, Clay continued into the master bedroom and straight to the massive bath. He set her on the marble vanity top without regard to the gray smudges smeared across his white Western-cut shirt. He almost smiled at the impression his turquoise bolo tie had left on Georgie's cheek. Keeping a hand on her shoulder to hold her steady, he grabbed a washcloth and wet it, squeezing out the excess water with one hand.

She remained bug-eyed, her pupils dilated, and he could almost feel her shock. Her hair, normally in a neat bun at the back of her head, was tousled and framing her pale faceâ€”and was far longer than he'd realized. With gentleness he didn't know he possessed, Clay removed her glasses and set them in the sink to be washed. He wiped her face first, rinsing the cloth before moving to her skinned knees. Her hands, clenched into tight balls on her lap, slowly relaxed.

He'd never been this...intimate with her before. They worked closely together but touching her like this? She was...Georgie. Always there when he needed a press release, a statement or a sounding board. She was efficient. Professional. And he was surprised at the curves he'd discovered when he picked her up. He realized, belatedly, that there was a very feminine woman lurking beneath her rather dowdy exterior.

Then he remembered why she was sitting on the counter in his bathroom. Anger flashed through him as hot as a grease fire. “Dammit, Georgie. This shouldn't have happened. Especially not to you.”

She blinked, squinted, did her best to focus her eyes on his face. “Yeah, well.” She lifted one shoulder in a shrug.

“Boone's gone to your room to get your things. Stay in here and get cleaned up. Then I want you to move into the other guest room.” He tilted his head toward the door. “There's a robe on the back of the door. Okay?”

She fumbled for her glasses. He snatched them first, washed and dried them before handing them to her. Once they were back on her face, she looked more like herself, and her green eyes lost some of that shell-shocked glaze. Her nose wrinkled as she sniffed her shoulder. “Yeah, I definitely want out of these clothes. They stink like smoke.”
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