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      Wrapped in a bow and delivered with a plate of cookies, the town of Mistletoe faces a traumatic holiday season with secrets coming to light and hearts on the line. This might be a situation the Matchmakers can’t fix.

      Cari Dean holds an important piece to the puzzle threatening to tear the families of Mistletoe apart. But as she rushes to help a new friend in danger, Cari faces the real possibility that she’ll never find love and she’ll have to take her knowledge with her to the grave.

      Nick Lanford loves animals and the wilds of Montana. Saving as many horses as possible during a late August wildfire, Nick is injured and nearly loses his hand. Thanks to Cari, the last person anyone expected to rush into the flames, Nick and the horse are alive, but he’s bitter as he faces the limitations of his injuries.

      He needs help with his day-to-day responsibilities and has to rely on Cari to do it. As the two work together around Mistletoe, healing animals and each other, Cari learns she’s stronger than she thinks and she can rely on herself as well as others.

      But can they both learn to rely on each other when the truth is revealed?

      How much is at stake and how much will the spirit in Mistletoe be affected by the secrets released to destroy it?

      Most importantly, can Cari trust enough to lose her heart?
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      CARI

      The room full of family members of both the Wilson and Dean families seemed to have frozen as they waited for whatever Cari had almost blurted out without thinking things through. She had a bad habit of doing before thinking and normally, her actions didn’t have bad results, but right then? She was about to deliver a blow that would prove to be detrimental to the whole town.

      Cari blinked, pausing before she delivered the news she’d been holding onto since her mom walked out of the family home a while back. Cari had held onto that burden for far too long. She wanted to share it with someone, worry about it with someone, so that she wouldn’t have to buckle under the weight of knowing terrible things about her mother.

      The night her mom had left had been burned into Cari’s memory. All she ever tried to do was forget. Her dad never spoke about that night directly with Cari. Maybe he had talked about the situation with another sister? Maybe he knew things Cari didn’t know or maybe he even knew what she knew, but somehow, she doubted it.

      Why couldn’t Cari keep her mouth shut?

      Flynne and Kali had burst into the conference room, announcing their elopement. While the family had congratulated them unrestrainedly, Cari hadn’t been able to keep her mouth shut. She’d cut into the announcement with the vigor of a bull rider on opening day.

      She didn’t ask if there’d be a reception she could cater. Of course, there would be some kind of a reception. They were the Deans and Wilsons after all. Nothing would get in the way of celebrating a wedding.

      Especially one that came out of nowhere.

      No, Cari had thrust her hands onto the surface of the table and blurted out that she had something to say.

      And now, everyone looked expectantly at Cari. She’d stood up. She’d interrupted everyone. But what was it she wanted to say? Whatever it was must be important. Cari was never rude or uncouth. She would never interrupt a celebratory moment for something trivial.

      Would she?

      It was like Cari could hear the thoughts of the other people in the room. She bit her lower lip and glanced around the table in alarm. She hated all of the attention on her. Especially when she wasn’t sure just how much everyone needed to know or should know. Why hadn’t she thought things through?

      She should have asked her dad what he thought or even asked him to tell everyone.

      “Cari, what’s going on?” Lily cocked her head to the side and narrowed her eyes as she studied Cari standing at the edge of the table.

      Threats. Cari had to keep in mind that they had all been threatened. They’d all been taunted and challenged and by the same woman they should have been able to trust. Cari licked her lips and lifted her chin. Someone had to tell the families. If they didn’t know, they couldn’t do anything to help Taylor and the rest of the town from whatever it was their mother was threatening them with.

      The audacity of that woman left Cari breathless with anger. How could she? That wasn’t the problem. She’d left. Bye. Why was she coming back now? What did she possibly think she could gain from doing what she was saying she was going to do?

      “I… Look, there’s more involved with that woman calling Taylor. I have a feeling she’s going to announce what she did before she left.” Cari dropped her gaze to the table, tracing her fingertip on the wood grain in front of her.

      The room fell silent and Cari took a deep breath. She didn’t want to talk about what she’d seen, what she’d heard. To put it bluntly, her mother was shameful and shouldn’t be able to have the opportunity to come back and make their lives miserable. That wasn’t fair and Cari didn’t want to enable that in any way. She also didn’t want to embarrass her father in front of the Wilsons.

      She cleared her throat, shifting her feet and pulling her shoulders back. Okay, this was harder than she’d thought it would be. She felt so alone. But that wasn’t what was important. She had to get the truth out there. Now.

      Kali’s phone buzzed and she pulled the cell from her pocket. In the quiet of the conference room, the movements were louder and more enhanced than they would have been in normal circumstances.

      Holding up a finger, Kali stepped out of the conference room and took the call. In seconds, she rushed back into the room, tucking her cell in her back pocket, her eyes wide. “I’m sorry. I don’t mean to disrupt things, but the forest around Whistle Stop and the Wilson land is on fire. I need to go.” She glanced at Flynne and wrinkled her nose, worry in the lines of her face. “Some wedding night.” Then she stole a peek at the rest of the Wilson clan who stared at her in shock. “Your place is in danger.”

      “Come on. Let’s go.” Flynne grabbed Kali’s hand and together they ran from the room.

      “Okay, sounds like our place is in danger as well. Levi, Brock, can you guys get to the ranch and assess things from there? Flynne and Kali will be heading to the stables.” Mrs. Wilson turned and eyed Cari, her lips pressed in a line. “Hold that thought, Cari. I know what you have to say is important and we need to hear all of it, but we need to do this first. David.” She nodded at the head of the Dean family, her eyes grave.

      Cari’s dad stepped forward. “I’ll follow the boys to the ranch. Can someone find out who let Kali know about the fire?” He pushed a chair into place at the table and glanced at the rest of the people in the room. “We need to know exactly what they know and how. I don’t want anyone in undue danger because of this thing.”

      Shoving away from the table, Samantha held up her cell. “Kali just texted me that Dr. Lanford was the one to make the call. He’s apparently already at the stables for a follow-up check on one of the client’s horses. He’s going to see how he can help.”

      The veterinarian had made the call? Why would he do that? Why would he put himself in harms’ way when forest fires had a mind of their own?

      The horses. Of course, he’d be worried about the animals. He seemed to have an affinity for anything with four legs. Hopefully, he didn’t put himself in danger. He usually worked alone and that meant he’d be out at the stables alone, as well. A twinge in Cari’s chest alarmed her. She liked Dr. Lanford. The last thing she wanted was for anything to happen to him.

      Cari rushed out of the building beside her sisters and the Wilsons who hadn’t left yet. Everyone piled into their own cars.

      Most of them would head toward the Wilson ranch. There were a lot of memories at the family home. Many people would be affected by any damage, not to mention the animals who took refuge on their land or called their barn home.

      But Kali, Flynne, and Dr. Lanford would need help as well. Fewer people were headed that way.

      Cari followed the caravan headed toward the north side of Mistletoe. She hadn’t been given directions. Probably because she wasn’t the type to wield a bucket in a fire line. But she could help in other ways. She just needed to know how.

      When the road split to either go to the Wilson ranch or go to the stables, Cari turned right. She could do some good for the horses on some level. She had to try.

      If Dr. Lanford was trying to help the horses escape the stables or just calm them down, then he could probably use some help. Cari was an accomplished horsewoman; all of the Dean girls were. She could help in that capacity.

      Those poor horses had to be so scared. Nothing was worse than the fear of a fire. And Cari didn’t wish that on anyone.

      Especially someone like Dr. Lanford.
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      NICK

      The smoke was already thick and unwieldy as it billowed from the hills north of Mistletoe. Somewhere far off in the distance, fire truck sirens blared through the peaceful late afternoon quiet.

      But they weren’t coming toward the stables.

      Nick Lanford parked his truck at the end of the drive to Kali’s place and jumped from his seat. She’d become one of his most reliable customers, making sure to call him when a new horse was stalled with her and having a checkup done with each one. The only reason he’d been out that way in the first place was because one of the new clients at the stables had wanted a checkup on the horse before the season came to an end.

      That same client was stuck in North Dakota and couldn’t run toward the stables at that time. Saving the horses was up to Nick. Kali wasn’t there.

      No one would be rushing to help her when there were other places in danger of the fast-approaching flames.

      Nick didn’t care about all the fancy homes or even the not-so-fancy ones. He was more concerned about the animals. The lack of vehicles at the stables had alarmed him so he’d called Kali.

      The shock in her voice confirmed she’d be there shortly, but that left Nick with the job of getting her horses freed and on their way to somewhere safe.

      Which way was going to be safest? He strode around the north side of the barn and stared toward the abandoned town ruins a good half-mile or so north of the stables. The ruins were almost completely enshrouded with drifting smoke coming south from the source.

      Nick licked his lips and then adjusted his cowboy hat. He’d left his vet jacket in the truck. There was no reason to be a doctor right then. What he needed to do was somehow gauge where the fire would end up, so he didn’t send the horses that way. Yet, how did he guesstimate that? He wasn’t a fire expert. As it was, he barely cared about the weather. Yet there he was trying to judge the direction of a fickle element that burned through anything it wanted? Yeah, that sounded sane.

      He huffed, placing his hands on his hips as he stared toward the town. Okay, he couldn’t see any flames, but the thick gray and white smoke was thick as it moved upward into the clear blue sky and then also made its way through the town and toward the stables.

      The smoke almost looked as if its entire goal was to overtake Mistletoe. It had some distance to cover, but with the dry August weather, there was no doubt the flames could make fast time.

      Everything in the area was wood or something equally flammable. Forest fires weren’t something you expected to face in a town called Mistletoe and yet they should be expected. It wasn’t logical to think nothing bad would happen there. A person couldn’t ask whatever happened to Christmas in the summer.

      Licking his finger and thrusting it in the air, Nick furrowed his brow and concentrated. The slight breeze seemed to push against the tip of his finger from the east.

      If Nick moved the horses to the west pastures, they’d be safe from the majority of the flames, at least until the winds shifted. In Montana the winds shifted without reason. The large skies and open plains made it easy to do exactly that on a whim.

      Before he’d gone into animal medicine, Nick had specialized in psychology. If he was going to give the wind a diagnosis, it’d be a culmination of narcissism, bipolar depression, and a manic frenzy.

      Not that Nick was a psychologist. He’d decided he would rather work with the less demanding and more humane animals.

      Long strides carried him around to the west side of the stables. Okay, there was a fence and it looked like the far gate was open. If he could get the horses headed that direction, he wouldn’t have to lead them there one by one. That would save severely valuable time.

      Stable doors were wide open and facing the west. Why weren’t the animals coming out and trying to escape? In Nick’s experience animals were the most sensitive to danger. They knew when to flee and where to go. Domesticated animals were a little different since they relied on humans for everything, but horses should be instinct driven enough they could make it out of there safely.

      Nick hoped.

      The stables weren’t dark inside with the windows high overhead and he ducked into the first doorway he came to. “Hey, anyone in here?” He didn’t expect for the horses to answer him, but he also felt weird just going into someone else’s space without permission.

      No one answered. He wasn’t surprised, but he also wished someone had. There would be less liability, if he wasn’t there alone.

      A nervous whinnying drew Nick’s attention and he turned. The horses were kept in the side stalls opposite the open doorways. A broom stood against the wall beside an open stall door. She must have left last minute.

      Nick crossed the space between the stalls and opened the stall door. He held his arms out wide by his sides and tried to corral the horses from the stalls out the open stall. Some wanted to go and others fought against his boundaries.

      There had to be an easier way. He lifted his fingers and pressed them into his teeth just past his lips and elicited an ear-splitting whistle. A few of the horses responded, leaping forward and bursting from the stables into the field.

      Kali had twelve horses stabled with her. After whistling, clapping and moving his arms, Nick was able to cajole all of them out.

      Once outside though, all bets were off. He moved to stand at the start of the fence line, his chest rising and falling with his rapid breathing. How was Nick supposed to get all of them to the opening of the fence line on the other side of the field when they were so scattered?

      He glanced again at the flames searching for more to burn. If the horses didn’t get moving, they risked more than just a rough exposure to smoke.

      Nick would do whatever it took to save them.
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      KALI

      Gravel flew in multiple directions as Kali turned the steering wheel on the truck, pulling into the unpaved driveway without slowing down… much. She gripped the wheel as tight as she could, leaning forward as if she could propel the truck further and faster.

      “Lanford is here. Do you see him?” Flynne spoke quietly beside her. He hadn’t fought her when she’d said she needed to drive. He hadn’t said anything, as if he sensed her need to be as in control of the situation as possible.

      Slamming her foot on the brake, Kali shifted into park while the tires crunched to a fast stop. Frantically, she searched the area. After a second, she pointed toward the south end of the field past the stables where some of the horses were easily seen running. “There. He at least let them out.”

      Climbing from the rig and rounding the edge of the barn, Kali and Flynne both gasped at the sight of the smoke and flames eating across the slight incline and ruins of Whistle Stop. The smoke had been obvious on the drive there, but the majority of it seemed to be whisked away to the east by the wind before it really reached town.

      Tugging Kali’s arm until she turned to join him beside the truck again, Flynne continued scanning the fire in the distance. “Mistletoe has no idea how close the fire is.” Flynne pulled out his phone and dialed, pressing the piece to his ear.

      Kali didn’t look back. He’d be able to do what he needed to do. Kali needed to do the same. She left the truck and Flynne in the drive, rushing to the front of the stables and opening the unlocked door. Bursting through the doorway, Kali scanned the barn area.

      None of the horses were still inside. Thank goodness. She’d have to make sure and thank the vet when things weren’t in such a state of emergency.

      What if the fire reached the stables? What if she couldn’t save anything there? She had a minor twinge of remorse that she might lose the last thing of her parents’ that she had left, but she didn’t dwell on it. Whirling around, she ran from the stables.

      Waving her arms, Kali motioned for Flynne to follow her. “We need to get the horses away from the fire. Can you call the Thompsons and let them know we’re heading their way? We’ll grab up any strays that we find.”

      The neighbors were a solid chunk of acreage away, but they would have their pastures gated off with the crop rotations in place. Kali sprinted around the edge of the stables and hollered across the field to the doctor she could just barely see off in the distance. “Lanford, are they all down there?” She couldn’t count the horses as they rushed to and fro in a panic.

      Cupping his hands to his mouth, the veterinarian yelled back, “All but one. I’ll go after her, if you make sure these ones get out the south gate.” He jerked his head her way, the brim of his hat lifting and dropping before he turned and ran toward the northern edge of the property and the fire. Headed straight for the flames. He better not put himself in unnecessary danger.

      Kali took a deep breath, coughing slightly as she also inhaled the husky taste of smoke. The orange and red flames licked along the edges of the forest, curling and disappearing into the thick smoke.

      The fire was close enough that Kali could hear the popping and cracking as the flames ate everything in its path. She couldn’t worry about the doctor. He would know what to do and when to stop. If there was a horse out there that the doctor couldn’t save because he’d be in too much danger himself, the doctor would have to leave it. Hopefully, he wouldn’t put himself in any danger that was beyond unnecessary.

      Kali sprinted back to where Flynne hung up his cell and studied her from under his own brim. “Flynne, we need to get the horses to the southern field.” She glanced at the barn and blinked, tears welling in her eyes. She probably wouldn’t see the barn standing again. It wasn’t feasible. There were actual homes that were in danger and while it was Kali’s home and at least a dozen horses, she knew it didn’t come close in monetary value to the cost of the other homes in the path of the fire.

      Flynne reached out, grabbing her arm. “What’s wrong?” He followed the direction of her gaze and stared at the stables.

      “I probably won’t see it again. I just… I was trying to make sure I could get it burned into my mind, you know?” Kali shook her head, taking a deep breath. “I’m going to take Lanford’s truck, you take yours. Meet me over at the Thompsons so we can get Lanford’s truck back to him.” She studied him and then leaned up, pressing her lips to his cheek and smiling. “Congratulations, Mr. Wilson, on your wedding day.”

      Flynne’s worry caved for a split second as he studied her. “And you as well, Mrs. Wilson.” They paused for a brief moment longer and then they parted, each determined to protect everything they could.

      Kali hoped Flynne stayed safe. She wasn’t sure she was ready to lose anything, least of all the man she’d just found.
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      FLYNNE

      Kali’s long legs disappeared into the vet’s truck and she started the engine. In seconds she tore around the side of the stable like she’d chased horses on truck before.

      As soon as she was out of sight, Flynne barged into the barn. He couldn’t save much, but he could at least save something. He climbed the stairs, moving out onto the catwalk with a determined gait.

      A railing with initials carved into it had caught Flynne’s eye once. He’d seen Kali run her fingers over that particular piece of wood more times than he’d thought possible. He stepped back and then kicked it, once, twice, three times before the section of railing finally was budged loose enough Flynne could pull it from the fittings.

      With the railing in hand, Flynne ducked into Kali’s apartment and secured a bag, shoving as many of her clothes and other personal items he could find. He couldn’t afford more than a few minutes with how fast the fire was burning, but as he swung the bag over his shoulder, he realized he had one more thing to do.

      Out at the truck after a quick stop at the counter to grab her business books, Flynne tossed all of Kali’s things into the back seat of his rig.

      He stepped back, his phone in hand and took no less than twenty photos of the stables. He ran from side to side to get different angles and to get as many views of it as he could. He wasn’t a photographer, but he didn’t want to leave his new bride with no way to remember her life. He’d build her a new stable, as big as she wanted. But he wasn’t so insensitive that he didn’t know how important the original one was.

      Climbing into his truck, Flynne hoped he’d just destroyed the railing and would have to fix it and not that the entire barn would be gone. That didn’t sit well with him, but he would do what he had to do just like Kali would.

      Before he could overthink what he was doing, Flynne tore off down the road, headed toward the Thompsons to be there when his wife arrived. The last thing he needed was to lose her on their wedding day.
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      CARI

      Impatient to get to the stables, Cari furrowed her brow and tapped her fingers on the steering wheel. What in the blue blazes was she doing? She should be at the Wilson ranch helping there. But no. She felt like she should be at the stables, helping Kali in whatever way she could.

      She finally pulled into the empty driveway, twisting and turning in her seat as she searched everywhere for signs of life. Her SUV wasn’t much, but she should be able to see if anyone was around.

      At the risk of leaving her car and getting caught up in the flames coming ever closer to the stables from the direction of the abandoned town, Cari drove cautiously off the driveway and turned the tires toward the back of the barn. Was someone out there and she couldn’t see them from the front?

      She picked up her cell and dialed Kali’s number. After a minute, Kali answered, breathless. “Go.”

      “Kali, it’s Cari. I’m at your place. How can I help?” Maybe help wasn’t needed. Maybe they were fine and Cari was just being ridiculous. It wouldn’t be the first time she’d been too late to do something to help others.

      “Cari! We left the stables. I’m corralling the horses south. Lanford went to the north, looking for a stray. We have his truck. Can you find him? He needs to get out of there. The fire is starting to flank around from the west.” The line went dead.

      Cari slowly dropped the cell to set it in a cupholder. She looked around, first south and then to the north. Lanford was up there? There was only smoke and flame up that way.

      That’s all there was.

      No way was he up there and a horse. No way.

      But even as she gripped the steering wheel and squinted toward the fire to see better a figure suddenly appeared from the smoke.

      The horse’s stride was frantic as she thundered toward the break in the fence and then went on through, disappearing onto the pasture.

      Cari glanced back to where the horse had come from. Kali had said Lanford had been searching for a horse. What if… was that the horse he’d been looking for?

      Where was the vet?

      Cari licked her lower lip and then shifted into drive. She turned the four-wheel drive on and gunned it, careful to watch for a shadowy figure who might come out of the smoke.

      No matter how hard she stared into the smoke, Dr. Lanford wasn’t coming out.

      Cari closed the distance to the line where the smoke was being blown away and stopped. She turned to position herself parallel as if there was a wall of smoke and she couldn’t go inside it. She left the engine running and opened the driver side door.

      The intense heat surprised her. She glanced to the side, noticing the cracking in the paint of her car. She had to hurry. Neither of them would survive that heat for long.

      With her legs shaking, Cari called into the smoke, over the roar of the close fire. “Doctor Lanford? Hello?”

      She turned her head and strained to hear something, anything over the crackle of the fire.

      “Doctor Lanford!” And she paused and that’s when she heard it. Not far from where she stood. A groan had come through the noise.

      Panicked and dropping to all fours, Cari crept forward on the ground, pulling the collar of her shirt up to cover her nose. She didn’t expect the shirt to protect her from the smoke completely, but at least some protection would be better than nothing.

      She blinked against the acrid smoke and dropped her collar from her mouth to call into the shadows. “Doctor Lanford make another noise for me. I can’t find you.” She crept forward, careful not to leave the car too much. If she lost the vehicle, she’d be in the same predicament as the vet.

      Another groan pulled her two more feet forward and her hand brushed his body. Thank Heaven. She didn’t pause to overthink what she was doing. Cari reached out with one hand and closed her fingers around a portion of his shirt. She tugged it toward her, ignoring the moaning and cries of pain. She couldn’t worry about that. She had to get him out of danger, then they could worry about his injuries.

      She tugged and pulled, gritting her teeth as she pulled him painstakingly back the way she came. The heat singed and stung. Her cheeks felt like they were sunburnt without seeing any light.

      At the car, where she could see him, Cari caught one look at his right hand and the blistering on his skin and she looked away. His pants were melted in places and there was other damage to his person, but she couldn’t focus on that. She had to get him and her out of there.

      The back of her SUV would hold him. She opened the rear passenger door and yelled at him, “I need you to try to help me get you inside the car.”

      He opened his eyes, staring blearily up at her as if he wasn’t sure what she was saying. After a painful moment, he nodded, his features pale.

      “Okay, come on.” Reaching down and moving into a squatting position, Cari put her hands under the vet’s armpits and tugged and tugged. He was solid but the more she did to try to move him the more he seemed to understand that she needed help. He shifted to where his feet were under him and then he launched himself toward the door of the car, falling across the seat with an oomph.

      “Okay, good.” Cari shoved his legs in behind him, slamming the door and ignoring if he was comfortable or not. Right then wasn’t the time to be nurturing. She had to get them out of there.

      The flames licked hungrily across the field. The heat intensified, creeping closer and closer as the fire moved toward the stables and where Cari stood beside her car.

      She slid into the front seat and shifted into drive; glad she was already in four-wheel drive. She winced when she hit a bump and Lanford cried out. “I’m sorry. I… get ready. It’s going to be a rough ride. I need to get us out of here. I’m so sorry.” Was she talking more to herself than to him at that point? Probably.

      As long as Cari focused on getting them out of there, she wouldn’t start freaking out. Who did she think she was? She was the baker of the family, not someone who drove in and rescued someone, certainly not an injured someone.

      Her heartbeat racing, Cari grimaced as she hit another bump and then rounded the southern edge of the stables. The fire had reached the driveway and the stables, nibbling at the wood like it was just getting comfortable.

      The stables were going to be gone before anyone could come save them. That filled Cari with sadness and she turned to drive down the driveway to get out when she realized that the fire engulfed the edge by the road. The fire hadn’t gone any further than the driveway. If she could get to the road, they could get out of there. But how did she get there without going through flames? She wasn’t sure she had that much courage. But the fence. It wasn’t anything more than vinyl posts on the front facing portion of the property.

      Cari didn’t have any other options. She turned in a tight U-turn, and pressed hard on the gas. “Hang on, Lanford. This is going to suck.” She gripped the wheel with both hands and briefly shut her eyes when the front of her SUV plowed through the white split-rail style fencing. The nose of the SUV dipped and then rose sharply as they climbed the other side of the deep ditch and then landed on the road.

      Chest heaving with each gasp, Cari glanced at the rearview mirror, blinking as she realized what she’d just done. She’d done it. She wasn’t sure how, but she had.

      Lanford’s moans had stopped. Maybe he’d passed out. Honestly, that was probably for the best at the rate they were going.

      She barreled down the road, straight for urgent care at the small hospital that should probably be called a clinic more than anything.

      She wasn’t a doctor, but his injuries looked pretty serious.

      Hands shaking, Cari picked up her cell and called Kali again. She swallowed against the scratchy ache in her throat.

      Kali answered, her breathing a little more controlled. “Cari, tell me you found Lanford.”

      Blinking back tears at the news she had to tell Kali, Cari nodded and then continued with the phone on speakerphone. “I did. I got him. He’s pretty injured. I’m taking him to urgent care. I saw the horse he went after run into the south pasture. Did you get them all?”

      “Yes. She came through about a minute and a half ago. She looks singed in spots, but overall, she’ll be fine. They all will. The Thompsons set up a fire line. Nothing is coming below the middle pasture.” Her voice dropped and the question was there, even though she didn’t ask it.

      Cari cleared her throat, unable to stop the tears from streaming down her cheeks. “Kali… I… I’m so sorry. The fire was at the stables when I got out of there. There was nothing I could do. I’m sorry.” Her voice broke on a sob and she clamped her lips shut. She didn’t need to add to the devastation of the news she’d dropped on Kali with more tears.

      But Kali’s voice didn’t shift with emotion. “Thank you for thinking you could. I planned on losing it, so it’s not as… alarming hearing you say that.” She paused and then continued, “Let me know how the vet is. I want to thank him for saving the horses. I’ll make sure you’re kept up-to-date on how everything else is. Thanks, Cari. I need to go.”

      And she hung up again
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