
  
  
      
        
          Falling for the Grumpy Billionaire Across the Road ... Or Not!

          Montana Pet Rescue Romance Book 4

		      
          Gayle M. Irwin

        

        
          
          Waggin' Tales Inspirational Pet Stories

        

      

    


  
  Copyright © 2026 by Gayle M. Irwin 
All rights reserved.
No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.
This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner.






  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Lilly
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Blake
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Lilly
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Blake
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Lilly
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Blake
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Lilly
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Blake
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        Lilly
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        Blake
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
        Lilly
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        12.
        
        Blake
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        13.
        
        Lilly
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        14.
        
        Blake
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        15.
        
        Lilly
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        16.
        
        Blake
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        17.
        
        Lilly
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        18.
        
        Blake
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        19.
        
        Lilly
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        20.
        
        Blake
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        21.
        
        Lilly
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        22.
        
        Blake
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        23.
        
        Lilly
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        24.
        
        Blake
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        25.
        
        Lilly
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        26.
        
        Blake
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        27.
        
        Lilly
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        28.
        
        Blake
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        29.
        
        Lilly
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        30.
        
        Blake
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        31.
        
        Lilly
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        32.
        
        Blake & Lilly
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        33.
        
        Epilogue
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        34.
        
        About the Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Chapter one
Lilly


Cock-a-doodle-do! Cock-a-doodle-do! 
I smile and stretch as I’m awakened by my rooster, Russell Crow. He makes the best alarm clock! Each morning at daybreak he wakes me up, so I have enough time for a cup of coffee and a waffle before going outside to conduct the chores. Running a farm, a nursery, and an animal sanctuary in the Bitterroot Valley of western Montana requires a lot of time, but I wouldn’t change one aspect. 
Long ago, I implemented my maternal grandparents’ motto, “Early to bed, early to rise.” They started the farm and nursery more than fifty years ago, and for five years I’ve had the pleasure and honor of operating the business, adding the animal rescue component nearly four years ago.
Russell belts out another alarm, and I chuckle and then shout, “Okay, I’m up! I’m up! Hang on to your tail feathers, Russell!”
I rescued him from another farmer two years ago. Russell’s arrogant attitude and feistiness almost put him in a stew pot, but when I learned of his fate from a neighbor, I knew he’d make a great guardian for my egg-laying hens. That sauciness has paid multiple dividends. That rooster enjoys his rural kingdom, and he protects his twelve queens like Lancelot protected Guinevere.
My animal menagerie, plant business, and home aren’t just rural, we'
I slide out of bed and place my feet into the gray sherpa slippers next to the nightstand. Just as I begin to pad across the room to the ensuite bathroom, Russell squawks and hisses outside my bedroom window. The hens shriek, all of them cackling with alarm. I part the curtain and glimpse a red fox pacing near the chicken coop. I raise the window and yell, “Hey! Get outta there! Those girls belong to me!”
The fox pauses and looks my way. That hesitation is all that Russell needs. With another protective rooster yell, my male Rhode Island Red puffs his feathers, making him looks twice the size he actually is, and he runs directly at the fox, startling the mammal. Instead of chomping on my avian hero, the long-tailed, dog-like creature zips away from the wired chicken pen and races along the graveled driveway. Still squawking, Russell’s yellow legs stretch into a run, following the streaking red fox toward the county road.
“Russell! No! Come back!”
My shouts are ignored. I slam the window, making the glass shake. I grab pajama bottoms from the nearby bureau and slide them over my legs. So much for my morning waffle.







  
  Chapter two
Blake


Astrange noise startles and awakens me. 
What is that?
I listen but hear nothing, so I close my eyes.
It happens again, and my eyes pop open.
What in the world …?
Cock-a-doodle-do! 
“You’ve got to be kidding,” I mumble. 
I grab a pillow and cover my head as yet another round of the horrible clamor resounds, this time closer to the house. 
Argh!
I jump out of bed and pull back the black-out curtains covering the bedroom window. A rooster! At least I think it’s a rooster, never having actually seen one before. The bird – I do recognize a bird – it’s an animal with feathers, and this large thing certainly has feathers. Colorful ones. And a plume-like tail.
I don’t own a rooster. I don’t own a chicken. Not a dog, not a cat, not a rabbit. The only animals I’ve seen since I bought this twenty-acre parcel of land with a fixer-upper log house have been of the wild, quiet variety. White-tailed deer, various songbirds, bald eagles, and elk have appeared on my newly-acquired land, and I’ve seen these and other species as I’ve driven around the area. Never, however, have I encountered a rooster. And certainly not in my driveway.
The creature cut lose again. 
I open the window and yell, “Quiet! Shoo! Scram! Get off my property!”
The rooster stares at me. I swear its beady little eyes narrow. Is it actually challenging me? 
“Scram!”
Cock-a-doodle-do! 
“Why, you cheeky little buggar! I didn’t move here to be woken up at dark-thirty by a screeching tyrant of a bird!”
I slam the window, making the house quiver. Luckily, the glass didn’t break. I grab my slip-on sneakers from the corner of the room, and, after sliding them onto my feet, I march into the hallway and then toward the front door. Clad in blue jogging pants and a blue-gray T-shirt, I unlock the wooden door and then yank it open. After descending two concrete steps, I trudge toward the driveway. No bird. I glance around and catch sight of the creature, now standing part-way on the county road.
“Good,” I mutter. “Maybe you’ll be someone’s hood ornament!”
I turn back toward the house.
Cock-a-doodle-do! 
I stop. I clench my fists and turn to face my nemesis. Like a villain in one of my movies, the arrogant rooster stands his ground and stares at me. I’m not backing down either. I haven’t played the roles of romantic savior and community hero in twenty different films to let this feathered creature best me.
“Go back where you came from,” I yell. “Squawk and doodle somewhere else. Just don’t even think about coming back onto my property.”
I wave my arms for good measure and add, “Get outta here! Go on! Shoo, scram!”
The rooster crows again. 
“You have got to be kidding me!”
I march to the belligerent animal and shake an index finger at it.
“Look, you. I don’t know where you came from, but you’re going back. I want peace and quiet, not a chattering, crowing, screeching bird traipsing around my yard and driveway or anywhere close by. Now, go! Get!”
I raise my arms again. The rooster has no fear of or respect for humans. Instead of flying or running away, the bird puffs out his chest and squawks, increasing my aggravation. 
“Look, you ….”
Before I can finish yet another scolding, the creature takes a few running steps toward me with wings spread out. Me, the fearless movie hero, backs up several paces and yells, “Hey! Just what are you …?” 
I hear running steps and take my eyes off the rooster for a few seconds. The crazed creature hisses like what I think a snake must sound like. I look back at the bird. My eyes widen and I turn my head and body sideways as the animal flies toward my face. I’m going to die at the claws of a crazed bird after less than a week of retirement from Hollywood.






  
  Chapter three
Lilly


My voice pierces the dawn. 
“No, Russell! No!”
The man’s body twists, and he falls onto the pavement. My rooster jumps on the guy’s back and pecks his head.
“Ouch! Dang you, bird! Stop!”
“Russell Crow, you stop that right now!”
I rush to the fallen man and my deranged rooster. I’ve never seen him like this. That red fox adrenaline must be coursing through Russell like poison. Maybe that’s why he was headed for the stew pot those years ago. Maybe I should have let him.
I wrap my hands around the rooster’s body and pluck him from fallen man.
“What’s gotten into you?” I murmur. “Did this man do something to you?”
“‘This man?’” the guy yelps. “I’m the victim here.”
Russell tries to flap his wings, but I hold fast. I turn away from the guy on the ground in order to re-focus my rooster’s attention elsewhere. Perhaps if he sees our farm, he’ll want to return home.
“Russell Crow was chasing a fox off our property,” I explain.
I heave the heavy rooster toward my driveway. He flaps his wings awkwardly and strangely glides himself onto the gravel. He gives me an irritated look and then saunters toward the farm. 
“I’m sorry that he hurt you,” I murmur, keeping my eyes on my bird for another moment.
After ensuring Russell is truly heading home, I turn and face the man as he unsteadily rises to his feet. I hold out my hand to assist, but he shakes his head. He stands to his full six-foot-two height. My breath catches. His tan face with chiseled chin, deep-green eyes, and jet-black hair captivates me. I’ve seen movies and television shows in the past, and this guy is certainly actor material. His handsome face, broad shoulders, trim waist, and long legs are striking. I’ve never seen him before, and I immediately wonder where he came from.
“Did you say Russell Crowe chased a fox?”
His question startles me out of my stupor.
“Uh? Oh, yeah. He’s good at that. Fearless.”
I notice the guy’s eyes dart around.
“I don’t see him.”
“Who? Russell? Oh, he’s returning home. I made sure of that.”
The sea-green eyes look into my chocolate brown ones.
“Where does he live?”
I point to my driveway, across the road.
“We live down there.”
The man’s eyes widen, and then a smile comes to his face. Again, I stare. He is so dashingly handsome! He snorts a laugh, breaking me from my stupor again.
“Russell Crow. The bird’s name. You own a rooster named Russell Crow.”
I nod and respond,  “Named after some actor, I guess.”
“Some actor? Only one of the most famous. Don’t tell me you’ve never heard of Russell Crowe?”
I shrug. 
“I’m not into movies. Or actors. Or any of that stuff.”
The man’s eyes widen.
“Really?”
“I have a life that keeps me very busy. I take it you’re new around here?”
The guy continues to stare at me. I become uncomfortable and take a few steps away.
“Well, I need to get back to that busy life, so if you’ll excuse me ….”
I back up a couple of more steps and then turn and trot down the driveway.
Who is that guy? 
He may be handsome, but I’m not sure I want to run into him again.






  
  Chapter four
Blake


Iwatch the woman disappear from sight. Dressed in blue jeans and a flannel red and black shirt, she may never have graced a red carpet, but her looks and her figure certainly would enhance a ballgown. Fit yet feminine. 
I shake my head.
Back up, Blake, I tell myself. You’re here for a fresh start and that doesn’t include thinking about women.
I frown, pondering her words.
Strange, though. Who doesn’t go to movies or watch television? At least she won’t hound me since she doesn’t know who I am or what I’ve done for work the past decade.
I walk back to the fixer-upper home I recently purchased. The house has been vacant for some months, and after discovering it online three months ago, I bought it without hesitation. Isolated enough to be a sanctuary while contemplating my life yet close enough to a town with shopping opportunities and medical facilities when needed. For now, I have items delivered, and the real estate agent and my attorney are maintaining confidentiality. And if my nearest neighbor doesn’t watch movies or follow tabloid magazines, my secret remains safe. I know one day I’ll be found out, but each day that goes by that my privacy is maintained, I’m grateful. 
I reach the log house and for the umpteenth time since arriving four days ago, I gaze at the roof then at the gutters. The former, made of metal for fire mitigation purposes, was constructed prior to my arrival and shown brightly in the morning light. The latter I planned to fix myself in addition to painting the trim around the windows. The carpentry and handyman skills I learned from my father and used before my acting career will come in handy once again and help maintain my anonymity. 
“Might as well get started on those window frames,” I mutter to myself. “I am awake now.”
Breakfast first. And coffee. Lots and lots of coffee.
I walk into the house and beeline toward the kitchen. Grateful once again for my attorney and real estate agent having the house furnished and set up before I moved in, I readied the coffee maker and then walk back to the master bedroom. I enter the ensuite, such as it is, and turned on the water for a shower.
Twenty minutes later, I’m back in the kitchen, and I pour steaming black coffee into a mug I brought from the beach cottage. The enticing aroma of the Peruvian brew stimulates my sense of smell and vision. I may have left California, but I can still relish a rich cup of coffee. I sip from the ceramic mug painted with blue ocean waves and charcoal-colored cliffs. One of the hobbies I left behind – art. Truth be told, I rarely had time for pottery and painting the past five years. Endless hours on movie and TV sets may have led to hundreds of millions of dollars and a house overlooking the Pacific, but the visual artistry I once enjoyed and that once helped keep me grounded fell by the wayside of tension and lack of time. Perhaps this new home, once updated, will once again offer the respite and time to return to creative artist I once desired to become.
As thoughts of canvas time on my newly-acquired forty acres run through my head, I again sip from the coffee mug and look out the kitchen window. A modest-sized yard with a small lawn and a pole fence in disarray capture my attention. New sod and some nails will fix that up quickly. The gutters on the house will require more time, and the window frames and ledges will also require several days. I decide to stick to my earlier plan – to begin re-painting the outside window frames. I also make a mental note that I had planned to construct shudders on the kitchen windows with an accenting color, and I tell myself to create the same on the bedroom windows, which means crafting eight more. I’ll need to add to the delivery order I phoned in yesterday with hopes the lumber store can do that and still make the delivery this afternoon. I’ve planned to take my run when the delivery happens, so I’ll need to confirm the time. 
I swallow the rest of my coffee and pour another cup before pouring a packet of apple-cinnamon oatmeal into a bowl and adding enough water to make the resulting breakfast moist yet firm. After a minute in the microwave, I remove the bowl, add already-sliced apples to the mixture, and then take the bowl and the cup of dark roast out to the porch. For the fourth morning, I sit in a wicker chair and survey my new place as I consume the oatmeal and coffee.
A slight breeze rustles the tender green leaves of the surrounding aspens. Spring has taken strong root in the region, and though mornings are much chillier here than in southern California, the mountain air is fresh, riddled with scent of evergreens and blossoming wildflowers and the sounds of twittering songbirds. Tranquility surrounds me. No honking horns, no vehicle trafficking, no people. Not even barking dogs. Now, if that rooster will just stay on his own side of the road, I’ll have only the wind and the birds of forest and those are natural noises I can accept.
I take a deep breath and close my eyes for a few moments. Peace. Exactly what I’d hoped for when I made the decision to leave my Hollywood life behind. How long I’ll experience this calm before the storm of recognition hits, I don’t know, but I’ll enjoy it for as long as I can. 








  
  Chapter five
Lilly


After several hours of chores, feeding the livestock and the other animals in my care and preparing the greenhouse for the weekend sale, I call my two dogs. 
“Time for our afternoon outing,” I say as Bernie and Angel saunter to me, tails wagging with excited anticipation. Although both are eager for our daily jaunt up the county road and through the nearby Forest Service land, we go at slow pace. Bernie is a ten-year-old Bernese Mountain Dog who has lived on the family farmstead for nine years. My grandparents adopted him from the local animal shelter, and when they moved into assisted living in town last year, we all knew the large, fluffy dog needed to stay with me at the farm.
Angel, the tri-colored longhaired collie, came into my life two years ago after losing her right hind leg to cancer. Her previous owners didn’t want to deal with a three-legged dog and knowing her chances of being adopted were slim, I brought her home. Although younger than Bernie, her energy level matches his, and so the three of us take two walks a day. Neither stray far from me. Taking these outings with the pair of canines helps me slow down and relish the days of warming weather, sunshine, and fields of spring wildflowers. The purple lupine and larkspur, the white and pink spring beauties, and the opening of yellow arrow leaf balsamroot and mules ears brighten the greening forest meadows. Soon my family’s land will be free of winter’s snow, and we’ll be able to walk the greening northern hillside as flowers there also begin to grow and bloom.
I never tire of western Montana landscape since I returned three years ago. Even though the work is hard as I maintain my grandparents’ property and business and find new ways to expand, I savor my surroundings and the success they started, and I build upon. 
As the dogs and I approach the gravel road leading to the Forest Service land and hiking trail, I hear the crunch of small rocks and the pounding of running feet. I call Bernie and Angel to my side and they obey. I stare at the man jogging toward us. His black, wavy hair bounces with each running step. The khaki, above-the-knee cutoffs expose toned calves, and the tight tan, short-sleeved shirt reveals muscles in his forearms, broad shoulders, and a toned chest and flat stomach. Stuble along his chin and cheeks reveals he hasn’t shaved in a few days.
I certainly missed seeing how ripped and handsome my new neighbor is when I encountered him this morning. I bite my lower lip to keep my thoughts to myself and not utter something embarrassing.
The man pauses near us. He glances at the dogs, sitting obediently, tails wagging, then looks at me again.
“A rooster this morning, and two dogs this afternoon,” he comments. “What creature will I see you with when we next meet up?”
A smile tugs at the edge of his lips. I present my most dazzling grin.
“Perhaps goats. Or donkeys.”
He smiles widely for a short moment and then the grin fades.
“You’re serious.”
I maintain my smile and nod.
“Quite. I have a small animal sanctuary on my family’s land. I’m surprised you haven’t heard the horses whinny, the goats bleat, or the donkeys bray. They can be a bit noisy.”
“I guess they’re far enough away because no, I haven’t heard anything. Other than that rooster, that is.”
I nod.
“Well, when you do, now you’ll know why. Sometimes the choir really tunes up, especially when a fox or coyote saunters through.”
“Does that happen often?”
I shake my head.
“Not as often as it used to. Having two llamas helps keep the predator animals away from what they might sometimes see as dinner or a snack.”
A chuckle rumbles from his throat. I hate to admit, I like the baritone sound. 
“Llamas,” he says with a straight face and a shake of his head.
I choke on a laugh and then comment with a shrug of my shoulders, “What can I say? I like all animals.”
“Even those predator ones?”
“As long as they leave my chickens and cats alone, yes.”
The smile returns to his face, and I notice the dimples on both sides of his mouth. Yep, handsome! Then, I silently chastise myself. Not traveling that road again, remember?
“Enjoying your new home?” I ask aloud.
The man nods.
“And the area,” he says. “I’ve been repainting the window frames and sills, and so I took a break to get a run today.”
“I thought I heard the lumber delivery truck come up the county road and pull into your place.”
He nods again.
“I’ve decided to add shutters to some of the windows, and I need some posts to repair the fence around the yard.”
This time I nod.
“The Campbells didn’t take the best of care of their place. Too busy chasing the next shiny object, going here, traveling there. It’s such a beautiful property, so it’s a shame they let it go.”
“You knew the Campbells?”
“Yes. Not as well as my grandparents did since they lived at the farmstead for more than forty years, but I visited several times and I saw the place when it was in its hay-day.”
I hold out my hand.
“I’m Lilly, by the way. Lilly Warren.”
The grip of his handshake is strong. I inhale silently.
“I’m Blake Sc…”
Is that a flash of anxiety flickering in his green eyes?
“Uh, Blake Schn, uh, Schneider, Blake Schneider.”
I smile once again.
“Well, Blake Schneider, I’m happy to know you. And again, I apologize about my rooster. When Russell goes on a streak to protect his girls like he did, he can get himself into trouble. He’s almost collided with a car a few times.”
My neighbor smiles back, and again, his handsome face makes my heart flutter.
“Well, Lilly Warren, I guess I’m going to have to get used to living across the road from a woman with a bunch of animals. You’ll have to bear with me – I’ve not been around many animals in my life, but you’ll be hearing noise from my direction, too, as I work on the house and the property these next several months.”
He dips his chin as he warms back up, and says, “Guess we’ll see each other around now and then. Enjoy the rest of your walk.”
“And you enjoy the rest of your jog,” I say and watch him jog back toward the county road.
“Oh, doggies,” I breathe, “we need to stay away from that guy. Grumpy or nice, he’s much too good-looking for my good!”
Bernie barks, as if in agreement, and I chuckle.
“Okay, you have to keep me focused, old man,” I tell him. “There’s a lot to be done this summer, starting with the weekend’s sale. Let’s go, dogs. We need to finish our walk so I can get back to the greenhouse and continue watering the seedlings.”
Angel and Bernie follow me to the trailhead. A waft of pine and fir come to my nose, and I take a deep breath.
“If not for Justin, I’d be more than happy to meet up with my new neighbor more often,” I mutter to the forest in front of me. “One heartbreak is enough for a lifetime.”







  
  Chapter six
Blake


Okay, so I just lied to my neighbor. Even though I’m thankful she still didn’t recognize me, giving her a fake last name seemed to be the best way to keep my identity a secret. She likely wouldn’t have known my name since she doesn’t watch television or movies, but better to play it safe, I justified to myself. 
And her name – Lilly Warren. Why did that sound familiar?
As I concluded the jog back to my house, the question lingered. I reached for the door handle when the thought came. Lilly Warren – animal lady. The realtor warned me about her after I purchased the Campbells’ property. 
“She wants to start an animal sanctuary, which would bring down property values. Can you imagine, everything from braying donkeys to barking dogs? Right now she has a special permit that limits how many animals and what kinds, but she wants to expand her operation and she’s to go before the county planning and zoning in June. Nobody wants her to have more animals, and so we’re counting on you, Blake, to side with us. You’ll soon see how foolish such an operation would be. It’s bad enough now, but she does keep her critters on her land, but if you happen to see a horse, goat, dog, or donkey wandering, be sure to let me know.”
What about a roaming rooster? I shake my head. One time. I can let that pass.
The agent told me about the animals, but he didn’t tell me their caretaker was so lovely. Best keep my distance. I’m here for solitude and reflection, not for socializing. Plus I have a house to fix up.
I open the door and step into the kitchen. After guzzling a bottle of water, I sit at the maple table where I left the latest contract to review. An offer to return to acting in the fall lay before me. I glance at the top sheet of paper. One hundred million for an action-adventure film on the big screen. It would be my fourth feature film. Do this and be set for life, a voice screams in my brain. Retire after the movie. Finish the house this summer. Resell for a higher price. Do the film and retire on an Asian-Pacific island where summer exists year-round. Likely no one there knows you either. Surf every day. Paint every day.
I smile. Maybe that’s the ticket.
Montana gets snow, lots of it, particularly in the mountains. Although I love to ski and I grew up in Illinois where winters weren’t just snowy, they were also icy, I don’t care for a lot of snow and ice. But I don’t have to get out for a job here as I did back there. One reason I picked this place. Plus, the price was a steal because it’s a fixer-upper. I don’t need another film. I don’t need the pressure, the travel, the headaches of celebrity life.
I stand and run a hand through my hair. The offer is tempting, too tempting really. Of course my agent wants me to accept the role. He’ll make a big commission if I sign the contract. And yes, I’ll make millions. Maybe I can buy my own island. 
I stand near the kitchen window and once again gaze at the splendor surrounding the house. Do I really want to give this up already? I sought long and hard for a peaceful place, one I can craft as I want if not all at once, then over the course of a few years. If my Illinois upbringing taught me anything, it was the wonder of the woods, the nurture received in nature. Although my California beach home provided some of that, the sheer number of people and the amount of noise and hustle and bustle kept me from experiencing true peace. I burned out and so I left. Do I really want to go back, even for just one film?
“Well, I don’t have to decide today or even tomorrow,” I utter aloud. “Let’s get some more work done and revisit the whole thing again in a few days.”
I fill a water bottle and walk outside once again. I still have a few hours of daylight and can finish painting the window frames and sills of the second bedroom, completing a task I started earlier. But
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