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__________

Gabe Braxton tucked his ears under a beanie hat, the tips already cold to the touch. The scratchy texture chafed. He grumbled to himself, missing the familiar weight of his cowboy hat. But with temperatures hovering around minus four, warmth trumped comfort.

“Over here, boss!” his foreman, Ash Marshall, yelled as he flashed the spotlight over the bawling heifer.

Gabe parked his UTV near the first-time mother. He hopped out, leaving it running. The icy wind bit at his nose and cheeks, making them numb. Each crunch of his boots echoed sharply in the frigid air, the deep snow yielding slowly underfoot. 

He watched as the heifer’s abdomen rippled with a contraction. Part of the birthing sack poked out of her hindquarters.

“When’d she start?”

Ash coughed. “Not sure.”

“Ash!” Gabe growled.

“Sorry, boss. The new guy missed her earlier. Could be as much as two hours.”

Fool greenhorn. The words hung on the tip of Gabe’s tongue, harsh and unforgiving, but he swallowed them down, the taste acrid in his mouth. The heifer and her newborn calf were his livelihood. Losing either would be devastating, a fact he couldn’t ignore. 

With their resources dwindling from the loss of cattle and other setbacks, neither Gabe nor the Broken Spur could afford more losses.

“Take her temperature.”

Zeke Taylor, the guilty inexperienced cowboy, kneeled and performed the task. The almost-mama flicked her tail in his face. Good. Kid deserved it.

Not that the precarious financial footing of the ranch rested on Zeke’s single failure. No, that situation was purely Gabe’s fault. If he hadn’t risked so much on his hairbrained idea to save the place... 

Dad would have told him not to waste thought-energy on things he couldn’t change.

“Her temperature dropped since we found her,” Zeke announced.

Gabe exhaled, his breath turning into a fine mist in the freezing outdoors. Clearly, the heifer was in the throes of labor. He parted his lips to speak, but Ash’s voice cut through the night air first.

Ash spat out several orders, knowing what to do. Gabe yanked his neck gaiter over his nose and cheeks, hoping to keep frostbite away. His stomach sank as he watched the mama strain. 

If only they had coaxed her closer to the barn. He might have been able to get a vet out. As it was, the three of them were left to help her and the calf. He held out little hope of either surviving.

As the heifer’s breathing slowed, and the calf was only half birthed, Gabe knew they were gonna lose the mama.

With a sharp tug, he ripped down his neck gaiter and yelled, “Get it out of her, now!”

Ash instructed Zeke on what to do. A harsh lesson to be sure, but one the young cowboy would never forget. 

As soon as they freed the calf from its mother, Gabe stepped around them to clean it before wrapping it in blankets and setting her in the UTV’s bed. He frowned as he passed Ash.

“You know what to do.”

Ash’s grim nod was answer enough.

“Zeke, you ride in the back with the calf. Keep her warm.”

The cowboy climbed in the bed, shaking from either nerves or the cold. Once they were secure, Gabe drove them back to the barn, each minute ticking off in his mind like a bomb about to go off. 

He’d give the calf a fifty-fifty shot at surviving if they could get it warm and nursing quickly.

When Gabe parked by the barn, he sent Zeke to warm up despite his anger over the mistake. Had to take care of the people and not just the livestock. 

Then Gabe hefted the calf into his arms. Haydon swung the barn door open wide enough for him to enter. He hurried to the stall they reserved for newborns, the muscles in his back tensing. The calf’s breaths grew shallow. She may have been out in the cold too long.

“How long was she out there?” Haydon asked as she followed him into the stall.

“Half hour on the back of the UTV. Heifer didn’t make it.”

His sister’s mouth pressed into a thin line. As the oldest, she’d witnessed countless similar situations over the years, just like Gabe had. Each one seared itself into his memory, a dark reminder of the cycle of life.

“Go warm up in the office,” Haydon barked. “I’ll holler if I need anything.”

Gabe grabbed a blanket for himself from the office before returning to the stall, tucking it around his shoulders. He saw his sister’s disapproving frown. 

It shouldn’t surprise her. He wasn’t leaving until he knew if the calf would make it.

“Mama.”

Harlan’s voice startled Gabe. He wondered how long his eleven-year-old nephew had been leaning against the gate.

“Is it gonna die?” Harlan rubbed his hand on his tented knee, foot propped on a bale of hay.

“Might.” Haydon’s calm response spoke of her hardiness as a seasoned rancher. 

Gabe knew the truth. Despite her calm exterior, her concern matched his own. She just wore it better.

Better Harlan witness their challenges now, see the fight firsthand, understand the weight of survival—than step into a broken legacy years from now, blindsided by a failing ranch he never saw coming.

A fifth-generation cattle rancher. One day, the whole place would be his—if Gabe could save it.

And lately, that “if” had felt more like a desperate reach than a possibility.

After an hour, Haydon stood and play-punched his arm. “Why don’t you go on up to the house? Nothing more you can do tonight. I’ve got this.”

Tension coiled through his neck and shoulders. They could not lose the calf.

“This lone calf ain’t gonna save the ranch, Gabe. You know it and I know it. You need some rest so you can start driving down to Arizona tomorrow. I’ll be worried sick if you take off sleep-deprived.”

Worried he’d die like their parents had. The words remained unspoken, but he knew she thought the same.

“Alright. You want Harlan to come up with me?”

“Naw. Be good for him to help me.”

Gabe hesitated. His nephew stood in the glow of the barn lights, small hands gripping the gate, his young face too serious for his age. Good for him to see ranching wasn’t just riding horses and throwing feed, but loss, sacrifice, fighting for something that might not make it.

Gabe’s shoulders rounded under the weight of it as he trudged up the snow-covered walkway. The crunch of his boots echoed against the stillness, cutting through the chill. At least the snow had stopped, though the air still bit with sharp winter frost.

His phone buzzed. Ash confirmed the heifer was gone, said he’d made it back from the pasture.

Gone. Just like that.

Gabe acknowledged the text, then shoved the phone back into his coat pocket. He stepped into the ranch house through the mudroom, inhaling the familiar scents of wood smoke and old leather—the comfort of home, even as the weight on his chest refused to lift.

Toeing off his frozen boots, he hung his damp beanie, stiff coat, and gloves on the hook marked with his name. His gaze flicked to Vern’s empty cubby beside Haydon’s.

All the losses they’d endured.

He could not let the ranch become another one.

Scrubbing his hands down his face, he exhaled slowly. Haydon was right. He needed sleep before the drive to Arizona. His last shot at keeping Broken Spur alive.

Three years ago, their younger brother, Ross, had taken a job at Vargas Guest Ranch & Resort. He’d spent half that time hounding Gabe to come down and shadow the resort manager. Not the ranch manager, but the woman in charge of guest services, tourism, hospitality.

Not cattle. Not ranching. Not anything Gabe knew how to do.

He growled low as he poured a cup of coffee, the scent grounding him. Probably decaf, knowing Haydon—her subtle way of making sure he didn’t stay up worrying all night.

He climbed the stairs to his room, the same one he’d lived in for all thirty-two years of his life. Only Haydon had switched rooms after marrying Vern, moving into the owner’s suite, a space meant for their parents.

Sitting heavily in the chair beside his bed, he stared at the drained coffee cup, frustration circling the same thoughts.

Vern could have made this work. Could have charmed every guest, every skeptical ranch hand who thought turning Broken Spur into a guest operation was a terrible idea.

Because Vern had always been easygoing, charismatic, making everything feel like an adventure instead of a challenge. He had a way of drawing people in, setting them at ease, making them want to be part of something bigger.

Gabe wasn’t Vern.

He was a rancher, not a businessman. A cowboy, not a tour guide.

Vern could have convinced people that Broken Spur wasn’t just some fading ranch on the edge of Kalispell, Montana, but Gabe wasn’t built for persuasion. He was built for endurance, hard work, getting things done. The thick callouses and tiny scars on his hands were proof of it.

Now, here he was, six weeks away from being forced into something unnatural, expected to learn how to be someone he wasn’t.

Yurts. Guest lodge. Decor and smiling at strangers like ranching was just another attraction instead of a hard way of life.

The thought made his stomach tighten.

Life had taught him early that smiling was how people hid their brokenness.

You smiled, and no one poked and prodded at the scabs over your heart.

Didn’t mean you had to be friendly. Didn’t mean you had to mean it.

His faith had always been quiet, straightforward, practical, even.

You worked hard, made honest choices, and trusted that God would fill in the gaps you couldn’t reach.

But lately, the gaps had started stretching wider, like the foundation under him was slipping.

Because the truth was—he wasn’t sure hard work was enough anymore.

Tomorrow, he’d leave Montana behind for six weeks.

One more attempt to save the Broken Spur.

One more chance to figure out if he could change enough to keep it alive.
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Renata Vargas eased onto the seat of her golf cart just as Cliff wedged a foot against her rib cage, forcing a sharp inhale. The kid had no mercy.

She pressed a hand to her belly, smoothing over the taut skin where his movements made waves. Gymnast. Wrestler. Future black belt. Whatever he’d become one day, it wouldn’t be from her influence.

Her latest attempt at keeping emotional distance was calling him by the name his mother had picked out—Radcliff. Raina, his biological mother and her cousin-in-law, had chosen the name to honor the man she’d adopted as her dad.

It should have helped.

It didn’t.

Her head ached just thinking about the strange mish-mash of relationships involved.

A few years ago, Raina had married Renata’s cousin Devon. Unable to conceive because of her endometriosis, Raina and Devon sought alternatives.

Following extensive prayer, heartfelt counseling, and discussions with her doctor, Renata had felt an undeniable calling—a purpose in stepping forward to be their surrogate.

She had been so sure. So certain it had been God’s voice, His will, His plan.

But had she been wrong?

Had she mistaken her own generosity for His guidance?

The doubt had crept in slowly. First in quiet moments, then in restless nights, then in the depth of emotions she could no longer ignore. She had fallen in love with the baby inside her.

A decision that had haunted her for eight long months, filled with sleepless nights, gnawing uncertainty, and the crushing realization that letting go would not be as simple as she had believed.

Cliff shifted again, pounding on her kidneys. No mercy at all.

Pressing hard on the golf cart pedal, she barely noticed the crisp mid-March air or the soothing cool temperatures. Her urgent need to pee drowned out everything else.

She jerked it to a stop near the resort office, shuffled forward and promptly collided with a cowboy she didn’t recognize.

Solid. Broad. A wall of warm muscle and firm steadiness against her fleeting balance.

“Whoa! Sorry,” she tossed over her shoulder, hardly sparing him a glance as she rushed into the women’s restroom, barely making it to the stall in time.

Renata exhaled shakily, pressing a hand to her belly as she whispered, “Take it easy on me, Cliff. We’ve still got a few weeks together before you meet your mom and dad.”

The moment she said it, a wave of sorrow crashed over her, bringing tightness to her throat, burning behind her eyes, and an ache so deep it made her tremble.

She had prayed for peace, begged God to steady her heart, to reaffirm this was His will, but instead of comfort, all she felt was loss.

More than likely, Cliff would share those compassionate green eyes that both his parents had, that quiet steadiness Devon carried, that boundless curiosity Raina wore so openly. Would his hair be curly like hers, wild and untamed, or dark and sleek like Devon’s?

One thing was certain; he wouldn’t look like Renata.

Not her caramel skin. Not her deep black waves.

Not a reflection of her at all.

She wouldn’t see traces of herself in the way he grinned, wouldn’t hear echoes of her own laugh in his giggles. She wouldn’t be the one he reached for in the middle of the night, the arms that rocked him to sleep when he was restless, the voice that soothed him through skinned knees and whispered lullabies.

She wouldn’t even get to hold him after his birth.

Wouldn’t feel the weight of his tiny body in her arms, memorize the curve of his nose, count the wisps of hair. Wouldn’t be the one he clung to, nestled against her chest, needing her in a way that would never belong to her.

She had signed away those moments long before she even felt his first kick.

Renata barely made it to her office before the sobs hit, wrenching and raw, tearing through the fragile control she’d managed to hold on to all day.

She pressed a hand over her mouth, muffling the sound, then slowly reached toward her belly—only to hesitate just before her fingers touched it.

Instead, her palm hovered over the stretched fabric of her dress, trembling slightly.

Lord, watch over him. Let him grow strong. Let him feel loved every single day. Let him know You, seek You, carry You with him always.

She swallowed hard, forcing breath past the tightness in her throat.

And help me, Father, to let him go.

Her fingers curled inward, pulling away.

What kind of awful person was she?

She had fallen in love with her cousin’s baby knowing full well he wasn’t hers to keep.

Had she misread the signs? Had she confused loyalty with obedience?

Had she assumed that because she was capable, she was called?

Had she convinced herself that God had given her peace when all He had given her was silence?

The tears flooded her eyes, spilling onto her cheeks like a monsoon flash flood, pooling into the hollow ache she wasn’t sure would ever leave her.

Between sobs, she glanced at the clock.

Perfect. A big, ugly cry right before meeting Ross Braxton’s brother.

Great timing. Just fantastic.

Someone’s throat cleared.

The low, gravelly sound barely registered over the thickness in Renata’s throat, but her body jerked in response, heat flooding through her veins as she twisted toward the doorway.

Gabe Braxton loomed there, not towering like her cousins but still tall enough to make her feel small, solid, looking every bit like he had stumbled into something he hadn’t signed up for.

He wasn’t wrong.

She felt like she had, too.

She hadn’t meant to retreat, but the sudden awareness of him, the sheer presence he carried, had her scooting back before she could stop herself.

“Should I come back later?” His voice was cautious, edged with uncertainty, but his tone carried a firm weight beneath it.

Renata squeezed her eyes shut, willing the tears to stop, forcing them back like floodwaters against a dam.

“No.” Even that came out as half a sob.

A beat of silence.

“Miss, should I get someone for you? Do you need medical attention?”

Her itchy, swollen eyes snapped up, sharp and unyielding, daggers nearly flying from her gaze.

Seriously. Won’t miss pregnancy hormones.

She pushed herself to her feet too quickly, swaying slightly. His brooding gaze flicked to her unsteady stance, brows pulling together in concern.

“I don’t need any help.” Her voice was clipped, harsher than necessary, but she didn’t take it back.

Gabe’s grip tightened on his black cowboy hat. A subtle movement, but enough for her to catch it. A tell. A reaction to discomfort. His stance shifted just a fraction, but it was the kind of instinctive retreat men had when they weren’t sure what they’d just walked into.

She had seen it a hundred times.

He was bracing.

Both his eyebrows inched up his forehead, dark eyes rounding slightly before settling into a look so steady it felt more like assessment than conversation.

“Gabe Braxton. You should be expecting me.”

Braxton. Right. Ross’s brother. Montana cowboy. Here to learn hospitality.

She was supposed to teach him hospitality? The thought nearly made her snort.

Gabe looked gruff. Rough around the edges. A cowboy through and through. There wasn’t an ounce of guest services in his stance. Nothing about him suggested he’d ever greeted a stranger with a polished smile or a practiced ease.

Her gaze swept over him, taking stock as she had done with every employee that walked through her office door—even if he wasn’t quite an employee.

Well-worn denim. Black cowboy boots, scuffed but sturdy, the kind that had seen years of hard use, not the polished kind men wore to rodeos to look the part.

That yellow plaid snap-front shirt stretched across broad shoulders, tugging just a bit too tight across his arms—arms that didn’t quite belong in a hospitality role, arms that looked like they belonged hauling feed, breaking in broncs, wrangling cattle.

Everything about him clashed against the sleek, curated world of the Vargas Guest Ranch & Resort.

Renata’s stomach fluttered—an annoying, completely inconvenient reaction she blamed entirely on hormones and not at all on the fact that he filled out a shirt better than most men.

She bit down on the thought and shoved it aside. Good grief. Her thoughts were as scattered as her emotions.

She had no right to even notice his biceps, much less get distracted by them.

Clearing her throat, she extended a hand before realizing, too late, that the crumpled tissue was still in her grasp.

Gabe’s gaze flicked toward it before he simply nodded instead, sliding his free hand into his pocket.

She narrowed her eyes.

“Renata Vargas. Pleased to meet you.”

She forced a smile. It felt tight, unnatural.

He stared at her, his expression carefully neutral, but irritation lingered just beneath the surface, flickering in his eyes even if his tone remained deceptively calm.

“Likewise.”

Translation? He wasn’t pleased to be here.

Well. He wasn’t the only one uncomfortable.

“Have a seat.”

Gabe hesitated just long enough to be noticeable, just enough for her to see the wheels turning in his head.

“You sure you don’t—”

“Sit.”

He did.

Slowly. Like he wasn’t convinced this was the best use of his time, but had decided to endure it, anyway.

Renata eased back into her chair, smoothing fingers over the gauzy fabric of her maternity dress, subtly wiping her damp palms.

She reached for her iced tea, taking a sip. Raina-approved decaf iced tea.

Whatever.

Her cousin wasn’t here to nag her, but this cowboy was sitting across from her with furrowed brows and a presence far too commanding for her liking.

A presence she noticed more than she wanted to.

Exhaling slowly, she forced her face to relax and offered a smile that felt slightly more genuine but still required effort.

“Water?”

Gabe shook his head.

“Sorry, I’m a little scattered today.” She set her drink down carefully, steeling herself. “Let’s start from the beginning. What do you hope to get out of this engagement?”

The moment the words left her mouth, heat spiked in her cheeks.

Engagement?

She mentally kicked herself while Cliff actually kicked her from the inside.

“Oof.”

Renata sucked in a sharp breath, stifling the reaction, controlling her face.

Feeling suddenly warm, she stood and crossed the room to turn on the fan, waiting for his response.

“You’re pregnant.”

The blunt words landed heavily, breaking the air between them with an almost audible crack.

Renata flinched, fingers tightening briefly around the chair’s armrest, before she forced her posture into rigid control.

“I see your eyes work just fine,” she shot back, retaking her seat. 

She caught his gaze flick to her empty ring finger, his brow furrowing before his expression hardened.

Judgment. Assumption.

Her ire rose. Just who was he to cast looks like that? He didn’t know a thing about her situation.

She jutted her chin in the air, narrowing her gaze. “Will that be a problem for you, Mr. Braxton?”

For a second, Gabe didn’t move. Then he coughed, shifting stiffly, rubbing a hand on the back of his neck. “Not at all.”

She held his gaze, testing. He didn’t look away.

“Good. Then perhaps you can answer my question.”

Renata straightened in her chair, forcing herself to settle.

Five o’clock could not come soon enough.
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__________

Gabe hadn’t known what to expect, but the very pregnant, unmarried Mexican woman across from him wasn’t it. Ross had left out a few key details, like the fact that his supposed business mentor was weeks away from having a kid.

Great. More complication. More distraction. More wasted time.

Still, he took her in, studying the contrast between sharp eyes and soft curves, her steady confidence despite the weight she carried, both physically and otherwise. She was small, built for control, carrying herself like someone used to calling the shots with confidence.

Intriguing, but not what he needed.

“When are you due?”

The words came out rougher than intended, but he needed to know if he had wasted his time coming here. She looked about ready to pop. Probably another thought he shouldn’t say aloud.

Her chocolate-brown eyes flashed wide before narrowing sharply, irritation flaring in their depths.

“None of your business.”

Gabe exhaled loudly, shifting back in his chair. Touchy.

“I ask because I want to know if I’ve wasted my time coming here. Ross assured me we’d have six weeks.”

And as much as he hated to admit it, he’d need all six of those weeks, if not more, to learn how to run a guest ranch.

Her eyes darted toward the corner of the room. Gabe had spent enough years reading people to recognize hesitation when he saw it.

Yeah, she hadn’t been entirely forthcoming with Ross. Not about to let that slide.

“The baby is due in four weeks,” she admitted, voice cool but controlled. “My doctor says I need to take a few days off, maybe a week, before I can come back to work. During that week, you can shadow my sister, Solana. Or work with Dalton, the ranch manager.”

A week?

Even Haydon, who was tough as nails, a ranch woman through and through, had taken three. And she hadn’t needed stitches or bed rest or whatever else came with birth.

Renata looked nothing like Haydon, nothing like the ranch women who powered through everything without hesitation.

“This your first kid?”

Renata bristled instantly, and Gabe caught the fleeting strain in her expression, not the response of a woman excited about being a mother.

“Look, Mr. Braxton, I don’t know—”

“My sister took three weeks off,” he interrupted. “She had no complications, and she’s a hardy ranch woman. Not like...”

Not like you. He stopped himself just short of saying it aloud.

Still, something about her situation didn’t sit right.

“You’re alone in this?” His voice dropped a notch, edged with curiosity. “Baby’s dad just... disappeared?”

Renata’s nostrils flared, but she didn’t correct him.

Gabe felt something dark knot in his gut. Of course. Another irresponsible cowboy, taking what he wanted before skipping town.

He knew the type. Had seen it before.

Had watched it happen to Haydon, seen her struggle alone, carrying everything on her shoulders while that worthless excuse for a man disappeared. Thank goodness Vern had rescued her. Had stepped up when someone else should have, had made sure she wasn’t left picking up the pieces alone.

That same anger burned now. How many women went through this? How many men got away with it?

He let out a low scoff. “Figures.”

Renata’s entire body stiffened, like he’d crossed an invisible line.

Her voice was sharp, clipped. “Not everything is some cowboy running out on his responsibility, Gabe.”

Her words had a bite to them, but what got him wasn’t the tone. It was the way something surfaced in her eyes, raw, personal.

She wasn’t just irritated. She was shielding something.

Gabe hesitated, just for a second, then tried to let it go. He still needed her help. Even if it was for less time than he’d expected.

Renata pushed her chair back and stood.

“Now, if you’ll excuse me,” she said, her tone turning painfully polite, “I’ll have my sister show you to your bunk.”

As she walked past him, her arm barely grazed his sleeve. Light, fleeting, nothing intentional. But for some reason, it hit harder than it should have, a quick rush of awareness.

Not gonna happen.

Gabe shook his head. He could not afford an entanglement with a pregnant resort manager, no matter how much she piqued his interest.

“What about my horse?”

Renata whirled around just before crossing the threshold of her office, eyebrows shooting up. “Why’d you bring your horse?”

Gabe shifted, suddenly feeling ridiculous. “For ranch work. For riding?” He hated it came out more like a question than a statement.

She snorted. “You came here to learn the hospitality business, Mr. Braxton, not hire on as a ranch hand.”

Heat crawled up his neck. She wasn’t wrong, but it still stung. His reasoning had made perfect sense when he’d loaded his horse into the trailer back home—now it sounded absurd.

Renata didn’t wait for his response. She pivoted sharply, leading him into the lobby.

A woman stood by the open front door, waiting. Tall. Confident. Familiar—but not in the way that put him at ease.

Renata barely slowed as she mumbled, “He brought his horse.”

A slow smile spread across the woman’s face.

“I’m Solana Franco,” she said, her voice warm but laced with amusement. “Follow me in your truck, and I’ll show you to the stables. Then the bunkhouse.”

Gabe gritted his teeth as he climbed behind the wheel.

This place was already testing his patience. Too hot, too polished, too unfamiliar.

He jammed the start button, opening every window to let the heat drain from his truck, but the frustration stayed. March, and it felt like a summer furnace. A far cry from the frosty Montana winter he’d left behind.

He grunted, sliding his phone out of his pocket, thumbs flying over the screen as he shot off a terse text to Ross, venting his irritation.

Six weeks.

That’s how long he had to endure this.

Guilt niggled, stubborn and sharp.

If Haydon were here, she wouldn’t just give him grief. She’d call him out, straight-up, with no mercy, demanding he check his attitude.

She’d tell him to quit being a mule, remind him that not everyone owed him an explanation, especially someone going out of her way to help him despite having her own burdens to carry.

And worst of all?

She’d be right.

Gabe sucked in a deep breath, letting it loosen the tension between his shoulder blades as he released it slowly. His fingers flexed against the steering wheel, forcing himself to settle, to stop dwelling.

Then he spotted Solana in her SUV as she led the way. When they arrived at the stables, a tall cowboy jogged over to Solana’s door and held it for her, a huge grin stretching across his face. The man leaned down and dropped a kiss on her lips. 

Gabe’s face scorched, and he glanced away as he shifted into Park. A poke of envy jabbed him in the chest. Would that he had someone that eager to see him.

He sighed, chastising himself for his foul mood. The sassy resort manager had one thing right, he had come seeking help. 

What had Vern always said? Something about honey catching more flies. Whatever. He needed to get himself under control and into a better mood ASAP.

Swinging the door open, his short legs dangled over the edge of his seat for a few seconds before landing on the hard dirt. He stretched his neck from side to side before jamming his cowboy hat onto his head. 

Then he heard his sister’s voice in his mind, warning him to be friendly.

“Gabe Braxton,” he said, holding out his hand with a smile. Probably looked strained. Oh, well.

The tall man took it in his calloused hand, pumping his arm up and down a few times. “Adan Franco. I see you’ve met my wife,” the relationship further emphasized as he pulled her against his side, “Solana. She says you’ve got a horse to board?”

“Doubt Honeigh Bun wants to stay in her current accommodations much longer.”

Solana giggled. “Honey Bun?”

“Honeigh Bun. You know. Like the sound a horse makes.”

Adan grinned. “Sounds like there’s a story there.”

“Yeah, don’t let your nephew name your horse.” Gabe quirked one side of his mouth. He loved Harlan like a son and sometimes appreciated the name he chose. Helped Gabe remember not to take himself too seriously.

“Well, Honeigh Bun,” Adan said, leading her from the trailer to the corral. “Let’s see if we can’t find you a cozy stall after a romp in the pen.”

Gabe closed the gate on his trailer and hopped into his truck. He pulled it around to the side of the stables
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