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      The first day of June in South Central Texas had been without a cloud in sight, a rare occurrence. Thunderstorms were known to light up the skies and dump water on the earth out of seemingly nowhere this time of year, though the recent drought promised they wouldn’t any time soon.

      Adam Firebrand stood on the edge of Angel Pass, staring out across the land he loved. After yesterday’s news, he couldn’t help but be reminded of how fragile it all was and, just like the sky, how quickly everything could change.

      As if Mother Nature could hear his thoughts, a cloud rolled in and a light sprinkle dusted his face. He stood there anyway, taking it all in.

      Firebrands had been standing on this land for three generations before him and had weathered a lot of storms in the process. Bad luck didn’t discriminate, and they’d had their fair share even though few families had done better financially. Their successful cattle ranch extended as far as the naked eye could see.

      Now that the Marshall had died, the fate of their family legacy was up in the air. Adam had no idea what to expect from his grandfather’s last will and testament. The two of them weren’t exactly two peas in a pod. But then no one got close to Marshall Firebrand, so Adam had never taken the snub personally.

      His grandfather had, however, stoked the fire between his sons at every turn. Two brothers had never fought so hard or so often as Adam’s father and uncle, Brodie and Keifer.

      Case in point, the Marshall hadn’t been buried yet, and Adam’s father and uncle were already in a lather over the will. All Adam knew for certain was that neither his father nor his uncle seemed pleased when he’d passed them in the kitchen at the main house last night. Not one of their combined eighteen sons had been invited to the meeting with the family lawyer either. His mother wasn’t saying much, which was most definitely a bad sign. Another look at both of them this morning said all Adam needed to know. The Marshall had pulled something. So Adam was in no hurry to get back to the main house.

      Only half of his brothers and cousins worked the successful cattle ranch and they’d been in a mood this morning at the barn too. The ones who were out of town or overseas had been notified of the Marshall’s passing, so Adam figured it was only a matter of time before each made their way home to pay respects. No matter how much of an old grouch their grandfather had been, the guys would honor tradition. Once a Cowboy Code was ingrained in a person, the ideals weren’t easily shed. No matter how much Firebrands might disagree with each other, they followed the same ideals.

      What should be a green field in front of him was plagued with brown patches, thanks to twin years of drought-like conditions. Looking onto the vista that was normally nothing but miles of green hills dotted with bluebonnets, he realized how interdependent nature was. Family bonds were no different. Much less had ripped them apart forever. He would hate for the precious land and cattle to get caught up in a legal battle. Not to mention the fact that Adam’s father and uncle were gasoline on fire anytime they were in the same room. All it took was one match to devastate the countryside.

      He shook his head and made a tsk-tsk sound. The Firebrands had stubborn streaks a mile long, which wasn’t going to help. Heels would be dug in. Lines would be drawn. All bets would be off for the family who hadn’t been able to get together for a Sunday barbeque in more years than Adam cared to count. And that was under the best circumstances.

      Despite practically dripping sweat from nearly fifteen hours straight of repairing fences, Adam wasn’t quite ready to call it a day. His stomach growled, reminding him how long it had been since lunch. He’d eaten a power bar to get him through to supper, but the energy from that was wearing thin. The barn was half an hour ride from Angel Pass on horseback. While most ranching operations had moved to using trucks to move cattle and ATVs to run fences, Adam still rode horseback. Call him a renaissance man, but it was the only way to go in his book.

      Besides, Luna needed the exercise and there wasn’t much better than spending a day out here with his Appaloosa by his side. She was all the company he needed. Hell, she was the only one he’d spent any amount of time with since Libby refused his proposal and walked out of his life. What was it with the first of June bringing events that wreaked havoc on his life?

      He’d been blaming his mood on the fact he’d lost his grandfather. Did it also have something to do with this being the ten-month anniversary of losing the woman he’d been intent on spending the rest of his life with?

      He’d adored her. Too bad she hadn’t felt the same. Or was it? He couldn’t help but think he’d dodged a bullet now. There was no way he wanted to spend the rest of his life with someone whose I love you meant something totally different than his.

      Lost in thought, Adam couldn’t be sure how long he’d been standing there when he heard the first noise. It sounded a whole lot like a baby’s cry. But that didn’t make sense out here.

      He shook his head and cleaned out the earwax. He couldn’t possibly be hearing right. Maybe there was a small animal in trouble. None of the ranch hands would be on this stretch of land and Bronc, the foreman, had claimed the west side of the property in the meeting this morning. Plus, the fact they were all grown men while the sound he kept hearing mimicked a baby.

      Could the wind to his back carry a noise all the way up here at Angel Pass? He doubted it even though the winds had kicked up a few notches as more clouds rolled in overhead. The light mist had dried up, which was unfortunate given the ground conditions. They needed rain.

      Again, the cry pierced the air.

      Was he dehydrated? Hallucinating? It had happened once after a long, sweaty day when he hadn’t kept up with his water. As luck would have it, his brother Brax happened to ride up in the nick of time. He’d saved Adam’s life that day by picking him up and tossing him onto Luna’s back. Brax had brought horse and rider home on that ground-cracking day.

      Adam had barely passed his twentieth birthday at the time and had gotten cocky, thinking he could outlast the late-August heat. From then on, though, Adam respected the elements. Lesson learned.

      The baby wailed. The desperate quality got Adam’s feet moving toward his horse. He hopped into Luna’s saddle and backtracked toward the noise coming from a patch of trees. He was an expert tracker since poachers were a threat to cattle ranches, but he didn’t need to call on any of his experience. All he had to do was follow the sound of the baby, who hadn’t stopped crying since Adam first heard the sound.

      Despite the urgency in the baby’s voice, Adam doubted there was any real crisis here. Babies sent up the alarm for various reasons, one of which was hunger. He’d seen a kid throw a full-on temper tantrum at the feed store once because he didn’t want to put on his coat in the dead of winter. Negotiating didn’t seem to do any good either. The parent got so flustered she threw her hands up and walked the little tyke outside and into the cold in his t-shirt.

      Adam had very little experience around kids, and no desire to add to his resume. Libby had put the nail in that coffin. Now, he was content to date around and keep his options open. An annoying voice in the back of his mind picked that moment to remind he should get started on that liberated lifestyle instead of licking his wounds over his loss. It had almost been a year.

      Thoughts raced through his mind as to what could be going on with the kiddo. It was highly possible a family was out here, lost. Campers who might not realize they’d wandered onto private land. No one dangerous like poachers would bring a baby along. They traveled incognito. He wasn’t worried about coming up on anything dangerous, so he didn’t try to hide his presence. Instead, he started whistling, though he doubted anyone could hear him over the baby’s racket. He’d also learned it wasn’t good to surprise people who normally carried some type of weapon on camping trips.

      This was going to be a simple case of explaining the rules about being on private property. Someone probably needed an escort in order to find their way off the land. Adam was protective over his family’s legacy, and he didn’t mind helping folks out. It would be nightfall soon and there were all manner of wild animals on ranch property.

      As the noise escalated, he couldn’t help but wonder why someone hadn’t been able to pacify the kid. Was it sick? Hungry?

      The Good Samaritan feeling spread inside him. He was about to bail someone out of trouble, someone who had a family. And then an uneasy feeling followed, taking hold in the pit of his stomach as he neared.

      The trees in his area were thicker. The scrub brush higher. Rather than risk Luna twisting an ankle, Adam hopped down and tied her to a tree so she wouldn’t get tangled in her own reins. He’d made that mistake in his youth too. He’d covered pretty much all of them in his thirty-eight years on the planet. The biggest one had been waiting to get married. He’d convinced himself Libby was different, special.

      Adam changed the subject before he choked on the irony.

      “Hello?” he shouted, trying to out scream the baby so he wouldn’t catch its caregiver off guard. Surprise out in these parts could be deadly.

      From around a tree, the most intense set of blue eyes peered at him. Wheat-colored hair slicked back in a bun and Coke-rimmed glasses didn’t give the unfamiliar face away. Her full lips weren’t something he needed to focus on, so he forced his gaze to the pink bundle with a set of lungs in her arms.

      “Help,” Blue Eyes said. The one word spoken in such an anxious voice, tightened the knot that had formed in Adam’s gut. She opened her left hand and a sharp stick tumbled out.

      So much for desperate.
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      Prudence Owens stared into the most intense and beautiful pair of eyes she’d ever seen. “I’m Prudence.”

      “Adam,” he said but she already knew his name. “What are you doing out here?”

      He had every right to ask the question and she wished she had an answer for him. All she could do was shrug.

      Adam had been five or six grades ahead of Prudence in school, so she knew him by name and reputation only. She’d been in the same grade as his younger brother Fallon, though she hadn’t known him personally either. It seemed like the Firebrands were all sports stars or popular kids, whereas as she would have been voted most likely to be found in the library.

      He shot her a look of disbelief.

      “I have no idea. I promise.” Prudence wasn’t lying. She couldn’t for the life of her remember much of anything that had happened today or how she’d ended up with this angel in her arms. She glanced down at the bundle. “I don’t know what she wants. Can you please help?”

      “Not sure what I can do,” he said, his words spoken with the same hopelessness she felt. “Do you have a bottle? Milk? Some sort of bag to carry diapers in?”

      “No. None of those things,” she admitted, as panic made it hard to breathe. Panic she had no intention of giving into, despite the tight feeling in her chest.

      Adam offered a hand up. She took it, ignoring the jolt of electricity that came with contact. He met her gaze and held a second longer than she figured was appropriate. Was he studying her? Trying to figure out if she was mentally unstable or a baby thief?

      “How did you get out here?” Adam studied the area like it was midterms, and he was trying to pass English.

      “I already said that I have no idea.” The baby’s cries literally caused Prudence’s heart to ache. “Any chance we can figure all that out after we find a way to feed her? She must be starving since she keeps trying to suck on her fist.”

      Adam locked gazes for a long moment. A squirrel got loose in her stomach.

      “I promise to explain everything once she’s settled.” It was a deal Prudence knew she couldn’t make good on. She couldn’t afford to feel bad about fudging the truth while the baby was suffering.

      “Luna is nearby,” Adam said.

      “Let’s go.” Prudence wasted no time moving in the direction of what she figured must be his horse. Luna would be an unusual name for a truck.

      He led her to a gorgeous Appaloosa.

      “I can hold her while you climb in the saddle.” He motioned toward the baby.

      Prudence shook her head, unsure why she refused the offer. She searched her brain for an answer and came up empty. All she knew was this baby would have to be pried out of her hands. “Can you pick me up? I’d rather hold onto her.”

      Adam was as strong as an ox. He managed to lift her up like she weighed nothing. Both hands on her waist, he hoisted her high enough for her to throw a leg over the animal’s back without further disturbing the little girl.

      He was in the saddle a moment later and they were headed toward salvation.

      Halfway through the ride, the little angel found her fist again, stuffing it in her mouth and sucking. The calm respite did little to slow Prudence’s galloping heart. It was impossible to think clearly with Adam’s strong arms wrapped around her, securing her and the child in the saddle.

      Luna carried them to the steps of the back porch of an impressive house. The two-story brick and stone home was the biggest Prudence had ever seen. Grand wasn’t quite big enough a word to describe the exterior, but it was a good place to start. Charm was another word that didn’t quite do it justice. And yet, it was charming. They’d already ridden past an impressive set of barns, which was where she began to notice the place had everything in pairs. She made a mental note to ask about that later. Right now, all she could focus on was finding a bottle and…what?…milk?

      One of Adam’s brothers came bolting out of the house with a concerned look on his face.

      “What’s going on?” he asked. “Bronc phoned when he saw you.”

      “Brax, have you met Prudence?” Adam asked as he hopped off the horse.

      Brax shook his head before tipping his hat by way of introduction. “What can I do to help?”

      “Take Luna to the barn. Make sure she’s well cared for,” Adam said. After that run, she would be lathered up. He turned to Prudence. “Lean toward me.”

      She did and he caught her. More of that electricity coursed through her. She mentally shook it off.

      “I’ll take care of Luna myself,” Brax said, taking the reins. It was obvious the brothers were close. It also seemed to be understood Brax would be filled in later.

      Adam seemed to thank his brother by way of a bear hug.

      “Any chance we have baby’s milk inside the house?” Adam asked. “Pantry?”

      Brax shot a clueless look. “You got me.”

      “Thanks anyway, man,” Adam said.

      Brax nodded before heading toward the red barn. He shouted back, “Nice to meet you.”

      “Same.” Prudence had passed him in town half a dozen times. This didn’t seem like the time to bring it up. Plus, she had a way of blending into the woodwork when she wanted to. Crowds of people had never been her thing.

      “This way.” Adam held the door open for her. The man was sheer perfection with black as a night sky hair that was just long enough to curl. By contrast, his eyes were the palest blue and he had the thickest, longest lashes she’d ever seen. Make-up companies would kill to photograph them. Not to mention the man was six-feet-three-inches of solid muscle. He had the kind of cheekbones that looked good on a billboard with someone in their underwear and had the smokin’ hot bod to pull it off, with just enough scruff on his face to be sexy and a set of the most piercing eyes.

      Her throat dried up as she walked by him and onto the screened-in back porch, complete with flat-screen TV, a fireplace, and a sitting area larger than her entire house. If this was any indication of what she was about to walk into, she needed to take in a deep breath. And probably a few more for good measure.

      Adam’s cell buzzed. He fished it out of his pocket as he held the backdoor open for her. She walked into the kitchen that would be a professional chef’s dream as he answered the call.

      “Luna okay?” were the first words out of his mouth. His concern for his horse struck her in a deep place. He said a few uh-huhs into the phone before glancing at Prudence. “How old do you think the baby is?”

      “No idea. She can’t be too old. She doesn’t have any teeth,” Prudence supplied.

      Again, Adam shot her a concerned look as he relayed the message. Shortly after, he ended the call.

      “Brax gathered the ranch hands. Casey’s wife just had a baby. He’s bringing formula and supplies to the main house right now,” Adam said. “In the meantime, do you want to tell me why it is you have a baby in your arms you seem to know nothing about?”

      It was then Prudence remembered the piece of paper. She dug it out of her pocket, grateful the baby had momentarily gone to sleep sucking on her fist.

      “I found this tucked inside her blanket.” She held the wadded-up note on the flat of her palm.

      When he took the offering, his fingers grazed her hand. Contact sent a sensual current skittering across her skin.

      Adam flattened out the piece of paper on the granite center island. His pale blue eyes widened as he read the name: Adam Firebrand.
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      “Is this some kind of joke?” Adam stared at the paper with the same intensity as someone who was looking at a bomb about to detonate. His blank, frustrated glower gave the impression he had no idea why his name would be brought up.

      “I don’t know,” Prudence said. Her defenses kicked into high gear. “I have no idea where the note came from.”

      “Then who does this baby belong to?” he asked. “She’s clearly not yours and I’ve never seen her before.”

      Before she could answer, the screen door squeaked and then the back door flung open. Two men came charging in. Adam immediately introduced her to Casey and Bronc.

      Casey, the younger of the two men, had a diaper bag slung over his shoulder. He sized the baby up. “She isn’t more than a few weeks old. I’m guessing you don’t know the formula she usually takes?” He glanced at Prudence.

      She shook her head, wishing she could say something helpful.

      “My son’s will be better than nothing. She might get an upset stomach because the doc recommends sticking with the same kind, but we can deal with that when the time comes. Maybe we’ll get lucky and this will be what she’s used to.” He went to work, laying out supplies before fixing and heating a bottle.

      “His wife and son live with her mother in Henson Falls, which is a town over. He lives here at the bunkhouse during the week and goes home every other weekend,” Adam whispered, his body strung tight.

      In no time at all Casey produced a bottle. He tested the milk on the inside of his wrist. “This is the way my wife taught me to make sure it isn’t too hot.”

      Prudence didn’t know the first thing about caring for a baby. She appreciated all the advice she could get. Casey was straight from heaven.

      “Any chance you have a diaper in the bag?” she asked.

      “They might be too big for her, but yes,” Casey said with a puzzled look on his face. He, like Adam, must be wondering why she had a baby she had no idea how to take care of. That was the baffling part. Prudence’s mind was blank when it came to how it all went down. She knew for a fact the baby wasn’t hers.

      Casey guided the bottle right into the little girl’s mouth, who rooted around for it the minute the nipple came close to her cheek. The timing was perfect because she’d run out of patience with her fist and was winding up to belt out her dissatisfaction with the whole situation.

      She immediately started sucking, and settled down then, curling her fist up against her chest. Prudence’s heart melted like butter sitting in the sun on a summer day. She looked at Casey. “Thank you so much.”

      “Much obliged, ma’am.” Casey looked pleased with himself for being able to help.

      “Why don’t you sit down to feed the baby?” Adam motioned toward a table large enough to seat an army.

      “Good idea. My feet are killing me.” She had on her usual work outfit of sweats and a pair of tennis shoes.

      “Can I get you something to drink?” Adam asked her before thanking Casey and Bronc.

      “Water, if it’s not too much trouble,” she said, grateful for his consideration.

      “We best be heading out,” Bronc said. He looked to be in his late sixties with weather-worn skin and a permanent tan. His forehead seemed to have a permanent worry line etched into it. “Unless you need anything else.”

      “I think we have it under control from here,” Adam said after a quick glance at Prudence.

      “Okay then. We’ll get out of your hair.” Bronc looked to Prudence. “Ma’am.”

      She thanked him again.

      “If you don’t mind me saying…” Casey shifted his weight from foot to foot as he twisted the cowboy hat in his hands that he’d taken off after handing over the bag. “You’re going to want to burp her after the bottle. Otherwise, she can get one heckuva stomach cramp. There’s a towel in the front pocket that you put over your shoulder so she doesn’t spit up on your clothes.”

      “Right. I’ll be sure to do that.” Prudence had plenty of experience with dogs and cats, thanks to her pet sitting service. She’d once taken care of a goat while a family vacationed, but she had limited experience with kids of the human variety. But spit up on this old shirt would blend in with the other smudges.

      Bronc gave an awkward smile before he led the younger ranch hand out the back.

      “Everything all right with them?” Prudence noted how uncomfortable Bronc seemed and hoped it wasn’t her fault. Despite living in Lone Star Pass her entire life, she’d only run into Bronc a handful of times and he had no reason to remember her. In fact, she blended into most backgrounds so much so the comment she heard from people the most was, I didn’t realize you still lived here. She shouldn’t be surprised, considering she kept to herself most of the time. The only folks she knew well enough to wave at were her clients.

      Normally, thinking about being in town caused her chest to tighten and panic to set in. Not now. In fact, part of her wanted to march right down Main Street and say hello to everyone she passed. What was suddenly so different?

      “Bronc doesn’t think it’s his place to be inside the main house,” Adam said. “No amount of arguing has convinced him otherwise. He was the closest to our grandfather out of anyone, worked for my grandfather longer than I’ve been alive. What can I say? Bronc is old school. Between you and me, I don’t think he likes having any sort of roof over his head.” Adam fixed a glass of water, and then brought it over. He set it on the table beside her.

      His demeanor had shifted, softening toward her. She couldn’t help but wonder why. Was it because the baby had quieted down?

      “Now, it’s your turn,” he said. She must’ve shot him a severe look because he quickly added, “First, to tell me why you have a piece of paper with my name on it. Then, to tell me what you’re doing on my family’s land with a baby you have no idea how to take care of and no supplies.”

      “Good questions,” she said with a shrug.

      “Are you running from someone?” His blunt question caught her off guard because it resonated.

      “I’m not sure,” she admitted. “I don’t think so.”

      Her non-answer seemed to set him off. He stood there, fuming.

      “I’m not trying to be evasive. I just don’t have any memory of how I got here or how we ended up on your land. I apologize for tres—”

      “Don’t think anything else about it,” Adam interjected, those serious pale blue eyes of his seemed to look right through her. “I’m just concerned for the welfare of you both.”

      “I appreciate it.” Before she could ask him to call the sheriff, the bottle was drained and the baby was sucking on air. She pulled it out and the baby practically cooed in her sleep. Prudence hated to wake her, but the diaper was heavy and she needed to figure out how to burp the little angel. “Do you mind handing me the towel Casey mentioned?”

      Adam rummaged in the front pocket of the diaper bag and came up with a padded hand towel.

      She placed it over her shoulder, leaned forward with the baby, and then repositioned the sleeping angel so her head was on Prudence’s shoulder. “I’m not sure how to do this.”

      Patting the baby’s back didn’t work.

      “Try bouncing a little bit,” Adam offered.

      She did, and voila. His suggestion worked.

      Pride filled her chest at having the baby fed, burped, and sleeping despite a wet diaper. “Where should I change her?”

      “I felt something on the side of this thing.” Adam reached for the diaper bag. He set it on the table next to them. He unsnapped one side and unfolded a mat. Something that looked a lot like pride passed behind his eyes when he said, “Try putting her on this.”

      Prudence stood, and then placed the baby on the makeshift changing table. All the supplies she needed were inside the bag; wipes, bottom cream, and a dozen or so diapers. There was also a binky and an assortment of plastic bottle inserts along with packets of formula. She suddenly realized she should have drilled Casey with questions while she had someone with experience in the room. It was clear both she and Adam were fumbling their way through the diaper change.

      The diapers were a tad too big, the baby too small, but Prudence made it all work. More of that pride filled her chest at the accomplishment. She swaddled the baby in the blanket before returning to her seat.

      “What should we do next?” she asked. “Call the sheriff and see if any babies have been reported missing?”

      Adam palmed his cell. He stopped mid-dial. “Are you sure you have no idea why my name was in her blanket?”

      “Afraid so,” she said, not liking his frown at the non-answer. “My first thought, of course, was that you must be her father.”

      She’d clearly caught him off guard with that comment because his jaw nearly dropped all the way to the expensive tiled floor.
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      “I don’t have any children.” Adam would be the first to know if he did. “I’m not seeing anyone and haven’t been for a long time.”

      “Then, maybe the person wrote down your name because he or she knew you would protect this little angel?” she surmised.

      He’d had the exact same thought. Again, he drew a blank on who that might be. He studied the paper to see if he recognized the handwriting. Then again, he couldn’t remember the last time someone had written him a note.

      The letters were small, and it looked like they’d been hastily scribbled.

      “I don’t know anyone who is pregnant or has been in the past…for however many months it takes to brew one of those things…nine?” His question was rhetorical. He remembered something about nine months being a full-term pregnancy. If this kiddo was a few weeks old, it was mathematically impossible for the child to be his.

      Someone had to be missing her.

      He was more than mildly curious as to why Prudence was holding a child she didn’t know. And didn’t seem to have any memories of how the baby showed up. This situation definitely called for the law’s intervention.

      “That sounds right,” Prudence said. She had the most interesting eyes hiding behind those Coke-bottle glasses.

      “I’ll get Sheriff Lawler on the line. See if we can figure out what happened. Someone will be missing a sweet little angel like her.” He didn’t see the need to mention the disturbing set of pipes the kid on her. They were strong.

      Prudence nodded.

      He picked up where he left off calling Lawler. Since poachers were a serious problem to ranchers, Adam had the lawman’s number on speed dial.

      “What can I do for you, Adam?” Timothy Lawler had been two grades ahead of Adam in school, so they knew of each other. Lawler had been a star quarterback who was being scouted by some big-name programs when he took a hit that broke his arm in four places. He’d managed to get off the game-winning throw, but the injury had ended his career and any hopes of playing college ball. He’d gone to school and studied criminal justice instead and then followed in his father’s footsteps in law enforcement.

      “Any chance you’re looking for a few weeks’ old baby?” Adam had never been one to mince words. Now seemed like a bad time to start.

      “No. Why?” Lawler had a shocked quality to his tone that was laced with disbelief, like he was about to ask if this was a prank.

      “Prudence,” he glanced at her drawing a blank on her last name.

      “Owens,” she supplied.

      “Owens,” he echoed, “is here with an infant and has no idea how she got her.”

      “Is Prudence hurt in any way?” Lawler’s questions came without hesitation.

      “She looks fine,” he said before covering the mouthpiece. “Do you remember encountering anyone? Falling? Hitting your head on anything?”

      “Nope. I’m drawing a blank on the whole of today,” she admitted. Her cheeks heated with something that looked a lot like embarrassment.

      He relayed the message to Lawler.

      “Is the child okay?” Lawler asked.

      “She looks healthy and just had a bottle that Casey brought up,” he said adding, “I can verify her lungs are in full working condition.”

      This had to be one of those oddball situations that could be cleared up with a few phone calls. “There’s no one looking for a newborn?”

      “Afraid not. Hold on.” The click-clack-clack of fingers on a keyboard came across the line. Then, quiet.

      Adam didn’t realize he’d started tapping the toe of his boot on the tile flooring.

      “Nothing on my end,” Lawler finally said. “I’ll head on over.”

      Adam thanked the sheriff before ending the call and turning to Prudence. “While we wait for the sheriff, why don’t you tell me a little bit about yourself.”

      She cradled that baby like the infant would have to be pried out of her hands. He wondered if she even realized she was doing it. Was she a mother?

      “There’s not much to tell,” she said. “I run a pet-sitting business.” Something dawned on her because her face lit up. “I’m taking care of the Fritzes’ dog while they’re on vacation.” She glanced down at her dark sweatpants. “That’s why I have dog hair on me. I’d been out walking Henry.”

      It almost seemed like her memories were going to come flooding back. Her jaw clenched and her hand fisted before she issued a sigh. “Nope. Nothing. I only remember walking Henry.”

      Her face morphed from frustrated to determined.

      “I have to get back to my job and take care of him,” she said as a mix of panic and resolve washed over her features.

      “Hold tight. What’s the address to the Fritzes’ house?” he asked. He should probably know except that he’d never been one to keep tabs on his neighbors or anyone else in town. He’d been too caught up in Libby during their relationship and then licking his wounds for the past year since the heartbreak to notice much of anything.

      Prudence rattled it off.

      “How about if I ask Bronc to go over and see to Henry while we wait for the sheriff here?” he asked, figuring Henry was probably just fine at home.

      She seemed to think about it for a long moment. “I guess that could work. Would it be possible for him to stay with Henry until I get there? He gets anxious when he’s left alone, and I have no idea how long I’ve been gone.”

      “I can ask, but I doubt there’ll be any objections.” Adam didn’t mind speaking for Bronc. The ranch foreman had a heart of gold, especially when it came to animals. He wouldn’t mind checking up on a dog if it brought Prudence peace of mind. “In fact, I’ll text him right now.”

      He did. The response came almost immediately.

      On it. No trouble at all.

      Adam showed Prudence the message, hoping the concern lines creasing her forehead would ease up. They did as she rattled off the location of the key. Adam sent the information to Bronc, who ‘liked’ the message.

      “I shouldn’t stay very long,” she said. “I’m needed at the Fritzes’.”

      “Someone wrote my name down and tucked it inside the blanket, so I’d say you are exactly where you’re supposed to be right now,” he countered. The fizzle of hope died out the minute she frowned.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            3

          

        

      

    

    
      “Tell me something about you that I don’t already know.” Adam stared at Prudence. His gaze dipped to her lips and an emotion she wasn’t quite prepared to identify passed behind his piercing pale blue eyes.

      “I was in the same grade as one of your brothers,” she said, clearing her throat to ease the sudden dryness.

      “Which one?” he asked.

      “Fallon,” she supplied.

      “That explains why I don’t recognize you,” he said like her answer satisfied one of the great questions of the universe. “He’s six years younger than I am.”

      “I’ve walked right past you in the streets.” She tried to hide the hurt in her voice.

      “I must have been preoccupied,” he said.

      “You don’t have to do that,” she said.

      He stared at her like she was speaking Greek.

      “Pretend like you should have noticed me.” She had no idea where that statement came from, but it sure felt good to get it off her chest. Countless folks walked right by her on the rare occasions she was in town without so much as a courtesy nod. As much as she didn’t want or need to be the center of attention, her life could be lonely when she was in between jobs. She’d considered getting a dog for company, but she had to be away from home too much looking after other people’s pets. It wouldn’t be fair to an animal.

      “Believe me when I say that I’m not trying to offend you.” His chest puffed out a little bit and his back straightened. She had no idea if he even realized he was doing it. But when he crossed his arms over his chest, effectively blocking out anything and everything, she realized she’d put him in a defensive mood.

      Since she was here and the baby in her arms needed as many allies as possible, Prudence added, “I wasn’t saying that just about you. Most people walk right past without saying a word. I usually prefer not to be noticed.” The thought of all those eyes on her sent a shiver racing down her back and made it difficult to breathe.

      Relax. Breathe. Repeat. Her mantra had gotten her through some packed rooms and tight spaces without losing her mind. Why did she suddenly want to be noticed?

      Adam started to open his mouth to speak but then seemed to think better of it. “Do you live in town?”

      “Yes,” she answered.

      “Alone?” He glanced at her wedding ring finger.

      “Yes.” She held it up to make it easier for him to see there was no diamond, no band, and no tan line. Part of her wondered where her new bravado was coming from. The old Prudence would have withered under Adam’s attention. This Prudence sat with her back a little straighter and held her chin up a little higher.

      “Boyfriend? Roommate?” he continued.

      “Neither. And, no, this angel doesn’t belong to me.” She had to admit the baby felt better in her arms than she expected. Natural? That might be pushing it.

      “You said you own a pet-sitting business. Right?” he asked.

      “Yes. Some folks don’t want to bother their neighbors, or they need full-time care for their animals. I mostly work with dogs, but I do have a few cat clients. Henry is an old-timer and he enjoys having company around. We leave the TV on for him set to Animal Planet, not that he’s spoiled or anything. But I do cook him fresh meat at night since he has a sensitive stomach.” And that was the most words she’d said to any one person outside of necessity or work in longer than she could remember. Had she gotten too comfortable in her own company?

      “Do your folks live in town?” he asked.

      She shook her head but decided not to elaborate.

      “Siblings?” he continued, unfazed by the fact she’d gone quiet.

      “When will the sheriff be here?” She checked the clock as her stomach reminded her dinner time was long past. It was dark outside and getting late.

      “Soon, I imagine. Although, I don’t have to tell you getting in and out of Firebrand Ranch is never a quick endeavor,” he said.

      “This is my first time to be here, so…” Prudence decided to stop right there before she came across as pitying herself. Not being involved in extracurriculars had been her choice back in school. Reading had always been her favorite thing to do and she’d spent plenty of summers with her nose firmly planted in a book. So much so, the high school English teacher took note and tagged Prudence as an office aid, which worked perfectly for someone who didn’t like to sit in boring study hall anyway.

      While Prudence jotted down random thoughts from time to time, she never seriously considered trying to write a book despite the occasional pull. Her journal was another story. Whereas some folks had a cell phone glued to their hands, Prudence had her leather-bound notebook as a constant companion.

      Speaking of which, it wasn’t like her to leave the house without it. She made a mental note to find her purse first thing once the baby’s parents were located. And on that note, she asked, “I wonder why the sheriff said no children were reported missing.”

      “Doesn’t mean she wasn’t brought across state lines or not reported for some reason or another,” he said, catching onto the implication.

      “What if her family is out there, somewhere in a ditch or worse?” She couldn’t help but wonder. Her mind had a habit of snapping to the worse possible scenario.

      “A baby her age wouldn’t exactly be able to unstrap herself from a car seat and walk through the woods on her own,” he reasoned. “There is probably a logical explanation.”

      “I just wish I could remember how I found her,” she said, drawing a blank on the entire day. “I don’t even remember going to check on Henry, but that has to be the reason I’m here.”

      “About that…does your head hurt when you move it?” A look of concern darkened his otherwise perfect features. He had the kind of sturdy chin and chiseled jawline that ladies drooled over in magazines.

      “No.” Prudence glanced at his ring finger, confirming what she already knew. He was single.

      She redirected her gaze to the baby. More than a smidge of satisfaction filled her that the bundle in her arms was soundly, sweetly sleeping. Content. When was the last time Prudence had felt the same way?

      Too long, a little voice in the back of her mind pointed out.

      Adam’s phone buzzed. He grabbed it and checked the screen. Her stomach picked that moment to growl louder than a hungry bear’s. She picked up the glass of water and downed its contents as embarrassment heated her cheeks.

      “Sheriff Lawler is out front.” He made eye contact like he was looking for approval.

      She nodded and smiled before he disappeared down the hallway.

      When he returned, a man nearly as tall as Adam, who she recognized as the sheriff, entered the expansive kitchen. Height was where the similarities ended. Lawler was about as fair-skinned as they came, with ginger hair in a military cut. He had a hawk-like nose and compassionate honey-brown eyes along with a smattering of freckles across his face. He wore jeans, boots, and a tan shirt with the word Sheriff embroidered on the right front pocket.

      “Ms. Owens,” Lawler said.

      “Please, call me Prudence,” she said with that new boldness she felt.

      “Okay, Prudence. How are you feeling?” He gave her a once-over like he was checking for blood stains or injuries.

      “I’m not hurting anywhere,” she confessed.

      “Can you tell me everything that happened in your own words?” Lawler asked as Adam motioned toward a chair on the opposite side of the table.

      “While you two go over her story, I’m going to heat up dinner,” Adam said.

      Prudence’s stomach groaned and she gave an awkward smile before turning to the sheriff, who’d taken a seat. “I’m afraid it won’t take long to tell you my side of the story.”

      “Oh?” Lawler said.

      “Like Adam said on the phone, I don’t remember much of what happened today. All I know is that I have this sweet baby and no idea where she came from or why I have her,” she admitted. “I have a dog-sitting job for the Fritzes while they’re on vacation. You know Henry, right?”

      “He’s a sweetheart,” he agreed with a quick nod and a concerned look.

      “I don’t remember anything but that I’m supposed to be looking after him,” Prudence said, her shoulders deflating. She couldn’t get over the fact it didn’t seem like anyone had reported the baby missing. “I was hoping you could tell us who this girl belongs to.”

      “Tell him about the note,” Adam said from across the room. Whatever he was heating up smelled amazing. Or, maybe she was just that hungry. Either way, the minute she handed over the kiddo to her parents, Prudence was going to find something to eat. At this point, she’d take just about anything for how starved she was.

      “I found a piece of paper with a name on it,” she glanced over at the island where they’d left the slip. “Adam Firebrand.”

      Lawler cocked an eyebrow at the revelation.
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      “Do you have any idea why that would happen?” Lawler asked Adam.

      He shook his head. “I haven’t been in a relationship in a long time and the last one ended with me on one knee and a door in my face.”

      He’d pretty much sworn off relationships at that point. He was thirty-eight years old and single. And the woman he wanted to spend the rest of his life with had walked out easier than buttering toast. There was about as much fanfare, as well. No returned calls. Yes, he’d gone there. He’d gone down the path of needing a better explanation than the one she gave. I just don’t feel the same way anymore.

      He’d left more texts than he cared to admit while nursing a broken heart. She’d made it clear. She was done. He should accept the fact. Did he, though? No.

      He’d wallowed in his misery for months until he woke one morning clear as a bell. No more relationships, only great sex. Again, that annoying voice reminded him that he needed to get started on that. Truth be known, it had held little appeal. He could no longer find the motivation to have sex for the sake of it. He needed something more than physical chemistry, which he strangely felt more of with the woman in his kitchen than he cared to admit.

      She had beautiful cobalt blue eyes behind those glasses. They were the kind of blue that was like looking into the depths of the lake, his favorite place.

      “Sorry to dredge up the past,” Lawler started as Adam pulled out a plate of the best-tasting sour cream chicken enchiladas from the microwave.

      Adam grabbed a fork and a paper towel before walking over to the table and placing the meal in front of Prudence. “Do you like enchiladas?”

      “I love them and these smell amazing.” The way she said the word, love, stirred something deep in his chest. He convinced himself it was nothing but a bad memory despite how good it felt.

      “Be my guest.” He set the fork on the paper towel.

      “Thank you,” she said. The small smile that lifted up the corners of full lips caused a chain reaction inside him, spreading warmth through him.

      Ignoring it, he heated up a plate for himself after checking with Lawler to make sure he’d eaten. Most folks had. It was getting late. Work started on the ranch at five a.m. Adam was up at four to eat and have time to kick his brain into gear with a few pushups and a large cup of black coffee.

      “Don’t worry about it,” Adam said, picking up on Lawler’s conversation thread. “I’m over it all now. It was almost a year ago.”

      “Excuse the question, but have you had ‘relations’ with anyone since?” Lawler asked.

      Adam wanted to be able to say yes, if only to prove he was over his ex. He shook his head. “Libby was the last…and you already know how that ended.”

      “So, there’s no possibility the child could be yours,” Lawler confirmed. “But what about one of your brothers or cousins?”

      “None that I’ve heard of, but we haven’t been in the same room and in some cases the same state for months.” Adam needed to reach out to everyone to check on the possibility, though.

      Lawler turned toward Prudence. “I put out a call to see if any neighboring communities have reported a missing child.”

      “It’s strange, isn’t it?” Prudence’s forehead scrunched up. She’d already made quick work of the enchiladas. “That no one has come forward to say their baby is missing.”

      “I would agree,” Lawler confirmed. “There has to be extenuating circumstances.”

      “Like what?” she pressed.

      “The parents might not realize she’s missing. They could be away or working. Something might have happened while she was in the care of a sitter,” he said.

      “Wouldn’t someone notice a baby? She’s too little to take care of herself.” The answer seemed to dawn on Prudence when she sucked in a burst of air. “She might have been kidnapped.”

      Lawler nodded.

      “Then, doesn’t that make me the number one suspect?” she asked.

      “Normally, I’d say yes. Except you’re here with Adam, calling the law to find out what happened. I’m concerned you were struck and that’s why your memory is being blocked,” he said. “Trauma can cause temporary memory loss.”

      “I’m willing to cooperate in any way that I can. But I have to take care of Henry in the meantime,” she said.

      Adam caught the look Lawler gave hearing her response.

      “My family is well known in the area,” Adam said, redirecting the conversation, figuring he needed to ask Lawler what that was about in private. “It might be the reason for the note. Maybe someone decided she would be safer in the protection of a Firebrand.”

      “I’d say that’s a good theory. One I plan to investigate.” Lawler was holding back. Did he suspect Prudence was playing some kind of twisted game?

      For reasons Adam couldn’t explain, he didn’t like suspicion being cast on her. Along those same lines, his protective instincts flared, and he wanted to protect her despite the fact she’d proven fully capable of helping herself. He surprised himself in the fact he wanted to know more about her. She’d closed up when he asked about her parents. Why? She changed the subject when he’d asked about siblings. Again, why?

      “I have someone coming to take care of Baby X while we get to the bottom of what happened and return her to her family.” Lawler spoke with compassion.

      Prudence frowned and Adam could’ve sworn she tightened her arms around the baby. She had a look on her face he imagined a mother bear might have if someone tried to mess with one of her cubs.

      “Like who?” Adam asked, not liking the idea of ‘Baby X’ being carted off by a stranger.

      “A representative from child services,” Lawler said. He wasn’t giving away much. Didn’t he trust Prudence?

      “What will happen to the baby during the investigation?” Adam continued.

      “She’ll be placed in foster care,” Lawler supplied in a sympathetic voice.

      “Someone wanted her brought to me.” Adam didn’t like the idea of the little girl being bounced around.

      His cell buzzed. He checked the screen. There was a call coming in from Bronc.

      Adam walked over to the sink and answered.

      “How’s Henry?” he immediately asked his foreman.

      “Fine, boss. The Fritzes got back three days ago,” Bronc said, not able to hide the shock in his voice.

      Adam bit back a curse. Was that the reason Lawler kept looking at her strangely when she brought up her client?
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      The look on Adam’s face caused a fireball to swirl in the pit of Prudence’s stomach. He thanked Bronc for information before ending the call and turning to face her. He didn’t have to open his mouth for her to realize bad news was coming.

      She took a drink of water, trying to douse the hot bile rising in the back of her throat as she waited for news that something bad had happened to the Fritz couple.

      “First of all, Henry is fine,” he said to her. “But your job ended with the Fritzes three days ago.”

      “What?” She shook her head, her body stiffened, and the baby stirred. Not wanting to disturb the angel’s sleep, Prudence forced calm she didn’t feel. “How can that be? I was there earlier today. I’m supposed to…”

      Realization struck out of nowhere like lightning on a cloudless sky. Prudence balanced the baby against her body with one arm, holding her close, while bringing the other one up to check for bumps on her own head.

      “What’s your full name?” Lawler asked. Leaning forward.

      “Prudence Abigail Owens,” she supplied, figuring cooperation would bring closure to this nightmare sooner rather than later.

      “Date of birth?” he asked.

      She rattled it off. “I don’t have any ID on me. If you want proof, you’ll have to give me a ride to my house.”

      She hoped her purse was there. How could she have lost three days?

      “What day of the week is it?” Lawler continued.

      “Sunday,” she blew out a sigh. “That can’t be right. It has to be Wednesday because the Fritzes got back from vacation over the weekend.”

      At least Henry was fine, and she hadn’t neglected him. She shouldn’t have another sitting job for a week and a half, so she was good there. The thought of letting any of her customers down when they needed her struck like a physical blow. She hadn’t, she reminded herself. So far, so good.

      Adam stared at the tile flooring. She wished he’d say something or look at her. It was strange how much she wanted to see his reaction.

      “Do you know what month it is?” Lawler didn’t miss a beat.

      She took a second to calculate. “That would make it June.”

      Lawler nodded and gave a reassuring look. “You’re doing fine.”

      She didn’t feel it. This didn’t seem like a good time to point out the fact.

      The doorbell rang and she froze.

      “Excuse me. I’ll be right back,” Adam said to them both. His eyes still seemed unable to meet hers.

      True to his word, Adam returned a few moments later with a woman in her late thirties to early forties trailing behind him. Her blonde hair was tied back in a ponytail. Her face fresh, her heels high, she had on a dark suit.

      All Prudence could think was that this stranger was not walking out the door with the baby.

      The dark suit walked straight over to Sheriff Lawler. The two shook hands and Lawler asked her if she’d like to take a seat. She declined, instead keeping a distance and leaning a hip against the large granite island anchoring the room. Adam reclaimed the spot where he’d been standing, and Prudence’s neck hairs bristled at how close the two of them stood. Not that where Adam Firebrand stood was any of her business.

      Except a little voice in the back of her mind argued he was somehow connected to the child in her arms—a child she had no plans to abandon.

      “Is it possible the birth mother got into trouble? Changed her mind about being fit to take care of a baby? Left her on a doorstep with the note?” Prudence asked after being introduced to Dark Suit, whose actual name was Jenn Pratt.

      “It’s too early to rule anything out,” Lawler said.

      She appreciated him for not stating the obvious, that she could be the one who took the baby from someone. Again, she went back to the fact there would be someone out there searching for the sweet little girl.

      “I apologize for asking the question, but have you had any alcoholic beverages today?” Lawler asked.

      Adam blew out a sharp breath and pinched the bridge of his nose.

      “No. At least, I don’t think so,” she admitted. There was no way to be certain if she couldn’t remember how or when she’d come up with a baby.

      “Do you have a habit of taking illegal substances?” Lawler continued.

      Adam muttered a curse before dropping his hand. “Come on.”

      “I have to ask tough questions, Adam. I wouldn’t be doing my job otherwise.” His explanation didn’t calm Adam down. Although, he did nod his understanding.

      “No. I don’t take drugs, illegal or otherwise. I’d be happy to show you my medicine cabinet at home where you’ll find vitamins and medication prescribed specifically to me,” she defended.

      The room sat quiet for too long. The silence made Prudence uncomfortable.

      Then, Lawler leaned forward, placing his elbows on his knees. “Jenn is here to take the baby and I need your full cooperation for a smooth transition.”

      “Does she have to? Can’t she interview me? I’ll volunteer to care for the baby until you find her next of kin or what about…” Hope died on Prudence’s lips as she spoke. She didn’t finish her sentence before the sheriff was shaking his head.

      “I’m sorry,” was all he said.

      “Hear me out,” she continued. “She knows me, and we have formula for her. Casey brought up diapers and wipes. There’s plenty to get through the night. Plus, she’s already asleep and—”

      “That’s impossible,” Lawler cut her off. He didn’t seem like he was trying to be rude. In fact, he seemed more like he was trying to stop a roaring train before it slammed into a wall. He waved his hands in the air. “Jenn here is trained in how to handle these delicate situations. She’ll find an appropriate temporary home—”

      “She deserves to stay where she’s comfortable,” Prudence whispered. “And that seems to be here with me.”

      “Like I said, ma’am, I apologize for being unable to grant your request. You’re welcome to fill out an application to become a foster parent—”

      “That could take weeks or months to set up. It would be too late,” Adam intervened. He’d been standing off to the side, watching quietly as the whole scene unfolded. When he finally looked up, he had fire in his eyes.

      A trill of excitement that he would take up for her rocketed through her, fueling her. “What if I hand over access to my accounts? Let you come check my medicine cabinet to make sure I’m not taking anything that could hamper my ability to care for her?”

      Again, Lawler shook his head.

      “What are we talking about here?” Adam added. “An overnight stay?”

      “Yes. Overnight to start,” Lawler said. “We don’t know the circumstances yet, though. This could end up dragging on for days, possibly weeks.”

      “I’m willing to go the distance until she’s safe in her own bed again,” Prudence volunteered. She understood the pickle he was in. How could he give a baby to someone who couldn’t remember how she came across her in the first place?

      “There’s no need to do that,” Adam said with the kind of finality that would put him in the head seat in any board room. “How about this. She stays here with me. I take care of her.”

      “You sure you want to do that with everything you have going on?” Lawler asked.

      “My name was tucked inside the blanket, Timothy. I’ve never been more certain of anything in my life.” Adam turned to Jenn. “Thank you for stopping by. It doesn’t look like we’ll be needing your services after all.”
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      Adam’s mind was made up. Someone had written his name on a slip of paper. Prudence was on his family’s property and she’d been one hundred percent honest about everything she remembered. He could see it in her eyes. Plus, there was no reason for her to lie.

      “Sheriff?” Jenn’s gaze bounced from him to Lawler and back.

      Lawler gave a nod.

      “Mind if I check her out before I leave? For my report,” Jenn said.

      “Be my guest,” Adam said, figuring Jenn would have to examine Baby X while in Prudence’s arms. There was something about the look of determination in her eyes that had forced him to do the right thing. Plus, he was more than a little curious as to why his name had come up.

      It was late and, based on the fact Prudence had yawned no less than three times in the past five minutes, he figured she could use a good night of sleep. Everything would look better in the morning and they could figure out a plan from there. By then, the parents of this sleeping angel might have come forward and the reunion would be sweet.

      Wishful thinking?

      He needed something positive to happen in his life considering he was still reeling from the Marshall’s death and the aftermath that was as certain as a tornado in April.

      Prudence opened the blanket enough for Jenn to count ten fingers and ten toes. She noted a birthmark behind the baby’s right ear.

      “How old would you guess she is?” Prudence whispered.

      “A couple of weeks, five at the most,” Jenn said.

      “Someone must be frantic, or they will be when they realize she’s missing.” Prudence’s sympathy and protective stance was the main reason he’d volunteered to keep the baby overnight.

      Maybe it was losing the Marshall that had Adam’s heart feeling tender. He didn’t normally do knee-jerk reactions. All he could do was stand by the fact it seemed like the right thing to do.

      Besides, he was more than mildly confused as to why his name came up in connection with this case. His curiosity about Prudence was growing. If she truly didn’t have family around, he figured no one had her back.

      “I’ll file a report and make sure the information about her being located is on the database as soon as possible,” Lawler said. He grabbed his phone and asked if he could snap a picture for the file.

      Prudence nodded.

      “She looks perfect to me,” Jenn said with a cautious smile. She didn’t seem thrilled about the arrangement but didn’t look ready to go up against the sheriff either.

      “I promise to take good care of her until her family is located,” Prudence reassured.

      “I have no doubt you will.” Jenn’s words were appreciated. She turned to the sheriff. “If that’s all, I’d like to get back to my own family.”

      “Thank you for coming out on short notice,” Lawler said. He stood up and walked her out of the room, no doubt to convince her that he was doing the right thing for the baby. He would want her endorsement on an important matter like this one.

      As the pair disappeared down the hallway, Prudence wasted no time thanking him.

      “I do understand why I’m not exactly a good candidate to take care of her by myself. This wouldn’t be happening without your help,” she said to Adam.

      He wasn’t ready to make a big deal out of it, but his chest filled with pride that he’d made her happy.

      “What do we need to do to get the two of you to bed?” He immediately heard the way that sounded and backtracked. “That didn’t—”

      “I think I know what you meant,” she said, and her cheeks turned a couple shades of pink. The coloring contrasted against her creamy skin and brought out those intensely beautiful eyes.

      “Shower? Clothes? More food? Something to drink? Name it and it’s yours,” he said, redirecting his thoughts.

      “Part of me doesn’t want to risk waking her. She looks so peaceful. Finally,” she added on a sigh.

      “We know her lungs are in full working order,” he joked, needing to lighten the mood.

      Prudence had an incredible smile when she relaxed. Thick, full lips that curled at the corners that he suddenly wanted to kiss.

      Since that would be about as productive as milking a flower, he steered his thoughts in a different direction.

      “We can stay here overnight or head over to my place,” he said.

      “You don’t live here?” she asked, glancing around.

      “This house belongs…belonged…to my grandfather,” he stated.

      “I’m sorry, Adam. I heard the sheriff reference your family but I didn’t realize anything serious had happened.” Her voice was like silk, trailing over him, soothing places he kept hidden.

      “Yesterday,” he said by way of explanation.

      “Makes sense I don’t know, considering I have no memories of the past three days,” she said low and under her breath. “I wonder what else I’ve been missing.”

      “Not much. You were right about it being June. Even if you did take a blow to the head, you

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





OEBPS/images/firebrandboxset1-3.jpg
BARB HAN

USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR





