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“THE BOYS AND I WOULD love to come and see you, Brad. I mean, after all, we haven’t seen you since you started this project.”

“I know building this B&B has been a bigger project than I thought. Plus, I think my brother is trying to extend our stay. He keeps coming up with changes that he wants to do, and it’s making my job a nightmare.”

“What about Brian? I thought you were getting him on the weekends?”

‘I haven’t seen Brian in over two months. Rita is playing her games with me, and I just can’t put up with the crap. She calls me every day, if not ten times a day. I have gotten to where I have her blocked so my phone will stop ringing.”

“Are you telling me that you haven’t seen Brian at all this summer? I mean, he is your son, and you are paying child support. You need to spend some time this summer with him, if not all of it, while he is off school. Bronson should not be in charge of your life, Brad. You have to stop this craziness.”

“Please don’t be mad at me, Cam; it’s bad enough that Rita screams at me every day. You know that I can’t do this parenting thing with her.”

“Well, all I can say is that Brian needs you, and if you don’t get involved soon, it will be a bigger nightmare when you do get him.” 

“Cammy, you have no idea what you’re asking of me.”

“Well, he is your son too. That is all I will say about it. Jimmy, get out of that. You have had enough snacks.” 

‘I’m sorry, Brad. I have to get Jimmy out of the donuts before I have a sugar monster running around here.”

“Ok, I will talk with you later. I want you and the boys to come out and see what I am doing so, let me know, and I can have a car pick you guys up from the airport. We can all go on a camp out for the week if you’re free.  I have a trailer parked out behind the barn. It will be a real treat for them, or if you prefer, there are rooms available at the B&B. They will love it here. Horses, chickens, outdoor farm life.”

“Sounds great. I have to go. I will talk to you later. Jonathan, will you please stop picking on your brother.” She yelled as she hung up the phone. 

Cammy was perfect in his sight. A great mother and someone he respected.

He wasn’t sure that he deserved a girlfriend like her and wondering why he hadn’t met her before Rita.

Cammy’s husband was killed on what was supposed to be just a routine mission in Afghanistan. She had been raising her two boys alone ever since. He wanted to help her, he had the money to help, but she refused. Micalito Rodriguez had been quite the hero. It was hard trying to compete with a man who won a purple heart for his bravery. He was a great husband, according to Cammy, and a hard worker too. Micalito worked in construction until his brother convinced him that being in the Army was the thing to do.

Micalito didn’t want to be just average, so against Cammy’s wishes, he joined the Marines instead. According to Cammy, his troop was the first to go into the fighting zone. He used to write her every day, but then one day the letters just stopped coming. 

In their place, soldiers showed up at her door. They called it missing in action, presumed dead, but he was only missing in her heart and life and that of his boys.

“So, what do you think so far?” Hudson asked as he came up behind Brad and slapped his back, shaking him out of his thoughts.

“I think your family is one of the best builders I have ever worked with. This project is going to be phenomenal when it's finished. I love the rustic look you managed to accomplish, and getting it to look like it was part of the original house is great.”

“It took a little bit to find just the right kind of logs. The old man who originally sold this cabin to the Walkers would be amazed at what it has become. Preston and his father-in-law did a great job when they did the first renovation on it, but this? Well, even I am amazed at how great this is right now. What does Maggie think?” 

“Well, she keeps saying she loves it so far, so I am guessing she is pleased with it.”

“She needs a break, you know; she has worked hard to get this ranch going.” 

It amazes me that one woman has taken what was once a deadbeat farm and changed it into one of the best horse ranches around here. All she needs is a winning horse if she plans on keeping everything she has started afloat.”

“Well, that’s what the B&B is for.  You know Bronson and Bradley to the rescue.” He laughed at his corny joke while Hudson looked at him strangely. “B&B, you know Bronson and Bradley, Bed and Breakfast?” 

“Oh, I get it, yeah, B&B to the rescue.” Hudson scratched his head, thinking these city people were weird.

“Bronson hopes to make her some extra money by incorporating the B&B into her Redemption Camp idea.” 

“You know the plan shows the parents that they can stay here for some relaxation while the Redemption camp teams work with their kids.”

“Redemption Camp will take some doing to get it off the ground. It was a big risk she undertook when she decided to start this project. I know it was for Mollie’s sake but still a big undertaking.  We love Maggie; she has become a part of us. She is a part of our tribe, you know. I would hate to see anything happen that causes her to lose this place.” Hudson said, almost making it sound like a warning. “You know that this was all once Indian land. It is sacred land to our tribe. From Heaven’s Gate to River Pass has been in our tribe for hundreds of years. The land she purchased from White Horse is what has kept her solvent for a while now.  You know government horses and all.”

“Don’t worry, my friend,” Brad said reassuringly. “Bronson and I won’t let anything happen to her.  We have known Maggie our whole life, and Bronson has always been her rescuer.

It was a strange inner torture that he has put himself through since high school, but he continues to do it sometimes to his detriment.”

“Well, we are still very protective of Maggie. I guess I better get back to work if we want to finish this part by the end of the month.” Hudson said, excusing himself.

“Your team is doing a great job, Hudson; really, I am impressed.”

“Thanks, we aim to please.” He said, laughing as he walked over to the crew. You could hear him barking out orders on what was to be done and finished by the end of the day.

“Hey Brad, how is the project coming?” Bronson said as he pushed open the screen door, two cups of coffee in hand.” 

“I have been up for hours. What have you been doing?” 

“I have been taking care of Maggie, of course.” He smiled.

“I thought that was Roy’s job today.”

“Well, you thought wrong. Roy is out on the range today, checking the fences with Mattie and Parker. So I have Maggie duty today.” 

“How is she doing?”

“I am just fine, thank you, Brad.” She said as she opened the screen door and slowly walked out onto the porch with her cane in hand. I am tired of everyone watching me as if I am going to break.”

“I am a little sore yet from the broken ribs and bruised thigh, but everything will be back to normal soon.”

“Don’t go back to work too soon. You should probably sit down; you’re looking a tad bit, pale girl.” Brad said as he joined them for coffee.

Brad was right about Maggie.  It had been several weeks since the accident, and Maggie seemed way too pale, and she still was complaining of being extremely tired. He was beginning to think that just maybe something else was wrong with her.

She was supposed to check up with Doc Morehouse today. He said he wanted to be sure everything was fine before he signed off on her. 

For the last couple of weeks, she felt nauseous almost all the time, but he kept telling her it was all ok and that it was just the medications that made her feel that way. Once she got off of them, the symptoms would go away. 

She wasn’t sure what he meant by that, signing off on her, but she couldn’t wait to get back on a horse. 

Maggie’s feet were swollen, but then she had taken quite a beating from the corral fence and post.  She figured the swelling was from inactivity. After all, no one would let her do anything. All she was allowed to do was sit or lay down, and it frustrated her. She sat on the porch chair and propped her feet up on the stool. 

Brad walked up, tapped her feet, and sat down next to her to give her an update. He had been so busy he hadn’t seen her in a few days. 

“Man, your feet are swollen Maggie, did the doc say what would cause that? I know you got beat up pretty bad by that horse, but I never saw someone’s feet swell like that before.” 

“Yeah, Doc said if it doesn’t’ go away soon, he will have to give me water pills. Just what I want to do, go from swollen feet to peeing all day.”

They all laughed.

“I don’t know why my feet are swollen, but he said he was going to go over everything with me today at my appointment. I guess I will ask him what to do about it then. It probably has to do with me doing nothing since the accident. I have been in the Roy and Bronson prison.”  Brad couldn’t help but laugh.

“Between Bronson yelling sit, and Roy yelling for me to get into bed, I have to ask what ever happened to my life, my choice?”  

She hated to admit that both of them were right in yelling at her. She wasn’t getting back to normal quite as fast as she had expected.  She kept sneaking out, though, trying to oversee Triton’s training. 

If he failed to win this next race, the ranch could be in jeopardy.  She knew that Roy wouldn’t let her sink, but this was her ranch, and she wanted it to succeed on her terms and not his. 

She knew she was overdoing it, but she needed Triton to win. There was some tough competition. She depended on Parker to get this stallion to pick up his pace. 

It was terrible enough to her ego that she had to give her training job back to Parker while she was recouping, but she also had to relent to him caring for Storm.

She didn’t want to let on that her time with Storm had much more meaning to it than just Mollie’s accident and keeping people away from him. 

Maggie got up and strolled to the barn. Parker had been fighting with her about Storm for a while.

He kept telling her that the stallion just needed some training and to give him a chance to work with him. She fought with him, not wanting anyone near that horse, but she was more afraid that her deep secret regarding Storm would soon be found out. It was almost time for Parker to let Storm out for his daily run. 

She decided to go to the barn a little earlier than usual, and when she reached the barn, what she saw made her blood run cold.

“What are you doing?” she yelled at Mollie as she watched her daughter standing in front of Storm. 

Mollie looked at her mother but stood her ground, ignored her comment, and turned back to feeding Storm the rest of the apple she held in her hand. 

“It was not his fault, mother; it was mine; you need to get over it.  Prince Charming is no more dangerous than any other horse in this barn.” 

Prince Charming, there it was she had continued to call him by her desired name. A mysterious bond was made between the two of them, and it frightened Maggie to the core. 

Mollie had forgiven Storm for that tragic morning, and Storm gravitated toward Mollie more than she liked. 

She knew that allowing Parker to work with this horse was going to be the death of her. He begged her to let him run with some of the other horses in the corral. 

She had finally allowed him to do it, knowing that she was taking a big chance that he might become rogue once he was in with other horses. He was a leader, and the other horses might take off and follow him. 

She watched as Storm led the others around like he was king of the corral.

He was a beauty, she had to admit it, but every time he was allowed out in the open, free to roam around, her heart raced at the sight of him more than she liked.

The secret that Parker and Mollie had been sharing was now revealed. 

Parker allowed Mollie to spend time with Storm before he walked him out to the corral for his run. 

He knew Maggie’s fear, but he also knew that Mollie would never totally mend if she wasn’t allowed to face her fear. Mollie was fearless, though. Parker had trained hundreds of horses before, but he had never seen a horse react as Storm did with Mollie outside of his father. Storm’s connection with Mollie was almost mystical.

It was apparent to Maggie that she no longer had the power to keep Mollie away from Storm.  Mollie, like her father, had a mind of her own. 

She had a choice to make. The only way to keep him away from her was to sell him. She could get some good money for him, but there was something down inside her that just wouldn’t let her do that. She knew if she sold Storm, Mollie would never forgive her, but more than that was her connection to the horse. 

She wanted to ride Storm herself. She had always been up for challenges, and she needed to conquer her fear of this animal. 

The only way to do that was to ride him. When Maggie was younger, she rode in some top races with some top horses for her dad. 

When she first saw Storm, her heart raced. She knew inside that this horse was special. Maybe it’s a mystical connection, she thought. It was like his spirit spoke to hers.  

She wanted to present Storm to the racing world, but more than that, she wanted to be the one riding him. 

She wanted to feel Storm’s heart beating beneath her as they crossed the finish line. She made her decision as she watched Parker slowly lead him to the corral. 

She walked up to the corral with her cane in hand, shaking her head. I must be crazy, she thought. 

She was going to keep him, but Storm was going to go home with Parker. She would have him work with Storm at the reservation and not at the ranch. It was the only way she felt she could keep Mollie safe.  

Maggie could barely walk, but she would race Storm herself if it were the last thing she did. Storm walked over to her and placed his head in her hand. Her face touched his face as her hand rubbed his brow. 

“I know exactly how you feel, Storm.” She said as if they were holding a conversation.

“I see you have found your spirit guide,” Rena said as she walked up behind her. “I remember the first time that mine appeared. It can be overwhelming.” She walked up and put her hand on Storm’s face. 

“Sometimes they lead you down pathways that you do not wish to go, but they are always leading you if you are wise enough to understand.”

“I am not sure I understand what you are saying.”

“The spirit of the stallion, it lives inside of you.  He is wild and sometimes dangerous. I think you are much like him. My guide is the cougar. He, too, is wild and dangerous. You see, I wear the claw of the cougar around my neck. It is a symbol of my inner strength.’

“Some have claws and others teeth, but all have a strength revealed in who we are, and most are close to us. I lived in a mountainous area where cougars were known to roam. As a child, I was told not to venture far from the village, but I was young and, let us say, a bit rebellious. When I first met my spirit guide, I was alone on a trail. He came out in front of me. I was sure that I would die that day, but all he did was stare at me. He looked within my soul and then left.” 

“I am not sure where you get
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