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        For all the proud men and women who have served their country by dedicating their lives to the military. Your sacrifices do not go unnoticed.

        And for Dad. You are missed.
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      Honey Dalton can’t resist Ira Castillo’s handsome face and kind, if somewhat taciturn manner. She admires his dedication and service to his country, but senses he’s hiding something from her. She’s determined to ferret out his secrets while concealing her above average intelligence and secret career as a counter-terrorism agent for the Canadian government.

      For his entire life, Ira believed his father was dead. After a deathbed confession by his mother, he learns that his father is alive and well and raising another family. Seeking answers, he heads to Coyote Creek where he meets a beautiful, but seemingly purposeless waitress.

      Ira, a medically retired, and total balls-to-the-wall soldier, cannot reconcile himself with Honey’s carefree, pointless life. Nor can he fight the attraction building between them. If not for her apparent lack of ambition, and his own focus on getting to know his newfound family, Honey Dalton would be perfect for him.

      But they’ve got more in common than either realizes.

      Can they shatter the secrets between them and build a life together, or is the gulf between them too wide to breach?
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      I am the child of a former soldier, now passed on. He told me a few stories of his military life. Some, no doubt, were exaggerated and I’m sure an equal number were downplayed.

      As a child they meant nothing to me. Now that he’s gone, I wish I knew more.

      Often, Dad would call the soldiers he had worked with grunts. Just regular guys. Boots on the ground. Today, comrades would likely be an acceptable replacement. But, when my father served, comrade was not a term you used as an endearment.

      I reached out to several military people while writing this book. Few seemed to have a solid term they used to refer to themselves, so I’ve chosen to use Dad’s term of grunt.

      In this story, Ira tries to downplay his role in the confrontations he took part in. To do so, he uses grunt to signify that he is quite ordinary.

      I’m optimistic that those readers with a military background or ties will not take offense to my use of grunt.

      Some interesting terms I came across included these: Hazel James tells me that “grunts are infantry soldiers. POG (rhymes with rogue) is a Person Other than Grunt, so that would refer to non-infantry people. POG is a derogatory term.” I took this to mean that grunt is not derogatory.

      Ginny Frost added that in the navy, in a sub, there is different lingo. Her source would “call the guys at the head of the sub driving "Coners" (cone-ers). He was a squid—one of the guys pushing the boat from the engine room. He'd call the army guys who were low ranked, bullet-sponges.”

      Thanks Hazel and Ginny, for the different perspectives.

      On a side note. The dog in this story is a Mudi, a Hungarian dog, which has a life expectancy of about 13 to 14 years. It has the heart of a large dog but weighs only about 18 to 29 pounds. This intelligent, lively, and energetic dog has white spots generally found on the chest and toes. Some have said they greatly resemble wild African dogs. With Ira being a soldier, I felt he needed a unique dog.

      Thanks for reading, and I hope you enjoy Honey and Ira’s story.

      

      Katie
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      Honey Dalton turned to her co-worker and close friend, Lacy Merrill. “Dang, my feet hurt. It hasn’t been this busy in here since Christmas last year. It must be the start of summer tourist season, although it seems early. It’s barely June.” She looked around Tammy’s. The small restaurant had finally emptied out after three hours of flat-out customers. Aside from two elderly ladies sitting near the door, the cook and dishwasher in the kitchen, they had the place to themselves. “Remind me again why I do this job? I don’t actually need to work here. I do have a good paying career that nobody but you knows about.”

      “Because you love people,” Lacy said, her blue eyes flashing with laughter. “This side-gig gives you human contact. For all that you love your computer work, you hate that it’s so solitary.” Lacy picked up the table sanitizer and started wiping down tables, her dark brown braid swinging across her back with every vigorous stroke. Honey took a small hand broom and brushed crumbs from a deep blue and red upholstered seat where three toddlers had been eating crackers.

      “True. I couldn’t stand to be holed up on my computer all day, every day, without talking to live people. But I do love my tech work.” She dropped into the booth she’d just swept and massaged her aching calves, making her bell anklets jingle. “But days like today…”

      “You wouldn’t give this up for anything. In fact, if the pay were better, you’d give up the technical work.” Lacy chuckled. “Besides, you’d miss me if you weren’t here.”

      “Too right.” Honey rose to her feet changed her broom and dustpan for a bottle of sanitizer and a cleaning cloth. “I do love Coyote Creekers. They’re a strange and interesting bunch.”

      “Speaking of strange, what do you think of the new guy?” Lacy asked. “The one with the muscles? He’s been in five times this week.”

      “The one with the dark hair? How could I possibly miss him? He’s military for sure.”

      “And as hot as sin. I can barely talk to him without drooling or tripping over my tongue.” Lacy chuckled at her own weakness. Handsome sexy men were Lacy’s passion, and her kryptonite.

      “Girl, you need a man,” Honey said. “There are still Flint boys available even with Justice and Riley off the market. There’s Kendrick, Carl and Jason. They all need a good woman, someone like you.”

      “Fat chance. Ken’s still pining over his ex and Jason will never see beyond his butcher shop and Nicole. He’s had a thing for her since high school. He’s still hung up, even though she married that jerk and left town.”

      “But there’s also Carl. He’s so hot with all those muscles and his sexy grin. He’d be perfect for you.” Honey’s bracelets clicked together as she wiped down table legs.

      “Again, I might as well be chopped liver as far as he’s concerned,” Lacy grumbled. She laughed and wiped a smudge off her black jeans. “How do you keep those crazy chiffon and broomstick skirts clean? I’m always a disaster of food stains by the end of my shift.” Abruptly, she returned to the topic of men. “Besides, Carl doesn’t do much for me. I mean he’s hot, but he doesn’t rev my engine, if you know what I mean.”

      “Funny.” Honey chuckled. “The mechanic doesn’t rev your engine.”

      “I think I’m immune to the Flint charm because I grew up here. You, on the other hand, have only been here a couple years. You don’t remember them as kids and don’t know their past mistakes.”

      “True,” Honey agreed. “But I’m not programmed to be attracted to dark hair, green eyes, and sexy builds. I’m more into brains.” They moved in unison to the next table. “I say you should go for it. Ask the new guy out on a date.”

      “I’d never have the guts.” Lacy sighed. “Oh, speak of the devil. Here comes Mr. Dark and Handsome now. I’m not one for beards, but his is short and neat. Da-am, he is fine.”

      Honey glanced over her shoulder toward the door. Robert Flint, the family patriarch, was holding the door open for the man they’d been discussing. Almost as if their gossip had conjured him up. “You think he’s hot, why don’t you wait on them?” Honey turned toward her friend who was now halfway to the kitchen. She snorted in amusement at Lacy’s cowardice. “I guess this one’s on me.” How could one woman be so bold and gregarious one minute and a total chicken the next? People were fascinating, and the two men walking through the door were no exception.

      “Good afternoon, gentlemen. I’ll be right with you. I’ll just wash my hands and grab a couple coffees.” Both men had been in often enough Honey knew their usual beverages. Robert was practically a fixture in Tammy’s.

      “Thanks, Honey.” Robert smiled broadly and led his companion to a table in the back, away from the windows and door.

      Robert usually sat front and center where he could talk to everyone who came in. Today, like his past few visits with the new guy, he hid in the back. She shrugged it off. None of her business. The analytical side of her brain catalogued the odd behavior as she washed her hands. It had taken years to learn to ignore idiosyncrasies which didn’t directly affect her. She still noticed oddities, but no longer fixated on them. Coffees in hand, she headed to their table.

      “Isn’t it rather sexist to call her Honey?” the man with Robert asked as she approached from his blind side.

      Robert roared with laughter. “Not at all.”

      The man scowled.

      Honey slid the mugs onto the table. “Not at all,” she repeated Robert’s words. “My name is Honey. Honey Dalton.” She thrust out her hand. “Pleased to meet you.”

      “Um. Ira. Ira Castillo. Nice to meet you.” He accepted her offered hand and shook it warmly. His eyes widened and nostrils flared.

      She stared into his bright green eyes for a moment, enjoying the soft strength and warmth of his grip. Heat raced up her arm and into her core. She jerked her hand away. The man packed a punch, and a girl could drown in those sexy green eyes. Whoa! That green was Flint green. His eyes looked just like Robert’s. This man, a newcomer to town, had the trademark Flint eye color. A coincidence? A relative maybe? She knew all the Flint men personally and this sexy guy wasn’t one of them. Interesting. She switched off her over-active imagination. Probably a cousin or something.

      “Nice to meet you, Ira. What can I get you gentlemen? Just coffee, or maybe some peanut butter pie. Or lemon meringue?” Both men had a penchant for pie.

      “I’ll have apple pie,” Robert declared.

      “No, you won’t.” Honey smiled to soften her refusal. “I have orders from your wife to keep you on the straight and narrow. I can give you a fresh fruit cup with a bit of whipped topping.” She bit back a smile at his grimace.

      “Fine. I’ll have fruit, but if it’s not real whipped cream forget it.”

      “How about a tiny scoop of ice cream?”

      Robert sighed and nodded, forcing her to bite back a chuckle. One thing she knew for sure was that Robert Flint was as stubborn as the day was long, and totally afraid of his wife. Still, they were the happiest couple she knew.

      “And you?” She turned back to Ira, trying not to get lost in his good looks. The longer she looked, the more intrigued she became. A guy like that could make a girl want to start dating. And his touch? Wow! She hadn’t been expecting the hot jolt which ran through her body at a simple brush of their hands.

      “Can I get a bacon, mushroom cheeseburger and onion rings?”

      “At three in the afternoon?” Robert asked.

      “I missed lunch. My run went long.”

      “Coming right up. I’ll bring your fruit with his meal if that’s okay.” The men nodded. “I’ll be back in a bit to refill those coffees.”

      As she walked away, Robert grumbled. “You kids and running to stay in shape. You need a physical job.”

      “I had a job. But I’ve been given a medical discharge from the army, I need to find another way to make money.”

      “What the hell was that?” Lacy hissed when Honey joined her behind the counter. “You actually jerked when he touched you?” The words were as much a statement as a question. “I thought you weren’t interested in him?”

      “I wasn’t. I mean, I’m not. He was riding Robert about calling me Honey. Said it was sexist. I introduced myself and we shook hands. That’s it.” She turned away to hide the color in her cheeks. Ira Castillo packed a punch. Right to the libido.

      “Bull cookies. Honey Dalton, you are a liar. You might not have been interested before, but when he touched you, I could almost see your hormones soaring off the chart.”

      “Girl, you’ve got to stop reading romance novels. They’re rotting your brain,” she teased.

      “Um. No. Heck no. I love them. Nothing beats a steamy romance with a happily ever after. Everybody needs love. Just because I haven’t found my one true love yet doesn’t mean I can’t read about them. You should try them. I just read a great one. I’ll bring it in tomorrow.”

      “When are you going to stop trying to get me to read romance?” Honey turned back to her friend. The argument was an old one and a standing joke between them.

      “When you finally read one. All I ask is for you to read one. Just one. Then I’ll leave you alone. Just like I’ll back off the new guy and let you have him.” She winked.

      “I don’t want him. Ira’s all yours,” Honey said.

      “Is that his name? Ira?” Lacy feigned a swoon. “Such an old school name but it fits him. Strong and handsome. And delicious. What are his hands like? He looks like he knows how to use them?” she turned the statement into a question.

      “What kind of question is that?” Honey hissed as she punched the men’s order into the computer and sent it to the kitchen.

      “You know, are they strong? Calloused? Gentle? If a man has soft, girlie hands, he probably won’t know how to use them.”

      Honey laughed aloud. “That’s absurd.” Lacy had a gift for exaggeration.

      “Yeah, what about Conrad? His hands were soft and weak. What kind of lover was he?” Lacy smirked.

      “Don’t even bring him up. I can’t believe I dated him for months.” She preferred not to think about her disastrous relationship with her ex. He’d only been in town a few months. They’d been on a dozen dates before he even tried to kiss her. He made love like a wet fish and his kisses were slobbery and gross. She shuddered. His lovemaking ranked right up there with virginal teenage groping in the back seat of a car. No thank you.

      “Soft hands, poor lover. You know it’s true.” Lacy started a fresh pot of coffee.

      “Fine, in his case, yes. He really was a wet blanket. One example doesn’t make a universal truth, you know.”

      “And this guy, what’s his name, Ira? How are his hands?”

      There was no way Lacy would shut up until she got an answer. “Fine. Strong, gentle, calloused, and warm.” She almost sighed thinking about it. Her attraction was weird. Unusual for her. She tended to date people like herself. Tech nerds. Programmers. She’d even dated a few game developers before coming to Coyote Creek. Hard-assed military men weren’t her thing at all. She’d take brains over brawn for sure.

      Recently, her dating life had wavered from slim to none and back. There weren’t many single male computer nerds here, or computer nerds at all. She had dated several men, but none except her ex, had gone beyond two dates. She was looking for someone to engage her mind as well as her heart. So far, the selection had come up null. An old friend of hers had once said, “Seduce my body, have me for a day. Seduce my mind and have me forever.” The oversimplified words resonated with Honey.

      But this new guy, Ira, he’d caught her eye the first time he walked in last fall. She was surprised she’d never noticed how strong Lacy’s attraction to him was, and Lacy had been equally oblivious to Honey’s attraction. Probably because they were both so caught up in his presence. She knew her friend thought he was cute, but didn’t realize it went any deeper.

      The grapevine told her he’d looked at a house that was for sale on the outskirts of town. A big, brand new, five-bedroom house. What did a single guy need a huge house for? She was perfectly content in her little brownstone apartment. Why did he want to move out of his bachelor suite above the hardware store? Hmm. That made two weird points. His choice of home, and those Flint green eyes. She chided the analytical part of her brain for not letting the random items go.

      Lacy slipped up behind Honey and whispered in her ear. “You should totally date him. Get yourself out of your dating slump.”

      “How about you mind your own dating life and let mine rest?” Honey asked.

      “Girl, if your love life rests any longer it’ll die from lack of use or old age,” Lacy commented with the kind of sarcasm only acceptable between close friends.

      Honey laughed as her friend clearly intended her to. “I’ll tell you what,” she said. “If he asks me out, I won’t say no. But,” she waggled her finger in warning, “if he asks you out, you have to go.”
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      Ira couldn’t stop himself from turning to look at the duo of waitresses when laughter rang out. The sound trickled down his spine like warm honey, heating parts of his body better left alone in public. He almost chuckled aloud at the thought when he realized it was Honey laughing. Reluctantly, he turned his attention back to Robert. To the man who had sired him.

      He scanned the restaurant; except for a couple of teenagers in the opposite corner, the place was empty. Two elderly ladies had left when he and Robert came in, the teens entering right behind them. There was no fear of being overheard.

      “Tell me why?” Ira said.

      “Why what?” Robert’s brows creased.

      Even in his head, Ira couldn’t bring himself to refer to the man before him as father. Or Dad, or by any other familial title. “Why did you leave Mom to raise me alone? Was it just that you didn’t give a shit you had another son? Did you have enough sons already?” Anger rocketed through him. How could a man just walk away from his responsibilities?

      “Relax, son. It wasn’t like that.”

      The man had his nerve, calling Ira, son. As if he’d ever stepped up.

      “How was it, exactly?” Ira demanded, unable to bank his irritation.

      “This isn’t the best place for this discussion.” Robert glanced around the café. “But if you’re going to push it. I’ll explain.” He paused and swallowed hard. “I had a serious relationship with your mother for over two years. We didn’t see each other often. It was hard for me to get away from the ranch and harder for her to get away from work. Her career as a lawyer required a lot of time and effort. Back then, a woman had to work twice as hard to keep up with a man.” He fixed Ira with a serious stare. “Don’t get me wrong. I cared deeply for your mother. But when she broke it off with me, I couldn’t disagree with her logic.”

      Robert sipped his coffee and looked around again before continuing. “There was no way I was moving to the city. The rancher in me would have withered and died. I would never ask her to give up her dream career to move here. Our life plans simply didn’t mesh. We broke off our relationship amicably.”

      “And when did you find out about me?” Ira asked, wishing his voice wasn’t shaking.

      “Catalina, your mom, called me when she was four months pregnant. She said the child she carried was mine. I believed her. I had no reason to doubt her.”

      “Why didn’t you step up?” Ira demanded, keeping his voice low. How could his mother have respected a man who let a woman go through pregnancy alone?

      “I swear to you, on my ranch and my children, including you, I offered to be a real father. We fought for months. That’s how long it took her to agree to let me support you financially. She didn’t want me in your life beyond that. Said it would ruin your life and would destroy my family. She was wrong. I’d have given anything to be a proper father to you. I’d have taken you in, brought you here to live with me and my other sons.”

      “Why didn’t you?” This whole story sounded like a load of hogwash. Ira was determined to get to the bottom of it and to figure out how and why his mother had anything to do with this man.

      “Your mother would not move here. I’m a damned rancher. I’m not fit for any other kind of work. It’s all I know. I’m country, Catalina was all city. We’d only have made each other miserable. We settled. I bowed to her opinion that you would suffer without a mother. I was an idiot. In hindsight, it was a stupid damned decision. But I don’t have a time machine to go back and change it. We did what we thought best. I bowed to Catalina’s wishes and stayed away. In return, she accepted my monthly support payments and sent me pictures and videos of you.”

      “And that was enough for you?” Ira couldn’t keep the derision from his voice.

      “Not by a long shot. Every time I went to the city, I parked outside your school and waited for a chance to see you, just a glimpse. I was a damned fool to agree with your mother but I can’t change it now. Nor could I talk her into changing things once we had an agreement. Believe me, I tried. Now, all I can ask is for you to forgive me and join the family. Be part of our lives.” Robert’s voice wobbled. He snatched up his coffee and downed what was left in his mug.

      Ira didn’t know what to say. Forgiveness wasn’t easy, even if his mother’s dying wish was for Ira to find his father and get to know him. For his entire life, she’d told him his father was dead. Ira believed her. Until her deathbed confession. She’d told him cancer was an ugly way to go and made you re-evaluate your entire life. She’d left him copies of every letter she’d sent Robert, and all of his replies. There was a bank account containing every penny Robert had sent them, plus interest. He’d contributed until the month Ira left home to join the military. His mother hadn’t spent any of it. Not one dollar.

      “Does your family know about me?”

      “Sue, my second wife, does. The rest are still in the dark. They’ll accept you. I’ll guarantee it.”

      Ira faked a laugh. “Right. Just like that.” A thought hit him. “Were you married when you were with my mother?” He asked, even though he was certain his mother would never date a married man. But at this point, he wasn’t certain Robert wouldn’t have lied to her.

      “No!” Robert slammed his fist on the table for emphasis. “What kind of man do you think I am?” His face turned red.

      “I have no freaking idea, to be honest. I know nothing about you. Nothing but notes written by a woman who never got over you. Did you know she never dated? Not once that I was aware of.”

      “I had no idea,” Robert murmured. “I promise you; I was not in a relationship of any sort while I dated Catalina. My first wife, Eileen, had already passed and I hadn’t started seeing Sue. I was true to your mother the entire time we dated.” His words rang with honesty.

      “Here’s your lunch,” Honey called out from three tables away as she walked toward them. “A burger for you and fruit for you.” She set the plates in front of them. “I’ll be right back with more coffee.”

      The diversion gave Ira time to think, to consider Robert’s words and reputation. In the months Ira had been in town, he’d learned Robert’s word was above reproach, and the man certainly seemed upfront. He was well respected. He and his entire family were pillars of society here and helped out with all the community events. Maybe he wasn’t totally dishonorable.

      Honey returned with coffee and Ira watched her walk away after pouring. She was a pretty woman. Happy smile, bright green eyes, slender but with enough curves to turn a man’s head. She was a distraction he didn’t need. He needed to settle with Robert, and start a new life outside the military. He didn’t need the money, but he wanted, needed, to be useful. To contribute to society.

      “You should date her.” Robert said. “None of my other boys are interested, but Honey’s a great gal. You’ll like her. Everyone does.”

      Ira considered the idea instead of rejecting it out of hand as he might have just days before. He was a man on a mission, but nothing said he had to spend all his time alone. It would probably be nice to have someone to spend his evenings with.

      “You found a job yet?” Robert asked.

      “Not yet, still looking.” The trouble was not many people had a job for an out of work grunt soldier with a bullet damaged heart.

      “I told you, I need help on the ranch. Come join me and my boys. Take your rightful place in the family and in your inheritance. We could use a good strong back and another brain. There’s even a cabin on our land you can live in. It’s not fancy, but it’s clean.”

      The offer was a good one, and it wasn’t the first time Robert had made it. Over the past months they’d met half a dozen times. Today was the first time Ira had mustered the courage to ask the hard questions.

      “When are you planning to tell your family?” Ira asked. “I think we should do it now. No sense putting off a task just because it doesn’t sit well. Quite the opposite. Better swallow the bitter pill without delay. It doesn’t matter what level of security clearance you slap on something; the truth always comes out. The longer a secret simmers; the uglier it seems and this one’s been at full boil for a long time. Too long.”

      “Let them get to know you first. Then we’ll tell them about my sordid past.”

      Sordid past? Was he kidding? First, he claims there was a serious relationship between Robert and Ira’s mother, now it was sordid? Anger wracked Ira. He banked it down for the time being, hoping the phrasing was a slip of the tongue and not his actual attitude. Because if that was Robert’s attitude, it needed a serious adjustment and Ira was just the man to do it.

      That aside, they really should tell the family upfront. Ira didn’t want to step in on the ranch work without the rest of the family knowing who he was. He didn’t want to stir up a hornet’s nest. “I think not telling them upfront is a mistake. They deserve to know the truth.”

      “And they will, when I’m damn good and ready. I’ve talked to Sue. She agrees, waiting won’t hurt anything. And we’ll do it one weekend when Beth is home from university. They all deserve to hear the truth in person, not through the grapevine. Hell, working for me might help. Introduce you once you’ve proved your worth.”

      “Proved my worth? Are you implying I’m not good enough to be a Flint?” Snotty bastard. So much for being honorable. Ira rolled his shoulders to loosen the tension gathering at the base of his neck.

      “Don’t put words into my mouth, boy. You’re my blood and entitled to your share. I’m just saying…” Robert yanked off his cowboy hat and scrubbed his hand over his face. “I’m saying my kids, all eight of them, are going to be hurt by this secret, and having them get to know you might ease the pain. But what the hell do I know, this is the first time I’ve had to reveal one of my deepest secrets.

      One of his deepest secrets? Implying there was more than one. Strange.

      “Fine.” Ira picked up his fork. “We’ll do it your way. For now. But I’m not hiding for long. I’m not starting out my life here with lies. I believe in truth.”

      “As do I, boy. As do I.” Robert stabbed at a grape. It popped out of his bowl and flew across the room, landing on the floor with a wet thud. “Damned fruit. No grown man should have to eat the stuff.”

      “Why are you eating it?”

      “Damned wife. Won’t let me have my sweets. Cardiologist says I have to drop weight and eat better. Sue won’t let anyone feed me properly. One stupid heart attack and the whole town’s turned into one big conspiracy against feeding me decent food. Even the couple running the new German deli are in on it. Won’t sell me a single bratwurst.”

      “Is your heart trouble why you’re taking me on as ranch hand?”

      “Dammit, Ira, get that chip off your shoulder. No. It is not why I’m taking you on. You’re my son. You have a right to be there, to take your place in the family, on our ranch. Don’t you ever doubt it. I may not know you, but I love you as much as my other kids.” His voice was gruff.

      Wow! Rough guy rancher, Robert Flint, confessing love. The declaration reached inside Ira and touched something, bringing feelings he didn’t know he had to the surface. Rather than respond to the awkward admission, he changed the subject.

      “You should know that my heart is damaged. Not badly enough to prevent a normal life, but too much for the military to keep me on.”

      Robert’s eyes widened and he frowned. “What kind of damage? Is it genetic?”

      “I was shot twice in the chest. One bullet nicked my heart. The diagnosis was no permanent damage once I recovered from surgery. I will live a normal life. I’m one hundred percent healed, but the army booted me out anyway.” He tried to bank the anger in his voice without much success. It still pissed him off that one little defect and suddenly Ira Castillo, grunt soldier and sniper, was unfit for duty. His personal heart surgeon said otherwise, but nobody bucked the army. He’d been a damned good soldier until his unit had got caught in the crossfire between rival factions in the Sinai Peninsula of Egypt. Their small operation had taken way too much damage and had been pulled out shortly after Ira was shot.

      “Well, if you’re fit for work, I don’t see any problem. It takes a tough back to be a rancher. You look strong enough. Tell me if you experience any trouble. I can always put you to work fixing equipment or doing accounting. One thing about ranching, there’s plenty of work to go around.”

      “In that case, I’d like to come work for you.” A quiver of unease at the deception they planned lingered, but the decision was made. They discussed Ira’s wage and came to an agreement.

      Robert set down his fork and thrust out his hand. “Welcome to the family, Ira. Good to finally be part of your life.”

      Ira shook solemnly, recognizing the emotion behind the declaration. “Glad to be here.” His words were heartfelt. It was good to belong somewhere again.

    

  

This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/flourish-coyote-creek.jpg





OEBPS/images/ft-a-secret-to-shatter.jpg
A
SECRET
oSHATTER

COYOTE CREEK BOOK THREE

A NOVEL
KATIE O'CONNOR

SNARKY HEART PRESS






OEBPS/images/a-secret-to-shatter-1800x2700.jpg
COYOTE CREEKIBOOK THREE |

ATIE O’CO&INOR






