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The phone rings at five forty-two in the morning, and I already know it's going to be livestock.

Nobody calls a veterinarian before six unless something is wrong with an animal that weighs more than they do. I reach across the nightstand and grab my cell without opening my eyes first. The screen is too bright. I squint at the name and sit up.

Robert Weston.

"Dr. Clifton," I answer, because even after six months in Copper Run, I haven't quite shaken the habit of answering my phone with my title instead of my name.

"Hannah, it's Robert Weston out at Copper Run Ranch." His voice is steady but clipped. "We've got a pregnant cow showing signs of trouble. She's been off by herself since yesterday evening and Cole says she's straining but nothing's happening."

"How long has she been actively pushing?" I swing my legs over the side of the bed. The floor is cold against my bare feet.

"Cole thinks a couple of hours at least. Maybe longer."

"I'm on my way. Twenty minutes."

"We appreciate it."

I hang up and move through my small rental house on autopilot. Jeans, a worn flannel shirt over a tank top, boots that have seen better days but still hold up when I'm standing in mud or worse. I pull my hair back into a low ponytail and grab my truck keys off the kitchen counter.

My veterinary bag stays packed and ready by the front door. That's something Dr. Keller taught me during the transition when I bought his practice. "You'll get early calls and late calls," he told me. "The animals don't care what time it is, and neither should your equipment."

Six months ago, I drove into Copper Run with a truck full of boxes and a purchase agreement for a veterinary practice that had served this community for over thirty years. Dr. Raymond Keller was retiring. I was looking for exactly this kind of opportunity. A small-town practice with an established client base. Horses and cattle and household pets and the occasional goat. The kind of work I went to veterinary school for, even though I spent years afterward in a larger city practice getting the experience I needed to run a clinic on my own.

Some of Dr. Keller's longtime clients welcomed me immediately. Others took a little longer. A few are still deciding. I understand that. Their animals are their livelihood and their family, and trusting a younger veterinarian who came from a city practice takes time.

The Westons were among the easier transitions. Robert Weston called me out to the ranch within my first month, and I've been back several times since. They run approximately twenty-seven hundred acres of cattle ranch, and animals on an operation that size need regular veterinary care.

I pull onto the two-lane highway that connects my side of town to the ranch roads and drive with my window cracked. The air is cool but not cold. Early spring in this part of the country means the mornings still carry some bite, but the afternoons have started warming up enough that the pastures are turning green again.

Copper Run Ranch sits about twelve miles outside town. The drive gives me time to think about what I might be walking into. A cow that's been straining for hours without progress could mean a few different things. The calf might be positioned wrong. It might be too large for the birth canal. There could be a torsion. I run through possibilities and make sure I have everything I need in my bag.

The ranch entrance is marked by a wooden sign that looks like it has been there for decades. I turn onto the gravel drive and follow it past the main house toward the cluster of barns and outbuildings where the working part of the ranch happens. A couple of dogs trot alongside my truck as I park near the largest barn.

Cole Weston is already waiting outside.

He's leaning against the barn door with his arms crossed. Black Stetson pulled low. Dark eyes that catch mine as I step out of the truck. He's wearing work clothes and boots, and everything about him says he's been up for a while already.

"Morning," he says.

"Morning. Where is she?"

"Back stall. I moved her in about an hour ago so I could keep a better eye on her." He pushes off the door frame and walks with me toward the barn. "She's tired. Been at it too long."

I grab my bag from the truck bed and follow him inside. The barn smells like hay and animals and old wood. It's a good barn. Clean and well-maintained. The people who work here take care of their stock.

The cow is in the back stall, just like Cole said. She's lying on her side, breathing hard. I can see the exhaustion in her. She's been working at this for too long without making progress.

"Hey there, mama," I say quietly as I approach. I set my bag down and kneel beside her, running my hand along her flank. She's warm and her muscles are trembling. "Let's see what's going on."

Cole stands a few feet back. He doesn't crowd me and he doesn't start telling me what he thinks the problem is. I appreciate that more than he probably knows. Some ranchers want to supervise every move I make. Cole just lets me work.

I pull on a long glove and examine the cow carefully. It doesn't take long to find the issue. "The calf's head is turned back," I tell Cole. "Front legs are presenting fine, but the head is flexed to the side. She can't push it through like this."

"Can you reposition?"

"That's the plan." I look up at him. "I'm going to need you to hold her steady while I work. She's not going to like this."

Cole nods and moves to the cow's head without hesitation. He kneels down and puts one hand on her neck. "Easy, girl. Easy."

What follows is about twenty minutes of careful, difficult work. I have to push the calf back enough to create space, then find the head and guide it into the correct position. The cow protests. She's tired and in pain, and what I'm doing doesn't feel helpful from her perspective. But Cole keeps her calm. He talks to her in a low, steady voice. Every time she tries to thrash, his hands are there. Firm but not rough.

I've worked with a lot of ranchers over the years. Some of them treat their cattle like machinery. Input feed, output beef. Cole isn't like that. He touches this animal like she matters to him individually, and I can see in the way he watches my hands that he cares about the outcome for both her and the calf.

"Got it," I say when the head finally slides into position. "She should be able to do the rest on her own now, but I want to stay and make sure."

Cole sits back but doesn't leave. We wait together in the quiet of the barn while the cow gathers her strength and starts pushing again. This time, things progress the way they should. The calf's front hooves appear, followed by the nose, and then the rest comes in a rush of fluid and effort.

The calf is alive. Small and wet and already trying to figure out what legs are for. I clear its airway and check it over while the mother lifts her head to see what she's produced.

"Healthy," I announce. "Good-sized heifer calf. Mama did all the hard work."

"With some help." Cole is watching me clean up the calf. His expression hasn't changed much. He doesn't broadcast his feelings across his face. But there's something in his dark eyes that I can't quite read.

I help the calf find its way to its mother and stand back to make sure nursing starts without trouble. The cow nuzzles her baby and the calf latches on with newborn determination. Everything looks good.

I strip off my gloves and start repacking my bag. My hands are steady even though my shoulders are aching from the effort of repositioning that calf. It was tight work. Physical work. My knees are going to remind me about the concrete floor later.

"You make it look easy," Cole says from behind me.

I glance back at him. "It's not. But it went well. She should be fine from here, but keep an eye on her today. If she stops eating or the calf isn't nursing regularly, call me back out."

"I will."

I stand and brush off my jeans. There's blood and other things on my flannel shirt that I try not to think about. This is why I keep a change of clothes in my truck.

"Dad!"

The voice comes from outside the barn. High and young. A moment later, two kids appear in the barn doorway. I've seen them before on previous visits. The girl is older. Maybe nine or ten, with long hair pulled back and sharp eyes that take in everything. The boy is younger, maybe six or seven, and he's already craning his neck to see past us toward the stall.

"Gracie, Brody, stay back from the stall," Cole says. His voice changes when he talks to his children. The seriousness is still there, but underneath it there's a warmth that softens everything. "The mama cow just had her baby. Give them some space."

"Can I see?" The boy, Brody, is practically vibrating with excitement. "Is it a boy cow or a girl cow?"

"Heifer calf," Cole tells him. "A girl."

"Can I name her?"

"You can't name every animal on this ranch, buddy."

"I don't want to name every animal. Just this one."

I smile. I can't help it. Brody's enthusiasm is genuine and infectious in the way that only kids can manage. Gracie, on the other hand, stays near the door. She watches me with a measured expression. I'm the veterinarian who shows up at their ranch sometimes. I don't think I'm much more than that to her.

"Dr. Clifton helped deliver the calf," Cole tells them. "The baby was stuck and she got it turned around."

"Thank you, Dr. Clifton," Gracie says politely. It's a thank-you that has been taught and practiced. Nothing wrong with that, but it doesn't have any personal connection behind it.

"You're welcome, Gracie." I keep my tone friendly but don't try to force a conversation. Kids can sense when adults are trying too hard, and I've never been the type to push myself on people. Especially children who have no reason to care whether I exist outside of the context of their father's ranch.

Brody has edged closer to the stall despite his father's instructions. Cole catches him by the back of his jacket and steers him gently away. "What did I just say?"

"But I can see her from here and she's so small."

"She's actually pretty big for a newborn calf," I say to Brody. "She's going to grow fast, too. In a few weeks you won't believe she was ever this small."

Brody looks at me with wide eyes. "How fast?"

"Really fast. Calves can gain a couple of pounds a day when they're nursing well."

"That's faster than me. Dad, that's way faster than me."

"That's because you won't eat your vegetables," Cole says, and there's the faintest hint of a smile at the corner of his mouth. It's barely there. If I hadn't been looking at him, I would have missed it.

But I am looking at him. I've been looking at him more than I should this morning, and I know it.

Cole Weston is attractive. I noticed that the first time I came out to this ranch, and I've noticed it every time since. He's not flashy about it. He doesn't smile easily or try to charm anyone. He's just solid. Steady. Dark-eyed and broad-shouldered and quietly competent in a way that does something to me I'd rather not examine too closely.

I pick up my bag. "I should get going. I've got a full schedule at the clinic today."

"I'll walk you out." Cole turns to his kids. "Gracie, keep your brother out of that stall. I mean it."

"Yes, sir." Gracie takes Brody's hand with the practiced authority of an older sibling. Brody protests but follows her lead.

Cole walks me out to my truck. The morning has brightened since I arrived. The ranch looks different in the growing daylight. The pastures stretch out green and wide, and I can see cattle dotting the hills in the distance. It's a beautiful piece of land. The place that makes you understand why some families hold onto their ranches for generations.

I toss my bag into the truck bed and reach for the door handle. Before I can open it, Cole speaks.

"That calf you treated a few weeks back. The one that was struggling after birth."

I stop and look at him. He's talking about a visit I made about six weeks ago. A newborn calf that wasn't breathing well. I spent a long time with that one, clearing its lungs and warming it up and waiting with it until I was sure it would survive.

"I remember," I say. "How's she doing?"

"Good. Strong. You'd never know she had a rough start."

I feel a small surge of satisfaction. That's one of the best parts of this job. Knowing that something I did made a difference. "I'm glad to hear that. She had me worried for a while."

"I could tell." Cole holds my gaze for a moment longer than necessary. "You were good with her. Patient. You stayed longer than you had to."

"That's the job."

"Not for everyone."

I don't know what to say to that. There's something behind his words that I can't interpret, and the way he's looking at me makes my stomach tighten. He's not flirting with me. Cole Weston probably doesn't know how to flirt. But he's seeing me. Not Dr. Clifton the veterinarian. Me.

"Well," I say, because I need to say something and that's the best I can manage. "I should head out. Call me if anything changes with the cow or the calf today."

"Will do. Thanks for coming out so early."

"That's also the job." I climb into my truck and pull the door shut.

Cole steps back. He touches the brim of his hat in a gesture so old-fashioned it would seem ridiculous coming from anyone else. From him, it just seems natural. Then he turns and walks back toward the barn where his children are waiting.

I start the engine and pull away down the gravel drive. In my rearview mirror, I can see him reach the barn door and crouch down to talk to Brody, who is gesturing wildly about something. Probably the calf. Cole listens to his son with the same patience he showed the laboring cow this morning. Completely present. Completely focused.

I turn onto the county road and head back toward town. My shoulders ache. My clothes are ruined. I need coffee badly and a shower even more. The day ahead at the clinic is going to be long, and I haven't even started it yet.

But I'm thinking about Cole Weston. About the way he held that cow steady while I worked. About the way he talked to his kids. About the way he looked at me when he mentioned the calf from six weeks ago.

He noticed that I stayed longer than I had to. He remembered that. A busy rancher with a couple thousand head of cattle and two kids and a whole operation to manage, and he remembered how I treated one struggling calf six weeks ago.

I shouldn't read anything into it. He's a client. I'm his veterinarian. This is a professional relationship and it should stay that way.

I turn up the radio and focus on the road. The morning sun is warm on my arm where it rests on the window frame. The ranch is twelve miles behind me, and my clinic in town is ahead, and I have a whole day of appointments waiting.

But somewhere between the ranch gate and the highway, I realize I'm still thinking about the way he said my name this morning. Not Dr. Clifton. Hannah.

I noticed.

I shouldn't have, but I did.

My clinic sits on the east side of Copper Run's small downtown, sandwiched between a hardware store and an accountant's office. It's a modest building with a gravel parking lot and a hand-painted sign that still says "Copper Run Veterinary" in the same lettering Dr. Keller chose twenty-something years ago. I haven't changed it. The name belongs to the community, not to me, and I liked it the way it was.

I pull into the lot at seven-fifteen, which gives me forty-five minutes before my first appointment. I use the time to shower in the small bathroom attached to my office, change into clean scrubs, and start a pot of coffee strong enough to compensate for the hours I missed in bed.

By the time my receptionist Linda Ferris arrives at seven-thirty, I'm halfway through my first cup and reviewing the day's schedule on my computer.

"You look like you've already had a morning," Linda says as she hangs up her purse behind the front desk. She's in her mid-fifties with short gray hair and reading glasses that she keeps on a beaded chain around her neck. She worked for Dr. Keller for twelve years before I took over. She agreed to stay on because she knows every client and every pet and every livestock operation in the county.

I couldn't run this practice without her.

"Early call at Copper Run Ranch," I tell her. "Difficult calving. Head was turned back."

"Both of them okay?"

"Mother and baby are doing fine."

"Good." Linda settles into her chair and pulls up the appointment system. "You've got Mrs. Patterson at eight with her Labrador. He's been scratching again. Then the Murrays' cat for vaccines at eight-thirty. After that, Tom Gibson is bringing in a horse for a lameness exam at ten."

"Anything else come in overnight?"

"Two messages. Rick Delgado wants to schedule a herd check next week, and someone named Beth Arnold called about a litter of puppies that aren't eating well."

"Call Beth Arnold first. Puppies that aren't eating could be urgent."

Linda nods and starts making notes. I take my coffee back to my office and sit down to catch up on records from last week. The work is steady and varied. That's what I love about a rural practice. In a single day, I might treat a Labrador's skin allergy and vaccinate a house cat. I might examine a lame horse and assist with a difficult calving. No two days are the same.

When I bought Dr. Keller's practice, I knew it would take time to build trust with his longtime clients. He warned me about that, too. "They'll compare you to me for the first year," he said. "Maybe longer. Don't take it personally. Just do good work and they'll come around."

He was right. Some clients accepted me quickly. Others still watch me a little more carefully than they'd watch a veterinarian they'd known for years. I try not to let it bother me. I know I'm good at my job. I spent years working under an experienced vet in the city, deliberately choosing to assist with the most difficult cases I could find so that when I finally had my own practice, I'd be ready.

I am ready. I just need everyone else to figure that out, too.

Mrs. Patterson arrives at eight sharp with her overweight yellow Labrador, Duke. Duke has chronic skin allergies that flare up every spring, and Mrs. Patterson is convinced that the new brand of dog food she switched to is the problem.

"He wasn't scratching like this when Dr. Keller was treating him," she tells me while I examine Duke's ears and belly. She doesn't say it with malice. She says it the way most of Dr. Keller's longtime clients say it. Like a fact she's reporting.

"Dr. Keller was treating the symptoms, which is the right approach during a flare," I say evenly. "But I'd like to run an allergy panel this time. If we can identify the specific triggers, we can manage this more proactively instead of just reacting every spring."

Mrs. Patterson considers this. Duke thumps his tail against the exam table and tries to lick my hand. "How much does that cost?"

"I'll have Linda print you a breakdown of the options. You can take some time to think about it."

She nods slowly. "Dr. Keller never mentioned an allergy panel."

"It's a good tool. And Duke deserves to be comfortable."

Duke thumps his tail again, and Mrs. Patterson's expression softens the way people's expressions always soften when someone shows genuine concern for their animal. "Well. I suppose it can't hurt to look at the options."

That's a win. A small one, but it counts. I finish Duke's exam, prescribe a short course of medication for the current flare, and send them on their way.

The rest of the morning moves quickly. I vaccinate the Murrays' cat, who expresses her displeasure by trying to climb the exam room curtain. I take a phone call from Beth Arnold about the puppies and determine from her description that they likely need to come in today. She agrees to bring them after lunch.

At ten, Tom Gibson arrives with his horse. A big chestnut Quarter Horse with a noticeable limp in his left front. I examine the hoof and leg carefully, test the range of motion, and find an abscess developing in the sole.

"Caught it early," I tell Tom. "I'll drain it and pack it today. Keep him on soft ground for a week and I'll check him again."

Tom is one of the clients who accepted me early. He watched me work on one of his mares last spring and apparently decided on the spot that I knew what I was doing. He's told three other horse owners in the area to come see me. That kind of word-of-mouth referral is worth more than any advertisement I could buy.

By noon, I'm behind on paperwork and running on coffee and half a granola bar I found in my desk drawer. Linda brings me a sandwich from the deli two doors down and sets it on my desk without asking.

"You forgot to eat again," she says.

"I didn't forget. I just ran out of time."

"That's what Dr. Keller used to say, too. Right up until his wife started packing his lunches and dropping them off whether he wanted her to or not."

I take a bite of the sandwich. Turkey and Swiss with mustard. Linda knows my order. "Thanks, Linda."

"Eat the whole thing. You've got Beth Arnold at one and then two back-to-back appointments after that."

The afternoon is as busy as the morning. Beth Arnold's puppies have a minor infection that responds well to treatment. I see two more dogs, a cat with an ear infection, and close out the day with a call from a rancher outside town who wants me to look at a bull that's off his feed.

I schedule the bull for tomorrow morning and lock up the clinic at six-thirty.

The drive home takes less than five minutes. Copper Run is that kind of town. Everything is close. The grocery store and the post office. The diner and the feed store and the library. It's small enough that people know your name and big enough that you can still have a quiet evening alone if you want one.

Tonight, I want one. I heat up leftover chili on the stove and eat it standing at my kitchen counter while I look out the window at the fading daylight. My little rental house isn't much. Two bedrooms and one bathroom. A kitchen that could use updating and a front porch where I drink my coffee on mornings when I'm not rushing out before dawn to deliver calves.

But it's mine. Or at least it's mine for now, until I decide whether I want to buy something more permanent. That decision feels like it's still a few months away. I want to be sure that Copper Run is where I'm going to stay before I commit to a mortgage.

Six months in, I think it is. The practice is growing. The community is starting to feel familiar. I like the pace of life here. I like the work. I like knowing my clients by name and their animals by temperament.

I rinse my bowl and put it in the dishwasher. Then I sit down on my couch with a veterinary journal I've been meaning to read and open it to an article about equine colic prevention.

Three paragraphs in, I realize I'm not reading. I'm thinking about this morning. About the barn at Copper Run Ranch and the cow and the calf and Cole Weston's steady hands. About the way he crouched down to talk to his son. About the way he looked at me when he said I stayed longer than I had to.

He's a good-looking man. That's just a fact. And he's kind to his animals and patient with his children, which are two things I notice about people whether I mean to or not.

But he's a client. And I've been in Copper Run for six months. Long enough to start building a life here, but not so long that I can afford to complicate things. I need the Westons' business. Copper Run Ranch is one of the largest operations in the area, and their continued trust in me matters professionally.

So I'll stop thinking about the way Cole Weston said my name this morning. I'll stop thinking about his eyes and his quiet competence and his faint, almost invisible smile.

I close the journal and lean my head back against the couch cushion.

I should stop thinking about all of it.

But I don't.
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Tuesdays at the clinic are usually predictable. Morning appointments and a lunch break if I'm lucky. Afternoon appointments and then paperwork until I lock up. Today is a Tuesday, and it started out following the usual pattern. Mrs. Greene brought in her elderly beagle for a checkup. Joe Simpson's daughter carried in a hamster that had stopped eating. I spent twenty minutes on the phone with a cattle rancher two counties over who wanted a second opinion on a feed supplement his regular vet had recommended.

Normal Tuesday stuff.

By two o'clock, I'm sitting in my office updating patient records while Linda handles the front desk. The clinic is quiet. My next appointment isn't until three-thirty, and I'm using the downtime to catch up on charting I've been putting off all week.

The front door chimes, and I hear Linda greet someone. A moment later, she appears in my office doorway.

"Dr. Keller is here."

I push back from my desk. "Send him in."

Dr. Raymond Keller walks into my office the way he always does. Slowly and comfortably. He spent so many years in this building that his feet still know where everything is. He's in his seventies now, with white hair and wire-rimmed glasses and an easy, relaxed posture. He has nothing left to prove. He retired six months ago when he sold me this practice, but he still stops by every couple of weeks.

I don't mind. Some new practice owners might feel like their predecessor was checking up on them, but Dr. Keller isn't like that. He sold me his practice and he meant it. When he visits, it's because he spent thirty-plus years caring about this clinic and the people and animals it serves, and old habits are hard to break.

"Hannah." He settles into the chair across from my desk. "How are things?"

"Busy. Which is good."

"It's always good." He adjusts his glasses. "I ran into Tom Gibson at the hardware store this morning. He told me you found an abscess in his Quarter Horse that he didn't even know was there yet."

"It was developing. Another few days and it would have been obvious."

"Tom was impressed. He said you were thorough."

I appreciate that more than I let show. Tom Gibson is well-connected in the local horse community. His opinion carries weight. "He's been good to work with. A lot of your clients have been."

"Most of them," Dr. Keller says, and there's a knowing look behind his glasses.

"Most of them," I agree.

He leans back in the chair. "I won't pretend everyone was thrilled when I sold the practice to someone from outside the area. A few of the old-timers had opinions about it."

"I've heard some of those opinions."

"I'm sure you have. Don't let them get under your skin. You know what you're doing and so do I. That's why I sold to you."

"I know."

"The ones who are still hesitating aren't questioning your ability, Hannah. They're mourning the fact that their old vet retired. It's not personal."

I nod. He's right, and I know that too. Change is hard in a small community. These ranchers and pet owners trusted Dr. Keller with their animals for decades. Building that same level of trust with me is going to take time, and that's fair. I'd feel the same way if someone new suddenly took over the care of an animal I loved.

"Give it another six months," Dr. Keller says. "By then, half of them won't remember what my name was."

I laugh. "I doubt that."

"Well. Maybe not quite that fast." He smiles. "But you're doing good work. I hear it from people. Keep doing what you're doing."

We talk for another few minutes about a complicated case I'm working on. A dairy cow with a recurring mastitis problem that isn't responding well to standard treatment. Dr. Keller listens and offers a suggestion based on a similar case he handled years ago. It's a good suggestion. One I'll try.

He leaves around two-thirty, and I'm back to my paperwork when the front door chimes again. I hear Linda's voice followed by a man's voice that I recognize immediately, and then a child's voice that's high and urgent.

I'm out of my chair before Linda can come find me.

Cole Weston is standing in my waiting room holding a small bundle wrapped in a towel. His son Brody is beside him, and the look on Brody's face stops me in my tracks. The boy is scared. Really scared. His eyes are red and his chin is trembling.

"What happened?" I ask, already moving toward them.

Cole shifts the towel in his arms. "Brody found a kitten in the barn this morning. One of the ranch cats had a litter a few weeks back, and this one must have gotten separated. Something got to it. Looks like a bite wound on the back leg."

"Bring it back here." I lead them to the exam room and Cole sets the bundle on the table. He unwraps the towel carefully, and I get my first look at the kitten.

It's small. Maybe five or six weeks old. Mostly black with white paws and a white patch on its chest. The back right leg has a puncture wound that's swollen and angry-looking. The kitten is shaking, but it doesn't try to scratch or bite when I touch it. That tells me it's either in shock or too weak to fight back.

"Let me take a look," I say to Brody. He's standing as close to the exam table as he can get, his hands gripping the edge. "I need to examine the leg, so I'm going to be very gentle, but the kitten might make some noise. That doesn't mean I'm hurting it, okay? It just means it's scared."

Brody nods. His eyes don't leave the kitten.

I start my examination. The wound is a puncture, probably from a larger animal. Maybe a dog or a coyote. The tissue around it is inflamed and there's some discharge, which means infection has already set in. The kitten is dehydrated and underweight, but its heartbeat is strong and its eyes are clear.

"The leg isn't broken," I tell Cole while I work. "That's the good news. The bite wound is infected, but I can clean it out and start antibiotics. With some care, this kitten should heal up fine."

"She's going to be okay?" Brody's voice cracks on the last word.

"I think so. She's tough." I look at Brody. "Do you want to know what I'm doing while I work? That way you'll understand what's happening."

He nods again, and I can see the tension in his small body ease just slightly. Not a lot. But enough.

I narrate my way through the treatment. I clean the wound and explain that the disinfectant might sting a little, which is why the kitten flinches. I show Brody the syringe before I give the antibiotic injection and explain that it's medicine to fight the infection. I check the kitten's ears and eyes and teeth and explain what I'm looking for with each step.

Brody watches everything with total concentration. He asks questions that are surprisingly good for a seven-year-old. How does the medicine know where to go in the kitten's body? Will the fur grow back where the wound is? Does the kitten know that we're trying to help?

Cole stands a few steps
























































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE COPPER RU*IV\I RANCH SERIES

A WESTERN ROMANCE NOVEL

HATTIE WILDER






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





