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            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            The Wrath Of Khan

          

        

      

    

    
      Jenna Wilkes may have promised to do no harm, but she was going to have to kill whoever was making that horrific racket.

      She’d spent over twelve hours talking Bertha through labor, and more than a few of those hours had been with her hand in the cow’s insides.

      There were only a couple more hours before she had her first appointment at her clinic and she needed to spend those hours horizontal.

      Alone and asleep.

      She’d been nothing but alone for a long time.

      Even Bertha had her Bill. Although Bill the Bull was a bit of a player with the entire herd at Jeannie Prescott’s farm.

      The banging continued, and then a male voice shouted.

      Not a voice Jenna recognized.

      Maybe someone had an animal emergency.

      Jenna sighed and shoved off the blanket, then grabbed her jeans from the chair where she’d dropped them. She hadn’t bothered changing her t-shirt when she’d collapsed onto the bed, and she wasn’t worrying about it now.

      A shriek from Dragon had Jenna shoving her feet into her boots, unlocking her room and relocking it before flying into the barn proper.

      Nothing seemed amiss in the barn area or the clinic, so Jenna unlocked the outer door and blinked into the sunshine.

      Zilla was butting her horns into the rails of the corral. Jenna turned to find Dragon and stopped so quickly she could have been frozen in carbonite like Han Solo.

      An alpaca stood in front of Jenna. Right in front of her. Its reddish-brown curly hair made it look more like a stuffed animal than a real creature. They locked eyes, and Jenna realized she’d treated a lot of animals in her years as a vet.

      But not an alpaca.

      Dragon’s shriek had her looking past the alpaca for the Canada goose.

      And that’s when her sleep-deprived brain realized that her alpaca friend wasn’t alone.

      They were everywhere. Brown, black, white, and multi-colored five-foot fuzzballs all over her property.

      Maybe she’d been transported into an alternate dimension while she’d slept for those twenty whole minutes.

      Dragon flapped her wings and shrieked at all the legs surrounding them.

      None of the alpacas appeared to be bothered by the noise or the chaos.

      Then a noise like a Wookie who’d breathed in helium split the air, making Jenna jump.

      The alpacas near her were humming and the Wookie noise didn’t appear to scare them at all.

      Hooves thundered, and the bleating continued.

      Jenna turned to see if Zilla was reacting to the noise and watched as the ancient goat leapt over the fence to join in the fray.

      Jenna hurried toward the goat, not sure what she’d do once she got there. Zilla never listened to her, but she didn’t want the old girl to get hurt or for her to hurt any of the alpacas.

      Why was she surrounded by alpacas?

      She’d figure that out once she saved them from a cranky animal half their size.

      Of course, Dragon flapped along behind, honking at the alpacas who refused to get out of her way.

      The Wookie noise sounded again, and Zilla reared up on her feet and added her own shriek to the cacophony.

      As Jenna ducked around a fuzzy black and white alpaca, she spotted the Wookie.

      Well, the llama.

      The not-impressed-with-the-world llama bearing right down on Zilla.

      Jenna broke into a run, adding her own shout to the mix.

      Of course, the goat ignored her and ran straight at the llama.

      Jenna raced towards them, calling for the goat to stand down. But Zilla lowered her horns and raced right at the llama.

      “Khan!”

      Jenna didn’t slow down at the sound of the male voice yelling.

      Ears back, the llama shrieked and aimed a huge wad of spit at Zilla. The goat didn’t care.

      At the last second, the llama avoided the goat and then they turned and eyed each other warily.

      Huffing like a steam engine, Jenna put herself between them and kept an eye on both. Holding up a hand at each, she drew in deep breaths. She wanted her calm voice, but couldn’t even get a full breath.

      “Easy, Khan. Nothing to be afraid of.”

      Jenna whirled to find a full-blown cowboy coming up behind her. Hat. Boots. Jeans and denim shirt.

      Soft brown skin and a face that would be stunning when he smiled. Which he definitely wasn’t. Even with the scowl, he was gorgeous.

      Parts of Jenna that hadn’t reacted to a man in a very long time, maybe ever, reacted to this man.

      Had to be the lack of sleep.

      Jenna checked to find Zilla side-eyeing the llama. And circling. Dragon flew over to land at Jenna’s feet and watch the proceedings.

      With the goat and llama quiet, Jenna’s heart rate slowed and all the questions that needed answers swirled back to the forefront.

      Before she had a chance to ask any of them, the man turned those gorgeous, deep eyes to hers.

      “What the hell are you doing on my land?”

      His eyes remained flat as he barked out the question. As if he was used to everyone answering immediately with a Sir, yes sir at the end.

      Jenna returned the flat stare but pasted a fake smile on her face. “This is my land.”

      “The hell it is. I bought it and have the papers to prove it.”

      “Impossible. This land has been mine for the past six years.”

      The man shook his head at her. “I’ve bought the land, and it’s easy to prove. If you’ve been squatting on it, you’ll have to move.”

      Horrid memories of her childhood flared. She had been a squatter at different times of her life. This wasn’t one of them.

      The threat to her home and the only stability she’d ever known made her want to shake and cower. Instead, she straightened her spine and kept her emotions inside.

      She owned her barn and her land. She’d scraped for years for it and would continue to scrape for a few more decades, but it was hers. Legally.

      It would be easy enough to prove with her own paperwork, but she figured backup wouldn’t hurt. And backup in the form of the police would be advisable. The man might be pinup worthy, but he wasn’t getting her land.

      “I’m going to call the police chief. Don’t hurt my animals.”

      She knew he wouldn’t. He’d been gentle with the angry llama, and his touch obviously soothed the animal. But Jenna wasn’t above swapping insult for insult.

      Another leftover from childhood she wasn’t proud of.

      She’d taken three steps when the man spoke again. This time, his voice was soft and not directed at her.

      “Goatzilla? Is that you? Is it really you?”

      Jenna turned to find the cranky old goat nuzzling the man’s outstretched hand.

      The goat who didn’t listen to a word Jenna said. The goat who’d escaped from every pen in history. The goat who’d eaten half her wardrobe.

      The cantankerous old ninny was acting like a besotted teenager primping for the quarterback.

      Maybe if Jenna went back to bed, she’d wake up in her normal world.

      Meeting her eyes while continuing to pat the goat, the man studied her. “Why do you have Goatzilla?”

      “That is none of your business.”

      But she worried as she headed inside the barn for her phone.

      If he knew the goat, he had a connection to not only Bloo Moose, but to the land she owned.

      Hoping she wasn’t about to lose everything again, Jenna grabbed her phone and called the police, hoping this was a problem they could solve.
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        * * *

      

      Noah Washington watched the woman stride through the alpacas and into the barn.

      His barn.

      He’d bought the land back.

      Suzanne and William might be gone, but he’d fulfilled his promise. The land wasn’t going to belong to strangers.

      Not even a sexy, rumpled stranger who might be angry, but who wasn’t the least bit scared of a herd of alpacas and a pissed-off llama.

      Of course, if she’d been living near Goatzilla for any length of time, she’d be used to almost anything.

      Noah stroked the goat absently as it chewed on the grass. Why was the woman on his land?

      She didn’t look like she was homeless. He’d guess she’d popped out of bed, except the only house nearby was the farmhouse across the field. Also his.

      And he would have seen her arrive.

      She must have been in the barn.

      Squatting.

      He wondered if she was actually going to call the police chief. Seemed odd when she was in the wrong. Maybe she was leaving and her comment was only to save face.

      That would be the best all around.

      But he didn’t see a vehicle other than the ancient truck parked off to the side of the lot, and the farm was a couple of miles from anything.

      Putting the woman out of his mind for the moment, Noah turned to look around the land.

      His land.

      It had been a dozen years since he’d lived with William and Suzanne, but the memories were vivid. Probably because the couple had brought color to a gloomy childhood.

      He hadn’t known his own parents, had been passed from foster home to foster home. Nothing terrible had happened. He’d been luckier than many. But nothing had been home.

      Not until William and Suzanne, a couple well past their child-bearing years, had taken him in and taught him all the important things in life.

      Love. Laughter. Duty. Responsibility. Courage.

      Damn, he missed them.

      Being on their land would be a connection. A connection he sorely needed. Being an Army Ranger was a lonely job.

      One that ate at your soul.

      The alpacas would be better.

      He knew William and Suzanne would have loved them.

      They might have even loved Khan. And they definitely would have approved of the name.

      Which made him smile. Not something he was accustomed to lately.

      Vermont was going to be good for him. Bloo Moose was the only place he’d ever felt was home. And his adoptive parents would be thrilled he was back.

      Like the photos the realtor had sent him, the fences looked intact. He’d been comfortable letting the alpacas out of the trailers to roam on their own.

      Inspecting the fences would be the afternoon’s task. Double checking information was second nature. If the animals hadn’t needed to be shipped a day early, he would have finished the task before their arrival.

      As it was, he’d driven in at the same time as the semi, which was now gone.

      “The police chief is on his way.”

      Noah turned to find the woman standing about three yards away. Her posture showed nerves, but determination as well. After years in law enforcement, Noah could read body language as well as anyone.

      This woman wasn’t a deliberate squatter. She believed she owned the land.

      She didn’t appear delusional.

      She’d tamed her dark hair into a ponytail and changed her Yoda t-shirt for one showing a moose dressed as Leia brandishing a lightsaber. A Star Wars fan, but not delusional.

      At least Noah had the paperwork in his emails to prove he owned the land. He’d been moving from Texas, so the actual paperwork was still in the realtor’s office.

      He could call him if necessary, but the police chief should be able to sort it out.

      The woman stood right next to Troi and didn’t show any worries at being within a foot of an alpaca. Most people thought they were going to spit at them, even though alpacas didn’t spit.

      She didn’t seem worried at all.

      “How do you know Zilla?”

      He liked that she’d shortened the name of the old goat, but she would always be Goatzilla to him.

      “I lived here for a few years when I was a teen. I’m surprised she remembered me.” He laughed a bit. “Actually, I’m surprised she’s still alive.”

      The woman nodded. “She’s almost eighteen, ancient for a goat. But when she heard your llama calling, she jumped over her fence like she was a kid.”

      They turned to look at the goat, now curled up on the ground, looking every minute of her eighteen years.

      “I’m Noah. Noah Washington.”

      The woman hesitated, but nodded. “I’m Jenna Wilkes.”

      Conversation lagged. He wanted to demand her reasons for claiming his land. He wanted to kick her off and settle in with his herd.

      Conversely, he wanted to haul her into his arms, kiss the hell out of her, and protect her from whatever had put those shadows in her eyes.

      The sound of tires on gravel broke the awkward silence. Jenna turned and walked away, leaving him to follow. Most of the alpacas had wandered around the large fenced-in area, grazing and socializing.

      A police cruiser pulled in beside Noah’s truck. Two men got out, one in uniform and one in casual dress clothes.

      “Hey Jenna. And you’re Noah Washington?”

      Noah nodded, wondering how the officer had known. He hadn’t shared his name with Jenna until a few moments before.

      The officer came over and offered his hand, which Noah shook. “Hi. I’m Chief Dave Belanger. Call me Dave. Welcome to Bloo Moose.”

      Jenna’s mouth dropped open. “Seriously? He’s threatening to kick me off my land and you say Welcome?”

      The chief turned to her and smiled. “Relax, Jenna. It’s a misunderstanding is all.”

      Misunderstanding? Not hardly. “I bought the land. I’ve got documents to prove it.”

      The chief nodded. “Figured as much. That’s why I brought Kurt along.”

      The other man smiled and offered his hand. “Hi Noah. Kurt Donaldson, the realtor you’ve been working with.”

      Noah nodded and shook his hand, but didn’t bother replying. Bad news was coming, and he was too busy shoring up his reserves to waste the energy on words.

      Kurt turned to Jenna.

      Jenna pasted on a small fake smile. It didn’t reach her eyes, and Noah was sure it covered fear.

      Had she been squatting, after all?

      No. He wasn’t that off. But she was living in the barn. Which she believed she owned.

      Why was she living in a barn?

      Kurt smiled a placating businessman’s smile. At least it wasn’t a smarmy salesman smile.

      “This is easy to clear up. Noah, you bought the forty-nine acres that were for sale.”

      Noah nodded.

      “Those forty-nine acres surround this one acre that Jenna owns.”

      “What?” He and Jenna spoke at the same time and exchanged wary looks.

      “And where does the barn sit?”

      “On Jenna’s acre.”

      Noah’s stomach dropped. The barn was the heart of any farm. He needed it. Wanted it.

      He had a ton of good memories of working in the barn. While Suzanne and William had owned a couple of horses, the farm had been a vegetable farm in his time. A lot of work for an elderly couple and a kid who didn’t have a clue.

      But they’d made it work.

      Until Suzanne had got sick and the bill had piled up. Noah had joined the army to earn money. He’d sent back every cent he hadn’t needed.

      But it hadn’t been enough.

      He needed their whole farm. Had promised them he’d keep it for them.

      “I’ll buy it from you.”

      Jenna looked shocked, but she plastered on another fake smile and shook her head. “No. I’m sorry.”

      Noah glared at Kurt. “Why wasn’t it clear I wasn’t getting the barn? I thought I was getting the entire property.”

      Kurt handed over a large envelope. “The property lines were drawn on the map. I assumed you knew.”

      But he hadn’t. Hadn’t thought to check. Had assumed.

      And he knew what they said about assumptions.

      Gritting his teeth, Noah nodded at everyone and walked to his truck. He was careful not to storm off. No way was he giving that much away.

      He drove to the farmhouse. At least he owned that.

      Now he needed a plan to get back the rest.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 2

          

          
            Discovery

          

        

      

    

    
      If Jenna had to explain the difference between llamas and alpacas one more time, she was going to scream.

      Everyone who’d come for an appointment had, of course, wanted to discuss her new neighbors. Word had spread, and Bloo Moose being Bloo Moose, Jenna’s day had been full.

      Her final appointment of the day was Lil LaChance with Thor.

      The dog almost outweighed his companion. Jenna had worked with a lot of dogs, but she had no idea what combination of breeds had combined over the generations to create Thor.

      Great Dane, for sure, because his head was enormous.

      Maybe husky or lab. Or Saint Bernard.

      Sasquatch?

      The beast was good-natured, but lazier than a sloth with a cold.

      Unless someone he loved was in danger.

      Apparently, he acted like an avenger in that case. Jenna had a hard time believing it.

      The dog slumped to the ground and laid his head on his paws while most of his body straddled the threshold between the barn and the outdoors.

      Lil patted his head. “Come on, Thor. It’s not that bad and you know it. You’re being a wimp.”

      Jenna came out of the office. “You want me to use the magic?”

      Lil stood up and leaned against the door frame. “What I really want is for him to listen to me like he listens to Max. And my brothers. And you.”

      Jenna laughed. “He knows you’ve got a soft spot for him and he’s not above taking advantage of it.”

      Lil sighed. “You’re right. But he’s earned that soft spot. Let me try one more time.”

      Lil knelt down and looked the dog in the eye. “Come on, buddy. Don’t make me look bad in front of the vet. She might think I’m not good enough for you. And then where would we be?”

      Thor stared back at her and huffed out a huge sigh, then lumbered to his feet and shuffled into the clinic part of the barn.

      Lil did a shimmy dance behind him but froze when Thor turned his head. “No, buddy, I am absolutely not gloating. Good job.”

      When Thor made it to the examination room, Lil plopped down on a chair. “So, tell me about the hottie.”

      Jenna’s eyebrows raised as she started her exam of the dog. “You don’t want to know the difference between alpacas and llamas?”

      “Alpacas are sweet. Llamas are evil. That’s all I need to know. Hottie report.”

      Jenna laughed. “And what would Max think about you wanting the hottie report?”

      Lil grinned. “He’d roll his eyes and prove to me why I never want or need another hottie in my life. But that doesn’t mean I don’t want the report.”

      “Not much to tell.” But Jenna kept her face averted. The man was a definite hottie.

      “Don’t believe you.”

      Jenna laughed again. Something she didn’t do a lot outside of Thor’s appointments. Life was busy and making her dream come true was serious and expensive business.

      “Apparently, he bought the farmland, assuming he had all the land. He didn’t know about my acre being mine.”

      “Kurt said he stormed off to brood.”

      Possibly. “Don’t know about that, but the news clearly shook him up.”

      “Do alpacas need a barn?”

      Lil hit right on the thought that had been worrying Jenna all day. “I don’t know much about alpacas, but here in Vermont, they’ll definitely need a barn for shelter in the winter. For the rest of the year, they could probably get by with lean-tos or some other kind of windbreak.”

      “Which he doesn’t have. Those poor alpacas. What’s he going to do?”

      “I don’t know.”

      “I guess he’ll have to build his own or buy another property that already has one.”

      And that’s what worried Jenna. Both were expensive options. If he didn’t have the money for either, the animals were going to suffer.

      She tried to tell herself it wasn’t her problem, but all animals were her problem. She couldn’t stand around and see them suffer.

      Lil broke into her thoughts. “Dragon didn’t try to scare me off when we arrived. She seems preoccupied with the alpacas.”

      Jenna had fixed Dragon’s wing a couple of years before and housed her over the winter. Since then, the goose had refused to leave, and she constantly tried to protect Jenna from unwanted visitors. Or who she thought were unwanted visitors. Anyone approaching Jenna was fair game.

      She tolerated Zilla, but no one else.

      Until now. The alpacas seemed to intrigue her.

      “She’s not a fan of the llama but she seems to like the alpacas.”

      “Weird.”

      Jenna nodded as she prepared the shot for Thor. His big eyes followed her every move, and his head dropped as she approached. “It’s going in the skin, big guy. I promise it doesn’t hurt.”

      Thor leaned into Lil’s knees, nearly knocking her off the chair. Lil wrapped her arms around his massive head and whispered. “You’re such a brave boy. You can do it.”

      Thor whined a little as the needle slipped in and then stared back at Jenna, making sure she was done.

      She cleaned up and reached for the cupboard where she stored the magic treats. Homemade treats that she used after appointments. No one else had the recipe, and she hadn’t met a single dog—or goat—who didn’t love them.

      When her hand touched the handle of the cupboard, Thor leapt to his feet and stood straight and tall.

      “Well, aren’t you a smart boy? You’ve only been here twice and you know the drill.”

      Lil laughed. “If I had control of those treats, he’d do anything I asked.”

      “The magic would wear off if you used them too often.”

      Jenna grabbed one of the largest treats and turned back to Thor, who was tracking her hand.

      “Sit.”

      Thor sat with military precision.

      “Shake.”

      Thor held up his paw and carefully shook it with Jenna’s hand.

      “Good boy.” Then she tossed the treat into the air.

      Thor reared up on his hind legs, his head higher than Jenna’s and snatched the snack before landing light as a feather.

      “Show off.” Lil laughed.

      Jenna followed the pair outside to Lil’s tiny car. It was always fun to watch Thor fold himself inside.

      “Hottie sighting.”

      Sure enough, Noah was working on a section of fencing while three of the alpacas watched him. The rest of the animals wandered about the land.

      Lil sighed. “I wish I’d brought my camera. I’d love to capture that image right there. The sun is perfect, and he fulfills every cowboy fantasy ever.”

      Jenna stared at her photographer friend. “You have a cowboy fantasy?”

      Lil grinned. “Doesn’t every girl? I think I’m going to order Max a cowboy hat. And some boots.” Lil watched for a few more minutes and sighed. “You don’t have a Max but you could fulfill your very own cowboy fantasy with that one.”

      Did Jenna have a cowboy fantasy?

      Of course she did. There was something about a strong man with a hint of swagger and a twinkle in his eye, wearing a cowboy hat.

      Tipping that hat with a wink.

      Worn denim wrapped around strong thighs and a sexy butt.

      Noah stood and wiped his hands on his jeans. He turned to the alpacas and seemed to speak to them. They followed him to the next fence post, and both women sighed. Then laughed.

      Jenna rubbed her hands over her face. “That twenty minutes of sleep last night is catching up with me.”

      “Oh no. Animal emergency? You should have cancelled today. Things could have waited while you slept.”

      Jenna looked back to Noah. “A herd of alpacas doesn’t arrive quietly, but I’m betting I won’t hear a thing tonight.”

      “No kidding. You want me to call Antonia and have her send out some lasagna so you don’t have to cook?”

      Max’s parents owned Fortini’s, the best restaurant in Bloo Moose. Potentially the best Italian restaurant anywhere. Antonia was a queen in the kitchen.

      But Jenna was saving every penny.

      “Thanks, but I’m good.”

      “Okay. We’ll get out of your hair so you can catch some sleep. Or watch some more cowboy action. Both would be good for you.”

      And then they were gone.

      Jenna turned back to the barn. She’d make herself a peanut butter sandwich and pretend it was lasagna.

      But maybe she’d eat it outside.
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        * * *

      

      Noah let his problems simmer in his head while he checked out his fence. It was old, but in good shape, although there were a few spots that required more wiring patches.

      More money.

      As if he hadn’t spent every last dime buying this place for William and Suzanne.

      Trying to fulfill a promise.

      But he was one acre short.

      One important acre.

      How was he going to scrape up the money to build a barn? It was June and the alpaca herd was used to being outdoors at night, but winters in Vermont were never far away. And he wouldn’t put any of his animals at risk.

      Even if it meant selling them.

      The trio that had been following him all day started humming again. Something they did when they were calm.

      The move hadn’t been too stressful, at least.

      The farm he’d bought them from was about a seven-hour drive, but any move could be hard on the animals.

      As the grand dame of the group, the others had looked to Janeway for assurance. And the pretty brown alpaca had approved of the land almost immediately.

      Khan had patrolled the fenced area for a while before settling down to protect his herd. He’d wandered throughout the group and, as simple as that, everyone had settled.

      At least the animals had.

      Noah had driven up to the farmhouse, but after the disappointment of losing his barn, he hadn’t been able to face the house.

      What if the interior was trashed?

      What if someone had ruined the hardwood floors Suzanne had restored?

      Or smashed out the warm kitchen to put in something cold and modern?

      What if all the good memories he’d stored up were gone?

      Noah shook his head at himself.

      He’d spent twelve years in the army. Eight of them as a Ranger.

      He wasn’t a sentimental man. He was one who’d seen the seedier parts of life and taken care of them.

      Now, he wanted to live out the dream for his adoptive parents. His parents. Even though he hadn’t met them until he was a disinterested twelve-year-old, Suzanne and William were his parents.

      He wished they could know he’d bought the farm. That he’d made their wish come true.

      That twelve-year-old boy wouldn’t have thought he’d had it in him to make anyone’s wish come true.

      But he knew better now. He’d find a way to make it work. He’d get a safe structure for his animals.

      He would live long and prosper, just as William had taught him.

      Of course, his Star Trek quote brought to mind the Star Wars t-shirts Jenna had worn.

      Jenna who was not a squatter.

      Jenna who had vehicles in and out of her property all day long. The woman had more visitors than Risa, the pleasure planet in the Trek universe.

      As if laughing at his Star Trek reference, Troi butted Noah’s hand as he walked by. Over the week he’d stayed at the farm to get to know the animals, Noah had been shocked the previous owners hadn’t named them.

      Now Khan protected his herd of Star Trek alpacas. William would have definitely approved.

      Noah had reached the end of the fence along the main road, and he stood to survey the land.

      The six acres around the farmhouse had always been fenced in. The rest of the acreage was forest with trails and streams. Why couldn’t Jenna use one of those acres?

      He’d offer her an exchange. He’d give her ten acres if it would help. Then he could have the barn.

      Before he could think better of it, Noah headed toward the barn. There were no other cars except the ancient truck parked off to the side.

      He was a couple dozen yards from the place when a Canada goose tried to kill him.

      The bird swooped out of nowhere, flapping its wings and honking like its life depended on it.

      His years as a Ranger stood him well. He didn’t cower, didn’t run, didn’t yell.

      But it was a near thing.

      Holding one hand on his hat to keep it in place, Noah held the other arm in front of his face. That beak could do some damage.

      “Dragon. Settle down. Stop it, Dragon, he’s not going to hurt you.”

      The bird flew around his head a few times, too close for Noah’s comfort, while Jenna called at it to calm down.

      Finally, the goose honked once loudly in his face and flew off to settle at Jenna’s feet.

      Noah took in a deep breath to settle his heart rate before he spoke. “Dragon is a good name. Guard goose?”

      Jenna’s smile looked more genuine than any he’d seen so far.

      “She thinks she is.”

      “Can’t say I’ve seen too many pet geese before.”

      She shrugged. “A few years ago, I found her with a broken wing. Once she was fixed up, she spent the winter with me healing and has refused to leave ever since.”

      “She doesn’t miss her flock?”

      “They stop by twice a year on their migration path. I always think she might go, but she hasn’t yet.”

      They stood in awkward silence as the goose waddled around Jenna. When she realized Noah wasn’t about to attack, she sat to preen her feathers.

      “I’m wondering if we can come to some sort of compromise.”

      Jenna frowned. “Compromise?”

      Noah nodded. “I need the barn. I’m hoping you’d take an exchange of another part of the land.”

      Her frown deepened. “No.”

      “Do you need the barn? For a goose and an old goat?”

      Jenna’s eyebrows winged up. “I need the barn. It’s my business.”

      Noah looked at the barn again. No sign. He looked to the road. He hadn’t seen any signs on his way in, but he hadn’t been looking for any either.

      Maybe he could entice her to move her business.

      “What business are you in?” He’d only seen one vehicle at a time throughout the day
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