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To everyone who’s taken a risk on a second chance — in love, in life, and in the arena.

About the Author

Cash Colburn writes heartfelt western romances filled with rodeo risk, second chances, and the pull of home. When not writing, he’s training horses, watching rodeo, and dreaming up the next cowboy love story.
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Chapter 1: Shattered Trust
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The motel room door in Cheyenne wasn’t even locked. Beck Stone pushed it open with the heel of his boot, the cheap hinges squeaking like a busted gate, and the world he thought he knew shattered in one ugly second.

Sierra was tangled up in the sheets with some stock contractor’s son — a kid barely old enough to buy a beer, bare-assed and fumbling for his jeans the second the door hit the wall. The air reeked of cheap whiskey, sweat, and the cloying vanilla perfume Sierra always wore on the road. Beck’s duffel bag slipped from his fingers and hit the carpet with a dull thud.

“Beck—” Sierra’s voice cracked as she clutched the sheet to her chest, mascara already streaking. “It’s not— God, baby, it’s not what it looks like.”

He stood there in the doorway, the neon sign from the motel buzzing red through the thin curtains, and felt eight seconds of pure rage clock in his chest like the worst buckoff of his life. The kind where the bull wins and you taste dirt and blood.

“You got about ten seconds to get him out of here,” Beck said, voice low and flat, the same tone he used when a bull was staring him down in the chute. No yelling. Not yet. Just cold, bone-deep finality.

The kid didn’t need telling twice. He snatched his shirt and boots and bolted past Beck like the hounds of hell were after him, nearly tripping over the threshold. The door slammed behind him, leaving nothing but the hum of the air conditioner and Sierra’s ragged breathing.

She scrambled off the bed, sheet wrapped around her like a shroud, and reached for him. “Beckett, please. I was drunk. We were celebrating your ride and things just... it was one stupid mistake. I swear to God it was only this once.”

He stepped back, her fingers brushing empty air. The room felt too small, the walls closing in like the metal panels of a bucking chute. “One mistake?” His laugh came out bitter. “I drove four hours straight after the event in Casper because you said you missed me. Found you riding some punk while my name was still on the damn door.”

Tears spilled down her cheeks. She was beautiful even like this — dark hair wild, eyes wide and pleading. The same woman who’d followed him from one dusty arena to the next for two years. The one he’d started thinking about rings and settling down with once the buckle chase slowed. “I love you. You know I do. This life... it’s hard on the road. Lonely. I got weak for one night and I hate myself for it. But don’t throw us away over one mistake. Please, Beck. I can’t live without you.”

She moved closer, reaching again, her hand landing on his chest where his heart hammered like a war drum. “Remember last month in Fort Worth? You said I was your forever. We talked about buying that little piece of land outside Amarillo when you’re done riding. We can still have that. I’ll make it right. I’ll do whatever it takes — counseling, staying home more, anything. Just don’t walk away from me.”

Beck’s jaw tightened until it ached. Part of him — the stupid, loyal part that had loved her through bad wrecks and long hauls and nights when the pain from old injuries kept him up — wanted to believe her. Wanted to pull her in and pretend this was just another wreck they could walk away from.

But the image of her with that kid was burned behind his eyes. The trust was gone, snapped clean like a flank strap breaking mid-ride.

“I still care about you, Sierra,” he said quietly, the words scraping out. “But caring ain’t enough when the trust is shot to hell. We’re done.”

“No.” Her voice rose, desperate now. She grabbed his shirt with both fists, tears soaking the fabric. “You can’t mean that. We’ve been through too much. I’ll fight for us. I’ll call you every day, show up wherever you are, prove it. You’re the love of my life, Beckett Stone. Don’t do this.”

He gently pried her hands off him, the touch almost gentle despite the storm in his chest. “Go home, Sierra. Or wherever the hell you want. Just not with me.”

Beck turned and walked out before she could say anything else. The door clicked shut behind him, cutting off her sobs like a knife. Outside, the parking lot smelled of diesel and summer dust. A few rigs were still idling, cowboys loading up for the next stop. He climbed into his truck, hands shaking on the wheel, and didn’t look back.

Eight seconds. That’s all it took for a bull to end a ride. Apparently that’s all it took to end everything else too.
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