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      “Hey, guys!”

      Michael glanced up from where he was brushing Rhiannon’s hair, getting her ready for her set. She wasn’t feeling well, not at all, but they needed this gig. They needed the money to baby the little van from Albuquerque to Aspen.

      His mom had an extra room, a place to hang out for a month, grab a temporary job and save up for a new amp. Something better than this conversion van with bad tires and constant stops at every McDonald’s.

      “Are you listening, Michael?” Simon was stamping his foot and shaking the van, that little flare of temper making him grin. “The demo went wild. I mean, wild. You know, the one you shot last week. Everyone loves it!”

      Michael grinned, kissing Rhi’s temple. “See? It wasn’t that dumb of an idea.”

      “When do you leave?” Rhiannon asked, and Michael blinked, unsure how he’d lost the train of thought.

      Wait. “What?”

      “His shit is packed. I noticed when we came in.” Rhi’s face was carefully neutral, still. “When are you leaving the tour?”

      “Leaving the tour? You’re the headliner.” If you could call the guy who sang second in whatever bar they were playing a headliner. It was still a tour.

      “I have to be in LA tonight. I have a meeting. Like, a real meeting with producers.” At least Simon seemed sad to be leaving them.

      Because no matter what had happened in the dark between the three of them, he and Rhi were a them. Rhi wouldn’t go with Simon.

      There was no way they both could go. They didn’t know if they had enough gas to get to Colorado.

      “I love you two. I do, but⁠—”

      Rhi shrugged one shoulder, the motion smooth and easy. “But we’re not ever going to be stars. I hope you make it big, man. I hope you kill it out there.”

      Michael sat on his butt, his tongue like a dead thing in his mouth. He was… Simon was…

      “Yeah. I mean, we all knew this was fun, but…”

      Michael hadn’t known it was fun. He hadn’t guessed that it was fun. It had felt a hell of a lot bigger than fun.

      “Good luck, Simon. We’ll see you.”

      Simon nodded and offered Michael a glance. “I’ll call. We can plan a-a-a thing.”

      Rhiannon’s chuckle was a little bitter, which was weird, because they’d played together a lot, but… “Goodbye, gorgeous. We’ll see you around.”

      “You will. I swear.” Simon leaned toward Rhi as if to kiss her, but she leaned back, and Simon jerked as if stung. “Goodbye, guys.”

      Then that was it. The man they’d been having a love affair with for almost four months disappeared like smoke.

      “Don’t worry,” Rhi said, “we’ll be okay.”

      Michael’s head moved jerkily, like he couldn’t quite control it. “We will.”

      It wasn’t until a couple of hours later, when Michael was in the middle of a cover of “Amarillo by Morning” that he realized Simon hadn’t even tried to kiss him goodbye.
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      Ford Nixel loved his life. He really did. But why, oh why, did they decide weddings were their bread and butter? Why not corporate meetings or billionaire birthday parties?

      Of course, there were only so many billionaires who would go to a gay-friendly dude ranch for their birthdays.

      “Tell me again why Mason isn’t here going over menus with you? I mean, for fuck’s sake, there are two of them,” Ford asked his chef, Geoff. They’d both changed. Again.

      “Because Mason is in Dallas dealing with a Wright function and he won’t be back for another week?”

      Oh, right. Dammit.

      Their favorite wedding planner was a busy man.

      “Well, what do we do about the influx of vegan guests? Tofurkey?” Ford teased.

      “You let me handle that, man. Vegan is a specialty of mine. What about security? That Simon fella is popular as hell right now.”

      “Is he?” Ford wasn’t much on anything recorded after about 1990. Classic was his jam. “Well, we’re pretty isolated, but we’ll focus on the main entrances to the ranch. I’ll hire some guys to keep watch.” He needed to talk to Stoney about hiring on some permanent security types. They were getting more and more people who might need those kinds of services.

      “Tiny knows several guys who would help out for not much money.” Geoff grinned and waggled his eyebrows at him.

      “I bet he does.”

      “Yep.” Geoff laughed at him, totally unrepentant. “Best hire you ever made, boss.”

      “Well, yes, since Stoney hired you.” He winked, then looked around at the explosion of wedding favors, flower charts from the bride in one wedding and the grooms in two others, and the menus. “We’re doing good, huh?”

      “We’re doing amazing. Stoney is going to charm the hell out of everyone, I’m going to be the cook I know I can be, and you, Mr. Nixel, are going to hire yourself out as the world’s foremost expert on making gorgeous bows!”

      Ford arched an eyebrow, but he couldn’t fight the laugh that needed out, not at all.

      God help him, he was a bow-making machine.

      Law school hadn’t prepared him for this shit.
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      The phone rang while Michael Johns was elbow-deep in his daughter Chloe’s hair. She wanted a French braid this morning, and after about eight thousand YouTube videos, Michael had felt up to the task. Mostly. He still needed fifty more hands.

      “Shoot. Grab my phone?”

      Chloe giggled but grabbed his phone. And answered it. “Hello? Hi, Stoney! Daddy is braiding my hair! Uh-huh. Okay.” She poked at the phone. “Stoney said to put him on speaker.”

      Well, shit. How were these girls so much more tech-savvy than them? “Uh, hey, man. What’s up?”

      “Braiding lessons, apparently.” Stoney chuckled, sounding shit-eating as all get-out. “How are y’all doing?”

      “We’re fine as frog hair. Chloe’s fixin’ to have a fairy ball with her best friend, and Mikhala is—” Fuck, where was Mickey? “Mikhala Dyanne! Are you in your room?”

      She popped up over the pass-through, waving at him. “Here, Daddy! I’m writing a song on my tablet!”

      Oh. Oh, excellent. “Good deal, baby. Continue on as you were.”

      She giggled and saluted, her hair down and wild, the near ebony curls bouncing like mad things. Then she sank back into the family room. He looked at his fingers, which had identical black curls grabbing at them.

      “And Mickey is on the computer. How’s you?”

      “Good. Good. It’s our busy season, you know?” Stoney was being…weirdly cautious.

      “Yeah, I know. What’s up, man?” He didn’t have time for pussyfooting around. If Stoney needed him to sing for a wedding, he was in. It wasn’t his main job, but it was the paying one he loved best, and Stoney and Ford gave a man fair pay and let him keep all his tips.

      “I had a last-minute cancellation. Do you think you could come up next weekend? I need someone who knows classic to now country, and you’re my go-to guy.”

      Next weekend? That was fairly short notice. “If I can find a babysitter, you got it. Mom’s up in the mountains doing a cleanse, or I’d just have her watch the beasts.”

      “Daddy! Not a beast!” Chloe said, while Mickey’s “Totally a beast” chased the words away.

      “Bring the girls. It’s a tiny, but, uh, expensive wedding. There will be a cabin for you guys, and Quartz likes hanging out with them.”

      Oh, that had possibilities. “Yeah? I could take Monday and Tuesday off work too, just enjoy my girls for a couple days?” He was willing to take a shot at a few days in a cabin.

      “Hell, yeah. Uh. Heck, yeah.” Stoney chuckled. “I forget I’m on speaker. We’ll do a barbecue Monday and everything.”

      “Sounds amazing.”

      “We can’t wait to see you.” Stoney took a deep breath, and man, he knew that sound. That was the “one less thing I have to deal with” noise. “Thanks, man. I do appreciate it.”

      “No problem. I love to pick and sing, you know that.” He’d been in a band, once upon a time, a long time ago.

      “I do. You’re too good at it to be a bookkeeper.”

      “Accountant. Your accountant.” He wasn’t going to have that conversation with the girls right there. “This way I get to do both.”

      Stability was a thing when you had a set of twins who needed their daddy.

      “Yeah. Like I get to cowboy and run a hotel.” Stoney chuckled. “Okay. So the wedding is Saturday, but there’s a dinner Friday night that could use a guy and a guitar.”

      “I’ll be there. I usually work half days on Fridays, but I’ll just take the day off.”

      “Works for me. Hey, if I PayPal, can you pick up some food for Quartz? I owe him some fast food for all the work he’s putting in, and the wedding party is having not his favorites…”

      “No worries. Text me a list, and I’m on it. Bye!” Chloe hung up the phone while he managed a decent braid and snapped a little doolie on the end. “Did you hear that, girls? Five-day, four-night vacation at the Leanin’ N!”

      “Oh…we can pet Stoney’s horses and have craft time!” Chloe bounced and headed for the door. “Lissa’s momma is here!”

      “Okay, I’ll watch you go.” He went to the kitchen window, watching as Chloe knocked on the van door. Tracy, Lissa’s mom, opened the window and waved at him.

      “I’ll have her home before supper!”

      “Thanks, honey!” He waved, then turned to look at his Mickey. “Wanna watch a movie together? I’ll make popcorn…”

      She blinked at him, then beamed. “Yes, please.”

      “Cool. You pick the show. I’ll even put cinnamon sugar on the munchies.”

      “Thank you, Daddy!” Mickey whirled and ran, and he knew she would carefully put the tablet away before going to set up a movie she would never admit to her sister she liked. Even at eight, they were both so concerned about the way things were perceived. They must have gotten that from their mother. It sure wasn’t from him.

      They were so different, his babies. So different and yet so connected, on a cellular level. He loved them both so much it hurt. Of course he’d loved Rhiannon too, and losing her two days after the girls were born—it wasn’t fair.

      At all.

      He shook it off, moving to make popcorn. He had a great life: a solid job, his music still right there, his babies.

      “I picked The Princess Bride, Daddy.”

      Yeah, he knew. “Oh, an oldie but a goodie. Rock on.”

      “No, Daddy. As you wish.”

      He hooted. “Right. Sorry.”

      Brilliant girl. They both were, in their own, specific, wonderful ways. They made his chest ache with wanting to do right by them. A good ache, but an ache nonetheless.

      The popcorn started going, and he sent an email to one of his clients asking to reschedule a meeting, and another to their neighbors to see if they would come feed for him.

      A little vacation would be wonderful for all of them, and Stoney and Ford were a hoot to hang out with. Just solid guys who liked kids. Quartz was too old to play, but the girls could spend hours in the little playground, the amazing playhouse Stoney had built.

      The opening credits started, and he settled on the couch, Mickey snuggling up under his arm, their old beagle, Haley, pushing up half on Mickey’s lap.

      He started to make a mental list of all the things he needed to do and pack so they could have their wee vacation. Clothes, swimsuits, boots—because the girls would say they just wanted to pet the horses, but they would get to go riding up in the mountains.

      Guitar, amp, deck. Cowboy getup. Good hat. Road trip snacks and movies.

      Dog stuff. There were half a dozen big runs at the ranch now, and Haley beagle rarely strayed far from his side these days anyway. She could barely smell anything anymore, so she could be off leash.

      “You excited about a vacation?” he asked, and Mickey nodded.

      “Their horses are cool, and I like the playground. You’re going to sing?”

      “I am. There’s a wedding, and they want country music.” He loved dusting off the old stuff.

      “Twang.” She wrinkled her nose, but he knew better. She could belt everything from King George to Florida Georgia Line.

      “Yep. I can’t wait until you girls sing with me.” They were both amazing musicians, but he wasn’t a stage dad type.

      “I will sometime.” She leaned her head on his shoulder. “I want to write you songs.”

      “I would love that. I would sing your songs with pride.”

      She rolled her eyes at him, and suddenly he could see Rhiannon in them, clear as a bell. “You have to. You’re my Daddy.”

      Fuck, he was proud she had that complete faith in him. That meant he was doing a good job.

      He dropped a kiss on her head. “I love you.”

      “Love you too, Daddy.” She yawned. Soon she would drop into a nap. “Watch the movie now.”

      “Yes, ma’am.”

      He focused on the movie and his to-do list. Just letting her have her Daddy time. He grinned. Life was pretty damn fine. He would take that.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      Simon McFee swore that once they got Stevie married to her guy, he was never, ever dealing with another wedding, ever again.

      It had been an endless series of phone calls between gigs of planning dates, and did he like the color burgundy, and strawberries in the cake or no?

      He honestly didn’t give a hoot.

      Not only that, but this earbud made his damn ear hurt. He really wasn’t a phone type of guy. His next cell phone was going to have no contacts. None. Zero.

      Simon fought his chuckles as he spun around in his chair, the LA skyline appearing and disappearing, over and over.

      “Are you listening, Brother? I got the wedding singer all taken care of,” Stevie said. “He does country, old and new.”

      “Good deal.” Jesus, really? He could have called a friend who could actually sing. Did they need some yokel from Bumfuck, Colorado?

      “Yeah. I tried to get Callum to do it, but he flaked on me. Is this a bad idea, Simon? I know it’s déclassé, but I want a ranch wedding.”

      “If you want a ranch wedding, you’ll have a ranch wedding. Isn’t it all set up?” Hadn’t they had five thousand phone calls from Hong Kong to Belfast to Philly about this? And weren’t there ranches in Nashville where she and the folks lived?

      “Yeah. I just—Callum said it was stupid.” She sighed, and he wanted to find her best friend from high school and smack the fool.

      “He’s a shit. He always has been.”

      “I know.” She chuckled, and he thought she might be crying. It sounded watery. “I just thought he might be able to put it aside for my wedding.”

      Jesus, he didn’t need this. He was exhausted and was supposed to be writing for his next album. Still, he was fucking self-aware enough to friggin’ know he was jealous Stevie could have high school friends still, her life still had that blessed normalcy. The fact that he was trapped in the gears of his own machine was his own problem, and one people would kill for. “That’s too hard for him, honey. He’s a prick and a half. Me? I’m your angel.”

      “You are. You really are. Kick his ass?”

      “You know it.” He leaned back in his chair, tilting it dangerously, listening to his back pop like a snare drum.

      “Cool. When are you coming in?”

      “I’ll take the red-eye in tonight.” He was in LA, and he had a dinner he had to go to before he flew out. His agent was relentless.

      “It’s going to be so much fun.” She hiccupped a little. “I mean, I love him so much, and he’s so sweet.”

      “Jesse is a good guy, kiddo. You know I like him a lot.” Hell, he’d introduced them. Jesse was a studio musician in Nashville, and Stevie had moved there within a year of them dating, finding a place easily with the makeup artists in town. There was always someone needing to be done up for a video or a concert.

      Stevie had fond memories of their farm and ranch-style upbringing, though. Him…well. He’d gone full-on rocker, hadn’t he? Ink and leather, high drama all the way.

      He shuddered, even though there was no one to see him. “You and your ranch dreams.”

      “Shut up, you dick.”

      “Language!” He cracked up. Suddenly he could see her, his little sister in pigtails running to his dad, tattling.

      “Yeah, I’m not wearing the gown yet. Asshole. Get here soon?”

      “I’m flying into Grand Junction. I’ll be there for brunch tomorrow. Promise.”

      “Thanks, Brother.” She chuckled, and it sounded sheepish as hell. “I feel all over the place.”

      “You’re a bride. That’s normal.” And he loved her more than was reasonable.

      “I guess. Not that you would know,” she teased.

      “Nope. I’m a dedicated bachelor type, as you well know.” He loved being openly bisexual, representing in public, and dating who he was attracted to. He didn’t make excuses.

      Luckily for him, he didn’t have to.

      He grinned. “I’ll be there, hon. Stop fretting.”

      “Are you bringing that little singer? Is her name Sapphire?”

      “Nope. She stormed out of my life about a month ago.” He chuckled. “I wasn’t generous enough.”

      “Ah. I’ve heard that about you,” she teased.

      “Yeah? Uh-oh. Who’s telling lies?” He laughed because they had this discussion a lot.

      “Well, I’m glad you’ll be here to stand up with me. I didn’t want big and crazy—just a handful of people that we love and a beautiful surrounding in the mountains.”

      His heart actually ached at how cool that was. God, he loved his baby sister. “I can’t wait. Seriously.”

      “Me either. We’re both so happy. It’s a little weird.”

      “Don’t borrow trouble,” Simon warned. “You’re allowed to be.”

      “Promise.” Oh shit. She was getting all teary.

      “Are you on the rag or something?” He went for crass, hoping to make her laugh.

      Stevie gasped. “No! Asshole!”

      “Well, cowboy up, baby girl.” Their old man said that to her a lot, and while Dad was…well, kinda worthless in the discipline department, he’d never once not loved them. Mom now? She could bust your balls and make you grateful for it. They were good people, and they loved their kids more than anything. He was so fucking lucky.

      So why was he so damn unhappy?

      “Yeah, I love you too.”

      “Good. See you in the morning. Love you.” He had to go before they got really maudlin.

      He had this dinner with Beth; then he needed to have the car brought. His assistant, Minnie, would pack for him while he was out. Simon left a note. “Pack my cowboy boots.”

      He needed to make sure he could cowboy up for Stevie. Then he would hightail it off the ranch and get back to the rock ’n’ roll life.

      It was where he belonged.

      Thank God for that.
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      Michael pulled the truck into the newly grated drive at the Leanin’ N, surprised at how much was already going on with the preparation. People were…bustling.

      He glanced back at the girls in the rearview mirror. “Y’all have to be good, okay? Things look super busy, and I don’t want to have to hunt you down like rabid zombies.” He waggled his eyebrows, playing hard.

      “Daddy!” They both said it in the same tone.

      “Uh-huh. Take Haley to go potty and don’t lose her.”

      “We won’t.” Mickey leashed Haley up, and Chloe took the pup, both girls heading to the dog run. They would play ball with her to get the “been in the car” energy out of the old girl, who would then collapse in the cabin and sleep.

      They did love that silly hound, so he trusted they would keep her close by. They didn’t know a life without her. He whistled, hauling bags out of the back of the truck, the little Frozen and Descendants logos making him laugh.

      Stoney came out from the big main house, looking more and more like Sam Eliot every time, clapping him on the back before grabbing bags from the truck bed. “Hey, man! I have you in number six—one king and two twins next to the playground. That work?”

      “That’s perfect, thanks. I’ll move the truck in a minute. Just let me know where.” He winked, then let Stoney lead the way.

      “Anywhere in the lot should be fine. Once the wedding party arrives, they want the gates closed, no one in or out. For three days.” Stoney rolled his eyes dramatically.

      “Wow.” He blinked, surprised. He thought this was supposed to be a tiny thing. “Is it someone famous?”

      “I guess so? Some rock star family member. I didn’t recognize the name.”

      “Huh.” He’d have to dig a little. He kept up with the music scene some. “Well, now I have nerves.”

      “The bride requested country music. The entire party is a dozen people.” Stoney grinned at him, the expression pure indulgence.

      “Ah. Well, good on the bride for knowing music,” he teased. Wow. Renting the whole ranch for a dozen folks? Big money. He was little money. Not tiny money—he understood about saving and protecting what he had, but he was lucky to be in that middle-class set, and he knew it. He was aware folks who weren’t, and he worked hard to keep his babies cared for. They trusted him. Rhiannon had trusted him.

      “She’s very nervous, but a beautiful girl that’s very in love.”

      “Cool. Do I meet with the couple to make a set list, or is there a planner? Or have they given it to you?” Mmm. The cabin smelled like Geoff’s fresh-baked chocolate-chip cookies.

      “Me? Plan a wedding? Shit, Mason’s planning. I’ll have him ask. How’s things going?”

      He grinned at Stoney. “Good. Busy—dance and gymnastics and robotics and guitar and piano. You know.”

      Life as a single dad was always busy.

      “Yeah. Quartz is setting stuff up, but he wants to give the girls a tour of the new game and movie room later.”

      “Nice, man. You’re moving up in the world.” He’d been doing accounting for the Leanin’ N since it was just a hunting lodge, kinda.

      “Right? We’re a going thing. Solidly booked for eighteen months, can you believe it?” Stoney looked a little stunned.

      “That’s fantastic, man. I’m so tickled for you.” Their good fortune was usually his, but even more, Stoney and Ford were friends.

      “And you know you’re our go-to wedding singer, accountant of joy, and glorious bringer of twins.” Stoney’s grin was wide and happy as a pig in shit.

      “I know! They’re with Haley at the dog run. Time for some exercise.”

      “How’s her arthritis?” Stoney helped him get all the stuff, including Haley’s bed and soft-sided crate.

      “Better, thanks to that stuff you suggested.”

      “Cool. You want to come up for lunch? Roast beef sandwiches and homemade fries.”

      “We’d love to. I’ll put Haley in, grab the girls, and we’ll be there.”

      The sound of brakes squealing hit the air before it turned into the two-cars-colliding sound, and he and Stoney dropped the gear and both went running. He heard Chloe scream, but it was surprise, not hurt. “Girls, you stay back!”

      “Daddy! Our truck!”

      Fuck.

      “Stay in the dog run!” he called, jogging over to where someone had run right into his F150. Jesus, he hoped no one was hurt.

      He hurried around, finding a Mustang convertible wrapped around his truck, a shockingly familiar man sitting in the driver’s seat, dyed black hair and eyeliner distinct as hell.

      “Simon? Simon Petrie?”

      Those bright gray eyes widened, Simon’s mouth falling open. “Holy shit. Michael?”

      “Uh-huh.” He stood there, but soon Ford and Stoney were taking over, and he backed away. Not wanting to say anything at all.

      Lord, there was some history there, all encompassed in a wild tour, involving a conversion van, a summer of gullywhompers, and four months of the most amazing sex he and his wife had ever had.

      And they’d played around a lot.

      He grinned a little, but this was suddenly a very complicated situation, and not just because of the truck.

      “Michael?” Stoney waved him over. “We need to get insurance stuff done.”

      “Right.” He crawled into the driver’s side, because the passenger’s was crumpled. Damn, he hoped it wasn’t totaled. He loved this truck. “Can someone come to tow it, you think?”

      “I’ll call Dave down at the body shop in Glenwood,” Ford said.

      “I’m so sorry. I was—well, I was distracted, and my head was killing me.” Simon grimaced. “That sounds utterly stupid. The flight in was damn early. So much for no one knowing I’m up here…”

      “You did make an entrance,” Michael murmured, feeling a little like he was wrapped in cotton wool. “I’m with State Farm. I’ll call my agent. Did my equipment get damaged?”

      Stoney peered at the stuff they hadn’t unloaded. “It looks okay, but you’ll have to test it.”

      Simon stared at him through the sunglasses. “Oh fuck. Just tell me. I’ll replace anything.”

      “Yeah. You might oughta grab you some water. If it’s the altitude, that’ll help.” If it was drugs, Michael was going to be pissed. He started unloading, getting his guitar out of the front of the truck, grabbing the girls’ backpacks. “I’ll empty the truck out. I got renter’s on my policy.”

      “Can I help?” Simon offered, swaying some.

      “I’d rather you sat for a minute and have a bottle of water,” Ford said. “You hit pretty hard.”

      “Yeah. That’s best, I think.”

      “Daddy, is the truck broken?” Mickey asked, her eyes wide as saucers.

      “Girls, I said stay back. There’s glass.” And he didn’t want to… He couldn’t think about it.

      “Girls.” Simon looked at the kids and waved. “Sorry! I’ll make it better, I promise.”

      “Yeah. No worries.” He was going to unpack. Then he was going to lock himself and the girls in the cabin and just breathe for a second.

      “Okay.” Simon met his eyes, sunglasses pushed up. Those eyes were as true gray as the day they’d met.

      He nodded. “Stoney, let me call my insurance agent and check my equipment. The kids are wigged.”

      “Sure, man. Sure. Go grab them. If you need me, text.” Stoney waved him off, and he put his shit on the cabin porch, then went to get his girls.

      Kneeling down, he looked them in the eyes. “Hey, y’all. We have insurance. No one is hurt.”

      “Was he drunk?” Mickey asked. They’d learned a lot about the horrors of drunk driving already. Mountain roads, beer, and altitude didn’t mix.

      “Sleepy, I think. Very sleepy.” At least he hoped so.

      Chloe gasped. “It’s not good to drive when you’re sleepy. You always say so, Daddy.”

      “And this is why. Can you girls get yourselves settled in your room? I have to clean out the truck so they can tow it off.”

      “Okay, Daddy.” Mickey took his hand for a moment. “Then can we sit on the big bed and watch YouTube?”

      “You bet. Then we can go see Geoff and have lunch.”

      “Okay! Love you!” Chloe kissed his cheek and dragged Mickey off. Her tears had dried. Thank God everything but the truck seemed okay.

      He headed outside for the next load. He hadn’t expected to have to clear everything out of the damn truck.

      The crowd they’d drawn had cleared out, and it was just Simon and Stoney out there when he walked out. Michael almost turned right around, but he made himself keep going. The tow truck would be there soon.

      “I’m damn near done. I need to get all the movies and paperwork from the glove box.” It felt so weird, seeing Simon in person, seeing all these new tattoos and clothes that cost more than his house.

      “Okay, cool.” Stoney gave him a sympathetic look. “Want us to bring you guys lunch?”

      “The girls want to see Geoff. Do you think he could put some aside for us? They want to watch some YouTube, but that won’t be twenty minutes or so.”

      “I’ll tell him. No problem at all.” Stoney was a good guy.

      “Thank you so much.” He met Simon’s eyes. “You okay?”

      “Yeah. Can I get, like, two minutes?” Simon walked over, and Stoney caught the hint, heading back to the main house, presumably to get lunch figured.

      “This was a surprise.” What else was he supposed to say?

      “You’re the wedding singer, huh?” Simon shook his head, lips curving into a smile. “My sister’s wedding. Seriously, though, if the insurance gives you any trouble, or if it doesn’t cover anything, you tell me. Or the guys here. They seem straight up, and they would get ahold of me.”

      “If the amps are busted, you’ll know. My guitar looks good, and my kids weren’t in the truck, so…”

      “Yeah, thank God.” Simon sighed. “I need to go find my sister. Can I—are you here for the weekend?”

      “Yeah. Stoney offered to let us have a little vacation. If anyone needs my information, just holler.” He would stay in or near the cabin with the girls. After he took care of the truck.

      “Cool. I want to sit and catch up.”

      “Sure.” Not that there was anything to catch up on. God knew, Simon was still hot as hell, if looking tired, but they didn’t really know each other anymore. “You’ve been busy.” Okay, that was utter crap. He hated small talk. Seriously. “I’ve got to get back to my family. I’ll see you.”

      “Yeah.” Simon gave him a little salute, which he remembered well from before.

      It was still hot.

      “Oh, Rhiannon,” he murmured under his breath. “You are laughing at me right now, aren’t you?”

      She would be pointing and laughing if she was there. His lady had loved puns, irony, and weird, awkward situations. Anything she could joke about later.

      And she’d been giving Simon bedroom eyes from the moment she’d seen him. Lord, they’d looked good together. He could have been happy just to watch, but to have a chance to join in had blown his mind.

      Rhiannon loved to fuck, but she always needed him there.

      That was why it had worked. Their love had been kinda epic, and he missed her. The ache was less sharp, but it was there. He guessed that would always be the case. The girls, though
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