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      -Drew-

      My phone rings my mum’s tone, and I’m hesitant to answer. Not because I don’t love my mum. She’s pretty amazing. I’m just not sure I’m up for her inquisition about my return to Oz. But it’s my mum, so I gird my loins and what not, and answer.

      “I found the perfect spot for your rescue, honey. It’s practically in the middle of the outback. You’d be out woop woop, just like you like, and the buildings are in good shape.” My relentless mum starts right off without even a g’day.

      I’m glad she didn’t video chat so I don’t have to hide the roll of my eyes. I love her. She’s the best. Raised me all on her lonesome once my deadbeat dad left us for another woman. Lately, though, every conversation circles back to this. Her latest property find as she scours Australia for a place for the animal rescue I want to open. Me, letting her down … again.

      “No, Mum, I’m not coming back to Oz.” I turn to the floor to ceiling windows that overlook Resurrection Bay in Seward, Alaska. “In fact, I’ve found where I want to open up, even have an appointment with the realtor this arvo.”

      I glance at my watch. Good, it’s only noon. The meeting’s not until two followed by the last filming session for the show I’m currently working on, so I have plenty of time to grab a bite.

      “No, Drew. You can’t break my heart like that.” Mum leans toward the dramatic. It’s one of the things I love about her, since it makes figuring out what she’s thinking easy. “You can’t move to the other side of the world where I’ll never see you again.”

      My laugh comes out fast and loud. “Laying it on a little thick, don’t you think?”

      “Drew.” She draws out my name, but I hear the smile in her voice.

      “You knew this was coming, that I was searching. If I had found it in Australia, then great, but I haven’t.”

      The moment I drove the rental van into Seward, something sparked in my chest and all my muscles relaxed, like my body recognized home. I’ve traveled the world more than most, seen lots of beautiful places while filming my television show for the Nature Channel. Never have I reacted to a place like I did to this small Alaskan community.

      “Mum, you’re going to love it here. Mountains that jut up to the sky straight from the sea. All kinds of artists and little shops that sell local pieces.” It’s probably not fair for me to bring that up, but her passion can be used to my advantage, right?

      “Bub, you are the smartest person I know, but right now you’re a galah if you think I’ll come where the houses are igloos and polar bears roam free.” Mum makes a tsking sound like I’m off my rocker.

      I just shake my head and laugh. “It’s not like that. Alaskans live in houses just like everyone else, and the polar bears are hundreds of miles away. That’s like saying all Ozzies have pet roos and wrestle crocs.”

      “Don’t we though?”

      “Mum.” Now, I’m drawing out her name.

      “This wouldn’t have anything to do with a sheila would it?”

      Mum’s question pops Denali Wilde, one of the owners of North STAR Kennel, and my latest show assignment, to mind. I can’t deny that part of the appeal of Seward is a certain, snippy dog trainer with dark, brown eyes I could get lost in and perfectly styled hair that makes me want to mess it up. But my heart had been set on this place the moment we drove in. Having a cute, serious neighbor would just be icing on top of the cake.

      My phone beeps in my ear, signaling an incoming call. I glance at it. Seeing my producer’s name, I tingle all over like I bathed in the icy bay.

      “Mum, Steve’s calling. I got to go. I’ll send you pics.”

      “Won’t change my mind.” She sighs like it’s the end of the world. “Love you. Stay safe.”

      “Love you too. Talk soon.” I hang up, shifting my brain to the conversation I’ve been waiting all day for. “Steve, thanks for calling back.”

      “Well, when you said you have an idea for another show, I had to see what you had in mind.” He chuckles, but it’s a calculated sound. “When my top watched star who swears he’s retiring calls, my interest is piqued.”

      After working for Steve for the last seven years, I’ve grown to like him. Well, maybe like is too strong of a word. Let’s say, I understand the bloke. He’s all about what will make the network, and therefore him, money. Me being his most profitable asset the last seven years makes my position a balancing act. I have a certain amount of influence with him, but that influence comes with a price. How do I get what I want from the network without falling headfirst back into the thick of it?

      “We’re filming the last segment with the kennel this afternoon. I think you’ll like what we’ve got.” I’m skirting the edge of why I called him. I want to dangle some bait like all these Alaskan fishermen do before I set the hook.

      I agreed to this special, highlighting interesting people working with animals, as an appeasement to me not renewing my contract. Going Wild with Drew Wilder is a thing of the past. Something only to be viewed in reruns, which knowing the way the network schedules things, the show has at least another ten years of airtime on those initial fourteen seasons I invested my time into. Seward and the women of North STAR Kennel are the last people I’m highlighting for the special, then I’m free.

      Unless what I’m about to suggest happens.

      Do I really want to get wrapped into a new show when I just got free of the last?

      “Good. What you’ve sent over of the other organizations is stellar. This special is award-winning material, and we haven’t even finished yet.” Steve’s getting excited, like he’s had one too many of those fancy espressos his secretary makes him. “What about the girls? Are they as hot as their pics on their website? The episode will get even more viewings if we can highlight that along with what they are doing.”

      And then there’s the Steve I can barely stand. The smarmy drongo that is more focused on monetizing people rather than producing great shows that not only educate but inspire. If it wasn’t for this version of Steve, I might be tempted to keep my show running. I love traveling the world, finding wild animals not many have seen. Plus, the money has allowed me to volunteer my off time to different animal clinics around the world that are short on help. But the last year or so, filming has become a thing that drags me down instead of excites me. Suddenly, I’m not so sure about my proposal.

      “They’re incredibly smart and have something really special here,” I answer, surprised at the guarded tone in my voice.

      “Right. Smart.” He draws out the words, and I swear if I could see him, he’d probably wink. “Now about your idea, kick it to me. I’m ready to field it.” Steve thinks he’s so cool, but he’s constantly mixing sports jargon in his attempt to prove he’s just one of the guys.

      “I actually think there might be more here with these ladies than just an episode smacked in the middle of a special.” I pace to the other side of the one-room cottage and glance at my notes scribbled on my paper. “What they are doing is exciting, and with the craze over anything Alaska, I think there might be a winner here.”

      “All right. What do you have in mind, mate?” His use of Aussie slang makes me cringe more than his misuse of sport references.

      “Well, I say we follow them. Set up three or four weeks of filming their training sessions and calls out for search and rescue. I can be the bloke chatting with them, kind of like they are training me along with their dogs.” I take a deep breath and plunge forward. “Between what the ladies are doing here, the Alaskan appeal, and me being a part of it, the show has great potential.”

      Now my skin is feeling oily, like I’m the smarmy one. But if I’m going to get Steve to even consider this, I have to sell it hard like a used car salesman.

      Since meeting the Wilde cousins, I’ve wanted to find a way to help bring light to their project. They’re such a diverse group of women struggling to start a breeding and training center that could revolutionize the way service dogs are trained. The fact that I overheard them talking about finances, or more like their lack of finances, put an entirely new level to my desire to help. They’re the type of people who aren’t going to take a handout, so I couldn’t just give them the money they need. What better way than to have a TV show centered around them?

      “So, we have hot girls, Alaska, and you? We can’t go wrong! What’s their last name again?” His question gives me pause, like I know what his reaction will be when I tell him.

      I clear my throat, not wanting to tell him. “Wilde.”

      “You’re kidding me? Wilde and Wilder?” Steve laughs so loud I yank the phone from my ear. It’s not that funny. “I can see it now. The wild women of Alaska, taming feral dogs and men’s hearts around the world.” Steve’s enthusiasm makes my skin crawl. “Have you talked to them yet? Think they’ll go for it?”

      “Not if you title it that, they won’t.” I try to keep my annoyance out of my voice. I’m not sure I’m successful so I blaze on. “But, if we highlight what they are doing rather than their looks, I think I can convince them to at least consider it. You’d have to make it worth their while, though. They aren’t going to venture into this without a reason. They’re busy, and adding a film crew and the hassle that comes with the extra people won’t be something they’ll jump on just for the sake of being on TV.”

      “So, they’re money hungry?”

      “Far from. They’re driven, determined to make their kennel a success to help out others.” I don’t want Steve to get the wrong idea about the Wilde family. They won’t do this series to gain fame or get rich. I can see it being a means to an end. An avenue to highlight the way service dogs are trained and the dedication that goes into that. “They’ll be bringing something that hasn’t been done before with Nature. It’s tapping into the Dog Whisperer fame but with a level of adventure thrown in. You know that if you want to edge out the competition, you have to be willing to invest. I think these ladies are an investment that will pay back in large dividends.”

      I close my trap, letting my words settle. This opportunity could be just what they need to tip their business into success. Television was my means to an end to get my dreams, though I stayed far longer than necessary. Lost sight of what’s important. Now, though, I’m back on track, and I’ll be here to help the Wilde gang wade through this and not make my mistakes.

      “Okay. I’ll pitch it. Send me over what video you have of them so far.” Steve chuckles low. “Anything that keeps the Midas touch going, I’m all over it like a chunky kid on a cupcake.”

      A bitter taste coats my mouth, and I sneer.

      Okay, I lied.

      I haven’t grown to like him.

      I hate the man.

      Hate that he refers to me as his golden calf and that he’s willing to sacrifice anything to bring in more money. Hate that I’m even thinking of suggesting a show to the ladies and furthering my need to work with him. But Nature Channel, as a whole, isn’t a reflection of Steve’s sliminess. If I can just minimize their exposure to him, be their middleman, they won’t be subjected to this bugger.

      I’m ready to end this call and bathe in hand sanitizer. “Well, I gotta go. I’ll send you what I have. You let me know what the higher ups say.”

      “Will do, mate.”

      I hang up and toss the phone on the bed. Shoving my hands through my hair, I stomp back to the window as all kinds of doubts swirl in my brain. Is this really the best way to get the Wilde’s the funds they need? Wouldn’t it just be easier to loan them the money?

      I shake my head and stare out the window at the calm water. Yes, but from the way Aurora and Denali had argued about borrowing more money, I can tell this is the option they’ll take. Hopefully, my “golden touch” can rub off on them.
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      -Denali-

      I suck down the last of my cinnamon latte from the Rez coffee house to wash down their amazing cinnamon roll as I rush into the kennel. I may have an addiction to the spice, but I figure the medicinal benefits have to outweigh the sugar and butter content of the drink and pastry.

      Right?

      Probably not, but if I keep telling myself that, I don’t have to worry about my daily stop at the shop.

      Normally, I don’t get the twenty-ounce latte, but I needed the extra encouragement for this afternoon. It’ll probably keep me up way too late tonight, but Drew Wilder and the crew from the Nature Channel will be here any minute to shoot their last segment with my cousin Sadie.

      Thankfully, I won’t be anywhere near the cameras when they are shooting, but the crew makes me itch with nervous energy, like the time I rolled in a patch of poison ivy while visiting family in the lower forty-eight. Okay, maybe not that bad, but I can feel the hives breaking out every time they come over for another session.

      More like every time Drew comes over. Something about his wavy, dark blond hair and eyes so blue they resemble the ocean on a clear day has all my warning bells ringing. My clenching ovaries say it’s attraction. I shut them down real fast.

      It’s not that, not that at all. I’ve done the whole superstar relationship thing before back in high school, and what did that get me? Nothing but a broken heart, crushed dreams, and a pile of responsibilities so high I’ll never dig through them. I also have Sawyer, my eleven-year-old bundle of love, I’d fight to the death for like a rabid wolverine.

      So, I can’t complain.

      At least, not out loud.

      Without the mistakes of my past, I wouldn’t have the love of my life. Doesn’t mean I’m willing to go that route again over a sexy Aussie accent that slides warmth down my core faster than any latte ever could. Nope, I’ve locked down my heart one hundred percent against any and all twinges of attraction.

      My cousin Sadie’s troubled voice floats from the bathroom, so I venture down the hall to see what’s bothering her in time to watch her lean into the small mirror. “You’ve got this.”

      Oh, this is too good. The charismatic Sadie is giving herself a pep talk. Glad I’m not the only Wilde who has to talk herself up to get through the day.

      “Talking to yourself again?” I lean against the doorjamb and speak louder than normal for extra oomph, making Sadie jump and whack her head on the cupboard.

      It’s too much. I double over, the twenty ounces of latte sloshing in my belly as I laugh so hard I can’t breathe.

      “Ouch.” She cringes, rubs the side of her head, and glares at me. “Not that funny.”

      “Are you kidding me?” I breathe in deeply to calm myself, wiping my finger under my watering eyes. Classic. I sigh. “I wish I’d caught that on video. We could have Violet put it on our YouTube channel under “Behind the Scenes” or something.”

      “Har. Har. Chuck it up, Buttercup.” Sadie leans against the sink with her eyebrows pushed low over her eyes. The angry expression holds no weight since her lips keep jumping up at the corner like she’s trying hard not to smile. “I don’t remember you volunteering to be interviewed by the Nature Channel. If I remember right, your exact words were ‘I’ll be in front of the camera when penguins fly to Alaska and take up residence.’”

      I mean it too. I have no desire to be in front of the camera. Sawyer already has one parent in the spotlight. He doesn’t need another. Not that an episode on a nature show will suddenly make me a star. Or that Nathan, Sawyer’s father and my ex, is obsessed with his status. He’s just an amazing hockey player. Always has been. Still, the thought of getting in front of the camera makes me sick to my stomach and angry at the same time. It’s a complicated mix of emotions I don’t even understand.

      Sadie cocks her head to the side and gives me a calculated look. Her wheels are spinning, and I’m pretty sure I’m not going to like what she’s thinking. I need to get back to task and talk her up for this shot, not only so she’ll rock it, which she will since she’s a natural, but also so I move the attention off me.

      “Guys, we have a problem.” Aurora, my sister, rushes up behind me. Her normally pale skin is even paler, though I don’t know how that’s possible. “Reggie is sick.”

      Reggie is a beagle we took in last week to train. He has a lot of potential, and Sadie convinced her friend in Anchorage to let us work with him. We can’t afford for a dog to get sick right now, not with how tight finances for the kennel already are.

      Aurora holds the door open for Sadie and me, a look of horror on her face. Rory is the exact opposite of me in almost every way. While she loves the dogs and North STAR Kennel’s mission, she’s happy as a clam to just stay in the office crunching numbers or whatever it is she does all day behind the computer. We’d lose the business without her organizational and money skills. So, while she never would go on the outdoor adventures Sadie, her sister Violet, and I would dream up as children, I’m so thankful for Rory’s complete opposite personality.

      She steps up beside me and pushes her glasses higher on her nose. “What if it’s parvo?” Rory whispers, glancing at the other dogs in the kennels like they might be able to understand her.

      My heart flips in my chest like a bunch of salmon fighting to get up stream. If parvo, the devastating illness dogs sometimes get, passes through our dogs, the kennel tanks. All our adult dogs are vaccinated against it, but Sadie’s wire-haired, pointing griffon female just had a litter of pups that aren’t old enough to get the shot.

      We could lose them all if it’s parvo.

      Then we’d lose the kennel.

      My mouth feels like I’ve swallowed a bag full of cotton balls. I can’t get words past the dryness.

      “Mark’s on his way.” For not being too involved in the training, Rory loves animals and can’t stand to see them sick.

      It’s a good thing the local vet is Rory’s long-time friend. It doesn’t hurt that he’s had a major crush on Rory since high school. How she hasn’t clued in is beyond me, but if Mark can’t get up the nerve to tell her himself, I’m not going to tell her.

      Sadie steps up to Reggie’s enclosure to go in, but I snag her sleeve before she can open the latch.

      “You can’t go in there.” I tug Sadie even farther away, like whatever he has might jump the five-feet distance and contaminate Sadie too. “The people from Nature will be here any minute. You can’t go in there then handle the puppies.”

      Her gulp is so big it looks like it hurt. Reggie lays on the other side of the chain-link fence looking pathetic. All his pep has left him.

      Sadie sighs. “I’ll call Drew.”

      “No, you won’t.” I shake my head. Why would she even consider that? “The filming crew is leaving tomorrow. We can take care of this. You go do that interview.”

      “But—”

      “No buts, Sadie.” Rory pulls Sadie back toward the building, her quiet voice a contrast to my sharp, bossy one.

      Sadie stares at Reggie for a few heartbeats, and I’m worried I’ll have to push her more. Then, with a sharp nod of her head, she turns and marches toward the building. I sigh, then turn back to the kennels.

      I’m not entirely sure what to do. I want to take Hank, my Belgium Malinois, from the kennel Rory put him in and rush him home where he’ll be safe. If Reggie does have parvo, that could spread the heinous disease even further. Worrying over Hank is ridiculous. He’s up on his shots, but the thought of him dying has my hands so sweaty they’d probably feel like a caught salmon. You know when the fish have sat in the cooler and gotten all slimy? Yeah. It’s such an embarrassing side effect to my body freaking out. Always made holding hands real enjoyable.

      Wiping my hands on my pants, I enter the gate and bend down to Reggie. “You under the weather, buddy?”

      He lifts his head, and his tail thumps against the grass. It smells like an outhouse that hasn’t been cleaned. I wrinkle my nose, hoping we can get the stink out when this is all over with.

      Mark rushes up the side yard, his travel medical case slung on his shoulder. His gaze finds me with Reggie, then zeroes in on Rory like a heat-seeking missile. Her entire body relaxes when she sees him.

      She puts her hand to her mouth and shakes her head. “I’m sorry to bother you, but I didn’t know what to do.”

      “Hey. It’s okay.” He slides his hand along her shoulders and pulls her into a side hug.

      She leans into him, putting her forehead on his collarbone. I just want to scream for them to get it together and hook up. I mean, they are perfect together. He’s crazy for her, and I don’t think going from friend to more would be a hard switch to flip in her brain.

      “You did great. If it’s parvo, keeping him here is the best.” Mark gives her another squeeze, then sets his case down. “Let’s see what’s got Reggie down.”

      My phone buzzes in my pocket, making me jump as much as Sadie did earlier. Sawyer’s bird call ringtone he set for himself chirps away, and Reggie tries to get up like he’s ready to go hunting. I pull out the phone and squish the phone between my ear and shoulder, while I attempt to keep Reggie from getting up.

      “What’s up, bud?” The phone almost slips, so I crank my neck farther to the side and lift my shoulder up more.

      “Mom, you’ll never guess what I found!” Sawyer’s excited yell has me jerking my head to the side.

      The phone slips from its place and plops in the grass right next to Reggie’s face. His eyes go all wide, and he lifts his head at me like I’m trying to decapitate him or something. I fumble with the phone, while I pet his head to calm him.

      “What’s that?” I’m half listening as Mark grabs a packet from his bag and steps into the kennel.

      “I found a baby bird on my way home.” Sawyer’s my future vet.

      Any injured animal has a home with him. We have so many homemade crates and cages in our back yard, it looks like a black market animal shopping center. Not that I know what one of those looks like. Seward, Alaska isn’t exactly a hopping spot for stuff like that. I’ve tried to tell him he couldn’t bring any more home, but I can’t squash his passion. Besides, he’s better at nursing the animals back to health than anyone I know.

      Don’t tell Mark I said that.

      “Did you find the nest?” I ask as Mark lifts up Reggie’s tail to swab for parvo.

      The dog jolts up, bolting for the gate. My phone drops again, dangerously close to a splat of something nasty. I snag it from the grass and grab for Reggie’s collar. Rory steps into the kennel and laces her fingers through Reggie’s collar.

      “Go ahead and talk with Sawyer. I’ll help Mark.” Rory tips her head toward the gate.

      “Thanks.” I’m up and out the gate. I’m about to put my phone to my ear when I remember the mystery ooze and think better of it. I click the phone to speaker, wishing I had a disinfecting wipe. Sawyer’s still chatting away, not realizing I’ve been gone. “Sawyer, honey, I dropped you. I didn’t hear anything you just said.”

      “Again?” The exasperation in his eleven-year-old voice makes me chuckle. “You need to duct tape it to your head or something.”

      “But then how would I beat you at Spell with Me?” We have serious competitions with the word game, even when he goes to stay with his dad. The kid beats me seven times out of ten, the stinker.

      He snorts, and I love the sound. How I was blessed with the best dang kid around when everything else in my life is a mess is a mystery, but I’m not complaining. I’d be happy living in a shack in the wilderness if it meant I had him.

      “So, this bird I found is pretty bad off. I think maybe another bird was trying to eat it or something.” His voice is so filled with concern, it tugs at my heart. “I haven’t figured out what it is yet.”

      “Do we need to take it in?” I squeeze my eyes shut and pinch the bridge of my nose. I can’t afford another vet bill, even if Mark gives me a steep discount.

      Sure, I could dip into the savings I set up for Sawyer when he was a baby with the money Nathan sends, but I’ve never touched that. Not once.

      “I don’t know. I think I can help it, but I have to get it home first.” Sawyer’s voice is out of breath.

      “Where are you?”

      There’s a pause. My heart rate goes into overdrive. He’s a great kid, but he got the Wilde adventure spirit. I’m pretty sure he’ll give me a heart attack someday.

      “Lowell Creek waterfall.”

      Okay. That’s not so bad. Except for the fact it’s a favorite hangout of the local bears.

      “Sawyer.”

      “Mom, it’s okay. I brought the bear spray.” His exasperation would be endearing if I didn’t have images of bear maulings in my head. “And Lazarus.”

      Okay, the mutt Sawyer found and brought back from the brink of death would protect my baby from harm. Sweetest dog in the world until Sawyer is threatened. I once saw the dog chase off two dogs that had been terrorizing the neighborhood when they found their way to our yard. Even though Laz came back bloody and limping, those dogs left in worse shape.

      “Where are you now?” I glance back at Mark and Rory who are talking quietly in the kennel.

      “Almost home,” Sawyer answers. “Mom, I think I can save this bird, but I might need your help.”

      This is the part about being a single parent that I hate. That feeling of being stretched so thin I’m transparent. I need to stay here and make sure Reggie is okay and that we don’t need to do anything with the other dogs. I also need to be with my son, help him when he asks for it, because I know, at some point, he’ll probably stop asking me.

      How can I choose between my heart and our livelihood? Sawyer needs me, but Rory and Mark might need me here too. Especially since Sadie will be filming for who knows how long and Violet hasn’t been seen all day.

      These are the times I wouldn’t mind having someone to share the load with. Being able to tag team would make life so much easier. That’s not my reality, though, so I just need to suck it up and do the best I can with what I’ve got.

      “Bud, listen. Reggie is sick.” I hate that I’m letting Sawyer down. “I need to stay here for a while to see if Mark is going to need any help.”

      “What’s wrong with him?” Of course, Sawyer would worry about the dog. He has a bleeding heart when it comes to animals.

      “We’re not sure yet. I’ll be home as soon as I can. Is that okay?” I close my eyes and hold my breath.

      “Mom, it’s cool. Just do what you need to help Reggie. I’ll be fine.” His independence both hurts my mother’s heart and makes me want to pump my fist in triumph.

      I love that I can trust him, but I also know that one of these days he no longer will need me. Then where will that leave me? I swallow the loneliness that clumps in my throat.

      “I’ll be home as soon as possible.” I’m surprised my voice doesn’t sound all strained and emotional. Just goes to show I’ve become an expert at hiding my emotions. Like international spy level.

      “Okay. Love you.”

      “Love you, too, buddy.”

      I tap the end call button and toss my phone on the table. I still need to disinfect the thing and don’t want to risk forgetting and putting it up to my face. Marching across the yard, a list of what I need to do the rest of the afternoon starts forming in my brain. The quicker I can get through it, the faster I can get home to Sawyer. Hopefully, nothing else goes wrong.
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      -Drew-

      The filming couldn’t have gone any better. Sadie is a natural in front of the camera, so laid back and friendly. Steve is going to eat her up the second he watches the segment. Not only did the filming go better than planned, but I got the distinct impression that Sadie wants me to go find a certain brown-eyed sheila.

      Sadie’s “While I clean up here, could you go check in with Denali for me?” had me cocking my head in confusion. I mean, why would she send me back there when both the vet and Rory were there? But the way Sadie wagged her eyebrows up and down and winked dramatically left little doubt that she was playing matchmaker.

      I’m good with that, especially since I’ve been wanting to ask Denali out to dinner since the first time I saw her. Until I knew for sure that I was setting up shop here, there wasn’t any reason to follow through with that desire. Seven years of traveling the world taught me that real quick. It took me a few tries, but after two difficult long-distance relationships, calling off dating until I settled seemed the smart move. Besides, dating only complicated my goals and divided my attention.

      Now, though, my animal rescue center is within reach, so maybe looking past that goal to what the next step in life would be seems logical. Smart, actually. Heck, why not start my jump into the dating pool with the most beautiful and intriguing woman I’ve met in all my travels?

      Just because it makes perfect sense in my head, doesn’t mean it’s an easy jump.

      It’s terrifying.

      And exhilarating.

      Especially since Denali has pretty much avoided me every time I’ve been here. That might be part of the appeal. A big part, actually. After being voted sexiest man alive by a certain popular magazine three years ago, celebrity life got even more crazy. You can’t imagine the things some women do to get attention.

      No one has ever accused me of being a tall poppy. I’m not conceited or overstuffed. I never wanted anywhere near that distinction.

      One guess who pushed for that?

      Yeah, Steve’s a tosser.

      Denali not caring a rip about my sexy status and ignoring me is so refreshing it’s like I’m washed clean of all the griminess of the last three years. It also makes me wonder why, like lying awake at night for hours wondering. The only thing that has ever had me doing that is my rescue center.

      In all that contemplation, I’ve come to the realization that I like things not handed to me. That’s probably why all the propositions thrown at me lately have no appeal. My mum always said that something gotten easily isn’t actually something I earned and usually wouldn’t satisfy over time.

      I learned that early on in life when my
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