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      “What do you mean you’re not coming?” I ask my sister, Sierra, gripping the steering wheel tighter.

      “Raine, you have a J.D., you scored a 1600 on your SAT, and you were Valedictorian of your high school class…you know what ‘not coming’ means.”

      The blowing snow blusters sideways into my SUV on Interstate 15. Even after twenty-six years of living here, minus the three I spent at Harvard getting my law degree, Montana in December still surprises me. Cambridge, Massachusetts was never like this. It snowed, but not constantly. Being back for over a year, you’d think the thick skin that’s required for the cold weather would’ve returned.

      The job opportunity presented to me yesterday was looking better and better. At least Cambridge would feel familiar.

      And not have so much damn snow.

      “Then why aren’t you coming?” I overemphasize the words so she can feel my venom for her choice through the phone.

      “I’m pregnant.”

      And my venom disappears.

      I knew what this baby meant to Sierra. She and her husband had been trying for five years, with heartbreaking news month after month.

      “How far along?”

      “Sixteen weeks.”

      That was really good news. She wasn’t out of the woods yet, but that was a very good sign.

      I collected my disappointment and recycled it into happiness. “Sierra, I’m so happy for you and Justin! I wish you would have told me before I left town. I would’ve come over.”

      I actually tried to avoid the trip myself, but Sierra convinced me that it would be closure for both of us. Our father passed in the spring and this was a tradition he’d started. We’d spend Christmas Eve and Day at the cabin, enjoying being away from the hustle and bustle of life back in Helena. And my life had become more hustle and bustle than I’d imagined. But being at the cabin by myself would bring back so many memories.

      It’ll be too hard.

      “Justin’s being really protective right now. It’s super sweet and I admit, I love how attentive he is. He doesn’t want me driving anywhere.”

      The hair on my arm prickles. Avoidance isn’t like her.

      “But why didn’t you tell me before?”

      My sister sighs and clears her throat. “Because I knew you wouldn’t go, and Raine… you need to go.” The way she says it raises the hairs on my coat covered arms.

      I swallow. “I won’t go say goodbye to him.”

      “I didn’t ask you to,” she whispers into the phone.

      My father and I had a tumultuous relationship after my mother left him when I was sixteen. We were given a choice for where we would live. I lived with her. Sierra lived with him. But the cabin was the one place where we could be together. The past seemed to fade away.

      My father wanted to be buried on Diamond Ridge mountain, so the burial had to wait until the spring. My sister acted as the Personal Representative for handling all of his liabilities and assets as per his will and with the help of her hubby, buried his urn at the cabin when the ground thawed. I didn’t even know where it was located, and I wouldn’t go see it. I cared about him, that wasn’t deniable. I didn’t love his choices or how he disregarded his health until he was ravaged by stage four cancer in most of his major organs. There wasn’t a chance for him to even get treatment. He was gone in ninety-seven days. As a public defender, I knew people made questionable choices all the time and you couldn’t be mad at the person or the choice…but I was.

      “I guess I’ll see you on the twenty-sixth then?” I ask.

      “I’ll be here when you come back down.” She said the sentence in a weird way. Maybe it was just her pregnancy, but it seemed she was different.

      “Okay. Again, congrats Sierra. Love you.”

      “I love you, too. Remember that.” She hung up and I concentrated on the drive. The snow stopped falling up the mountains and the sky cleared to a dusty blue.

      I turn off of I-15 and follow the winding road. My SUV isn’t perfect for these back roads, but it is better than a lot of vehicles. The roads are frozen, so that helps.

      Twenty more minutes and I turn onto the evergreen lined road. Memories of playing in and out of the forest explode in my mind. Almost getting lost in the woods dozens of times, only to see the ribbons that my father tacked on trees to guide us out of harms way.

      A family of deer eat in the ditch and I drive by slowly. Don’t need to get in a car accident in a place where my car would need to be towed away. That happened numerous times. It is part of living in the mountains.

      My eyes light up when the cabin comes into view. Four bedrooms, three bathrooms, it’s more of a house than a small quaint cabin in…the…

      What the heck?

      A plume of smoke rises from the woodburning fireplace chimney. I slow the car’s approach, close my eyes and shake my head. I’m dreaming. I have to be dreaming.

      I open my eyes and it’s definitely a rolling billow of smoke.

      I pull out my phone and type in 911 while my vehicle creeps closer. I can see a body moving about inside. I decide to park and get a little closer. I still have my phone at the ready. I know this is the right cabin, the plaque off to the right of the door tells me so. “The McCallister Chalet,” handmade board states. I am a McCallister and I doubt that the man inside the cabin is.

      I close my door quietly. He strolls around the living room like he owns the place. I lift my phone and hit the “Send” to 911. I don’t want to worry my sister and I need law enforcement to force this man from our property.

      I act like a ninja and use his big ass truck, obscured in a layer of mud that might be from 2014, as cover. At least I assume it’s his truck. The side says, “Pooch Palaces—No Pussies Allowed.” I roll my eyes. I’m not exactly sure if it’s meant to be funny or gross. And then I get it…cats. Okay, a little amusing, but not funny. None of this is funny.

      “9-1-1, what’s your emergency?” the line answers.

      “Yes, hello. I’d like to report an intruder in my family’s cabin.”

      “Ma’am, are you in a safe location?”

      I lean back against the truck and instantly pull my back away, brushing the dirt off of my wool coat. “I’m outside, watching him. It appears he’s made himself at home.” I glance through the bay window and there’s a familiar sight. He’s put up our Christmas tree? Who is this man?

      “And the location, please?”

      “3478 Cinders Lane, Diamond Ridge.”

      “It’s going to take us about an hour to get the Sheriff out there. Please leave the scene to stay safe and leave it up to us to take care of the situation.”

      “He’s huge. Please tell the sheriff I said that.”

      “Understood. Are you back in your car?”

      “Heading there now.”

      “We’ll take it from here and I’ll have the Sheriff call you when we get it figured out.”

      “Thank you.” I hand up and blow out a long breath. I stand on my tiptoes to look over the hood of the truck. I squint, but I don’t see him in the house. I wait, but there’s no sight. I turn to go back to my car, and I’m staring directly at a bare chest, a multitude of tattoos staring back at me. Snowflakes, a dragonfly, a diamond, a feather, wings… massive tan chest. My head spins.

      “So, I’m huge, huh? How would you know unless you were watching me in the bathroom?”

      Oh…shit.
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      She’s no James Bond, that’s for sure. I saw her when she pulled into the drive, but I figured she’d come to the door. I’m not that scary. Okay, maybe a little scary. But now that I’m close to her, I’m at a loss for what to say.

      She holds up her hands. “I don’t want any trouble.”

      I cross my arms on my chest and the muscles in my biceps push against my pecs. “That makes two of us.”

      “I’ve called the police. They’ll be here any second.” She waves her phone at me.

      “Oooh, scary, a phone. Are you going to hit me with it?”

      “No, the police are going to come and kick you out. You’re squatting in my family’s cabin!”

      I huff. “No. That’s my cabin, princess.”

      “Don’t call me princess. You don’t know me!” Her voice rachets to a new level of frantic as she jams a finger into my bare chest.

      A blaring alarm echoes out. I look down at her phone like it’s the culprit, but it’s not. I glance to the house and smoke billows from the kitchen window that I left open for a little fresh air. “Shit.” My legs start moving, I swear before I even think for them to.

      “Wait! We’re not finished here. How dare you leave!” She starts to follow me. “Oh, my God!” She gasps. “You set the place on fire? Arson—on top of B&E—you’re going to be sitting in prison for a very long time.”

      Her voice making it hard to run as my cock goes from flaccid to half-staff. The tone is both direct and yet, has a tantalizing nature. I’m imagining she’s a fireball in bed. With her curvy hips, I’m imagining she’s had kids and I’d hate to be the woman’s children because they probably piss themselves every time she gives a command.

      But maybe I’d like to be ordered around by her.

      “No, I left bacon cooking on stove,” I grunt out as I swing the door open. “Because someone was on my property and I wondered if I was getting robbed!”

      “You’re making breakfast?” Like that was the important part of my sentence.

      “Of course, I’m making breakfast! I live here. I eat here. I sleep here.” I let the screen door slam in her face. Maybe her voice isn’t quite so intriguing after all.

      “No, you don’t live here. This is my family’s cabin. See this…”

      I hear something ripping off the outside of the facia. I concentrate on the grease fire that’s currently taller than I am. I find the pan’s lid and throw it on, effectively cutting off the oxygen. The smoke alarms continue their bleating and I find one to shut it off. They’re all connected, so as soon as I hit that reset button the room goes silent.

      Until…

      A piece of wood is shoved into my vision. “This! This is my family. The McCallisters. And this is our cabin.”

      “No, sugarplum, this cabin was Jacob McCallisters, but I bought it from him.”

      Her mouth drops open. “Now you’re an arsonist, a burglar, and a liar!”

      Just as I’m about to order her out, I see the flashing lights. Great. Leave it to my brother to live around the bend and make the shortest trip ever by police to a locale in the Diamond Ridge Mountains. Had he been at the office, it would have taken forty minutes as least, but not today. No, Christmas Eve, and he’s at home, probably making cookies, knowing him. The man loves to bake. Me, I can’t keep bacon from becoming a Molotov cocktail and my pancakes look like they’ve been to hell and back, too.

      Her vision follows mine to the outside. “Yes! Now we’ll get you and your fire-setting ass kicked out.” She runs to the door and instantly looks back at me. “What? Who? How? I…I can’t breathe…I…what’s happening?”

      A man that looks very much like me, but more beard, same bulk—he’d say he’s a pretty version of me—steps through the door. “Miss, it’s going to be okay. Take a deep breath and hold it. You’re hyperventilating. Hold it…”

      Her face flushes crimson and my chest burns. Why’d I have to go and upset her? She’s going to be crushed when she finally realizes the truth anyway.

      She gasps for breath as she inhales again and my brother squats in front of her. His brown uniform usually a calming influence to most around here, but the fact he looks like me probably isn’t helping her. I step out of her vision and she slowly collects herself.

      She points back at me. “This man’s trespassing. Please arrest him so I can get this place cleaned up.”

      I grunt. “No, you’re trespassing. Zeb, arrest her.”

      Zeb holds up his hand. “I’ve got it, Wyatt.” He gives me that older brother back-the-hell-off look. “He’s right, but he’s also wrong. If you leave willingly, no one’s going to get arrested. This is just a misunderstanding.”

      The woman, probably in her early twenties, maybe later twenties, sits up with his help. All the furniture came with the place and although it’s not exactly my taste, it’s not bad. It has a friendly, lived-in feeling. My work has been keeping me on the road, delivering my handcrafted dog houses. There is a layer of dust on everything though so she’s right about the lack of housekeeping. I’ve thought about hiring it out, but no one wants to come this far into the mountains to do that, so I just keep doors to bedrooms closed and only use the one bathroom in my master bedroom.

      Zeb holds up the sign as he takes a seat next to her on the leather couch. “You’re Jacob’s daughter?”

      She nods, her silence now making me crave her voice.

      My brother’s voice softens. “Miss, I’m sorry you weren’t informed, but Jacob sold this place to my brother about a month before his passing.” The badass Army Ranger sure does have a kind and gentle side.

      “No.” Her head swing side to side emphatically. “My sister would have told me.”

      “Would that be Sierra?” I ask her.

      She glances back over her shoulder. “Yeah. How did you know that?”

      “I think you need to talk to her.” Zeb hands her phone to her.

      “No, I think you need to kick him out of here.” And she’s back to spitting fire and attacking.

      “Ms. McCallister, this isn’t your family’s property anymore. You’ll need to leave. You can do it peacefully or I can arrest you.” My brother stands and her eyes widen as he rests a hand on his gun. The last time he had to use the thing was for target practice, nothing ever happens on Diamond Mountain.

      I fight the urge to step between him and her. I can’t explain my need to protect her. Even if she is slightly annoying, something in her speaks to me. Maybe it’s her confusion. I’ve been there.

      Life is fucking confusing. One day you’re alive, next you can be dead. One day you’re living paycheck to paycheck, next day you’re a millionaire. One day you’re lost, and then the next you’re found. One day you’re lonely… and the next day a beautiful milk chocolate haired beauty pokes you in the chest and the touch seems to electrify your body.

      “Okay.” She stands and her legs seem to wobble. I reach for her arm and hold her up. “Hey, why don’t you just lay down on the couch for a little while.”

      She nods. “If you don’t mind, Mr…?”

      “Wyatt. And this is my brother Zeb.”

      “Nice to meet you both.” She shakes her head, as if to clear the fog that’s rolling over her. “I just still don’t understand.”

      “We’ll step outside and give you a little privacy.” I motion my head to my brother, and he backs up.

      She stares at the phone in her hand before swiping it open and hitting a pre-programmed number.

      “Sierra! What the fuck is going on?”

      And with that, we step outside.

      I walk around the side of the cabin and collect a few more pieces of wood. I don’t like running the propane furnace when I can make do with the fireplace. I like the bedrooms cold. I sleep better that way.

      “That’s a shame. Jacob sold the cabin without telling her.” My brother runs a hand through his still damp hair and brushes his hand over his beard.

      My eyebrows raise. “With how she’s acting, the family was probably scared to tell her.”

      “If she’s anything like Sierra, she’s a sweetheart inside. Heck, you know that better than anyone, Mr. I-helped-a-woman-bury-her-father’s-ashes-and-then-let-her-cry-in-my-arms.”

      I’d done that, but that woman asked me if she could be on the property. Unlike this one.

      “She’s obviously hurting, Wyatt. You know what loss does to people. You can understand that.”

      “Stop. Don’t try to play those mind games on me.”

      Zeb shakes his head. “It’s been twelve years, brother.”

      “There is no limit on heartbreak.” I grit the words through my teeth. “I don’t need this today.” Bringing up my deceased fiancée was just the thing I didn’t need today. She’d gone out for groceries on a beautiful summer day and never came back. A semi lost it on the curves outside of town. She didn’t have a chance.

      He steps in my path. “I know, but maybe you could just let her stay here for the weekend. Mom and Dad are on their cruise to wherever. Not like we were going to do anything. I have to work the holiday so Marnee can be with her kids.”

      His deputy had a dozen rug-rats running around. Probably not quite that many, but it was more than six, for sure.

      “I can’t. She’ll have to go.”

      He moved to the side. “You know, there was a time when you needed someone, too. And I was there for you. Don’t forget that.” Zeb waited like I was going to change my mind. “I’ll go tell her that she has to go.”

      “Good. I’ll wait out here.” I didn’t want to see her big brown eyes as the hope inside was snuffed out.

      But inside of me there was the spark of a fire. Smoldering. Waiting for oxygen to take it into a roaring blaze.

      And I wonder, Is Ms. McCallister the match I need?

      A crash sounds inside and I almost rip the screen door of the hinge. Zeb stand stunned in the entryway as we watch Ms. McCallister running around the room.

      Oh, you don’t want to do that…
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      I sat stunned on the couch. My father had sold the cabin and Sierra didn’t know how to tell me. I hadn’t been able to come home last year for Christmas, so this was supposed to be extra special. But this wasn’t going to be the place that we’d spend our Christmases ever again. I looked around the room. Every picture. Every piece of furniture. Every rug. Exactly where we’d left them.

      Extra special wouldn’t happen.

      I put on my lawyer hat. Could I tell the courts that my father sold under duress? Or that Dad was on meds when he did it, which might nullify the transaction due to incapacitation? Or that Mr… Mr… what is his name? Did he even tell me what it was? I could remember his first name, but that only made him something other than distant to me. Friends called each other by their first names, not strangers.

      Wyatt. And of course, it fit him perfectly. It was sexy and bigger than life. And made me question why… Wyatt? Why did the man who bought all my childhood memories have to be a man who made my heart race? Part of the hyperventilating was from being near him. He sucks the air from my lungs. And I like it. His soft cologne scent is so unexpected and reminiscent of my father. Hell, it probably could be his.

      I stand, my anger still boiling under the surface. I cross to a picture on next to the fireplace and snatch it off the wall. All of us, including my mother, in the picture, standing outside when this was just a plot of land and a dream. Back when we were happy. I step back and in a quick flick, the photo frame basically becomes a frisbee and it’s into the fire. I run to the next one and then the next one and the next one. My heart pounds like a drum in my chest. The thud, thud, thud charging me into a frenzy, making me lightheaded, but I’m in control.

      By the time I round the room I have six frames perched in the crook of my arm up to just under my neck. I pull one out and aim for the fire again. The last one pops and crackles. As I wind up, a hand settles on my arm.

      “That’s not going to help and you’re going to hate yourself for it later.”

      “He didn’t have the decency to tell me! He didn’t have the guts to be fucking honest! He knew what this would do to me and now, I don’t want to ever see his picture again. This place was… was the last good memory I have of him. And he took that way!” My body collapses into him and the frames start to fall. Wyatt grabs them and out of the side of my blurred vision, Zeb catches them while I wrap my arms around Wyatt.

      “It’s okay… I know, it hurts.”

      “I miss him. And I don’t want to.”
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      Wyatt

      Zeb backs away and places the frames on the other side of the room, piled in the corner. “You want me to take her home?” he whispers.

      I can’t explain how holding her in my arms, sobbing and tugging me so close to her body is plastered like a Band-aid on my skin, is too familiar. Her pain digs into me and I want to do anything to take it away.

      “Nah, I got her.”

      The creepy smile that comes over my brother’s face makes me jut my chin and mouth “Shut up!”

      “Ms. McCallister, I need to hear that you’re going to leave the premises before dark.”

      She sighs so deep, her breasts rising and falling on my bare chest. I hadn’t gotten dressed for the day. Plus, I’m used to working outside in sub-zero weather. Today’s thirty-five degrees feels balmy, especially with the clear sky and sun beating down. I know it’s snowing in the city, but that’s the way it can happen. Sometimes here. Sometimes there. Sometimes everywhere snow. Part of me doesn’t want her to leave and risk the road conditions.

      I tighten my hold when she starts to slacken hers.

      “It’s okay, Wyatt. I’m okay.” She swallows as she looks up at me. “Thank you for stopping me from making a big mistake.”

      “I’ve been there.”

      Her head tips just a little and her eyes search mine for what ran me into the mountains, my brother following me to make sure I was okay. The day what I held dearest died. And maybe she and I weren’t exactly the same, but a loss is a loss in my eyes. The ache is a common denominator.

      “I’m gonna go. Ms. McCallister, it was nice to meet you and I hope you have happy holidays.” Zeb grabs the front doorknob.

      “Thank you, Sheriff. I’m sorry for making you come out here. My sister owes you some donuts.”

      I chuckle. I don’t think my brother has eaten a donut in his life. He is the poster boy for healthy—and happy—living. I chose to eat what I want, but usually that means a steak and potato for dinner. Variety is adding corn on the side. And when it comes to cooking, I could burn water.

      The door closes and she steps back.

      “Can we start over?” she asks, holding out a hand. “My name is Raine McCallister. Apparently, my family used to own this cabin.”

      I grasp her hand and after holding her in my arms, I don’t like the unfamiliar feeling in my gut. “Hello, Raine. I’m Wyatt and I’m sorry your family didn’t tell you that I now own the cabin.”

      She rubs her hands together. “Well, I guess I should get going.” She spins on the tip of her fancy heeled boots, ones that lift her ass beautifully.

      “You don’t have to.” The words come out of my mouth soft and quiet, and I wonder if I thought them or said them.

      “You probably have things to do with it being Christmas Eve and all.” Her gaze travels the room and I can see all the memories playing behind those eyes. “Can I ask…why’d you leave everything like it is?”

      I walk to the fireplace and throw a log on, her question chilling me. Would I tell her the truth or would I keep it buried, just like every other issue in my life.

      I swallow. “It felt like a home. Like I was part of a family.”

      Her soft smile and slow nods make me feel at home.

      “Raine, you can take whatever you want. I told Jacob to clear it out, but he insisted that it was meant to be this way.”

      My truth pushes me from her gaze. I walk into the kitchen and pull the lid off the bacon and a puff of smoke releases like a nuclear bomb. I wave it away and realize that the pan as well as the meat is probably done for.

      “You want some breakfast?” I ask as I place the pan in the garbage. Easier just to buy a new one online. When she doesn’t answer I look over my shoulder.

      She’s staring at a picture on the wall. The only one that I’ve added. “Are you a pastor or reverend?”

      I chuckle at the look on her face. I definitely don’t look like a religious man. “Nah, my buddy Boone asked me to get ordained to perform his wedding.”

      “That’s wonderful. Is that out here on Diamond Mountain?”

      “Yeah, about seven miles away to the east.”

      “I’ve always dreamed of getting married out here.” A pink blush covers her face and her head whips back to the picture. “I forget how beautiful it can be out here in the summer.” She sighs. “I guess this will be the last time I ever have a reason to come out here.”

      I want to tell her she’s welcome anytime, but I can’t find the words. “You live in Helena?”

      “Yeah, I’m a public defender there.”

      “Whoa…that’s a hard job.”

      “And it’s not getting any easier. Crime is up and people are scared. Economy, politics, catastrophic weather—all make people feel pressure and then they act out and do things that they may or may not normally do. I try to get the ones who can do better off and those who have demonstrated they can’t, I get them the best result I can. But I might not have to worry about that soon.”

      “Really, how’s that?” I start another pan to heat on the stove.

      “I was offered a job at a criminal law firm in Cambridge Massachusetts where I clerked while going through law school.”

      “Harvard?” I ask, actually remembering seeing pictures of Jacob and her with her cap and gown in the photo album that I accidentally opened. Some days it felt like I was living in someone else’s home. But not quite that. More like they were still living in mine.

      “Yes, graduated a year ago.”

      “I went there, too.”

      Her mouth drops open. “Which is better… Noch’s or OTTO’s?”

      She’s quizzing me about the best pizza place.

      I smirk and cross my arms over my chest. I still haven’t put on a shirt and now my nipples are standing at attention under her direct attention. “Armando’s…” I answer with a raised eyebrow.

      “Wow.” Her mouth drops open dramatically and I have to look away. The things I could do with those perfect red lips make me glad that there is a tall bar between her and me. My cock pounds with blood and I almost moan at the sight.

      “Like I said… I went there.”

      She leans against the bar, her breasts almost perched on the tiled edge. I’ve thought about remodeling, but my doghouse business exploded this year. I could definitely pay someone, but I like working with my hands.

      And right now, I can imagine working them all over her body, slipping over the curves that would make me curse her name in happiness.

      “What for?”

      I throw ten pieces of bacon into the pan. “It’s bacon. It’s for eating.”

      “No, I mean, what did you go to Crimson for?”

      I haven’t heard Harvard called that for years.

      I pretend like I’m an old man, my voice cracking. “Back in my day, they called it computers. Now they call it information technology.”

      She rolls those huge brown eyes and licks her lips as the bacon’s scent wafts through the air. My stomach rumbles, but I’m not sure what I really want to eat.

      “That truck out there is yours?” Her eyes narrow with confusion.

      “I got out of IT about seven years ago.” The truth was a little more complicated than that, but it was still the basics. I’d found when people found out or realized the truth, relationships changed.

      “Ugh. My computer has been acting up. The state needs to upgrade, but I’m sure there are always cut backs.”

      “Maybe soon you won’t have to worry about it. I mean, that job and all. Pretty big firm out there?”

      “Biggest.” The word doesn’t have any oomph behind it. It’s like she’s saying, “blah.”

      “Sometimes opportunities are meant to make us appreciate what we have.” I stare at her and I can feel her gazing into me.

      “But it’s the opportunity. If I pass this up, it’s like saying I’m never going to do anything big in my life.”

      I flip the bacon and then turn to her. “You went to Harvard. That’s big. You’re a public defender, that’s big. Deciding you’re happy here isn’t turning down opportunity, it’s acknowledging you like your life the way it is. It’s a choice.”

      “But I don’t really like my life the way it is. I’m burnt out already.” She shakes her head quickly. “You know, forget that. I don’t hate my life. I’m just tired. I don’t even know why I’m saying these things to you. You don’t care. You don’t want to hear about my crap.”

      “Is that how you argue for your client’s best interests?”

      She stills. “What?”

      “Your clients, do you listen to them to get to the bottom of their problems?”

      “Of course.”

      “Then why don’t you deserve someone to listen to you. Everyone deserves to be heard, Raine.” I check the bacon. “You want some breakfast?”

      “Can I remake the pancakes?” she asks, looking at the hockey pucks on the counter. She lifts one and taps it against the plate. It shatters into a million pieces.

      “If you want to.”

      Her gaze rises to me slowly. “I want to, Wyatt. I really want to.”
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      I’m dancing around the topic of my career, but it feels too good to be flirting. He isn’t what I imagined I’d be attracted to, but he’s honest and he’s real. Sometimes the guys in the law industry are too into money and I decided a long time ago I didn’t find them interesting. Money isn’t important to me, happiness is.

      But I don’t just find this man interesting. I find him captivating and hypnotizing. Maybe I’m just grasping for some connection to this place to stay in my heart, but I don’t think so. I don’t think this is wrong place, wrong time. I think it’s right place, right time.

      I round the bar and curse that the kitchen is as big as it is. There’s definitely room for two to work and never run into each other. My father’s design. For a lawyer, he always liked design. Passions were fickle like that. You could love doing something but know it wasn’t your calling. But I had the opposite problem. I hated what I did, and I knew it wasn’t my calling. I’d followed footsteps that were expected of me. I’d done exactly what my father imagined and dreamed of me. I’d never taken that step away from him to figure out what I wanted to do.

      I start pulling bowls and spoons and containers out of the cabinets. After all, I know where everything is. This is a place I visited on a regular basis to get away from everything and think.

      I measure the ingredients, open the fridge and see fresh eggs. “Oh, I haven’t had fresh eggs in forever.”

      “You want me to cook up some?”

      “I don’t want to eat all of your food, Wyatt.”

      “That friend—Boone, the one I officiated for, he gives me a dozen a week, sometimes more. I can’t possibly eat all of them. Give ‘em here.” He grabs another pan and starts some butter. “Scrambled okay?”

      “Definitely.”

      “Good, it’s something I can actually make.”

      I smile as I mix up the pancake batter. I saw an orange in the fridge, so I pull it out and zest a little of the rind into the batter.

      “Fancy?” he asks with a dimpled smirk that remains in my thoughts after I look away.

      “It’s just a little zest.”

      “My brother’s the cook in the family. As you can tell, my efforts are less than successful.”

      I accidentally bump into him. “Oh, sorry.”

      “Don’t be.” The words are a low growl from him.

      I have to take a moment to collect myself. I’ve never felt heat like this with anyone. In fact, I’ve never felt heat of any kind. I was a good girl in high school concentrating on grades and activities. And then in college, I was too busy trying to get into Harvard. The dream. But it wasn’t my dream. And then I’d worked my ass off to get through the program. I did it all because it was expected.

      And now faced with the unexpected, I was even more confused. Wyatt. But in all of the confusion, clarity was him. I wanted to feel him on top of me. I wanted to feel a moment with him that didn’t have anything to do with expectations or maybe even reality.

      He turned back to the eggs. “How are those pancakes coming along?”

      I slow my lust-filled thoughts. Often people confuse emotions with attraction. Maybe I am just trying to use him as an emotional sponge for the pain I feel today. I won’t do that to someone.

      I flip a pancake in the air, and he looks over my shoulder, his bare chest brushing my back.

      “Look fantastic. Not like my hockey pucks.”

      “How exactly did you get them to be that hard?”

      “I baked them?”

      I start laughing. “Wow. No wonder! Did you bake them for an hour?”

      “Thirty-five minutes?” I cringe. “In my defense, they didn’t look like they were done and then I got into answering emails and forgot to check on them.”

      “They’re definitely done. And I think a little carcinogenic at this point.”

      I flip another pancake. It’s golden and brown. The citrus bits hit the hot pan and the air infuses with the orange scent. “You have syrup?”

      “Only the best…” he pulls out some pure maple syrup. “I delivered a doghouse to a maple syrup farm and they gave me several bottles.”

      “So how far do you travel to deliver your houses?”

      “Normally, I have them shipped by rail or semi, but sometimes I like to deliver them myself.” He pauses. “From here… just outside of Atlanta, Georgia is the farthest.”

      “Wow, I’ve been here, and I’ve been in Massachusetts. I can’t even imagine what it’s like to drive halfway across the States. All the sights and the differences of the country.”

      “It can be enjoyable, but I only do it about once a month. I’m getting too old to be on the roads for long hours.”

      And that was something I was curious about. Men were lucky. Shaving took layers of dead skin off. But since he had a beard that reached his chest, he couldn’t do that.

      “Can I ask? How old are you?”

      “You can, but you go first.”

      “I’m twenty-six and a month.”

      “And I’m a decade older than that.”

      Thirty-six wasn’t old.

      “You’re not old. Thirty-six is the new twenty.”

      “If you say so.”

      “Have you ever been…married?”

      Wyatt stilled. “Almost.” He left the room.

      The way he says the word tells me there is more to the story, but he also seems reluctant, so I won’t quiz deeper. He probably doesn’t want to unload his past on a stranger he’ll never see again.

      I place three pancakes on two plates and grab a couple pieces of bacon for each, then set them on the bar. I love eating on the couch, so I imagine we’d go over there, but it’s his house, I’ll let him decide.

      He returns wearing a t-shirt that had his business logo on it. I’m disappointed. I’m also a little annoyed. I liked that he walked around like he didn’t care who saw him. I’ve never been that free. Of course, I’ve never had a washboard stomach, but I never really wanted one, either.

      “Bar, table, or couch?” he asks.

      “Couch,” I say firmly and with a little excitement.

      He nods with a smile. “I’ve never used the table. I can imagine how having family around it would make for memories.”

      I carry a cup of coffee and my plate, and he does the same. It seems like we’ve done the same a million times before.

      “Some of my favorite memories happened there. Like when my sister told us that she got into her choice of university. When my dad told us he’d been promoted to partner. When my mom told us she was leaving my dad.”

      Wyatt turns. “That’s a favorite?”

      “They were miserable together.” I remembered how the leather could be cool, so I grabbed my favorite blanket and wrapped up like I’d always done.

      “I’m sorry to hear that.”

      “Thanks. Sometimes adults need to be adults and cut the cord to save themselves. That was their thing. They still cared about each other, but they wanted each other to be happy.”

      We shovel food into our mouths, both making obscene noises at how good it is.

      I lift the bacon and take a big bite. “This is so good.”

      “My friend Mack’s family farms in Nebraska and he brings it back to share with everyone.”

      “He lives here on the mountain?”

      “Yeah, about twenty-minute hike away.”

      “I love that there’s still community on the mountain. Probably a better one than in the city.”

      “Probably.”

      I almost think about licking my plate. The syrup is worthy of drinking right out of the bottle. I set my plate on the table and lean back.

      “Why’d you leave IT?”

      His face tan skin pales and the dark beard is the same color of coffee against it.

      Whatever it is… I need to know.

      I need to know so I can help him.
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      I stand and grab her plate, towering over her as she sits all curled up on the sofa. Like she fits there. “I fell in love and she died days before I was going to ask her to marry me.”

      Her eyes soften, the brown turning to caramel. “I’m so sorry, Wyatt.”

      “Thanks. It’s been a long time.” But the stabbing pain in my chest tells me the wound still gapes.

      “And you’ve made dog houses ever since?”

      “No. I didn’t leave IT until about three years ago.” I walk to the kitchen and she rises to follow me. I straighten my back. Even setting on the couch with her felt too good. “I’ve only done dog houses for a year. Something to take my mind off of being alone.” I need to get her out of here before I do something that I shouldn’t.

      Like take her to my bedroom.

      “What company?”

      I wash dishes and briefly look up. “Just a start up that I sold off.”

      “Do you like it up here…alone?”

      “Thankfully, it’s not lonely. I have friends on the mountain. Any night I can call them to come over for dinner or drinks and they invite me over weekly. The solitude is relaxing and I’m a much happier person out here.”

      She shook her head. “I envy how you’re away from the craziness of the world.”

      “I still wander into the crazy every once in a while. Just went into town to watch movies yesterday.”

      “What kind of movies do you like?”

      “Action, adventure, comedies…about anything, but sappy movies.”

      Raine smiles and the way it lights up her face is like sunshine after a cloudy day. “We used to watch Die Hard every Christmas Eve as a family. It was my…” She sighs. “It was my dad’s favorite.”

      “I have it on DVD. yYou want to stick around and watch it?” I ask cautiously.

      “You have popcorn?”

      “Of course.”

      She holds up a finger. “I’ll be right back.”

      I swear she looks like she’s a young girl as she skips to the front door, almost giddy. But her curves say she’s all woman. And she’s so comfortable around me. Usually people walk the other away. The whole beard, muscles, and probably my attitude scaring them off, but part of me likes it that way too. I’m hiding behind this hair. It’s a façade to protect me.

      She walks back in carrying a re-usable grocery bag and pulls something out. “I have M&Ms!”

      “Okay…” I stretch the word out, not totally understanding.

      “Haven’t you ever had M&Ms and popcorn? It’s salty, sweet combination that’s perfect.”

      “Kinda like you…” I still once I’ve said it because I really didn’t mean to.

      Her lashes flash like an S.O.S. signal over her eyes. “Thank you.”

      My stomach heats and a feeling of the past burns in my chest. I want to fight it, but I can’t. “Okay, finished.” I wipe my hands off.

      “Great. Let’s get started.” She almost skips to the living room but her sock covered feet slide to a stop. She turns. “Wyatt, I’m sorry. if you had other plans, I can leave. I shouldn’t be taking up all of your Christmas Eve…” She sets the M&Ms down on the end table. “I’ll just go…”

      I meet her at the door. “Please don’t…” I don’t touch her even though every hair on my body is reaching out to do just that.

      She spins and pins her back to the door. “You want me…” her chest rises and falls quickly. “To stay.”

      “Yes, I want you to stay, but baby, I also want you.”

      She steps forward and her fingers tease where the edge of my T-shirt has risen up. “I want you, too, Wyatt.”

      My mouth claims hers, joining our bodies and tangling our souls. I bend my knees and slip my hands under her butt cheeks. The fleshy rounds fit perfectly in my large hands and I give a good squeeze while I lift her and trap her against the door with my body. Her mouth continues an assault on mine and I meet her twist for twist of our tongues, the pressure harder and harder. We’re devouring each other and I can feel to my soul that this woman is here for a reason, either I’m rescuing her or she’s rescuing me. Either way, I can’t stop being close to her.

      The window behind us steams up. Our bodies are volcanic for each other and I can feel an eruption approaching.

      My lips glide down her graceful neck. The skin like silk, soft and slick. She moans my name and I’m done. I reach down to my sweats and push them down to stroke my cock.

      “Babe, what do you want to happen?”

      Her gaze hits me like a spring storm, fast and lashing. “Just take me. Take me with you, Wyatt. I want to feel you inside of me, filling me.”

      I slip a hand between us and into her leggings, teasing her clit with the tip of my finger. Circling around and around the hard nub. She pants harder in my ear, every breath urging me on. My finger separates her folds and glide along the puffiness until I delve deep into her body. She jerks her hips toward me, clamping down on my finger. Her body releases a torrent of juices on my hand.

      I return to stroking my cock. He’s as hard as stone and ready.

      “I don’t have a condom, Raine.”

      “Just get inside of me.” Her insistence is my undoing. “I’m going to come with or without you…Wyatt, bury yourself. Please, mountain man!”

      I lift her a little higher, lining up, and in one solid thrust, I’m driving deep.

      She screams out and I realize why. I still and brush a long brown tendril of hair from her face.

      “Jesus, woman. You’re a virgin?”

      Her eyes are wide and a little panicked. “Well, I was.” She sighs heavily. “I should’ve told you…”

      I slide a hand behind her neck and give a light squeeze. “We were both holding that secret, baby. You’re my first, too, Raine.”

      Her bruised lips turn up a the edges. “Any other man and I’d think he was lying, but there’s something completely honest about you, Wyatt. And something a little sad. Let’s erase the sadness together.”
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        * * *

      

      Raine

      I can’t believe I’m doing this, but nothing in my life has ever felt so completely right. Nothing but Wyatt.

      He’s the answer to why I’m out here. He’s the answer to why I feel at home. He’s the answer to why I’ve stayed a virgin all these years. I was waiting. For him.

      My body quivers deep. I never looked down at him once. I figured if he was big on the outside, he’d be big down there, too. And holy shit! It feels like I’m impaled on a silk covered piece of stone. So thick. So long. So hard.

      “Can I…”

      “Just fuck me,” I moan through the words.

      “Oh, baby, I’m not fucking you. I’m going to make love to you.”

      He wraps my legs securely around him, steps out of his sweatpants, and keeps me impaled on his cock as he moves us to the sectional. Every moment in his solid hold is the place I want to be. He lays me down slowly. Calculated movements to not separate our bodies.

      “You ready, baby?”

      I lift my head and attack his lips. “I’m ready for you, Wyatt.”

      He slowly draws his cock out and gently plunges into my body. I arch my back and my body clenches around his cock. I’m grabbing for every piece of his body, pulling him in deeper. Lifting his T-shirt and scrambling to get it off. He takes a hand and reaches back, his abs brushing over my body as he pulls it up and over.

      My hands explore his chest and we hold each other’s gaze.

      “Raine…” he growls my name, and I see his clenched his jaw, holding out for me.

      And I’m over at the thought that he’s here for me. I thrash under him. The pulse of a punishing orgasm rolls through me, lighting me on fire from the inside out. I scream out his name and he plants deep inside of me. The massive bursts of cum from his cock feel like lava inside of my pussy.

      His lips seal over mine, softly. His reverence for what I’ve given him and what he’s given to me in every slow brush. And then my eyes are widening. His cock is actually growing again.

      “If it’s too much, just tell me.” His eyes are both questioning and pleading and at that moment I’ll give him everything I have.

      I rock my hips to meet his and this time I know it’ll be sweeter and slower. We are at the eye of the lovemaking hurricane, calm waters inside of us and yet the storm approaches again.

      Our gazes never leave each other. I reach between us and slip my fingers over my clit, the tender tissues react with a throb that ricochets down my thighs, clenching the muscles.

      “Wyatt, if I told you I love you…”

      He stills, but his dimples dig into his face just one either side of his beard. “I’d say I loved you first, Raine.”

      Warmth of a thousand suns comes over me and I’m in the throes of passion again. The ache of my body for his is satiated when he roars my name and buries his face into my shoulder as his body quakes, filling me once again with his seed.

      I hold him while our breathing matches and slows.

      “We’re gonna make a mess of this sofa,” I whisper into his ear and his chest bounces against mine.

      “Baby, it was worth having to buy a new sofa.”

      I agree. He slides off of me, putting himself next to the back cushions. His bulky arms pull me close and I bury into him.

      For now, everything is only him and me.

      But I can’t help but wonder…

      Have we erased the sadness, or will we be demolished when I have to leave?
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      Her soft kitten breaths brush over my chest. The fireplace is fading and the air has a chill to it.

      I don’t know how long we’ve been asleep, but by the looks of the shadows in the room, it’s well into the afternoon.

      I try to be careful, but her eyes flash open when I move. I push up on one arm, looking down on what’s a goddess. Her brown hair splayed out and her eyes all soft and lips all fat from being kissed so hard.

      “You’re gorgeous.”

      She rolls her eyes. “You’re looking for round three, Mr…?” She giggles. “I don’t even know your last name. This is crazy, right?”

      “Tucker,” I say clearly.

      Her brow furrows. “Like as in Wyatt Tucker, owner of Terrabyte 360?”

      “Prior owner.” I crawl over her and stand, and her eyes widen, taking me all in. My extensive tatting is now in the open. And she sees what she just enjoyed.

      Her mouth drops open as she pushes to sit. “Creator of the operating system that almost all financial institutions use?”

      “That’s me.”

      “But…”

      “Yeah, I look different with the beard.” Clean cut is no longer my M.O. I’m not going back to that ever again. I’m a mountain man, even having a tattoo of a diamond etched low on my waist. Diamond Mountain has me and I’m here to stay.

      “Everyone thinks you dropped off the earth.”

      I pull my T-shirt on and walk to the door to get our pants. I hand hers over the back of the couch. “Clearly, I haven’t done the impossible, but I’d really rather no one find out where I do live. I paid a lot of money to keep it out of the papers and off of the county appraiser’s website when I bought this.”

      “Of course, I’ll never tell anyone. Wyatt?”

      I look up while pulling my sweatpants to my waist.

      “What I said earlier… I… I think it was in the heat of the moment.”

      My heart burns in my chest. I figured it was coming.

      “I’d like to show you something. Take a walk with me in the woods?”

      I need her to see that I’m the one. That I’ve been a part of the family for a while. I’m hers; to be there in the good times as well as the bad ones. What she said might have been scary, but it was the truth. That job across the country isn’t the opportunity. We are.

      “Isn’t it going to get dark soon?”

      “Do you trust me, Raine?”

      “I need to get my luggage from the car. I have some winter boots and snow pants in there.”

      “I’ll go get it. You want to take a shower?”

      “If you don’t mind. Is that okay?” She grimaces. “If feel like I’ve invaded your life, Wyatt.”

      I slip on my boots by the door. “What’s mine is yours, Raine. I trust you.”

      Outside I take a deep breath. This woman isn’t just a Christmas surprise, she’s the best present ever. She’s brilliant—a lawyer. She’s a great cook—those pancakes—I’d eat them daily. She’s entertaining—her excitement at watching Die Hard and I don’t think I’ll ever eat popcorn without thinking about M&Ms.

      If she leaves…

      Rebecca’s death changed me. I was cautious with her. I waited three years to propose and then she was gone. I can’t be cautious with Raine. She needs to see that I fit into her life, that she can be happy out here.

      I grab her bag and walk inside my bedroom, but the shower isn’t on. I listen and she’s upstairs.

      That’s weird.

      I knock on the door to the hallway bath.

      “Come in!”

      “Here’s your bag. You could’ve used the master.”

      “No, I really couldn’t.”

      This place has memories for her. And as much as I know that can be good, I remember having to box up Rebecca’s things and how hard it was.

      “Okay… I’ll leave you alone.”

      “Please don’t.” She pulls back the glass door. “Join me…”

      I slip out of my clothes and I’m inside the steamy enclosure in thirty seconds.

      Her face is red and puffy. She’s been crying.

      “Oh, baby. What’s wrong?” I quickly think about what we’ve done. “Are you hurt?” My eyes try to see the truth in hers.

      “No, I’m already sad that I’ll be leaving you.”

      And there it is.

      “You don’t have to. Raine, you can stay here. We could be together.”

      The water pours over our bodies, soaking both of us in the warmth.

      “I wish it were that simple. I have obligations and this job is a huge—

      “Opportunity,” we said together.

      I pull her close. “I understand.”

      But inside I don’t understand. How can she not see?
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        * * *

      

      Raine

      I almost broke. I almost said I’d stay. But that would be crazy. This is all crazy. I’ve never felt like this. Hell, my virginity is memory. Something I said I’d only give to the one. My soulmate. The man I’d be with for the rest of my life.

      We spend time cleaning each other and I can’t help myself, but I linger while cleaning his cock, watching it grow impressively. I slip to my knees and suckle right at the tip, Wyatt groans in something between pain and pleasure. I open my mouth, drop my jaw and slide as much as I can into my mouth. My hand meets my glide, stroking him. He braces himself on the front of the shower. His hands press into the tile. I take a little more into my mouth, opening my jaw a little more and hollowing out my cheeks to open my throat. And soon I’m taking him to the root and my pussy quivers. I reach down between my legs and rub my clit, moaning around his cock.

      “Raine, baby, I’m gonna…”

      I pull back, still suckling on the large head. “Do it, Wyatt.” My body winds like a top inside, cranked and ready to go.

      The fingers of one of his hands dig into my hair. “Fuck!” He explodes in my mouth and I swallow every drop. I shake with him and I realize how sensual it is being connected like this. And my body detonates as he thrusts through the height of his orgasm. I moan around his cock and my clit pulses.

      I release his cock from my mouth to concentrate on my body. The orgasm lingers harsh and punitive, making me sob uninhibitedly.

      He drops to his knees, sealing his lips to mine. “That’s it…come again. Harder, Raine. Give it all to me, baby.”

      And my body rockets up and through the orgasm. What this man does to me is unreal. I’m constantly on edge of igniting into the heavens.

      It’s too much.

      It’s not enough.

      It’s confusing and eye opening at the same time.

      I’m both exhausted and revived.

      I’m empty and filled.

      I’m shit scared.
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      She met me at the front door. The twilight of the evening just starting to fall over us. “You’re sure we’ll be okay out there?”

      I wrap an arm around her, her fluffy parka smooshing between us. “We’ll be fine, baby.”

      She leans into me. “Then let’s go for a walk in the woods.”

      I entwine our gloved hands and set out.

      We’re about a mile into the woods and she smiles. “My father left those.” She points to the red ribbons on the trees. “He was always worried about us getting lost in the woods.”

      I stop and lift her chin, those rosy round cheeks brushed with a red from the cold. “I’ll never let you get lost, Raine.” I give her a soft kiss and pull away slowly. “I’m found when I’m with you.”

      I wrap an arm around her waist, she sinks into me as we walk along.

      “How much farther?” she asks.

      “Just around the curve.”

      We round it and she shuffles to a stop.

      Her chest rises and falls quickly. “No. I can’t.”

      And then I see the fear in her face. “Baby, it’s okay.” I drag her to my chest. “It’s okay.”

      “He’s gone. He’s really gone. If I look at that headstone, I’ll know it’s true. I can’t.”

      And then it hits me. We’re never truly over the ones who leave us. We can’t replace them. We have to just continue without them. But it’s in their memory that we shall continue on.

      “Raine, your father obviously loved you. Jacob talked about you with Zeb all the time. I felt like I knew you before we met just from hearing stories from Zeb. I know you broke your arm jumping off the front porch. I helped your sister bury him. I felt like I belonged to a family.”

      “You… you made the headstone?”

      “My woodworking talents came in handy and he deserved it.”

      She walks over and her fingers caress the piece of wood.

      She turns…
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        * * *

      

      Raine

      I sink to my knees. The tears stream down my face. I close my eyes, but the evidence is still right there in front of me.

      Maybe I thought he wasn’t gone. Maybe I didn’t think it was real. But it is.

      

      
        
        Jacob Christopher McCallister III

        Devoted brother, father, and friend.

        Rest in peace.

      

      

      

      He’s really gone.

      I look up at Wyatt. The feelings of hope flood me, but I don’t want them. I can’t…

      I stand and my legs start moving. Away. Away from the truth.

      I can hear his voice behind me, calling, pleading. The fear coats every syllable and it only makes my heart beat faster.

      If I just leave him and don’t see him anymore then I don’t have to face the truth. I don’t have to face that I’m…

      Lost without him.

      My father had to have known. My father had to have realized that we would be perfect together.

      Wyatt’s sarcasm matching mine. His hard to my soft. His warmth holding me close.

      I slide to a stop and realize that I’ve lost a boot. My head just said keep running. My wool sock is matted with snow. I turn in a circle. The fear of being lost stabs me like a knife in my chest. A flash of this happening once before sears into my memory.

      That’s why he put up the ribbons.

      I didn’t remember. I tried to push it away. I’d been lost before. Probably around seven or eight. The chill of fear makes my body feel like an icicle.

      I turn again, searching for one of the ribbons, in the distance I see one. I run to it, my foot chills in the snow. If I don’t get back soon, I’ll have frostbite. I look for another one. And I run to it. He always said he put it on the side of tree that you should be going. I run to the next one, but the reality hits me.

      These aren’t the original ribbons. Wyatt must have replaced them. He’s guiding me back to him.

      The dark takes ahold of the day and I’m using my phone to find the next one. They’re a beacon to my soul.

      And that’s when I see the flashlight, the beam long and bright.

      “Raine!” his frantic voice tells me everything.

      If I’d been lost, he would’ve been lost without me.

      “I found her, Zeb,” he says into his phone, dragging me into his arms.

      “I was lost.”

      He reaches down and slips off my wet sock and replaces it with a warm one and slips my boot back on my foot. “I know, baby. It’s—”

      I lift his chin to look up at me. “No, before you, I was lost. I always thought I was going in the right direction. I wasn’t. Wyatt…you are the why to my life. You are why I breathe. You are why I turned around. You are why I don’t feel lost. I’m found when I’m with you.”

      “Hey, that’s my line.” His dimples divot.

      And that’s all I need. I rise to my tiptoes to seal our lips.

      He’s the why of my life…my Wyatt.
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      Wyatt

      

      Six months later.

      

      Boone looks down at his paper. He reluctantly agreed to perform our ceremony. “And now, your vows.”

      I lift my love’s chin. “Raine Marie McCallister, from the moment you yelled at me, I was yours. You are my home. You are my rescuer. You are my love. I will always be here for you to lean on. Thank you for finding me.”

      Boone’s eyes shine. What a sap. But mine start to tingle with that burn that signals that I’m close to the same condition.

      “Raine, now your vows,” Boone chokes out.

      “Wyatt Trevor Tucker, I was lost until you. My heart was yours before I knew you. My father knew you’d fit into my heart and our family. I know that he chose you for me and this time he was right at what I needed. You’re a perfect fit, my mountain man. And our baby will fit in perfectly, too.”

      My legs tingle and for a moment I replay what she’s just said. “You’re pregnant? But how?”

      Boone chuckles. “Do we really need to tell you how it happened, Wyatt?”

      I push on his shoulder. “Not like that. How long?”

      “Ten weeks.”

      “I’m gonna be a dad…” The tears gather and fall and I don’t stop them.

      The opportunity of a lifetime is right here.

      Friends, family…and my love.

      “I love you.” I lift her up.

      “I love you, too.”

      “By the power invested in me by the state of Montana and those internet dudes, I pronounce you found.”

      And we are.

      
        
        ~THE END~
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        Join Brynn’s newsletter to get the details on special giveaways, freebies, promotions, and new releases and preorders to keep you reading the alpha curvy woman instalove that you crave.

        Brynn Hale Newsletter Link

      

        

      
        And if you’d like to be a part of the ARC (advance review copy) team, fun and friends come on over to:

        Brynn Hale Reader Group.
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      Brynn Hale is a Midwest girl who can spot--and swoon over--a hard-working guy a mile away. She believes in winks across a crowded room, guys who do the dishes, a blue-collar alpha will always win a heroine's heart, and a martini or craft beer is the perfect accompaniment to her stories.

      You can visit her at
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