
  
  
      
        
          A Heart Creek Wedding

          Book Four - Return to Heart Creek Series

		      
          Lynn Gale

        

        
          
          Windsong Publishing Canada

        

      

    


  
  
A Heart Creek Wedding 

A Return to Heart Creek Novel

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either products of the author's imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

Copyright © 2025 by Lynn Gale and Windsong Publishing Canada

All rights reserved. No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means including information storage and retrieval systems, and AI generators, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles or reviews, without permission in writing from its copyright holder. (lynngalewriter@gmail.com)

Published in April 2025 (e-book and print book)

Digital ISBN: 978-1-0688010-2-0

Print ISBN: 978-1-998643-01-1

Cover design by P.S. Cover Design & Author Services

Copy Edited by Terri St. Clair









  
  
To JP, always. xo










  
  
Acknowledgements




This book and series would not have been possible without the assistance and support of many people in my life. 

My mentor, romance author Katie O'Connor, who has stuck by my side through the bumps and challenges of writing this novella series. Our coffee Zoom meetings always leave me with a new sense of direction and quell my constant new author doubts. She is still my first reader and I appreciate her insights.

My editor, Terri St. Clair, for her prompt and thoughtful edits. My cover designer, Laura Heritage of P.S. Cover Design & Author Services for the gorgeous covers for the Return to Heart Creek Series.

My family for their love and support. My husband for his patience and long-suffering support as I learn the craft of writing.

My sister Anne Carey and my lovely friend Jessica Schultz for being my beta readers.

My dear friends who buy my books without fail and show up at book signings to support me.

And especially you, my readers. Thank you for reading and reviewing my stories. You make me want to write!

xxoo Lynn
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A HEART CREEK SECOND CHANCE (Book Two in the Return to Heart Creek Series) 

A great title

A wonderfully immersive story of misgivings, second chances & love. Well rounded characters & an easy read. Thoroughly enjoyable romance 

Lovely

I enjoyed this cozy read ♥️♥️ I’m ready for more stories from about all of these characters. I love the small town vibes. 

A Heartwarming Romance

Set in Alberta Canada, this heartwarming romance is a delightful weekend read. The story pulls you in urging you to keep reading. The characters are very easy to fall in love with. I would highly recommend this book to anyone wanting to escape the world for a little while.

Charming contemporary western romance

A Heart Creek Second Chance is the second story in the Return to Heart Creek series and can be read as a stand alone book. After a bitter breakup over five years ago, veterinarian Finn Buchanan and animal health technician Chelsea McCoy find themselves working together to establish an animal rescue facility in their county. This charming second chance romance is engaging and well written with lovely descriptive passages: She drank deeply, sighing when the rich coffee blend hit her taste buds and exploded into a myriad of sensations – the headiness of the sweet rich cream weaving around the delicious bitterness of the coffee beans. For lovers of contemporary western romance, A Heart Creek Second Chance is a quick, easy read and perfect for a cozy evening curled up in your favourite armchair. 

A beautiful story of hope and healing

A Heart Creek Second Chance is a beautiful story that navigates love, grief, forgiveness, and redemption in a touching way. Throughout the entire story, you'll laugh, cry, and feel entirely hopeful as you walk alongside beautiful souls learning to forgive the past while creating a future.

***


A HEART CREEK REUNION (Book Three in the Return to Heart Creek series)

A great story

This is an amazing story that touches some very delicate issues.  Avery and Craig have quite a path to navigate through.  I enjoyed this story because it gave some real feels as they both were figuring it out.  A great story.

Beautiful writing and captivating, I felt like I was swept away into Heart Creek and right there along side the characters. Lynn Gale sure has a way with words that suck you into the story. Another enjoyable trip to the Heart Creek world!

I have loved each of the Heart Creek stories Lynn Gale has published and couldn’t wait for this next one. It did not disappoint! 

The story tackles a difficult topic: love after loss. The characters wrestle with grief, other people’s perceptions, and their desire. Their internal conflict dialogue was definitely relatable! 

As one would expect in this genre, they found love in the end (and it’s everything you hope for). 

It was a joy to revisit my favourite Heart Creek characters and see how their lives were developing, too! 

Altogether, well worth the read. I can’t wait to see what Lynn Gale has in store for Heart Creek next! 

Fantastic read

I found this to be a fantastic read. What a wonderful storyline. Worth the time and effort to read. Recommend

***
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Chapter One




“Inow pronounce you husband and wife!” 

Applause broke out in the small church at the pastor’s pronouncement. Ryker McCoy brushed tears from his eyes. His brother Mac and the love of his life, Carrie, were married! The happy couple turned to face the crowd of family and friends who had gathered for their special day. Mac then wheeled himself down the aisle as Carrie walked at his side. Ryker linked arms with his sister, Chelsea, who was Carrie’s bridesmaid, and followed the bride and groom out of the small church.

Outside, the early February sun was shining and although there was snow on the ground, the balmy temperature of 40 degrees held a hint of the promise of spring. The wedding party and guests loaded into waiting vehicles, heading to the reception at Heart Creek Ranch’s main house. As best man, Ryker had the privilege of standing up for his brother and acting as his chauffeur. Lowering the ramp on the specialized van, he waited while Mac maneuvered his wheelchair into place. Once Carrie had settled herself and her wedding dress into place, Ryker raised the ramp and stepped into the driver’s seat. Chelsea joined him in the passenger seat.

“I’ll give those two a bit of privacy and ride up here with you.” Chelsea’s face was rosy and her eyes bright. 

“Thinking about you and Finn? I think it’s your turn next.” Ryker grinned as he joined the line of vehicles leaving the church. 

Chelsea laughed. “Well, Mom beat us all!” To the family’s surprise and delight, their widowed mother Elizabeth, and the ranch’s foreman Beau Boucher had tied the knot on New Year’s Eve and then headed to Los Cabos for a honeymoon in the Mexican sun. “What about you, big brother? Any thoughts of heading down the aisle?”

Ryker frowned. “It would be easier if I had someone in mind,” he replied drily. ‘Not really on my agenda.” Yet jealousy pierced his heart whenever he looked at Mac and Carrie and how in love they were.

“Love gets you when you least expect it,” his sister quipped wisely. 

Ryker grunted in reply as he turned the van into the long McCoy driveway and inched his way to the parking spot in front of the main door. Finn Buchanan, the local vet and Chelsea’s fiancé, was there to open Chelsea’s door, making sure her dress didn’t get wet, and then assist Carrie and Mac’s exit from the back of the van.

Chelsea fussed with Carrie’s hair, straightening her veil and dress. Ryker ran a critical eye over Mac, noting with satisfaction the happiness that radiated from his brother. Ryker straightened Mac’s collar and adjusted his cowboy hat. “I guess that’s as good as you get, Macaroni” he drawled, using his brother’s childhood nickname and deftly stepping out of range of Mac’s hands. Mac laughed. “You’re just jealous of my divine good looks.”

Ryker nodded. “Agreed. You two all set for your big entrance?” Watching the newlyweds gaze into each other’s eyes, so much in love, his heart twinged. He was jealous. He’d be the last to admit it, but he was lonely and longed for what his siblings – and even his mom – had found in their partners. Companionship, love, and something else he couldn’t quite define.

When both Mac and Carrie nodded, he assisted Mac up the ramps and into the foyer inside the main doors. From there, he moved forward into the main room. Using all the dramatic flair he remembered from long-ago high school drama classes, he mimed an imaginary drumroll and announced, “Ladies, Gentlemen, and Cowboys, may I present Mr. and Mrs. Mac and Carrie McCoy!” He stepped aside to let the happy couple through. Once again, he marveled at the aura of happiness and love surrounding them. It had been a tough couple of years since Mac’s rodeo accident and Carrie had made a world of difference to Mac’s attitude and outlook. For not the first time, Ryker thanked his lucky stars that he’d met Carrie in Houston and invited her to join Heart Creek Ranch as an equine osteopath for their rescued and recovering race and rodeo horses. She had a magical way about her – not only with the horses, but also with his brother Mac. Their journey to the altar had not been without its challenges, but together they had overcome them. They had combined their dreams, and the result was Heart Creek Haven, a rehab center for retired rodeo cowboys, which now took up several acres of land on Heart Creek Ranch. Part of the building included an accessible apartment for Mac and Carrie to live onsite.

“Excuse me.” A sweet voice behind him startled him from his thoughts. 

“Sorry?” Turning, he looked at the young woman standing there. Startling blue eyes in a heart-shaped face gazed up at him, surrounded by clouds of long dark hair. His first thought was holy cats, she’s gorgeous, and his second was I am so done for! He shook his head to clear his thoughts.

“May I get past?” Her voice was soft and liquid, slipping over his skin like warm silk. Whoa.

“Uh, of course, sure, sorry.” He moved out of her way and watched her walk across the room towards Carrie, giving the bride and groom each a hug. Her flowy midnight blue dress ended above her knees, with petite dark blue cowboy boots on her feet and silver bracelets adorning her wrists. She was a charming blend of down-to-earth cowboy chic and uptown sophistication. Ryker didn’t recognize her. Was she new to town? Of course, he realized there were many people in town he didn’t know, seeing as he spent most of his time on the ranch. Although she wasn’t very tall – maybe five foot four? – she had an air of confidence that made her seem taller. As she moved over to greet other people, he realized who she was. The wedding planner. They HAD met at the wedding rehearsal last night although he couldn’t recall their conversation. He’d shown up late to the rehearsal because of problems with a horse. He remembered her frown when he finally appeared, but the rest was blurry.

“Lynsey Adams. You met her last night.”

Ryker started. Finn was at his elbow, grinning.

“Her name is Lynsey Adams,” Finn repeated. “Wedding planner.”

Ryker nodded. “Right, right, I knew that.”

Finn laughed out loud. “You don’t remember meeting her.” 

Ryker frowned. “I was pretty beat. Long day with the horses.”

“Sure thing. We’ll go with that. Hey, looks like you could use a top up, and it’s just about time for dinner.”

Ryker followed Finn to the dining room, where the head table sat. The room dazzled in blue and silver, Carrie’s colors, with a dash of flaming red here and there. The three-tiered wedding cake held a bride with a groom in a wheelchair on top, and icing horseshoes in gleaming silver around the tiers, with forget-me-nots in between.

“Admiring the cake?” 

Ryker almost jumped out of his skin. 

“Hello.” he smiled at the woman. “I’m Ryker, best man and brother to the groom.”

“I know who you are. We met last evening, but I guess you’ve forgotten already. I’m Lynsey Adams, the wedding planner.”

The coolness in her voice startled him. “Oh, last night. Right. I was late to the rehearsal. We had a sick horse and I…”

Lynsey shrugged. “No problem. It all worked out despite your rudeness.”

Ryker opened his mouth to apologize, but Lynsey had walked away. Oh, nuts. Had he said something last night to tick her off? He’d been so tired that he scarcely remembered the rehearsal itself, let alone any conversation.

At that moment, the guests spilled into the room, finding their names on the beautiful horseshoe place cards. He moved into the kitchen, smiling at the staff and inhaling the delicious smells before stepping into the washroom to cool his burning face and wash his hands. He sighed as he glanced into the mirror, acknowledging that his nearly forty years on the ranch had carved themselves into every line and wrinkle on his face. 

Mac and Carrie had taken their seats at the head table when he arrived just before Chelsea breezed up, followed by Finn. A few taps on a wineglass, the traditional kiss, and the dinner began. Ryker scanned the room for Lynsey, seeing her now and again as she slipped in and out. Unclear what a wedding planner did, he imagined it didn’t allow time to sit or eat or to be still much at all.

Oh, it was toasts and speeches next. He stood to deliver his speech, hoping he’d remember what he’d planned to say and didn’t make a horse’s rear end of himself. He hated public speaking!


      [image: image-placeholder]Lynsey Adams moved around the spacious ranch house, making sure all was in order. So far, it was going according to plan, and she breathed a sigh of relief. She loved her job as a wedding planner, but it could be stressful. Fortunately, Mac and Carrie were easy to work with and didn’t have any crazy demands for their wedding. She’d had her share of bridezillas in the past.

Pausing at the back of the room, she watched Ryker McCoy stand for his speech. He was tall and broad-shouldered. With his sun-kissed blond hair and brilliant blue eyes a stunning contrast to his tanned and weathered face, he was breathtakingly handsome. White teeth flashed, his grin appearing now and then to punctuate his words. She knew he managed the ranch, and his capable manner and confidence shone through as he spoke. The McCoys were a tightly knit family and cared for each other a great deal. She’d felt the pull of attraction when she’d met him last evening, but he had pretty much shut her down. Arriving late, he’d brushed off her attempts to catch him up, instead moving to Mac’s side and simply standing there while they went through the rehearsal. In retrospect, she realized he was probably exhausted, she’d reacted and immediately categorized him in the ‘rude and overbearing’ male column. She’d had more than her share of experiences with that in her day job as a firefighter, and it still riled her whenever it happened.

Bringing her focus back to the wedding, she was thrilled to see how beautifully it had come together. Romance was her heart’s secret joy, and weddings helped her bring that joy to life. Plus, it paid well and gave her something to do in her spare time. Firefighting was in her blood – her dad and her grampa had both been firefighters, and she loved everything about it, except the occasional prejudice she encountered. She was strong, fit, and more than able to hold her own. One day, though, she knew she would be happy to hang up her gear and focus fully on wedding planning. At thirty-seven, she knew her window for having children was starting to close, and most of the time she was okay with that. Her first marriage had ended because of her insistence on pursuing her chosen career. She still believed that true love meant being yourself and both partners accepting each other as they were, not changing to fit someone else’s idea of how the other should be.

“Lynsey?” Sammy, the photographer, approached her. “I think it’s time to cut the cake, is that right?” 

Lynsey checked her itinerary on her tablet, realizing she’d lost track of time and missed the end of the speeches.

“Yes, then we’ll do some photos with different guests with the happy couple.” Sammy nodded in agreement and meandered to the head table, camera in hand. Lynsey scanned the rest of the list, noting her presence would soon not be required. As much as she loved this job, her feet were tired, and a cup of cocoa and a book would end her evening nicely.

Waiting for the cake to be cut, she stood to the side. Ryker and Chelsea were helping Carrie hand out the cake; suddenly, a plate was thrust into Lynsey’s hand. Gazing up to meet Ryker’s gaze, she smiled, despite her less than stellar feelings about him. “Thank you.”

“I noticed you haven’t sat down this entire evening,” Ryker’s deep voice rumbled over her. “I thought a coffee and a piece of cake might be just the thing. Everything is under control. You did a great job.”

Surprised at his words, Lynsey gratefully sank into a vacant chair. He produced a cup of fragrant coffee which he placed beside her cake plate. He sat beside her with a plate of cake and a cup of coffee. “It’s decaf,” he noted. “Just in case that’s what you prefer.”

Lynsey nodded gratefully and took a sip of deliciousness before using her fork to scoop a bite of cake. 

“This is so good!” The marble cake was light and fluffy, and the melding of vanilla and chocolate danced over her taste buds.

“Did you even eat dinner?” 

“Um, I had a protein bar a while back. I rarely eat when I’m working.”

Ryker frowned at her. “Here, please have my piece of cake, too. I ate plenty of dinner.”

“Your speech was surprisingly good,” Lynsey shared in between bites. 

“Thanks. Public speaking isn’t my forte,” Ryker admitted.

“Really? I never would have known.”

Ryker guffawed. “Yeah, well, usually it’s just me and the horses.”

Lynsey laughed, almost choking on her mouthful of cake. Patting her back, Ryker handed her a glass of water. She drank deeply, marveling at the breadth of his hands. A hands-on rancher if his large, weathered palms were any indication.

“Thanks.”

“Um, hey, I think we may have gotten off on the wrong foot. Last night?”

Lynsey swallowed, embarrassed. “Oh, it’s okay.”

“I was exhausted, and I think I ignored you when I arrived. When you were trying to tell me what to do. Sorry about that. Mac tells me I was a bear.”

Lynsey gaped at him. She wasn’t used to apologies.

“Uh, thanks, Ryker. It’s all good.”

He nodded and finished his coffee. “Good. Oh, Carrie is waving me over. First dance time. Must go do my best man duties.”

When he had gone, Lynsey shivered. His closeness held a warmth that had encompassed her. What an interesting man Ryker McCoy was turning out to be. Huh.

She watched enviously as the bride and groom danced - Mac in his wheelchair and Carrie holding his hands as they swayed side to side. Ryker and the maid of honor joined them, followed by the rest of the wedding party. Lynsey loved this part of a wedding- when the happiness was real and the love in the air was addicting. Made one believe that happily-ever-afters were still possible. Maybe not for her, but certainly for her brides and grooms.

“Would you care to dance?” Ryker’s sudden appearance at her side broke her train of thought, and she gazed up at him with a smile. 

“Of course.”

He pulled her to her feet, and as the music slowed to a waltz, she felt his warm hand on her back and his other hand holding hers. Rough and callused, as she already knew, but also gentle. So gentle.

“Not bad, cowboy,” she whispered. He grinned and drew her closer to his broad chest. She lay her head on his shoulder and let the music fill her, while Ryker’s powerful body moved her capably around the dance floor. As the song drew to an end, she lifted her head to thank him and got lost in his eyes. He leaned forward until their foreheads barely touched before he stepped back and, lifting her hand to his lips, kissed the back of it. A jolt ran through her, and by the widening of his pupils, also through him. Wow! Just wow. Breathless, she whispered a barely audible thank you and returned to her table.
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