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    	For if anyone is a hearer of the word and not a doer, he is like a man who looks at his natural face in a mirror; for once he has looked at himself and gone away, he has immediately forgotten what kind of person he was. But one who looks intently at the perfect law, the law of liberty, and abides by it, not having become a forgetful hearer but an effectual doer, this man shall be blessed in what he does.

- James 1:23-25


Chapter 1

	

Saturday, April 24, 2010

Phoenix, Arizona

 

Animals are definitely easier to shoot. Sean Montgomery clenched his teeth to keep from making a nasty remark to the photography subject sitting at the desk across the ridiculously large office. The guy was determined to ham for the camera, despite the fact he was supposed to act natural. Then again, “ham” might be the guy’s natural state for all I know. To be fair, though, the advertising client hadn’t been the one to provoke Sean’s irritation, so it wouldn’t be right to vent on him, no matter how annoying he was. Sean’s kid sister was the real problem.

Ashley should’ve reached the ranch in northern Wyoming at least the day before, if not prior to that, but she’d chosen to lollygag along the journey from Phoenix to the Bar M Cattle Company. She’d suddenly decided to wander all over the countryside and out of state instead of staying in the Valley where she belonged. Where she’d been safe. The reason still eluded him.

His cellphone rang. He glanced at the screen but didn’t recognize the number. Probably another wrong number. He’d gotten plenty of them the past few days. Some idiot had put Sean’s cellphone number in a newspaper ad by mistake. With a brief wave of his hand, he turned his back on the hamming young executive. “Hello?” He packed every ounce of irritation he possessed into the greeting.

Silence responded, then he caught an upbeat, “Hey, Sean.”

Ashley. She either hadn’t heard his out-of-sorts tone because she’d been distracted like usual or had chosen to ignore it. Probably the former. “Did you finally get where you’re supposed to be?” Hopefully. The length of her journey had worn on him more than he’d wanted to admit.

“I guess that depends how you define where you’re supposed to be.”

Sean glanced over his shoulder to make sure the executive hadn’t moved any closer. Nope. In fact, the guy was preening, using his reflection in a window. Lovely. Sean barely restrained the desire to roll his eyes. His sister might not have outgrown such juvenile behavior, but he should be beyond it. He lowered his voice to ensure the guy didn’t hear him. “Ashley, I’m in the middle of a job with a subject who’s a royal pain in my backside. I don’t have the time or energy for word games. Did you or did you not finally get to the Bar M?”

“Not.”

“Are you still dawdling somewhere?” Most likely. He heaved a sigh. Good grief. How many out-of-the-way places will she find before reaching her destination?

“Not exactly.”

He clenched his teeth. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“My car broke down.”

Sean’s heart landed somewhere around his knees. Okay, maybe it hadn’t been anything his mechanic friend Vince had done. Deep breath. She sounds fine, so she’s obviously not hurt. Probably Ashley’s chronically-annoying habit of forgetting to buy gas. “Did you run out of gas again?” Please, God, let that be it!

“No.”

Not good. “Where are you? Have you called a tow truck?”

“Somewhere in western Wyoming, and no. My cellphone couldn’t get a signal, so I had to walk to a ranch house for help. I’m using their phone.” The admission was made softly.

“Somewhere? You don’t even know where you are? Ashley—” He should never have let her leave the Valley. He’d known that before her departure but let her talk him into allowing the trip. Sean sighed, battling exasperation greater than any he’d known in some time. “How can you not know where you are? I should never have let you do this.”

“It wasn’t for you to decide. Whether you like it or not, I’m an adult. I don’t need your permission. I’m perfectly capable of taking care of myself.”

If the last sentence hadn’t come out so weak, and he didn’t know his sister, he might actually have believed her. “No, you’re not. Have you called Claude?”

“Not yet,” she muttered. “I’m calling him next.”

“Call Kent, and let him know you’ll be late. In fact, find out where you are, and he can come get you. At least then, I’ll know that you’re safe.”

“I don’t need to be rescued, Sean.”

Great. That defiant tone again. It had reared its ugly head a lot lately. “I really wish you’d stop being so blasted difficult. Now isn’t the time to exercise the rebellious streak you’ve shown lately. It’s irresponsible and irrational to put yourself in harm’s way like this.”

A long pause followed, then, “I need to go. I have to call Claude and Kent.”

“Tell Kent to come get you.”

“No.” No hesitation.

Lord, help me get through to her. She’s been so stubborn lately, and it’s going to get her hurt. “Ashley—”

“No. I’m doing this my way whether you like it or not.”

“Ashley—”

She hung up on him.

Sean glanced at the screen to confirm. The call time meter flashed then the screen went to the default background. She’d actually hung up on him.

The phone across the room rang.

The young executive glanced one last time in the window, fingered a wayward hair, and grabbed for the phone. Perfect opportunity to take real life photos without the guy posing with the smarmy smile he’d flashed the camera that had brought to mind a used car salesman in cheap polyester and a bad part of town.

Sean snapped a few photos. The phone call continued, so he opened his cellphone and found the Bar M Cattle Company in his contact list.

The phone rang twice and was promptly picked up. “Bar M Cattle Company, Rose speaking.”

“This is Sean Montgomery from Arizona. Is Kent Franklin close by?” A friend of a friend had connected him to Kent, who worked for the Bar M in northern Wyoming. They’d talked on the phone probably a dozen times since Sean had first made contact.

“I just saw him wander through. Hang on a minute, Mr. Montgomery.”

He waited and glanced toward the desk. The used car salesman in what was probably a silk shirt continued his phone call, having apparently forgotten Sean’s presence.

“Hey, Sean.” Kent’s cheerful voice broke the silence. “Glad to hear from you. Has that sister of yours checked in to let you know when she’ll get here?”

“Her car broke down somewhere in western Wyoming. She didn’t know where.”

“She’s probably only a couple of hours from here then.”

“If we figure out where she is, since she has no clue, can you go get her? I’d prefer she not be stranded with total strangers.”

“Shouldn’t be a problem.”

“Wonderful. She’s supposed to call you. Maybe you can help her figure out her location.”

Kent chuckled. “I can’t believe she broke down and doesn’t know where she is.”

Sean sighed. “Yeah, well, that’s Ashley. I appreciate you taking care of her.”

“I look forward to meeting her.”

“Don’t be surprised if she gives you difficulty. She’s been going through this childish, rebellious phase lately. I don’t know what that’s about, but I wanted to warn you.”

They hung up soon after.

Mr. Silk Shirt had abandoned his desk and paced the floor as he spoke on the phone. He ignored Sean’s presence.

Sean pocketed his phone and lifted the camera. He’d gotten a good fifteen minutes of honest photos before his subject suddenly remembered his presence. That ridiculous smile appeared again. Sean shot a couple more pictures to humor the guy then called it good.

As he left the downtown skyrise, grateful to have that shoot done for the magazine he worked for, Sean opened his cellphone and dialed Vince’s number.

“Gibson’s Garage.”

“What exactly did you do to Ashley’s car?”

Vince chuckled. “I gather it worked.”

“Yeah. Somewhere in western Wyoming.”

“What? That belt should’ve blown before she even got out of Phoenix.”

If things had gone according to plan, yeah. She’d be safe at home. “Well, it didn’t, and now she’s stranded in the middle of nowhere without cellphone service. Thankfully, she broke down near a ranch.”

“Bummer.”

“You think?” The man had a gift for understatement.

“Oh, well. We tried. A new belt should get her back on the road in no time.”

“Assuming they have a mechanic that works weekends.” A place so far back in the dark ages as to have no cellphone service probably doesn’t even possess a mechanic.

 

~~~

 

Nothing appealed, but food was a must before her blood sugar plummeted too far. Kylie Walsh stood in line at the fast food restaurant and stared at the menu. It shouldn’t be so hard to figure out what to eat. The fact she couldn’t make such a simple decision reinforced the urgency of getting food into her system. Fast. After cloudy thinking came lightheadedness and then fainting. Yeah, real fun in a public place.

Someone bumped into her from behind. She frowned and glanced over her shoulder.

“Excuse me,” her assailant grumbled then froze. His gaze locked with hers.

Pressed khakis and a dark blue, button-up shirt. Blue eyes. Short, dishwater-blond hair with a slight natural wave. A familiar face in perpetual need of a shave. At five-foot-eleven, a head taller than herself.

Sean. Man, this day keeps getting better and better. Not!

“Hi.” His smile was clearly forced.

Why did he even make the effort? Like she didn’t know what he thought and felt about her. As though he hadn’t made his feelings perfectly, bluntly clear over the past eight years. Still, she could make civilized conversation with the man. For Ashley’s sake. As her best friend, Kylie had no desire to make Ashley’s life harder than Sean already did. “Have you heard from Ashley? Did she get to the ranch?”

“Yes, and no.” He shook his head and frowned. “She called a while ago. Her car broke down.”

Alarm shot through Kylie, and she turned to face him. “Is she alright?”

“She’s fine. Apparently.” Sean clenched his teeth.

“Let me guess. You two had another argument.”

“Yeah. I don’t know why she had to do this to begin with. It’s ridiculous.”

She frowned and opened her mouth. He only thinks it’s “ridiculous” because it isn’t something he’d do.

“Ma’am?”

“You’re up.” Sean pointed toward the counter.

Kylie moved the four feet to the counter, ordered the first thing on the menu that didn’t sound repulsive, paid, and stepped to the far end to wait for her food, which came quickly. She grabbed the tray and searched for a table in the busy room. Wall-to-wall people. Ha! A small table in the corner. She bee-lined for it and set her tray down before someone else laid claim. With a sigh, she slipped into the narrow bench seat and pulled a book out of her purse.

A shadow fell over the table. Mid-bite, she froze and looked up from the open book in her free hand. She set her burger down.

“Mind if I sit here. There doesn’t seem to be another seat in the house.”

She barely restrained a groan. Regardless of their personal history, the man was her best friend’s brother. Besides, telling him to go fly a kite in an electrical storm wouldn’t be the most Christian response. Wrong time of year for a storm, anyway. “Go ahead.” She didn’t wait for him to be seated before she buried her face in her book again.

Kylie choked down food that had even less taste than before and pretended to read, unable to tune out the man whose knees brushed hers too often for comfort under the far-too-tiny table. She’d had very little contact with him over the past eight years without Ashley as a buffer. Right now, I remember why. I should’ve gone somewhere else for dinner.

“Are you really going to ignore me?” Sean’s legs shifted under the table. One of his feet knocked against hers and kicked her pulse up even further.

“Pretty much my plan.” She sipped her drink through the straw, keeping her gaze on the book.

“We’re both adults. It seems we should be able to talk as such.”

“You’d think so, wouldn’t you?”

“Are you implying that I’m the problem?”

“If the shoe fits.” Kylie shrugged and sucked down the last of the soda. She closed the book and slipped it into her purse.

“I’m not the one acting like a petulant two-year-old.”

“Could’ve fooled me.” She met his angry gaze. “You’re the one pitching a fit because Ashley won’t let you have your way. Sounds like a two-year-old to me.” She shouldered her purse, slid out of the bench, and picked up the tray. “See you around.”

Kylie didn’t take a deep breath and release it until she was safely in the car and a couple of blocks away. After all that happened, how can that man still turn up my temperature and rev my heartbeat? I should be way past such weakness for him. Light years in fact.

 

~~~

 

Sean glared at Kylie’s back as she left the restaurant. Her brown ponytail swayed between her shoulder blades, and sunlight glinted off red highlights when she stepped outside. She hadn’t so much as glanced back. What had she meant, accusing him of childishness? He wanted what was best for Ashley. That’s all. Was it wrong to want her safe and sound at home?

He snorted. Kylie had always been too opinionated for her own good, and she’d never been keen on taking responsibility for her words and actions. He gritted his teeth. If anyone knew that, it was him. No wonder Ashley had acted up lately. Kylie was a bad influence.

 

~~~

 

“Sean, it’s Kent.”

“Did Ashley call you?” He sank into the chair in the living room.

“A while ago, yes. We got the phone number off caller ID and tracked it down. She’s at Walker Ranch, about three hours away.”

“I know it’s asking a lot, but can you go get her? I don’t know those people, and I’d prefer she was with you.”

“I can’t do it tonight, but tomorrow is no problem. It’s my day off, so I can be gone for a few hours.”

Not what I’d hoped for, but it’ll have to do. “I appreciate that. I’m sorry for the hassle.”

“It’s no problem. I’m happy to help you out.”

“Thanks.” Sean hung up, took a deep breath, and sighed.

Walker Ranch. Maybe I can find out who they are. If Ashley’s staying with them for the night, I should check them out.


Chapter 2

	

Sunday, April 25, 2010

 

Sean’s cellphone rang as he crossed the parking lot to his car after church. He juggled his Bible and keys to one hand and pulled the phone from his pocket. “Hello?” He squeezed it between his shoulder and ear to unlock the car door.

“It didn’t work, Sean.”

“Ashley? What didn’t work?”

“We sent Kent out of here with his tail between his legs. He tried to bully me into leaving with him.”

The melodrama had long ago gotten old. He slipped into the driver’s seat, shut the door, and slid the key into the ignition. “I’m sure you’re being overly dramatic, as usual.”

“No, I’m not. I have witnesses. More than a half dozen, in fact. I’m not going to the Bar M. I’m staying right where I am, whether you like it or not. Claude already approved it. Enthusiastically, I might add.”

“Changing midstream like this is outright rude, Ashley. The Bar M put time and effort into preparing for your visit.” Not to mention the time he’d put in to help her out by finding the Bar M and making the arrangements. The fact he hadn’t found anything online about Walker Ranch or the people who owned it had concerned him even more. What reputable business doesn’t have a website these days?

“Oh, please. What effort? All they had to do was go about their normal business. I’m sick and tired of you manipulating me to get your way. I’m staying here, so suck it up.”

Manipulating her? Where’s Ashley coming up with that garbage? “Why are you so determined to stay at Walker Ranch? You already had arrangements with the Bar M.”

“Because my car broke down, they offered, and I like these people. They’re good, church-going people, which you should be happy about. I’m safe and not spending time with boozers or deviants.” A brief pause followed. When Ashley continued, her tone had gentled in a way he’d never heard before. “Besides, I’ve met someone I’d like to get to know better.”

“What?” Sean’s throat tightened, threatening to shut off his air supply. Good thing I’m still in the church parking lot, or I probably would’ve just rear-ended someone. Had she gone gaga over some smooth-talking cowboy? “You can’t be serious.”

“I’m dead serious.”

“Please tell me you’re not going to up and marry some cowboy you’ve known less than twenty-four hours.” Oh, God, this can’t be happening!

“If he asks, I just might.”

“Ashley—”

“I’m an adult. I make my own decisions, and I’ll deal with the consequences if I make the wrong ones. You can’t keep running my life.”

Annoyance replaced concern in a heartbeat. First, I’m manipulating her. Now, I’m running her life. Those words have Kylie written all over them. “I’m only trying to look out for you. I didn’t expect you to be so ungrateful after everything I’ve done since Dad died. I care about you, and I promised the day we buried him that I’d look after you.”

She heaved a dramatic sigh. “I’m not ungrateful, but I am an adult. It’s time to let me make my own choices, even if you don’t agree with them.”

Is there anything I can do if she decides to marry a cowboy she’s just met? Futility filled him. She’s over eighteen, and my opinion apparently means nothing.

“I need to go. Lunch should be ready soon, and I don’t want to hold things up. I’ll talk to you soon.”

“Yeah, whatever.” He hung up. What else was there to say? She’d made her position abundantly clear. Kylie has something to do with this. I know it!

Sean drove straight to Kylie’s home. Her car sat in the driveway. He parked behind it, got out, slammed the door, and marched to the front door, pounding on the wood with his fist.

It swung open, and Kylie glared at him. “Are you out of your mind? You scared me half out of my wits, banging like that.”

He barged past her without waiting for an invitation then pivoted abruptly on his heel to face her. “This is all your fault.”

“Excuse me?” She pushed the door closed and turned to him, arms folding across her chest. “What are you blaming me for this time?”

“Ashley.” I’m not about to touch that this time.

She frowned and stood there, her expression blank and expectant.

“She hasn’t even been in Wyoming twenty-four hours, and she’s threatening to marry some cowboy she just met.”

She snorted. “Exactly how is that my fault?”

He pointed at her. “You’re the one who encouraged the hare-brained idea for her to make this trip. If you hadn’t, she wouldn’t have gone.”

“Of course I supported her. It was something she really wanted to do. We both prayed for months before she made the decision.” Kylie shook her head. “What did you expect me to do? Add another chain to the ones you’ve kept her in for years? Maybe you’d have preferred I took it a step further and locked Ashley in her room?”

“Chain?” He scowled. “I’ve done no such thing.”

“Yes, you have. You’re a domineering control freak. You can’t help but put people in chains.”

“I most certainly am not!”

“Uh, yeah, you are,” she said, her tone dripping with sarcasm.

Sean clenched his fists.

“When was the last time you let Ashley make a decision for and by herself?” Kylie held up a hand before he even opened his mouth. “I’m not talking about this trip, since you fought her almost every step of the way.”

“She majored in journalism and dropped out in the first year. I certainly had nothing to do with it.”

“You coerced her into college then got ticked when she chose a major you deemed unacceptable. You made her life miserable because she didn’t do things your way, so why should she have stuck it out for four years?”

Miserable? Really? Sean sighed. No wonder Ashley’s so melodramatic. With that influence, how can she not be? “I wasn’t that bad. You make me sound like a tyrannical four-year-old.”

“If the shoe fits.” She nodded once and raised a brow in a knowing glower. “Look. Ashley won’t do anything rash. No matter how aggravated she is, there’s no way she’ll marry someone out of a fit of temper. She’s smarter than that. If I know her—and I do—she only said it out of anger, fully aware it would annoy you.”

“I hope you’re right.” He lowered his gaze and leaned against the wall, shoving his hands into the pockets of his slacks. “I don’t want her to get hurt.”

“You can’t protect her by suffocating her.” Kylie’s gentle tone softened words that still rankled.

“That’s not what I’m doing.”

“It may not be your intention, but it is the result.” She crossed the small space and laid a hand on his arm. “Let her go.”

Easier said than done. Ire slipped away. Worry tightened his gut. “What if she makes a mistake and gets hurt?”

“She’ll learn from it just like the rest of us.”

The warmth of her hand penetrated his sleeve and caressed his skin.

Sean gazed into her hazel eyes and covered her hand with his. “Have we?” he muttered.

A perplexed frown drew her brows together. “Have we what?”

“Learned from our mistakes?”

A heartbeat later, Kylie’s eyes widened. Her gaze fell to her hand under his. She gently pulled away and backed up a couple of steps. “I hope so.”

Sean studied Kylie as she crossed her arms over her chest and shifted her weight from one foot to the other. Once upon a time, they’d been relaxed and natural with each other. No animosity. No awkwardness. No distance. A time when he’d pulled her into his arms for a hug or kiss without fear or guilt. Eight years. An eternity ago.

 

~~~

 

Why hasn’t he said something? Kylie stared at the floor. She preferred not to think about what she’d learned from the biggest mistake of her life. She’d loved him. Totally. Completely. Without reservations. Thought she’d known the kind of man he was. Having the illusion shattered had been far too painful. The knife etched with his accusations remained lodged in her heart. She’d never been able to excise it.

A knot formed in her throat. She tried to clear it. “You should go.” Before I start to cry over what we’ve lost and give him reason to hurl more accusations.

A warm form bumped her shin then wove around and between her calves.

She bent and picked up the big cat, hugging him close. A loud purr rumbled through both of them.

“Is that Tommy?”

“Yes.”

“I can’t believe you still have him.”

Probably hoped she didn’t. Sean and Tommy had never cared for each other. She’d had the red tabby Maine Coon since he was thirteen weeks old. A gift from her parents for her seventh birthday. “He’s twenty this month.” Kylie nuzzled the purring feline who’d been the one constant in her life since the death of her parents in a car accident when she was seventeen.

“Suppose he still hates me?” A faint grin curved up the corners of Sean’s mouth.

“You freaked out and yelled at him for getting hair on you.” She scowled. “I doubt he’s forgotten.” Neither had she. That should’ve served as sufficient warning about Sean to make me run. She draped the big cat over her shoulder, holding him like a baby.

Tommy hung there, relaxed and content.

Sean scowled. “I was fifteen.”

Maybe so, but he hadn’t changed in that regard. Until they’d broken up when he was twenty, he’d never wanted Tommy near him and had expressed disdain for any cat hair he’d picked up on his clothes from furniture.

“I’ve got animals to feed and a couple of cages to clean.” Take the hint, Sean.

“Still running a petting zoo?”

Kylie sighed and bit back a snide comment. “Yes, and if you don’t leave, I’m putting you to work. Might get dirt and hair on your precious slacks.” Okay, that wasn’t nice. Don’t be snarky.

Anger flashed in his blue eyes. “You’re determined to make me the jerk in everything, aren’t you?”

“You do a fine job of that all by yourself. You don’t need my help.” She opened the front door and held it with a meaningful glance at the man.

He pulled keys from a pocket and marched past her. On the front porch, he whipped around. “I don’t know why you and Ashley insist on making me out to be the bad guy.”

Sadness flitted through her, and the knife twisted. “We see who you really are, Sean. It’s not our fault you refuse to face reality and grasp what we’ve tried to tell you for years.” Kylie pushed the door closed and locked it without giving him a chance to respond.

She leaned against the door and buried her face in Tommy’s warm fur. Tears changed nothing. Solved nothing. It had been so much easier when she and Sean avoided one another. Talking to him had only stirred up things best left buried.

Straightening, Kylie took a deep breath and slowly released it. “Okay, Tommy. Let’s get some work done before I have to check on Homer.”

Homer. Who named a dog such a thing anyway? The poor little beagle who’d been slapped with that label certainly wasn’t a Homer. His owner went out of town on business regularly, so he was one of her steady pet-sitting clients. She took care of feeding and watering as well as the houseplants, and her employee walked Homer twice a day. One of the many animals in Kylie’s life.

Sean had never liked animals. Of any kind.

At least I no longer have to care. Kylie snorted. Yeah, because you so obviously don’t care what he thinks. Get to work before you depress yourself even more. Rabbits and guinea pigs never tended themselves. She headed for the garage, which had been set up for the caged animals.

 

~~~

 

She’d actually slammed the door in his face. Sean scowled as he stomped to the car. Kylie had a lot of gall blaming him for everything. She and Ashley shared that tendency, and he’d gotten sick of it! Neither gave him the slightest bit of credit for all he’d sacrificed to finish raising Ashley.

First, they’d lost Mom to cancer when Ashley was eleven. He’d been seventeen. Then, a heart attack had taken Dad five years later. At twenty-two, Sean had taken charge of a sixteen-year-old who’d cried at the drop of a hat if someone looked at her wrong. That hadn’t been easy, but he hadn’t even considered turning her over to the state or pawning her off on someone else. Yet, somehow, I’m the bad guy?

Lord, why am I stuck dealing with unreasonable women?



~~~



Resolved not to feel guilty, Kylie locked her client’s front door. Homer the beagle stared forlornly through the window to one side. “I’ll see you in the morning, buddy. I promise. Monica will be here soon to take you for a long walk.” She pocketed the keys and returned to her car.

Her cellphone rang as she settled in the driver’s seat. She glanced at the screen. A totally foreign number. Not a client. At least, not a current one, and most potential clients call during the work week. “Hello?”

“Kylie?” a tentative female voice asked.

“Yes.” She sat back in the seat, the hand holding her keys lying on one thigh.

“My name is Macy Wright.” The soft voice gained strength. “I met Ashley at church earlier today, and she gave me your phone number and suggested I call you about a guinea pig I bought. Nobody around here really knows anything about them, and I don’t know what to do.” The final statement wobbled.

“What’s wrong?”

“Buttercup was little when I bought her a couple of months ago, and she just had babies not quite two weeks ago. I didn’t realize she was pregnant when I got her.”

Kylie resisted the urge to growl. When will pet stores realize they aren’t doing the animals, or customers, any favors by not learning proper care? With guinea pigs, that meant learning to sex them and always keeping the sexes separate. “That’s a common enough problem to be annoying. I’m fostering a sow right now who came from a pet store pregnant. How is Buttercup doing since whelping?”

“Losing weight and going bald.”

She shoved the key into the ignition to free her hand then dug around in her purse for her small notebook and a pen. “I can suggest a couple of things I learned from a long-time breeder that have helped some of my fosters. Do you have email?”

“At work, yes.”

“Will your boss mind you utilizing it for personal emails?”

“Since I’m the boss, I can quite confidently say no.” Macy laughed softly.

Kylie grinned. “Great. Give me your email address.” She jotted it down as Macy rattled it off. “I’m a pet sitter and just now leaving a client’s house, so expect an email in about an hour. I’ll send you basic care tips in a PDF file and tack on information for your specific situation.”

“You have no idea how grateful I am. Buttercup is such a sweet little thing. I don’t want to lose her.”

“How many pups did she have?”

“Two.”

Good. The more pups, the more strain put on a nursing sow. Two was manageable. “How are they doing?”

“So far, they seem good. Both are hefty and bouncy. No obvious sign of illness or anything.”

“That’s really good. I’ll be sure to include instructions for sexing them. If either is a boy, you’ll have to remove him in the next few days, or he could get his mom and sister pregnant.”
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