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Chapter 1
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The tires of the silver SUV crunched across the long gravel road while Suni Nelson stared out at the endless Texas countryside with growing disbelief.

“This can’t seriously all belong to me.”

The old ranch foreman sitting beside her gave a quiet chuckle.

“Near about twenty-three thousand acres, miss.”

Suni shook her head slowly.

Twenty-three thousand acres.

Back in Dallas she complained about the tiny parking garage attached to her downtown apartment.

Now she was driving through land so wide she couldn’t even see the fences stretching across the distant hills.

The massive wooden sign ahead finally came into view.

ROCKING R HORSE RANCH

The bold black letters stood against weathered cedar while rolling pastureland spread behind it beneath the afternoon sun.

Suni swallowed nervously.

“Well,” she muttered softly, “here goes nothing.”

The ranch headquarters looked like something from an old western movie.

A massive white ranch house sat near sprawling horse barns and fenced riding arenas while pickup trucks and horse trailers lined the gravel lot nearby.

Cowboys moved between the barns carrying feed buckets and saddles.

The smell of leather, hay, and horses drifted through the warm air.

Suni climbed out of the SUV wearing designer sunglasses, expensive boots she’d bought two days earlier, and jeans that still looked brand new.

Several ranch hands stopped working long enough to glance her way.

Standing near the main barn was a grizzled old cowboy with a gray mustache and a battered black hat pulled low over weathered eyes. Even the younger hands seemed to move when he spoke.

“That’s Gus Callahan,” Wade Turner quietly explained as he stepped beside her. “Foreman here since your uncle started the Rocking R.”
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