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      What in the hell?

      Of course, I'd be "Mr. February." I should have seen that coming with my name starting with "F" and with Ruby having so much success with Jackson. Or at least claiming that Jackson's relationship with Emma is because of her.

      My guess is if we can't put a stop to her before next month then Miles will be next.

      "Daddy, why do you look like you just ate a lemon?" my daughter Isabella asks.

      "It's an adult thing, Izzy," I tell her, staring at the ad Ruby has put up on the visitor Bureau website.

      "Dad, I'm a whole five years old! Tell me the truth I can handle it," she says as she holds up five fingers. She cocks her head to the side and her adorable curly pigtails frame her face.

      It's true my daughter is an old soul and much more mature than other kids her age growing up out here the way she has on the mountain.

      "Let's just say Ruby is up to her shenanigans again and this time I'm caught in the crossfires," I tell her.

      "Oh, you mean the flyers with your face on them I saw them when we came into the diner. I already know. I told you I'm five." She actually rolls her eyes at me and I start to wonder if I'm going to be able to handle her in another five years.

      I don't know if I should respond to the eye-rolling or the fact that there are flyers up around town with my face on them and thankfully I don't have to decide because my phone rings.

      After checking the caller ID, I answer. I don't get many phone calls except for a few people, so I'm not surprised to find it to be my best friend, Luna.

      We've been best friends since we were little, and even now she's Izzy's kindergarten teacher, which makes things easy unless Izzy tries to take advantage of the situation which she has done multiple times this year already.

      “Hello?”

      “Ford. My house has been broken into!” A panicked Luna greets me from the other end of the line.

      “Luna, calm down. What do you mean your house has been broken into?” I raise my voice which of course caches Jackson’s attention. He looks over at me, his brows arched.

      “Someone threw a rock through my window and my stuff is all over the place inside.” She sounds like she is on the verge of tears.

      My pulse skyrockets. If anyone hurts her, they will have to deal with me. “Fuck. Get back in your car and lock the door. Call the police. I’m leaving the diner now and will be there in just a few minutes.”

      Looking over at Izzy, I know that my cussing has gotten her attention. She's looking at me with curious eyes now and I try to smile, but I know it's not going to help, my daughter knows me all too well.

      Jackson has covered the distance to the door in a few long strides. “I’m going with you.”

      “Emma can stay here with me and Izzy while you boys go take care of Luna.” Ruby shoos us out the door, but not before Jackson pulls Emma close for a kiss.

      “First Ruby’s hare-brained scheme and now a break-in. What the hell is happening to Mustang Mountain?” I didn’t wait for an answer. The sooner I could get to Luna, the better I’d feel.

      Even though I hate to hang up with her, I have to so I can call the other guys Miles and Asher.

      First up is Miles, "Luna just called. Her house has been broken into. We need to get over there and help her get it squared away for the night."

      I don't have to ask him about helping Luna. Because I know whatever he's doing he's going to drop it.

      "On it. I’ll call Asher too." He says before we hang up.

      As I pull into Luna’s drive, I am the first one there. I barely get my car in park when she jumps out of her car and heads toward me. She walks right into my arms, and I hold her there, relieved to know she is okay.

      While she takes comfort in my arms, I survey the front of her house. The front door is cracked open and the window on the front porch is shattered. There is glass all over the porch and her curtains are blowing in the breeze right out the window.

      "Have you gone inside?" I ask.

      "No. I saw the door and the window before I even stepped foot on the porch, then called you."

      "Okay, the guys should be here any moment and we will take a look around."

      Not a minute later, the roar of Asher's diesel truck fills the air coming down the street and Jackson is right behind him.

      "Miles is grabbing some wood to board up the windows. He will be right behind us," Asher says as he looks over the front of the house.

      "Stay with her while we will go clear the house," Jackson says and I nod.

      Best to make sure no one is still in there. Though we are all hoping we don't find anyone because right now I don't think Luna can handle it.

      Asher follows Jackson in, and Luna and I wait. Miles pulls up in with wood in the back of his truck just as Asher and Jackson walk out of the house.

      "Whoever it was is long gone. We need to call the police before we touch anything." Asher says as he pulls out his phone.

      He will handle it, and I know we don't have to worry about it. It doesn’t seem very long before a deputy shows up and it's Asher's friend Sean. Before walking toward the house, he greets them. Then they spend a few minutes inside as Luna watches on, still not having moved from my side.

      "Ma'am, will you come walk through and see if anything is missing so I can write an official report?" Sean steps back onto the porch.

      "Yeah. Umm Ford, you will come with me, right?" Her voice is a little shaky.

      "Of course. I won't leave your side. Come on." I take her hand and lead her into the house.

      We walk room by room, starting with the living room. Every door is open, the drawers, everything was thrown around, and there are broken picture frames holding her photos. Moving on to the kitchen even though the cabinet is open, food is thrown around, and milk is even spilled on the floor. Her back door is wide open as well. Chairs are turned over in the dining room.

      "So far, nothing looks missing. Just destroyed." She says as we move to the hallway.

      The guest bedroom dresser has every drawer pulled out and tossed on the floor, the hall bath has towels thrown on the ground and they ripped the shower curtain off and tossed it in the tub.

      Luna seemed unfazed until we got to her room and it was in just as bad of shape. Her clothes are everywhere, her bed sheets were ripped off and on the floor, and they threw everything off every surface on to the floor.

      She leaves my side and runs to her nightstand.

      "No, no, no. NO!" Luna shouts as she goes through her nightstand drawer, or what is left of it.

      She pulls out the wood box I've seen her always have with her and opens it.

      "No!" She shouts again. Then she drops to her knees and looks frantically under the bed and nightstand.

      Walking over to her, I gently pull her up off the ground before she cuts herself on any broken glass.

      "Luna. What's missing?" I ask softly.

      "My grandmother's wedding ring. It was the only thing of value I own." She starts crying.

      I remember that ring. She wore it for days when her grandmother died. It was the only thing that would calm her during that time. I remember her telling me over and over that when she got married that was the ring she was going to wear.

      As a teenager, I'd picture that, and it would be me she'd be marrying. Crazy, I know, but I feel this loss as if it's part of my future gone too.

      Then I help her file a police report and find a photo of the ring on her phone. The guys stand guard and answer questions as needed. Once the police officer leaves, the guys take over.

      "Let's get the place secured and boarded up," Asher says.

      "I'll help." Miles follows him out the front door.

      "She can't stay here," Jackson says.

      "I know. Luna packs up any valuables and some clothes and come stay with me." I tell her softly, trying to give her directions without making her panic.

      "Why can't I stay here? They said they are securing the place," she says picking up clothes from the floor.

      I make a mental note to make sure they all get washed because I hate the idea of some stranger handling things that will touch her skin.

      "They can put wood up, but it won't stop the cold. This house won't stay warm and I can't have you freezing to death. Besides, the wood won't stop someone if they plan to come back and want to get in. They can just go through another window," Jackson says.

      I glare at him and he just shrugs his shoulders. Everything he says is true, but it could have been said with more finesse.

      But I know Luna will listen to Jackson's thoughts because the three of us went to school together and Jackson was always the voice of reason among us. He still is.

      "Ok," she agrees and goes to her closet to get a suitcase.

      Jackson and I help her pack up clothes, toiletries, and stuff for work. Miles and Asher help load it into my truck. Once they are done, we make sure everything is locked up.

      "We will get someone out here to clean this up so she doesn't have to worry about it," Miles says once we are finished and Luna is in my truck.

      "Thanks. Once the shock wears off, she will start making a list of things to do and I will see what we can help her with," I tell them.

      "I'll follow you back. Emma took Izzy back to your place." Jackson says as we head out.

      Once we are in the car, and on our way, Luna speaks again.

      "Where is Izzy?" she asks. Her voice sounds small and miles away.

      Damn. I've been so worried about Luna and getting her settled that I haven't had time to think about what I'm going to tell my daughter.

      Izzy won't let the fact that her teacher is sleeping in our guest room go unnoticed.
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