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Author’s Note



His Heart Found Home began its life many years ago as a full-length novel I called Wilderness Bride. It was a deeply personal story, written in a different season of my life, filled with high emotion and dramatic turns. Though the manuscript was never published, the characters—especially Rafe and Samantha—stayed with me.

But seasons change, and so do we.

Returning to this story decades later, I saw it with new eyes. I still loved Rafe and Samantha—their unexpected connection, their trials, their growth—but I also knew I wanted to offer their story in a way that reflects the kind of romance I now most enjoy: sweet, wholesome, and full of emotional depth.


His Heart Found Home is a reimagined, refined version of the original. It’s shorter, simpler in format, and truer to the message I wanted to share all along—that love is not just about grand gestures or fiery passion, but about healing, kindness, and the quiet courage to choose each other every single day.

I hope this new version brings a smile. Welcome to Rafe and Samantha’s journey. I’m so glad you’ve found them.

If you enjoyed His Heart Found Home, I invite you to explore my Faith & Flowers series—Christian romance stories filled with faith, renewal, and the kind of gentle love that grows stronger with each page.

Thank you for reading.


With warmth and gratitude,

Susie Clifft Smith
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The wind rustled through the towering oaks, sweeping a chorus through the dense canopy above. Cumulus clouds drifted lazily across the sky, momentarily blocking the sun’s warmth. Shadows danced across the forest floor, turning the emerald glow of the foliage into a muted green haze.

Samantha Greeley stood motionless beneath the sheltering limbs of an ancient oak. Her gray eyes, soft and wide, blinked against the sudden dimming light. The breeze picked up again, and the sun broke free, spilling golden warmth onto her upturned face. A sigh escaped her lips, and she closed her eyes in momentary peace.

But peace had been fleeting lately. Her gaze drifted toward the rustic log cabin nestled at the edge of the clearing. That private refuge—once a place of healing and solitude—no longer felt solely hers.

Another sigh, this one tinged with frustration.

Samantha Antonia Greeley. Heiress, yes. But in her heart, she was still just a country girl with wind-tangled hair and calloused hands. She smiled faintly, running her fingers through the short, pixie-cut crop of chestnut hair. The style was practical—more boyish than fashionable—but it suited her just fine.

At twenty-seven, she had long stopped caring what others thought of her appearance. Her features were pleasant, not striking. Wide-set eyes, a slightly too-generous mouth, and a face that often looked younger than it should. She had always been told she had “bedroom eyes,” but she'd rather be known for her resilience.

She turned back toward the cabin, the word destiny flitting across her thoughts. She scoffed inwardly. No, this wasn’t fate—just circumstance. She stepped inside and glanced at the black leather billfold resting on the table.

Then, her eyes shifted to the fireplace.

There, lying unconscious on the bearskin rug, was a man. Not a dream. Not a fantasy. Flesh and blood, with a heartbeat she had fought to preserve.

Rafera Otto Montebon.

She knew his name only from the ID she’d found. Six-foot-one, 195 pounds, thirty-four years old. New Orleans address. His clothes—designer labels—and a wallet full of hundred-dollar bills had told her plenty. But it was his face she couldn’t stop thinking about.

He wasn’t classically handsome, but there was something wild in his features. Angular cheekbones. Broken nose. Thick black lashes. Untamed. Rugged. And even in sleep, he looked like a man who wouldn’t be tamed easily.

Samantha leaned against the doorframe; arms folded across her chest. Her thoughts drifted to the moment everything changed.

Three days earlier, she had heard the choking sputter of a plane engine overhead. It had dipped low—too low—before disappearing behind the forest. She’d had no time to panic. Only to act.

She had grabbed her survival pack, rifle, and water, and sprinted through the forest toward Strawberry River. Her lungs burned, her legs ached, but she didn’t stop.

The crash site had been brutal. Smoke curled upward from the half-submerged aircraft. Nose pointed down. The main doors crunched and unusable.

Stripping down, Samantha tied a rope to the nearest tree and dove into the icy water.

Everything after that was a blur of cold, darkness, and willpower.

She swam to the cockpit window. The pilot unconscious was slumped forward, the cabin rapidly filling with water. The cockpit window was sealed tight by the immense weight of the river water. Her only hope was that the water filling the cabin would equalize the pressure.

Samantha surfaced for air, dove again. She unlocked the handle and used the emergency crank to swing open the cockpit window. Unbuckling the pilot’s five-point harness, Samantha grasped him under the arm pits and drug him out the window. His dead weight forced them deeper. She kicked until her legs cramped.

By the time she hauled him onto the bank, Samantha had been shaking with exhaustion.

She had given him rescue breaths, pressed on his chest, whispered prayers, and finally—finally—he had coughed up water and groaned something about an angel.

It had taken a day and a half to drag him back to her cabin on a makeshift travois. She had bathed his forehead, dressed the gash on his thigh, and waited, watching for signs of life.

Now, the man stirred.

He groaned, a muffled sound from deep in his chest. Followed by a soft curse.

Samantha stepped quietly toward him. His eyes fluttered open, dark, and confused. “Hello,” she said gently.

“Who’s there?” His voice was rough, almost accusing. Then he froze. “Turn on the lights so I can see.”

She stopped in her tracks, lips parting in surprise. “The lights are on,” Samantha said. “You can’t see?”

“I suppose that’s a fair assumption,” he muttered bitterly. “My head feels like it’s been used as an anvil.”

“You’re in my cabin,” Samantha explained, steadying her voice. “I found you after your plane crashed in the river. You’ve been unconscious for three days.”

He didn’t respond right away. His brow furrowed. “I...don’t remember anything. Not even my name.”

Samantha hesitated, then moved to sit near him. “Your ID said Rafera Otto Montebon. You’re from New Orleans.”

The name stirred nothing in his expression. “Doesn’t mean a thing.”

“It might come back. But right now, you need rest.”

“No,” he said firmly. “I need answers. What happened to me, where am I—everything you know, I want to hear it.”

She folded her arms. “You’ve got a concussion and a deep gash in your thigh. You don’t need to play the tough guy. I’ve been looking after you for days.”

He quieted.

They went back and forth for a while—his questions blunt, her answers clipped. He didn’t remember flying the Lear jet or crashing. When she told him they were twenty miles from the nearest town, he cursed again.

“Great,” he muttered. “I wake up blind, in pain, with no memory, and I’m in the middle of the Ozarks.”

Samantha arched an eyebrow. “Welcome to Arkansas.”

Eventually, they found a rhythm. He asked about the cabin. She described its single room, homemade furnishings, the fireplace, the windows. When he guessed he was lying on an animal pelt, she confirmed it with a smirk. “Black bear.”

He grinned for the first time. “You’re full of surprises, Samantha Greeley.”

“And you’re full of demands for a man with a fever,” she countered.

She prepared him some stew, guiding his hands to the bowl. He ate slowly, then drifted back to sleep. Samantha exhaled in relief.

Later that night, he called out in fevered confusion. Samantha sponged his forehead with a dampened washcloth. His hand grasped her wrist. She whispered calming words until his grasp loosened and his hand fell to his side.

She lay down next to him, listening to the crackle of the fire, wondering what kind of man he was when he wasn’t dazed and wounded. She drifted to sleep without realizing she was smiling.
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It had been five days since Samantha rescued Rafera Montebon. His fever had broken, his strength returning, and the wound on his thigh was beginning to heal. But his sight—and his memory—were still lost.

So was his patience.

He was as prickly as a cactus and twice as unpleasant before breakfast. Samantha suspected it was fear, frustration, and pride all wrapped into one difficult man—but that didn’t mean she let him off the hook.

That morning, after she helped him find his bowl and spoon, he’d barked that she was treating him like a child.

So, she’d walked out the door before she said something she’d regret.

Now, standing in the doorway of the cabin, she watched him from a distance. His strong frame was sprawled across the bearskin rug, one arm behind his head, the other resting over his chest. His dark hair curled over his forehead, damp with sweat. He looked like a fallen warrior. A stubborn, arrogant warrior.

His voice rang out suddenly, jarring the peace.

“Well? You just going to stand there staring all day? Take your pity somewhere else, kid.”

Samantha bristled. “Pity you? Not likely,” she said, walking toward him with arms folded tight across her chest. “You’re the one wallowing in self-pity. I’m just waiting to see if you’re going to drown in it—or finally swim.”

A muscle twitched in Rafe’s jaw. “You come over here, and I’ll show you who’s drowning.”

Her eyebrows rose. “Temper. Temper.”

She took another step forward—and before she could blink, his hand shot out and caught her by the calf. With one quick tug, she lost her balance and landed squarely on top of him.

“Let me go!” she gasped, her fingers tugging on his arms, as she tried to free herself.

But he didn’t budge. One arm wrapped firmly around her waist. Samantha froze. Her hands, pressed against his chest, felt the steady thrum of his heartbeat. She tried to ignore the way her own pulse sped up in response.

“I mean it,” she said, her voice shaking more from frustration than anger.

To her relief—and embarrassment—he rolled onto his back and released her. “You’re a lot lighter than you sound,” he teased.

Samantha scrambled to her feet, flustered and furious. “You think this is funny?” she snapped.

His grin didn’t falter. “You were asking for it, wildcat. Marching in here with that fiery little speech.”

Samantha pressed the back of her hand to her warm cheek, then turned sharply away, her heart still beating wildly from the encounter. She wasn’t sure what unsettled her more—his unpredictable behavior or her own reaction to being held in his arms

When she turned back around, he was chuckling.

“Still think I’m drowning in self-pity?” he asked.

More color flushed Samantha’s cheeks. She refused to answer. Instead, she moved toward the door and left without saying another word.

The moment she stepped into the sunlight, she let out a long breath. Simmons Springs wasn’t far, and the sound of the bubbling stream helped her slow her racing thoughts. She sat against an old white oak and stared at the sun slipping toward the horizon.

What was she doing? The last thing she wanted was to get emotionally tangled up with a stranger—especially one who didn’t know who he was and couldn’t even see her. And yet...something about him drew her in.
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