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      “Dammit, Ruby!” I bite out as I pay for my to-go coffee.

      “Oh, hush you. I’m three for three and it’s your turn!” She swats at me playfully with her bright red manicured nails, only I’m not playing.

      “I don’t want my picture and information plastered all over the town website!” I tell her, trying to make her understand I’m not kidding.

      This is the fourth month in a row she’s done this. Now, with Miles and Kinley getting together, I fear she won’t ever stop. None of us mountain men want to be in the spotlight and featured on the town website for everyone to see. There is a reason we moved to the mountain, and it wasn’t to be closer to people.

      “Come on, look at Jackson, Ford, and Miles over there. They are so happy. I just want that for you too and the rest of the Mustang Mountain Riders,” she says, referring to the motorcycle club the guys and I are in.

      I glance outside where the guys are waiting on me with their girls. They are happy,      but I don’t know how much of that Ruby had to do with it. Ford and Luna have known each other since they were kids, and Miles's girl literally jumped in his car out of nowhere. Jackson’s with Miles’s younger sister. So, unless Ruby controls all things, she can’t take credit for that, but I won’t fight with her. Not here like this, anyway.

      The guys and I keep saying we will talk to her, but one thing after another comes up. Though it’s now just moved to the top of my priority list.

      “Take it down. You had your fun.” I point at her to get her attention and leave the money for the coffee as I grabbed my to-go cup and headed out the door.

      At least I won’t be the only single guy at the meeting today. Miles was able to grab Jonas and his brother Jensen, too. I love these guys, but I wasn’t thrilled to be doing wedding planning stuff. Even if it’s for these men who I’d do anything for. If I had to guess, they needed pure manpower today to see what could be accomplished. I’m not sure because I zoned out when the wedding talk started.

      “By the look on your face, I guess you saw you are Mr. April?” Luna cringes.

      “You knew?” I growl, and Ford gives me a look that says to knock it off. We may be brothers in arms, but he will protect his girl to the end.

      “It just hit our emails while you were inside. I’m pretty sure us here in town are the last notified when it goes up,” Emma says with a sad smile.

      Of course, we are getting it out far and wide first because she knows we won’t be happy. She is a smart, old bird. I will give her that.

      “Great,” I mumble just as my phone rings.

      Answering it, I find my dispatcher at the mustang refuge on the other line. She’s a volunteer and works from home. The sound of her baby crying fills the background as well.

      “Asher we just got a call that there is a horse, they think one of the wild mustangs that was hit by a car. It’s still alive.” She goes on to give me the information and says she already has one of the volunteers on their way with the trailer for transport.

      “There is a horse that has been hit on the side of the road. I’m going to need some help,” I tell the guys.

      “We are in,” Jensen says and nods to Jonas. Any reason to get out of this wedding stuff, I’m sure, and I can’t blame them.

      “Well, the girls can come with us and you two can go help too,” Miles says.

      Jackson and Ford nod as we head out.

      “Perfect let’s go,” I say and we waste no time getting in my truck and following the directions my dispatcher texted me.

      The directions lead us into the base of the mountains where the mustangs like to run. Not that we could miss it. There are no less than eight cars pulled over and a number of people surrounding the horse, which is only stressing her out.

      “Come on guys, do you want people crowding you when you are injured? Back the fuck up,” I tell them, not giving a shit who I offend. I come from the rodeo circuit, and they cuss worse than a cowboy with a nail through his boot. Most of these people are tourists, probably on their way to Glacier National Park. The locals know better and give wild animals plenty of room.

      The guys and I get to work. They have helped me many times and jump right into it. Ford goes right to crowd control and gets them back across the street and away from the horse to give her and me some room.

      Jackson, who has a way with animals, starts working on calming her down. Right now, she seems mostly dazed and confused. Jensen jumps up to help guide my volunteer with the trailer in place as I assess the mare’s injuries with Jonas's help.

      Even though I’ve been a large animal vet for several years, it never gets easier seeing them like this. I have to put my emotions aside and focus on the animal and what’s best for her.

      Without a doubt, she’s been hit by a car and has many open cuts and a lot of blood, but I don’t think it’s anything from which she can’t recover. But I need to get her back to the refuge where my clinic is and get her tranquilized and calm to really get a look. She is one of the wild mustangs and is afraid of people. Giving her a mild sedative, I want to help her relax enough to hopefully get her in the trailer.

      Almost two hours later, we finally get her stable and back to the refuge and I’m able to look her over.

      “How bad is it?” Jensen asks.

      “I need an x-ray to check for internal injuries, but the external ones look worse than they are. It’s a lot of blood, but so long as we stop any infection, they aren’t an issue. Just a few stitches,” I tell him.

      The guys stick around to help because moving a knocked-out horse around isn’t easy. But we get all the tests done we need to. Thankfully, there is nothing going on inside other than some bruising, which is to be expected.

      “She was extremely lucky. I bet she ran into the street and the car tried to stop. It couldn’t have been going too fast, or have a lot more injuries,” I tell them. After we get her settled in her recovery stall, we wait for one of the volunteers to get here to watch over her.

      When she wakes up, she might hurt herself because she won’t know where she is and could go into defense mode. We want to make sure that doesn’t happen. Also, we also want to make sure she doesn’t have an adverse reaction to any of the medications we give her.

      Watching her while she is out, she seems so peaceful, and it reminds me why I do what I do. I love helping these horses, and I never regret the day that I made Mustang Mountain my home.

      Once the volunteer comes to relieve me, I finally go back to my office to drink my now very cold cup of coffee and get the paperwork on this animal done. But I get stopped on the way as I always seem to do.

      “Asher, there’s a woman here asking to speak to you,” Donna, my receptionist, says.

      We get people in all the time wanting to talk to the owner about this event or media coverage. Charles is my PR guy and has taken over a lot of the event planning and social media, too.

      “Have her talk to Charles. I need to get the report going on that horse we just brought in,” I tell her.

      “No, thank you. That won’t do because Charles isn’t the father of my baby,” a woman says with a voice I could never forget.

      That voice haunts me in my sleep, taunting me that I’d never see her again.

      “Jenna?” I ask in shock as I turned to face her.

      She looks a bit paler, and a lot more tired than the last time I saw her, but it is Jenna, the face I see every night when I go to sleep.

      “Glad you remember me,” she says, softer this time.

      Then what she said hits me.

      “Did you just say father of your baby?” I ask in shock.

      “Yes,” she says, raising her chin and suddenly it’s like someone punched me in the gut.

      “Let’s go into my office,” I say, looking over at Donna, who rivals Ruby as the town gossip.

      Thankfully, Jenna follows me into my office and takes a seat. After closing the door, I collapse into my chair as I process what she has told me.

      “Pregnant” is the only word I could get out.

      “Yes, I’m about four months along. But I didn’t know how to contact you or where to find you until I saw the ‘Mustang Mountain Man of the Month’ post this morning. Since I believe you have the right to know, I took the day off work and came down to see you. I want nothing from you…”

      “Whoa, stop. Information overload,” I say and rest my head in my hands and rub my temples.

      Jenna and I had one amazing and perfect night together at the bar in Whitefish for a Bachelorette party. A few of the guys and I were there for a charity MC ride. We spent the night drinking, dancing, and talking.

      Then we ended up back at my hotel room and had the best night of sex mixed with more talking, and a late night food run. Just before dawn, we passed out. When I woke up, she was gone. Even though I tried to track her down, I found nothing.

      Now I find out that our perfect night together has produced a child and has tied me to this woman forever. The universe sure has a sense of humor.

      “First, do you need something to eat or drink?” I offer her.

      “I’m good. I have some water with me, but I could use a restroom if you have one,” she says.

      “Yes, out the door to the left, then first door on your left.” I tell her and thankfully she leaves her bag, so I know she is coming back.

      I don’t plan to let her slip away again without a way to contact her and not just because she is carrying my child.

      Then I start to process what she just said. She’s almost four months pregnant, which lines up with the night we were together, and she found me from Ruby’s bachelor post. I don’t want to encourage Ruby, but I could give her a huge kiss right now because she brought this girl back to me.

      Did she really say she wants nothing from me? That’s fine. She can want nothing, but she will be getting everything. There is no way a kid of mine is walking around on this earth without me in their life. And there is no way Jenna is getting away again.

      By the time she rejoins me, I’m a lot calmer and thinking straighter.
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      I take an extra moment in the bathroom to regain my composure. Seeing him today really knocked me for a more of a loop than I expected. He didn't slam the door in my face, so to speak, so that's a good thing, right?

      Placing my hand on my stomach that is just starting to 'pop' as my sister calls it, I remind myself I am doing this for my little one. Even if Asher isn't a part of our lives, he has a right to know. I want to be able to look my child in the eye and say I did everything I could as his or her mom.

      The problem is, I know even when a father is around, it doesn’t mean he will be there for the kid. My father was married to Mom and lived with us, but he wasn’t there for simple things like dinner or the bigger things like my school plays, or when I broke my arm. When my sister was sick, he was barely there. My mom shouldered all of that, and all my dad contributed was a paycheck. I want more for my kid.

      With a final deep breath, I go back to his office, walking slower than normal, before closing the door behind me and taking my seat again.

      "I'm glad you found me. I really thought we had a connection, and then I wake up the next morning and you were gone," he says.
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