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         “This wasn’t a date,” she said.

         Tag’s hands cupped her face, thumbs brushing her cheeks. His palm felt like feathers dancing across the sensitive place on her neck. He leaned in for the kiss, and Nikki went up on her tiptoes.

         She had been kissed before. She’d had long-term relationships. She’d had her heart broken more than once since she’d lived on her own. She’d made mistakes and learned from them. But nothing prepared her for the way she felt when Tag’s lips met hers. The whole world disappeared in a flash, leaving only the two of them standing on a small upstairs porch with the moon and stars above them.

         When the kiss ended, Tag took a step back and braced himself on the railing. “If that affected you the way it did me, then, darlin’, this was definitely a date.”

      

   


   
      
         
            To my cousins

            Marthanna Goshorn and Brenda Long,
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            Dear Readers,

            As I finish Cowboy Rebel, fall is arriving in Sunset, Texas, where the Longhorn Canyon Ranch is located. Y’all will be reading it just as summer is starting, so grab a glass of sweet tea, curl up on a porch swing, and enjoy the story. I was privileged to get to see the cover for this book before I even began to write it. Tag Baker was exactly as I’d pictured him in my mind—blue eyed, hair just a little too long, a slight cleft in his chin, and a swagger to his walk. That last part I couldn’t actually see in the picture, but my imagination is very good when it comes to cowboys!

            As always, I have a bushel basket of thanks to pass out today. The first one goes to all my fantastic fans who continue to support me by not only buying my books, but also by recommending them to their friends, talking about them at book clubs, writing reviews, and sending notes and messages to me personally. Please know that each and every one of you is precious and appreciated more than you’ll ever know.

            If my thanks were medals instead of heartfelt gratitude, Leah Hultenschmidt would get a gold one for everything she does to help me take a rough idea and turn it into an emotionally charged book. And my team at Grand Central/Forever, who do everything from copyedits to covers, promotions to sales, would have medals hanging around their necks for all their hard work behind the scenes.

            As always, there are no words to truly say how much I appreciate my agent, Erin Niumata, and the staff at Folio Literary Management. Y’all are simply the best and deserve a bushel basket of thanks all of your own.

            Last, but never least—thank you to my husband of fifty-two years, Mr. B. He’s stood beside me through the thick and the thin of this writing career and continues to be my biggest supporter.

            Keep your reading glasses close by after you finish Cowboy Rebel, because there’s more on the way. Maverick tells me that he’s feeling the magic of Christmas in the air, and Paxton and Hud are trying to convince me that they’re not ever going to fall in love. Shhhh…don’t tell anyone, but I know better.

            Until next time, happy reading!

            Carolyn Brown

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter One

         

         What can I get you, cowboy?” The cute blonde whipped a towel from her hip pocket and wiped down the bar in front of him.

         He tipped his cowboy hat back just a little so he could see her better. “A double shot of Knob Creek. Where’s Joe tonight?”

         “He works Saturday. I get Thursday and Friday,” she answered. “Haven’t seen you before.”

         “I only moved here a couple of months ago. My brother and I usually come in on Saturday nights. But we might change our days.” He winked.

         “Oh, and why’s that?” She set his whiskey in front of him.

         “You’re prettier than Joe.”

         “I’ve heard that line before.” She moved down the bar to draw up another beer for the woman sitting at the far end and then worked her way back down to him, her ponytail flipping back and forth as she went from customer to customer.

         “Ready for another?” she asked when she was in front of him.

         “Not yet. This stuff is sippin’ whiskey, so I enjoy it a little at a time.”

         The folks between him and the woman down on the end were quick to leave the bar when Jake Owen’s “Down to the Honkytonk” started playing on the jukebox. They soon formed a line dance, and the noise of their boots on the wood floor competed with the loud song.

         He motioned for the bartender to bring him another drink and had just taken the first sip when a big, burly man burst into the bar and stormed across the floor with his hands knotted into fists the size of Christmas hams.

         “I knew I’d find you here,” the guy yelled above the music and dancers when he reached Tag.

         The man bumped Tag on the shoulder when he passed by him. Tag spilled the rest of his whiskey down the front of his shirt. In Tag’s way of thinking, it was a shame to waste even a drop of good Knob Creek.

         He spun around on the barstool. “Hey, now.”

         “I’m not talkin’ to you, so turn around and shut up. I’m talkin’ to my woman down there.” He pointed to the other end of the bar. “When she gets mad at me, she always shows up here.”

         “Well, you spilled my drink, so you should buy me another one,” Tag said.

         “I ain’t buyin’ you jack shit.” The guy took a few steps and grabbed the woman by the arm. “Come on, Scarlett, we’re goin’ home.”

         She slid off the stool, shook off his hand, and got right up nose to nose with him. “I’m not going anywhere with you. If you want a woman, go get Ramona. I’m goin’ to finish my drink and then have another one or two.”

         “I told you that she was a mistake. I broke up with her weeks ago, so don’t give me that old shit.” He drew back his hand as if to slap her, but instead grabbed a handful of her hair and jerked her to his chest. “I said you’re coming home. I made a mistake but so did you. I wasn’t the only one cheatin’, and I damn sure wasn’t the first one.”

         A bouncer who looked more like a strutting little banty rooster hurried across the room, got between them, and demanded that the guy leave. Tag could see from the fire in the bigger man’s eyes that he wasn’t going anywhere. And the stance that the bouncer had taken said he wasn’t backing down either. It wasn’t one bit of Tag’s business, but the man had caused him to spill whiskey on his favorite shirt. While he slid off the stool, the jukebox began to blast out Trace Adkins singing “Whoop a Man’s Ass.” Now, that was an omen to Tag’s way of thinking, especially when the words said something about cussin’ and roughin’ up a lady.

         He took a few long strides and stood beside the bouncer. “The lady says that she’s not going home with you,” Tag said. “It’d be wise if you just scooted on out of here.”

         The big fellow put his hands on Tag’s chest and pushed. Tag grabbed for anything that would keep him from falling and got a handful of a shirt. The bouncer fell into the woman and they fell into a pile. Before Tag could get out of the tangle of arms and legs and find his hat, Scarlett kicked the man in the knee about a half dozen times. He went down like a big oak tree, landing to one side of the pile.

         “You bitch,” he growled as he popped up to a sitting position and grabbed a beer bottle from a nearby table, slammed it on the floor, shattering the bottom half into a million pieces. “You know that’s my bum knee.” He drew back the bottle to hit her with it, but she ducked.

         The bottle slashed right across Tag’s chiseled jawline. Tag had always considered himself a lover, not a fighter, but there was something about his own blood dripping on his new Western shirt that brought out the anger. Then he noticed that his best cowboy hat was now ruined with beer splatter and cast-off blood drops. He popped up on his feet, hands clenched in fists, ready to fight, but the bouncer had brought out an equalizer in the form of a Taser. A picture of David in the Bible came to Tag’s mind as the man dropped to the floor and began to quiver. Amazing what a rock and a slingshot or a little jolt of electricity in today’s world could do to a giant.

         “You’ve killed my husband! He’s got a bad heart,” Scarlett screamed. “I’ll sue the whole damn lot of you! Call an ambulance!”

         “No!” the big man yelled from the floor, where he was still twitching. “Take me home. Cops will haul me into jail for assault on that cowboy.”

         Through a red haze of anger and pain, Tag could see that the bartender was already on the phone. He picked up his hat, settled it on his head, and slipped out of the bar before anyone could rope him into testifying or giving his story.

         “Glad I didn’t drive my motorcycle tonight,” he grumbled as he got into his black Silverado.

         He removed his plaid shirt and held pressure on the cut with one hand while he started the truck engine with the other. The hospital emergency room was the first place he’d checked out when he’d moved to Montague County the previous month. That information was pretty damned important when he lived by the words of his two bumper stickers. One said ONCE A REBEL, ALWAYS A REBEL. The other was the title of Tim McGraw’s country song LIVE LIKE YOU WERE DYING.

         He’d barely gotten out on the highway when blood started to seep through his fingertips and drip onto his snowy white T-shirt. He hoped that the doctor would throw some superglue and bandages on it and that it would heal up without too much of a scar.

         The only parking place he could find was all the way across the lot. By the time he made it to the door in the heat, he was getting more than a little woozy. The walls of the empty emergency room did a couple of wavy spins when he stepped inside. A nurse looked up from the desk and yelled something, but it sounded like it was coming through a barrel full of water.

         Then suddenly someone shoved him into a wheelchair, took him into a curtained examination area, helped him up onto a narrow bed, and turned on a bright light above his head. He expected to see his whole life begin to flash before his eyes any minute, but instead Nikki Grady, his sister’s best friend, took the shirt from his hand.

         “Want me to call Emily?” she asked.

         “Hell no! Call Hud. His number is on the speed dial on my phone. It’s in my hip pocket,” he muttered.

         “What happened?” she asked. “Looks like you were the only one at a knife fight without a knife.”

         “Beer bottle.” Tag tried to grin but it hurt like hell. “Just glue me up. Give it a kiss to help it heal and call my brother Hud.”

         “Honey, with this much blood loss and the fact that I’m lookin’ at your bone, it’s goin’ to take more than glue and a kiss,” Nikki said.

         
              

         

         Taggart, or Tag as the family called him, was one of those men who turned every woman’s eye when he walked into a place—even a hospital emergency room. The nurses, old and young alike, were buzzing about him before Nikki even got him into the cubicle. With that chiseled face, those piercing blue eyes, a cowboy swagger, and a smile that would make a religious woman want to drink whiskey and do the two-step, it’s a wonder he hadn’t already put one of those “take a number and wait” machines on the front porch post of his house.

         “The doctor is on his way. He just finished stitchin’ up a patient with a knife wound. From the looks of you, I’d think you’d been in on that fight.” Nikki applied pressure to the cut with a wad of gauze.

         The curtain between the cubicles flew to one side, and a white-coated guy came over to the bed. “What have we got here? I’m Dr. Richards.” He gently lifted the edge of the gauze. “Knife?”

         “Beer bottle,” Tag said.

         “Well, the first thing we have to do is shave off that scruff. Deaden it up and then shave off the area around it, Nikki. I’ll take care of the kid who thought he could ride his skateboard down a slide, and I’ll be right back,” Dr. Richards said.

         “Yes, sir.” Nikki nodded.

         The doctor had been instrumental in getting Nikki her first job as a registered nurse, and she really admired him. An older man with a white rim of hair around an otherwise bald head covered in freckles, he was the best when it came to stitches, in Nikki’s opinion. Tag was a lucky cowboy that Dr. Richards was on call that night. It could have been an intern doing the embroidery on his face, and it would be such a shame to leave a scar on something that sexy.

         “You still going to go out with me even though I’m clean shaven and got a scar?” Tag asked her as she prepared to shave part of his face.

         “If I don’t work, I don’t eat, and I’m real fond of cheeseburgers,” she answered.

         “What’s that supposed to mean?” He winced when she picked up a needle to start the local anesthetic.

         “That I don’t have time to take a number and wait in line behind all those other women wanting to get a chance at taming you,” she answered.

         He wrapped his hand around her wrist before she started. “I’d move you to the front of the line, darlin’.”

         “Well, ain’t that sweet.” She patted his hand and ignored the heat between them. “But, honey, you’re way too fast for this little country girl. Now be still and let me get this ready for Dr. Richards.”

         Without blinking, he focused on her face as she sank the needle into several places to deaden the two-inch cut. Whispers of other conversations penetrated the curtains on either side of Tag’s cubicle, but heavy silence filled the space while Nikki put in the last shot.

         “That all?” he finally asked, but his piercing blue eyes didn’t leave her face.

         “Except for cleaning up around it,” she answered. “And you were a good boy. I’ll tell Dr. Richards to give you a lollipop before you leave.”

         “It ain’t my first rodeo,” he said. “Did you call Hud?”

         “Not yet,” she said.

         “Then don’t.”

         “With the amount of blood you’ve lost and the shot doc will probably give you for pain, you’ll need a driver or you won’t be released,” she said. “So it’s Hud or Emily. Take your choice.”

         “You’re a hard woman, Nikki,” he said.

         “And you’re a hardheaded man,” she shot back as she carefully shaved the scruff from around the wound.

         “We ready to fix this cowboy up?” Dr. Richards threw back the curtain. “What’d the other guy look like?”

         “Not a scratch on him, but he was limpin’. His woman tried to kick his kneecap halfway to Georgia,” Tag answered.

         Dr. Richards chuckled. “And I bet you were defendin’ her in some way.”

         Tag grimaced when he tried to smile. “Just helpin’ out the bouncer a little. Seemed like the thing to do since ‘Whoop a Man’s Ass’ was playin’ on the jukebox.”

         “Well, looks like you was the one who got the whuppin’.” Dr. Richards chuckled and turned to Nikki. “Good job there, Nikki. Now it’s my turn. We could try glue and strips, but as deep as this is, stitches will do a better job.”

         “You’re the doctor,” Tag answered.

         “It’s up to you whether you shave your face clean when you get home, but if you don’t, you’re going to look a little like a mangy dog.”

         “Looked worse before,” Tag drawled. “And probably will again.”

         A lady in pink scrubs poked her head between the curtains.

         “What do you need, Rosemary?” Dr. Richards asked the nurse.

         “Sue Ann just arrived. Nikki handles her better than any of us. Would you mind if I help out here and she takes that job?”

         “Go on,” Dr. Richards said. “I’ve got this.”

         “Where is she?” Nikki asked as she pushed back the curtain. Rosemary had fast become her friend since they both worked the weekend shift. The woman was average in every way—brown hair, brown eyes, but her sense of humor and smile were infectious.

         “I’ll show you and then get right back in there with Doc.” Rosemary led the way. “Lord have mercy.” She laid one hand over her heart and fanned her face with the other one. “That cowboy could melt my panties with those blue eyes.”

         “Sue Ann strung out or drunk?” Nikki liked Rosemary, loved working with her, but she was always teasing Nikki about settling down and getting married.

         “Maybe both. Did I hear you turn that man down when he asked you for a date? Are you bat crap crazy?” Rosemary asked.

         “You’re married and have four kids,” Nikki said.

         “And I’m on a diet, too, but that don’t mean I can’t stare in the window at the candy store.” Rosemary laughed. “Oh, there’s another good-lookin’ cowboy out in the waiting room who says he’s here for Tag. Want me to let him come on back?”

         “I’ll get him if you’ll keep Sue Ann pacified for another minute.” Nikki made a quick right turn.

         Tag’s twin brother, Hudson, stood up when he saw her. “How bad is it this time?”

         She motioned for him to follow her. “Stitches on his jaw. The cut was deep. Doc’s takin’ care of him right now.”

         Nikki had had no trouble seeing that the Baker brothers shared DNA from the first time she met them. The cleft in Tag’s chin was more pronounced, and he wore his hair longer than Hud did, but those crystal clear blue eyes were the same. Even with those similarities, there were enough differences between them that she could hardly believe they were twins. However, they were pretty true to what she’d heard about it taking two personalities to make one when it came to twins. Tag was the wild and crazy one. Hud, the more grounded brother with a funny streak and a big heart.

         “Right here.” Nikki eased aside the curtain to Tag’s cubicle.

         “What’d you do now?” Hud asked.

         “Had a little run-in with a beer bottle,” Tag answered.

         Nikki hurried away to take care of Sue Ann, their regular weekend patient in the Bowie emergency room. Some folks were happy drunks, but not Sue Ann. When she had too much liquor or snorted too much white stuff up her nose, she became the poster child for hypochondria.

         “Oh, Nikki, darlin’.” Sue Ann slurred her words. “Just take me on into surgery and take out my stomach. It’s got an alien in it that’s trying to eat its way out through my belly button.”

         “I need a list of all the medicine you’ve taken since you were here last week, and whatever you’ve ingested in the way of alcohol or drugs in the past twelve hours—no, make that twenty-four hours—before we can do that, honey.” Nikki pulled a stylus from the pocket of her scrubs and was ready to write before she realized she didn’t have her tablet. “You think about what you’ve had, Sue Ann. Things are hectic here tonight. I’ll be right back.”

         “All done,” Dr. Richards said as Nikki slipped inside to get her tablet. “You see to it that you call my office tomorrow and make an appointment for next Friday so I can check this. If you start running a fever, call me. I think Nikki did a good job of cleaning it up, but one never knows when it comes to bar floors and beer bottles.”

         “I’m riding a bull at a rodeo on Friday night,” Tag said.

         “We’ll see about that.” Doc turned to Hud. “Make your brother behave this week.”

         “That’s an impossible job.” Hud grinned.

         “Then I’ll admit him for a week. We’ve got restraints that we can use to keep him in the bed, and the nurses will love taking care of his catheter.” Doc winked at Hud.

         “I’ll be good,” Tag growled. “But I don’t have to like it.”

         “Give me your truck keys. Paxton is out in the waiting room. He’s going to drive it home, and I'm taking you,” Hud said.

         “I’ll call if I need you,” Nikki said as she picked up her tablet. When she reached Sue Ann’s cubicle, the woman was sitting up in the bed. She was as pale as the sheet she tucked around her thin body. One hand was over her mouth and the other was pointing toward the bathroom. Nikki dropped her tablet on the table and barely got a disposable bag to Sue Ann in time.

         When she finished emptying her stomach, Sue Ann handed the bag to Nikki and said, “I had a little drop of tequila at the Rusty Spur tonight.”

         “How big of a drop?” Nikki picked up her tablet and stylus. “Tell me the truth. If we have to do surgery, it’ll make a difference in how much anesthetic we give you. You wouldn’t want to wake up before we got done, would you?”

         “Five shots. No, six, and then maybe four”—she lowered her voice to a whisper—“of those pills.”

         “What pills?” Nikki asked.

         “The ones I bought from that cowboy who was dancin’ with the pretty girl. That damned alien got in my stomach. They told me it was just the worm in the bottle of tequila when I ate it with a little lime and salt, but I know better. It looked like a baby alien, and I just swallowed it whole. Then my stomach started to burn and hurt. I saw that cowboy passing some pills to a lady, so I bought some from him.”

         Nikki thought she’d seen and heard everything when she worked at the nursing home in town, but this would be a story she’d have to share with her best friend, Emily. “Okay, then several shots of tequila and pills of some kind. I think we can kill the alien and fix you right up without surgery.”

         Sue Ann fell back on the bed with a sigh. “I don’t know about that. Don’t you need to do one of them TSA things?”

         Nikki bit back a giggle. “You mean an MRI?”

         “That too. Do all the tests you need to. I want this thing out of me.” Sue Ann put a hand on her stomach.

         “I’ll talk to the doctor and be right back. Are you still taking…” Nikki read off a whole page of prescription drugs. “You do realize that you’re not supposed to drink with about half of these or take street drugs with them?”

         “I know my body better than you do,” Sue Ann declared. “My grandma drank every day of her life and she lived to be ninety-eight.”

         “Yes, ma’am,” Nikki said. “I’ll go talk to the doctor and be right back.”

         She stepped out of the cubicle, tablet in hand this time, and stopped so fast that her rubber-soled shoes squeaked on the tile floor. One more step and she would have collided with Tag.

         “It’s just not my night.” He smiled down at her. “I get in trouble for taking up for a woman, and now one almost falls into my arms but doesn’t.”

         “It might be a sign that you need to peel those stickers off your truck and begin to reform a little,” Nikki told him.

         “Never.” Tag grinned.

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter Two

         

         If the next door neighbor’s dogs hadn’t set up a barking chorus with the landlady’s mutts, Nikki might have slept until dark on Monday. That would have been disastrous since her mother expected her to answer the phone at exactly seven o’clock. If she didn’t answer, then her mother would call the police station and the hospitals. Any other day of the week, it didn’t matter if Nikki was lying in a ditch half dead, but no one had better mess with Wilma Grady’s schedule.

         “Thank God for barking dogs,” Nikki said as she crawled out of bed. She had an hour until her mother called, so she took a quick shower and got dressed. She sat down on the sofa in her tiny three-room garage apartment and called her mother’s number.

         “It’s not seven. My show isn’t over, but there’s a commercial, so what’s wrong?” Wilma said curtly.

         “Nothing’s wrong. I thought maybe we’d go out, or I’d bring a pizza or some fried chicken over for supper and we could visit in person,” Nikki said.

         “I eat at four thirty so I can take my medicine. I don’t eat fried foods or spicy pizza. You know that, Nikki. The commercial is over. I’ll call you at seven and we’ll visit.” And just like that she was gone.

         Nikki was hungry, and she’d figured out that she didn’t have to be in her apartment to talk to her mother on Monday nights at seven o’clock on the dot. She could talk to her anywhere, especially when Nikki’s part of the conversation was nothing more than muttering, “Well, that’s too bad,” or “Bless her heart,” now and then. She could do that in a booth at the Mexican place or sitting in the park while she ate a hamburger. With her purse and keys in hand, she locked the apartment door behind her. She made up her mind as she started the car engine that chicken enchiladas sounded really good that evening.

         The hair on the back of her neck prickled when she walked into the restaurant. At first she attributed it to leaving the sweltering night air and coming into a cool building. Then she heard her name and turned to see Tag and Hud sitting in a booth, waving at her to join them.

         It would be rude not to sit with them. They were, after all, her best friend’s brothers. Besides, the place was full and there were no more seats available. She threw up a hand in a wave and started that way. When she got close enough, Tag slid over to the far side of the booth to allow room for her to sit beside him.

         “How’s the jaw? I see you opted to look like a mangy dog, rather than go clean shaven for a few days,” she said.

         “Sore as the devil, but it’ll get well. Maybe you’ll take pity on a poor old hungry dog and go out with him?” Tag cocked his head to one side and whimpered like a puppy.

         Nikki grabbed a menu and propped it up in front of her. “You don’t look like you’re starving to me.”

         “You’ve met your match, Tag. You might as well admit defeat.” Hud grinned.

         “Why’s it so important for me to go out with you anyway?” Nikki asked.

         “Because he’s never been rejected, not one time in his whole life,” Hud answered.

         Nikki reached up and gently patted him on the cheek. “Poor baby.”

         He grabbed her hand, brought her knuckles to his lips, and kissed each one. Sparks flitted around her like Fourth of July fireworks. It had been that way since the first time she met him, and then again a month ago at Emily’s wedding to Justin Maguire. She’d served as maid of honor. Tag and Hud had both been groomsmen, and Tag had glued himself to her side all evening. As much as Nikki would have liked to be the maid of honor who went to bed with one of the groomsmen like in the movies, she wasn’t interested in a one-night stand—not even with the supersexy Taggart Baker. And any kind of fleeting relationship she might have with Tag could complicate her friendship with Emily. No way on the great green earth would she ever do that—Emily meant too much to her.

         “Why do you just keep breaking my little cowboy heart?” Tag’s blue eyes begged for an answer.

         “Darlin’, you are way too wild for me.” She told him the same thing every time he asked.

         The waitress finally made it to their table and took their orders, then promptly returned with their drinks, individual bowls of salsa, queso, and a basket of warm chips. “Orders will be along in a few minutes,” she said, and then hurried off to clean a table so another group could be seated.

         Nikki’s phone rang before Tag could come back with one of his famous pickup lines. She dug her cell out of her purse and checked the clock on the wall. It was five minutes until seven, so she was surprised to see her mother’s number pop up. Evidently her mother’s clock wasn’t in sync with the one in the restaurant.

         “Hello, Mama.” Nikki would have to talk to Wilma or the world would come to an end for sure. She was about to tell the Baker brothers that she had to take the call and motion to the waitress to make her order to go. Then she would sit on the park bench outside until it was ready. But a long sigh preceded a whisper. “Mrs. Thomas from next door came over with a plate of chocolate chip cookies and asked me to make coffee so we can have a visit. I don’t know what she’s thinkin’. We visit on Tuesday evening at six, never at seven on Monday. She’s getting senile and can’t remember anything.”

         “Where is she now?” Nikki asked.

         “In the bathroom washing her hands. I’ll have to clean the room when she leaves because she always makes a mess, and all she does is gripe about how her kids never come to see her. I wouldn’t go in that house either. She’s a hoarder. I bet there’s roaches in them boxes she’s got stacked everywhere.”

         “Then you want me to call later?” Nikki asked.

         “Lord, no, you can’t call later. She’ll stay until nine and you know that’s when I have to get my medicine and then get ready for bed. We’ll just have to talk next week,” Wilma said. “She’s coming out of the bathroom right now.” A long sigh and then the screen went dark.

         “You need to take your order to go?” Hud asked.

         Nikki dropped the phone back into her purse. “No, Mama has company, so I’ll talk to her later. We usually have a catchin’ up visit on Monday nights.”

         “Only once a week?” Tag said.

         “The first week we were on our ranch, Mama called twice, sometimes three times a day,” Hud said.

         Tag winced when he grinned. “Mama missed her pretty babies.”

         Hud chuckled. “Yeah, right. She’s just afraid that you’ll kill your fool self. From the look of your jawbone, she came close to being right. I told her this morning that you wouldn’t be riding bulls on Friday night.”

         “Well, if a bull comes through named Fumanchu, you can bet your country ass I’ll ride him, even if I’ve got stitches, a broken arm, and a busted up leg.”

         “You’re crazy,” Nikki said.

         That was another reason she wasn’t starting something with this cowboy—not even a first date. When Nikki fell in love, she fell hard, and the way Tag lived, well, he’d never see his first gray hair. She’d never knowingly put herself in that kind of situation.

         “Maybe so, but when I check out of this life, I’ll be able to say that I lived every single minute,” Tag said.

         The waitress brought their food, reminded them that the plates were very hot, and then asked, “Need more chips or dip?”

         “I’m good,” Nikki said.

         “Prove it.” Tag nudged her shoulder.

         Heat popped out in her cheeks in the form of two bright red circles. “You have got to be the biggest flirt I’ve ever known.”

         “Thank you. I do my best,” Tag said.

         
              

         

         Tag and Hud settled their sweat-stained straw hats on their heads as they stepped out of the cool restaurant into the hot night air. Hud’s truck was parked down the block with the windows rolled up. When Tag opened the passenger door, it felt like a blast from an oven hit him in the face.

         “Hurry up and get this thing started so it will cool down,” he said as he got inside.

         Hud nodded, started the engine, and turned the A/C as high as it would go. He pulled away from the curb and headed back toward the ranch that he and his brother had bought. It adjoined the huge Longhorn Canyon Ranch, owned by the Maguire family. Their sister, Emily, had married the younger Maguire brother, Justin, and they were about to get their new house ready to move into.

         Hud drove west out of town. “We really should name our ranch and get a brand registered.”

         “I was thinkin’ the same thing.” Tag smiled and then frowned. “Dammit! This thing hurts like hell when I grin.”

         “Serves you right for stepping into another couple’s fight,” Hud told him. “And you weren’t really thinkin’ about a name for our place. Your mind was still on Nikki Grady. What is it about her that makes you keep going back for more rejections?”

         “It’s just a game we play. A man would have to be blind or dead not to be attracted to those big brown eyes. But the truth is that in the long haul, we both know she deserves someone who’s grounded and stable, not an old rebel like me,” Tag answered.

         “Do you feel more for her than, say, you did for all the other women you’ve sweet-talked into takin’ their clothes off?” Hud took the road heading south toward Sunset.

         Tag shrugged. “Maybe. Why are you askin’? Interested in her yourself?”

         Hud shook his head slowly. “Not me. She’s sweet and has a firecracker sense of humor, but there’s no sparks between us. Got to admit, though, I see some serious electricity when y’all are flirtin’.”

         “She’s fun, and I like her sass. That’s as far as it goes or will go. Like I said, Nikki is one of them good girls who someone with my background don’t have a right to.” Tag adjusted the vents so the cool air blew right on his face. “This thing burns when I sweat.”

         Hud made a hard right onto a section line road off Highway 101. “Should teach you a lesson to stay out of other people’s fights.” Another right hand turn down the ranch lane and Hud pointed ahead. “Looks like we got company.”

         “Halle-damn-lujah! Maverick and Paxton have arrived. We’ve got help.” Tag was out of the truck the minute Hud parked. He met the two Callahan brothers, distant cousins of his and Tag’s, on the porch in a three-way bear hug instead of handshakes. When Hud arrived, it turned into a back-thumping event that looked like football players congratulating the quarterback on an eighty-yard run for a touchdown.

         “We’re here a day early,” Maverick said. “Mam talked about having a going-away party for us. The plans fell through when our sister had to go on a business trip, and our parents had to go to a funeral.”

         “Well, we’re glad y’all are finally here,” Tag said. “Y’all had supper? Want a beer?”

         “Had supper on the way,” Paxton said. “But we’re Irish. We’d never turn down a beer. Where are we bunkin’? I’ll grab some of our gear and bring it inside.”

         Hud unlocked the door and swung it open. “House only has two bedrooms, so we set up twin beds in both of them. It’s a little crowded but better than bunk beds. Me and Tag got one room. Y’all can have the second one. I hate that y’all missed your grandma’s party, but we’re sure glad you’re here.”

         “I ain’t sleepin’ in the same room with my brother,” Paxton said. “His snores rattle the windows. I got no problem sleeping on the sofa.”

         Maverick took a long look around the sparsely furnished house and turned back to Tag. “It’ll do just fine. Slept in bunkhouses smaller than this many times. Matter of fact, one winter me and Paxton had to stay in an old line cabin and the whole thing wasn’t any bigger than this room right here.”

         “I was ready to pour honey on him and stake him out in the snow for the fire ants to eat.” Paxton grinned.

         At just over six feet, both Maverick and Paxton had dark brown hair. Maverick was the oldest by three years, but they looked more like twins than Tag and Hud did. About the only difference was that Paxton’s face was slightly rounder and his eyes a lighter shade of green. Their grandmother and the Baker boys’ granny were cousins. They always had trouble figuring out if they were fourth or fifth or twice removed, or what the actual kinship was, so they just told everyone that they were cousins.

         “So how is your grandma?” Tag asked.

         “Mam is feisty as ever. Says if we don’t behave out here, she’ll get in her truck and come straighten us out,” Paxton said as he tossed a duffel bag through the door.

         “And she means it,” Maverick assured them. “Now, about those beers?”

         “Tag, you pop the tops on four beers. I’ll help Paxton bring in the rest of their stuff,” Hud said.

         “Appreciate it.” Paxton nodded. “My brother packed everything but the splinters from the boards on the corral.”

         “You might find those in my bags, so be gentle.” Maverick’s drawl was a mixture of West Texas and Irish. His grandmother had come over from Ireland, but she hadn’t totally lost her accent, and the brothers had spent a lot of time with her. “So the place don’t look as bad as I thought it might. From what I can see from the drive onto the property, the fences are shabby. It’s a wonder your cattle haven’t broken through and gone visitin’ the neighbors before now. I guess doin’ some proper fencin’ is the first order of business this summer?”

         “And plowin’ and plantin’.” Hud heard the last of the comment as he came inside with a huge duffel bag on his shoulders. “Then we’ve been workin’ with Emily’s new husband, Justin, on a design for a bunkhouse so we won’t be all crowded up in this little place. We might have the ranch lookin’ pretty good in five years and be ready to expand if the neighbors down the road ever want to sell.”

         Maverick pointed toward a bag that Hud brought inside. “That one can go out to the barn to put in storage. Don’t need what’s in it until winter.”

         Paxton came in behind Hud with another load. “Guess this one can too. Where’s the barn?”

         Hud turned around and headed outside. “Y’all might as well come on and go with us. We still got enough daylight left to show off our new ranch while we drink our beers.”

         “Just barely.” Tag grinned and then flinched. “Ouch!”

         “Noticed that you’ve already been in trouble,” Maverick said. “What happened?”

         “It’s a long story.” Tag brought up the rear as they all paraded out of the house.

         “That ends in the emergency room with Nikki Grady,” Hud teased.

         “I remember her.” Paxton tossed the bag he’d brought back from the house over into the bed of the truck. “A cute little dark-haired woman with the biggest brown eyes. Emily’s friend who was in the wedding last month, right? Seems I remember you hangin’ around her a lot at the wedding reception.”

         Paxton and Hud slid into the backseat, leaving the front passenger seat for Tag.

         Maverick got behind the wheel. “I’ll drive. You tell me where to go, Tag. You talked that pretty girl into a night out with you yet?”

         “No, he hasn’t,” Hud spoke up. “I think he might have lost his mojo.”

         “Surely not,” Paxton chuckled. “All of us hit a dry spell every now and then, but it will rain again someday.”

         “I’m beginnin’ to wonder,” Tag said.

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter Three

         

         Nikki was always on duty during the weekend, but sometimes if the staff got in a bind, she’d pull another twenty-four-hour shift through the week. When her phone pinged that morning, she figured it was the hospital calling. She was already headed to the kitchen to jerk her scrubs from the clothes dryer when she answered.

         “Nikki, I need help. This is overwhelming me.” Emily’s voice sounded like she might cry, and that was so unlike her friend, who usually took any bull by the horns, spit in its eye, and then wrestled it to the ground.

         “I’m on my way,” Nikki said. “Want to stay on the phone while I drive out to the ranch? And am I going to the cabin or to the new house?”

         “Cabin and I’ll be fine until you get here.” Emily sounded relieved.

         Nikki slung her purse over her shoulder, slipped a pair of flip-flops on her feet, and locked the door behind her as she started down the stairs to her car. “Should I pick up maple iced doughnuts or ice cream?”

         “Doughnuts would be great. I’ll put on a pot of coffee. See you in a few,” Emily said.

         Nikki’s pulse settled down a little after she heard that. Ice cream was reserved for big problems, so this wasn’t too huge. Most likely, Emily was ready to throw things at Tag for getting into a fight that wasn’t any of his business. They’d eat half a dozen doughnuts, drink several cups of coffee, and talk it out. Then everything would be fine.

         Even after stopping at the doughnut place’s drive-through, Nikki made it all the way to the back side of the Longhorn Canyon Ranch in record time. Emily was sitting on the porch when she parked. Two big mugs of steaming coffee sat on a small table between two white rocking chairs.

         “You’re smiling,” Nikki called out as she opened the car door and grabbed the bag of doughnuts from the passenger seat. “I drove like a bat out of hell because you were crying.”

         “Yep, but when you said you’d come help me, I knew everything would be fine.” Emily motioned to the other rocking chair and then held out her hand for the bag. “There’s so many decisions about the house that need to be made, and it overwhelmed me. And my brothers living on the next ranch over doesn’t help either. Mama calls me every day for a report on them.” She took a doughnut from the bag and dipped it in the coffee. “And last night, the two hired hands from back home arrived, so now it’s like having four brothers over there. You remember Maverick and Paxton?” She handed the bag to Nikki and tucked a strand of red hair back behind her ear.

         “Oh, yes.” Nikki sat down in the chair. “Two tall good-looking cowboys with a little bit of an Irish lilt in their Texas drawl. I didn’t know they were going to be part of your brother’s ranch. Did you give Tag a dressin’ down for those stitches?”

         Emily’s chair stopped rocking and she sat forward, her blue eyes as big as saucers. “What stitches? What has he done now?”

         Nikki wouldn’t want to be Tag when his sister found out about his barroom brawl. Emily was a tall woman—plus-size they called it these days—and her temper knew no bounds when she was angry.

         “I shouldn’t have said anything.” Nikki sipped her coffee. “That’s his story to tell.”

         Tag chose that moment to step around the end of the cabin and sit down on the porch steps. “And I’ll tell it, but first I’d sure like one of them doughnuts. Been a while since breakfast.”

         Nikki handed the bag toward him, but Emily reached out and snagged it.

         “Talk first and then we’ll see if you can have one. Good Lord, Tag! How many stitches are in your jaw and when did this happen?” Emily asked.

         “Didn’t count ’em and it happened on Saturday night or maybe it was after midnight and Sunday morning. I haven’t been around because I knew you’d pitch a fit,” Tag answered.

         “Keep talking.” She set the bag in her lap.

         He explained pretty much the same way he’d told the doctor about what happened to get him cut open. “Now can I have a doughnut?”

         She handed the bag over to him. “Are you pressing charges?”

         “Nope. I shouldn’t have meddled in it,” he answered. “Maple is my favorite kind. Is there coffee left in the pot?”

         Emily started to get up.

         “Keep your seat, sis. I’ll get it.”

         Tag’s arm brushed against Nikki’s shoulder as he went inside. That there were sparks didn’t surprise her one bit. She needed to get back into the dating game—just not with him.

         “What makes him so wild?” she whispered.

         “That’s his story too,” Emily said. “You’ll have to get him to tell you all about his teenage years sometime.”

         “Okay, then let’s talk about what’s got you upset this morning,” Nikki said. “Are you doubting your decision to leave the retirement center?”

         “No, that was a solid choice. I don’t regret it one bit,” Emily answered.

         “What was a choice?” Tag asked as he carried a mug of coffee out in one hand and the pot in the other. “Thought I’d top off y’all’s cups.”

         Nikki held hers up. “Thank you.”

         “You’re just bein’ nice so I won’t tell Mama,” Emily said.

         He refilled her cup after he finished with Nikki’s. “You want to be the cause of her worryin’?”

         “Me? I didn’t nearly get my throat slashed,” Emily protested.

         “Aww, come on, now. My jaw is a long way from my throat,” he slung over his shoulder as he took the coffeepot back inside the cabin.

         Nikki was jealous of the cabin, maybe even more so than the two-story house Emily and Justin were building on the other side of the ranch. The old cabin was peaceful and calm. Only the noise of an occasional truck or car driving past on the dirt road beyond the trees could be heard, or maybe a cow lowing off in the distance. According to what Emily had learned about the dwelling, it had been there for years and years. One big room housed the bedroom, living area, and small kitchen. The bathroom was tiny and had the world’s smallest shower, but Emily, even at her size, loved every square foot of the place.

         “Raising my own kids won’t be as much trouble as Tag and Hud,” Emily growled.

         “Are you tellin’ me that you’re pregnant?” Nikki teased.

         “Tell Mama that instead of about my unfortunate accident.” Tag grinned as he joined them again. “She’ll be so excited about a grandbaby that I won’t matter anymore.”

         “I’m not pregnant.” Emily glared at him.

         Tag sat back down on the porch and reached into the bag for another doughnut. “What I came over here for is to ask if we might beg, borrow, or rent the cabin after you move into your house? We’re findin’ that our place is too little for four grown men, and we ain’t even got to a weekend yet.” He wiggled his dark brows. “It’ll be the end of the summer before we can begin to build onto the house or put up a bunkhouse, and we need more room.”

         “Weekend?” Emily frowned. “What’s that got to do with anything?”

         “How are four big old cowboys going to bring home a girl if they get lucky on Saturday night?” Nikki answered.

         “Well, well,” Emily giggled. “I guess you’ll have to shell out the money for a motel or else take turns using the tack room out in the barn.”

         “Come on, sis,” Tag begged. “Will you just ask Justin? There’d only be two of us living in it anyway.”

         “There’s one bed, Tag. Who’d sleep on the sofa?” Emily asked.

         “Okay, then just one of us. I’ll volunteer even though I can’t turn around in that shower. Don’t know how you do it.” Tag touched his wounded jaw and looked at her with sad eyes.

         “I’m not going to feel sorry for you, so don’t play that wounded hero card with me,” Emily declared. “However, if Justin wants to rent the cabin to you, that’s between y’all. If he does let you move in, you could always turn the living room over at your ranch house into a bedroom and then the other three could have a little privacy.”

         “Thank you.” Tag finished off the doughnut and took a sip of coffee. “I never thought of that. You’re a genius, sis. I’ll leave you ladies to whatever you were talking about when I got here. I’m going to see Justin and offer to help any way I can to get y’all out of this cabin and into your new house.”

         With that, he disappeared around the end of the cabin, and in a little while they heard the faint roar of a four-wheeler somewhere over to the east.

         “Must’ve rode up close to the fence and then walked on over here.” Emily sighed.

         “I didn’t hear anything before,” Nikki said.

         “Me neither. I imagine the sound of your car kind of masked the noise. But now to my problem, Justin’s mama is driving me crazy,” Emily said. “She calls every day to see how things are going with the house and wants to add her two cents to every decision. She thinks we shouldn’t have carpet. The new thing is vinyl plank that looks like hardwood. And she keeps sending me pictures of crystal punch bowls and candlesticks. I don’t like all that stuff!”

         “Tell her that you don’t,” Nikki advised, and finished off her coffee.

         “She’s only trying to help, I’m sure, but I’ve got different tastes than she does.” Emily sighed. “I don’t want to hurt her feelings just when we’re beginning to get along.”

         “Sounds like you’re between one of those rocks and a hard place,” Nikki said.

         “Okay, let’s turn this thing around. You’ve met my mama,” Emily said.

         Nikki wasn’t sure she liked where this might be headed, but she nodded. “Of course I have. I stayed at the ranch out there in West Texas for a week before the wedding and a day afterwards.”

         “Okay, let’s say that you fell in love with Hud.” Emily pulled the last doughnut from the bag and took a bite.

         “Why Hud? Why not Tag or Matthew?” Nikki asked.

         “Tag is too wild for you, and Matthew is too uppity. Anyway, let’s say that you fell in love with Hud, and y’all got married. You were building a house just the way you wanted it, and my mama got all up in your business. You know how bossy and tough she is, so think about it.” Emily was about to take another bite when Beau, the ranch dog, ran up to her side. She pinched off a big chunk of the doughnut and held it out to him.

         Nikki could have sworn that the dog, a mix between a blue tick hound and a Catahoula, smiled at Emily when he’d devoured the doughnut. He wagged his tail and laid a paw on her lap.

         “You’re worse than my brothers.” Emily broke off another piece and gave it to him, and then turned to Nikki. “Well, what would you do?”

         “Your mama likes me,” Nikki answered.

         “It’s true Gloria and I didn’t get off on the best foot. I want to stay on her good side without having to give in all the time.” Emily gave Beau the last of the doughnut. “That’s all of it. So all the begging won’t do you a bit of good.”

         Nikki hated confrontation. Always had. Probably always would. “I understand where you’re comin’ from, and it would be tough on me to stand up to your mama and tell her to butt out. But I’d do it.”

         “Then you’re tougher than you look because I’m not sure I’d tell my mama to butt out if she told me how to furnish my new house,” Emily laughed. “But today, I’ve got to make the decision about where to use tile or carpet. Justin says that he doesn’t care as long as it’s soft on his bare feet. Will you go with me over to Wichita Falls and help me?”

         “Of course,” Nikki agreed. “Let’s get nachos on our way through Nocona.”

         “Sounds great.” Emily stood up. “I’ll get my purse.”

         “I’ll make a dash through the bathroom before we leave.” Nikki headed into the bathroom and stood in front of the small mirror above the wall sink. She stared at her reflection and thought about what Emily had said about her being married to Hud. She didn’t feel a thing for him. Why, oh, why did she always have to be attracted to the wrong cowboy? Hud was a sweetheart—funny, kind, and almost as sexy as Tag.

         Almost, she thought, only counts in horseshoes and hand grenades.

         
              

         

         Tag found Justin throwing small hay bales onto a trailer over in the north part of the Longhorn Canyon. Chris Stapleton’s “Tennessee Whiskey” was blasting from the truck radio. A vision of Nikki flashed through his mind as Tag pulled his gloves from the hip pocket of his jeans and shoved his hands down into them. He picked up a bale and threw it up to Levi, who was stacking the bales on the trailer.

         “You ain’t got enough work over on your place?” Justin asked. “Not that I’m complainin’ one bit. I’ll take all the help I can get.”

         “Got a favor to ask and I ain’t one to stand by if there’s work to be done.” Tag matched Justin, bale for bale. They were about the same height and weight, and both had blue eyes, but that’s where the similarities ended. Justin’s eyes were that steely blue that could look as cold as ice. Tag’s were the color of the summer sky.

         “Hey, remember there’s only one of me and two of y’all,” Levi said.

         “Favor?” Justin asked.

         “How much longer until you and my sister move into the house?” Tag asked.

         “A week. Ten days at the most. You want to help us move in?”

         “Don’t mind a bit, but I was wonderin’ if I could rent the cabin when y’all do. Maverick and Paxton are over on our place. Man, it’s crowded,” Tag answered.

         “I’d tell you to move your help into our bunkhouses, but the kids will be here in a few weeks. Still, if you need the space until they get here, you’re welcome.” Justin stopped, took bottles of water from a cooler, and tossed one each to Levi and Tag. “Let’s take a break. Trailer is full, so we’ll need to take it to the barn.”

         “Thanks.” Tag twisted the top off his bottle and took a long draw.

         All three of them sat down on the ground on the shady side of the truck. Levi removed his straw hat and wiped sweat from his angular face with the tail of his T-shirt. His brown hair was plastered to his head. Even his eyelashes had droplets of sweat on them.

         “I’ll be glad to get this all in the barn. It’s supposed to rain tomorrow. Looks like we only got one more trailer full after this.” Levi downed half his bottle of water before he came up for air.

         “I appreciate the offer of the bunkhouses, but we’d just as soon stay over on our place. The cabin isn’t far from the fence separating the Longhorn Canyon from our ranch, so I thought I could make a gate and”—Tag hesitated and took another drink before he went on—“and kind of go back and forth that way if you was willin’ to rent to me. I’d be the only one livin’ there and it wouldn’t be for long, just until we can get a bunkhouse thrown up over on…” Another pause. “Dammit! We really need to get a brand and a name to the place.”

         “I can’t rent to family. Wouldn’t be right,” Justin said. “But you’re welcome to use the cabin as long as you want. Soon as we get moved out, consider it yours. I can’t imagine being cooped up with three other grown cowboys in that little house. And if you want to put in a gate or a stile, just go right ahead.”

         “Thank you.” Tag held out his hand.

         Justin shook with him. “Remember, now, that bathroom is tiny.”

         “I can live with it,” Tag said.

         “You got any ideas for your ranch name?” Levi asked.

         “A few but none we like. We’re Longhorn fans, but y’all already got the Longhorn Canyon brand,” Tag answered.

         “Canyon Creek runs through your property as well as ours,” Levi said.

         “I like that. Has a nice ring. Canyon Creek Ranch,” Tag said. “I’ll have to talk to Hud about it and get Maverick and Paxton’s thoughts. But I sure like it. Let’s get this trailer taken to the barn, and I’ll help y’all stack it before I get back to my fencin’ business.”

         Justin stood up. “Thank you. Three of us can get the job done quicker than two. We got our hired help out workin’ on fences and doin’ some plowin’.”

         “Ranchin’ ain’t for sissies,” Levi chuckled as he got to his feet and dusted off the seat of his jeans. “But it gets into the blood and nothing else satisfies a cowboy.”

         “You got that right,” Tag agreed.

         After they’d unloaded and stacked the hay, Tag drove his four-wheeler back over to his ranch. He stopped at the entrance, where a wooden sign with JOHNSON RANCH emblazoned on it used to hang, and imagined one with Canyon Creek up there. The brand could be two Cs, back-to-back with a wavy line under them for the creek that snaked through his property. He liked it, but now he’d have to convince Hud, and dammit, his brother had to mull over everything for days before he made a decision.

         Hud barely glanced up from driving T-posts when Tag hopped off the vehicle. “Where’d you disappear to?”

         “Went over to face the music with Emily.” He picked up a post and stepped off eight feet.

         “How’d she take it? Is she goin’ to tattle to Mama?” Hud chuckled.

         “I’m not sure. Nikki had already told her,” Tag answered. “I talked to Justin and he said whichever one of us wants to can use the cabin when they move out. It’s not that far.”

         “I’m not living over there,” Hud said. “Have you been in that bathroom? You have to practically take a shower on your knees. Besides, me and the guys have been talkin’ this mornin’. We think we should turn the house into a bunkhouse until we can get one built. We can use the living room as another bedroom.”

         Tag drove the metal post into the ground. “Emily suggested the same thing, and I’m willing to move into the cabin.”

         “All it’s got is that little window air conditioner. Remember how hot it got when we went over there for supper with Emily and Justin?”

         “I’ll take the living room,” Paxton said from twenty feet ahead, where he was taking down the old wooden fence posts and rolling up the rusty barbed wire. “But only if I can have the tack room in the barn when I get lucky on Saturday night.”

         “What makes you so sure you’ll get lucky?” Hud asked.

         “Just feel it in my bones.” Paxton grinned.

         “No A/C out there. I guess old Eli Johnson never got frisky in the barn,” Hud said.

         “I’ll be glad to have a bedroom to myself. I’ll get rid of those twin beds and put in a king.” Maverick stretched new barbed wire between the posts. “And y’all are gettin’ too far ahead of me.”

         Tag finished with the post he was driving and went back to help Maverick. “Guess you are stringing five wires to our every one post.”

         “Can we store the twin beds in the barn?” Paxton asked. “I’d like to buy a bigger one too. Hey, I just thought of something. You’re not doing us a big favor by moving to the cabin. You’ll have it all to yourself. Talk about a chick magnet.”

         Tag’s mind flashed on Nikki again, and in this picture, a heart-shaped magnet was glued to her scrubs. When he crooked his finger, it pulled her straight into his arms.

         Yeah, right, he thought. Like she said, I’d have to change my ways. You can’t teach an old dog like me new tricks, especially when they mean changing a whole lifestyle.

      

   

OEBPS/Images/_part_1_cowboy_rebel_6861_20190115t150654078817_online.jpg
Cowboy Rebel

A Longhorn Canyon Novel

&

Carolyn Brown

D

FOREVER
New York Boston





OEBPS/Images/discover_forever_publisher_logo.png
O

FOREVER





OEBPS/Images/9781538748718_cover_epub.jpg
NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLING AUTHOR

CAROLYN

Includes a
bonus story
by Annie
Rains!





