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n the center of our home is a two-story, thirty-six-inch diameter wooden
lodge pole that helps support the entire structure of the house. The beams
which run at the roof line attach to it, an umbrella of safety. It gives
stability, strength, and allows the house to be fully open without supporting
walls. When I cannot sleep or things are weighing heavy on my mind, I find
myself drawn to the pole. I usually find answers, my head against the grain
of the wood, trying to absorb the wisdom it emits. Lately, it has not been
speaking to me. Here in the dark, leaning against this magnificent piece of
nature, hewn from a tree which stood for decades in the woods as an overlord
to the creatures which found rest at its base, I struggle to find my bearings.
Physically I had healed from the wounds I sustained from the serial killer
case that brought me to this place on the Cheyenne Reservation, here in
Montana. I was an FBI profiler, the seer of answers for the crimes evil people
commit. As a seeker of truth, some of those evils still haunt me, waking me in
the night, probing me to question myself.I still hear the gunshot and feel the
bullet, not meant for me. It shoots pain in my side when I can't stop spiraling
into the darkness, I thought I had left behind. Faces of those I trusted fade
from sight, and I am left with the realities my past will never be far behind.
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When my husband wakes and reaches for me in the night and I am not
there, he comes to me at the pole to find out the why of my need to find
answers. Will, my husband and I have found love and peace together in this
home he built for me, but the demons from time-to-time search me out as if
they are not yet finished with me. Will takes my hand, feels the baby bump
that is the happy culmination of us, and leads me back to our bed. This is
the dance we do. I just do not know how many dances it will take until I can
sleep in peace. Am I happy? Yes, but it comes with a price.

We all pay a price. Those of us who experienced 9/11 know that the last
words everyone wanted to express were about their love for someone. Will
and I made a promise to each other that love is the priority, and it is to be
expressed freely and without limit. We had waited our entire lives for this life
together and whether love is expressed verbally or physically it is to be made
known every day. Does it seem forced or stale? No. What it does feel like is
a blessing. Following my husband back to the bedroom makes me smile but

also makes me vigilant about keeping something so precious.

viii
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BI Special Agent Charlie Falken continued pacing in his DC office while

engaging in a heated conversation with Scotty Dickson, the owner of The Lodge

in Ashland, Montana regarding a favor he needed, and he was not going fo
take ‘no” for an answer. Favor? It was an ultimatum.

“Listen Scotty, it’s not a difficult request. All I want is for you to tell me what's
going on with Sam and Will from time to time. You know, how they are doing,
is Sam happy, does she have plans to travel? I am trying to look out for them in
my own way.”

I'm not comfortable with that, Charlie, they are friends. Hell, they’re more
than that, they're family to me. I pay my note for The Lodge on time with you every
month, isn't that enough? Why do you need this information anyway? You have
technology—>bug them or something.”

T would do that, but Will is tech savvy. His property is protected like Fort
Knox with security systems so advanced my guys could not get through and Sam
has unbelievable instincts that she would sense something if I tried. Between the
two of them, they are impenetrable.”
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“Listen to me Scotty, we both know what you did twenty-one years ago back
in Chicago and you owe me. You over-served that drunk that drove, killing my
wife and kids. It was unfortunate you got off on a technicality because there were
two other bartenders working that night with you, but we both knew you were
the one who continued to serve him. You knew he could not drive, obviously over
the legal limit. You should have cut him off. My wife and kids would still be alive
today if you had said no.” Charlie rubbed his head as he continued his tirade trying
to quell the pounding in his temples. The headaches were more frequent as he felt
Sam slipping away from him and with the Bureau breathing down his neck as
everything edged to the precipice in his life, he could not let that happen. Sam had
been his until she met Will on the last case they worked together.

Do you think I haven't thought about that night all these years? That guy that
killed your family, controlled liquor licenses in Chicago and was connected. There
were threats against me and mvy bar,” Scotty lamented with pained memories in
his voice. “They would have taken everything from me. I did not even know it
was your family until after you had given me the loan for The Lodge years later.”

Charlie was getting impatient with this conversation, finally saying in a
threatening tone, “I am the FBI Scotty, I can make your life miserable if I want
to, so do this favor for me and we will call it even. I will forget the part you played
in the death of my family.” Charlie smiled to himself with a tinge of nostalgia
knowing he was lying to Scotty.

“Clarify “even” for me Charlie,” Scotty asked, knowing that would not be
true. With Charlie there were always strings. Those strings could mean a bullet
to the brain.

It is very simple, you begin to act like my informant, and I let you keep The
Lodge, I will even let you keep making the payments to me, and as long as you do
not tell Sam or Will about our deal, you will get to keep them as friends. Everybody
wins.” Charlie hung up before Scotty could say another word. Charlie wanted
Scotty to stew so the fear would give him what he wanted. He wanted Sam.

Scotty looked at the now silent phone and his thoughts went back to Chicago.
The night when his life went to hell became the moment he decided to leave Chicago.
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He needed a plan. It may not be today or tomorrow, but it will happen. Years
later when he tired of his marriage and Chicago was no longer home in his heart,
he landed an opportunity to buy The Lodge in Ashland, Montana from a Will
Little Bear. He needed to create a new start for himself. A blank slate in nowhere

Montana.






CHAPTER

TWO

y name is Samantha Wright Little Bear, forty years old and three

months pregnant. I guess I arrived at the throws of motherhood a

little late but having spent the last half of my life as a profiler with the
FBI, it took the last case I worked to make me realize I wanted more. Well,
that and almost dying. My husband and I live on the Cheyenne reservation
near Ashland, Montana and life is great. I am an honorary member of the
Tribe and as a white woman I revel in having this status.

'The Memorial Day weekend is coming, with the weather here in Montana
warmer than usual for this time of year, Will and I were finally telling people
that we are expecting. I never saw a happier man wearing his pride and love all
over his face. Sonograms of the baby posted on the fridge, in his office down
at the stables, in our home office, and on the visor of his car. I still blink back
tears when I remember Will hearing the heartbeat of our daughter Katie at
eight weeks. As he combined laughing-sobbing, it morphed into the most
beautiful sound I ever heard. It was too soon for the ultrasound to show us it

was a girl, but Will and I dreamt of her and believed we were correct.
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T'adore this man of mine, all 627,210 pounds of pure Cheyenne male-de-
light. He is handsome and at forty-four he has a body that still takes my
breath away. He looks at me with his soft brown eyes, easy smile, and the
whitest teeth you have ever seen ... and I never say no to this man who
cannot keep his hands oft me. Sex is part of the way we talk to each other,
and we talk a Jot.

I'had finished my second book, “Always Look Up”and felt a little lighter
in the workload department. Will, my renaissance man, still on occasion
goes on guide trips with hunters and fishermen, with those who specifically
ask for him. The majority of his time is spent with me, and on our security,
tech, and investigative-support business. He hesitates to be gone as much
even though he revels in the outdoors and needs that from time to time to
energize himself.

When he is away, he takes a satellite phone, his two-way radio, and cell
phone—in case. He is brilliant at technology of any kind, and we get to work
together outside of our home, making us both happy. His priorities have
changed since I came back home after almost two years of convalescence
while simultaneously easing myself out of the grip of the Bureau giving him
sole custody of my time. I gave him a watch with the inscription ... Whatever
time I have left in this life, or any other, now belongs to you. He never takes the
watch off and he intends to spend all the time the watch will give him to be
with me. We horde our time together and have gone through hell to have it
and we are going to spend it wisely.

My publisher continued to urge me to do book signings in New York,
Chicago, Denver,and LA.T wanted to resist and needed to talk to Will about
my travel. Maybe we could combine some travel for our security business with
my book contract obligations. It was one thing for Will to leave for several days
on his guide trips but having me flying all over the country without him, well
that was not going to happen for a lot of reasons ... reasons with which I agreed.

I finalized preparing lunch for Will, Jess, Clarence, and Brandon packing
it up to take to the stable office. This was a slow week for guide trips enabling
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Will and Jess to work on inventory, updating paperwork, licenses, vet checks,
and that required nourishment. Today’s menu was a special request from
Jess—beef, sausage, and cheese empanadas, chips, salsa, and my special
cookies for which no one can figure out the recipe. The truth was they were a
combination of three recipes—chocolate chips, oatmeal, and coconut which
I mix together. They love them and they are always in demand. Texting Will
to announce my imminent arrival with food, his response, “We are starved,
and I want you to stay for lunch.”

As I walked into the hallway by Will’s office, he came out to greet me
with a “Hey babe, how are my girls?” He put his hand on my belly, “God,
you look especially beautiful today,” and followed with a kiss implying, “I'm
hungry for more than food.” He relieved me of the bag, and as if by magic,
Jess, Brandon, and Clarence showed up as if a bell had been rung. They all
greeted me with a round of thanks and hearty appetites.

I brought fourteen empanadas, a large bag of chips, a quart tub of salsa,
and three dozen cookies. By the time I was seated at Will’s desk to have
lunch, there was one empanada left for me. I laughed, “It’s as if my Cheyenne
locusts came through.”I was part of the Tribe despite being white and they
treated me as family.

“They’ve been working hard today and besides you've become an
awesome cook. Lunch is the highlight of the day, especially since I get to
see you. You said you wanted to go over something with me.I am all yours.”

I knowingly smiled and said “I know you’re all mine. I count on that.
My conversation can wait until later if you're busy. It is business and I want
you to enjoy your lunch.”

“Sam, later I intend to be busy with you on a more personal basis, so talk
to me now. I will always make time for you. You’re my priority.”

I put my lunch down, took a drink of water, and began, “My publisher is
waving my book contract in my face which requires me to do book signings
in various cities. I got out of it on the first book because I was still recovering

from my wounds, but this is a new book and they want me to go to New
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York, Chicago, Denver, and maybe even LA to promote the first book with
a preview of the new book at the same time. I was hoping we could look at
our schedules and see if we could combine Tad’s meetings with some of my
book signings since we’ll have over-lapping cities.” I took a deep breath.

Will finished chewing, took a swig of his water, reached over to take my
hand, played with my wedding ring, and said, “You, traveling alone is not an
option, for many reasons, and we both know what they are. I understand you
have these obligations so we will figure out a way for me to come with you,
as long as we can line up the dates with our other commitments to Tad and
the projects that we have going with him.”

The thought of Sam gone for any stretch of time alone, especially since she is
pregnant, did not sit well with him and it was not going to happen. He knew
these book signings would be publicized; worried Charlie might show up at one
of them and create a situation. Sam is his wife, and everything to him. He looked
at her and could not believe his life ... a 5°9”, long-legged beauty, inside and out.
She looked half her forty years with the face of an angel framed with long, thick,
dark hair. He always called her a natural beauty and could barely make it through
a day without wanting her on so many levels.

“Will, let me talk to my publisher, get the dates nailed down they are
anticipating, then I'll call Tad and see if I can re-arrange the meeting, he
requested with us in New York. I know he’s been hinting at you to go to Las
Vegas and check on those sites, and that would not be far from LA.T'll see
what I can come up with for Chicago and Denver and work on this the next
couple of days till we can revisit. I know your worries, and they are mine,
too. I will not do this unless it works for you.”I could see my husband was
distracted by his thoughts and I knew what those thoughts were.

“Do you hear what I am saying to you Will? I'll never put you through
anything again that makes you uncomfortable. You are my priority, too. I love
you. My life begins and ends with you.”

He motioned for me to sit on his lap and as I stood up to navigate to him,

he noticed I was wearing my low-rider jeans as my t-shirt came up exposing
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my hips and belly. He looked at me as he reached to touch me. “Sam, these
are pretty low on your hips. I didn’t realize that until your shirt rode up,” he
said with his old-fashioned, traditional side coming out. His liberal side rarely
came out when it came to my body and who saw what.

“I know, but my other jeans are getting too tight when I try to button
them and with my little baby bump starting to show these are more comfort-
able. Are you saying you don’t like them?”

Will pulled me closer to his chair, kissed my belly sighing, “I love how
you look, but let’s get you some longer tee shirts.”

“Pve not gained but a couple pounds of weight, but things are shifting.
My bras are getting too small. I need clothes for the book signings. I think
we need to do some shopping.” I cringed with the look of I ate to shop on
my face.

Will laughed, “I think you're the only woman on the planet who hates
to shop for clothes. I will take you and we will buy what you need. I need
to go into town tomorrow and place some orders at the ranch supply store,
you come with me and we will, uh, I will shop for you.” He shook his head
and smiled.

“Now back to the subject at hand ... traveling.” He uttered while he felt
what skin my tee shirt had revealed.

“I trust you Will, whichever way you want to do this, no arguments
from me.”

He sat me on his lap and wrapped me in his arms. I breathed in his
essence from the well of his neck as he whispered, “I promise to keep you
safe. God, I am so in love with you, I could never be without you, and with
the baby coming, I want us to take precautions.” And with that I saw the
look in his eyes which said he needed me. He brought his mouth to mine
and kissed me so deeply I could feel him challenging anything that would
disrupt this life we have ... that we sacrificed to have. I look in his eyes and
know what he feels. “I have plans for you tonight, Sam,” he promised and

then kissed me again.
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Jess came to the office door and cleared his throat, “Sorry for intruding,
but here is the list of what we have in camping, fishing, and hunting equip-
ment, what we need to replace or repair, what we need to buy, and I will be
finished with the leather list soon. Oh, and we will need new tires for the
large horse trailer. This year is going to be expensive, but there are funds in
the maintenance account to more than cover it.

Clarence is working on the list you need for tomorrow when you go to
the ranch supply store: shavings, alfalfa cubes, grain, wormer, and more, we
are low on everything. Brandon is cleaning the stalls, but then he is slated
to clean up the tack room. Now you two get back to what you were doing.
Sam, pregnancy looks good on you. Lunch was great.” He smiled, handed
the papers to Will, and headed down the shed row.

Jess Gray Feather is Will’s partner in the guide and tracking business,
as well as the medicine man to the Tribe. He is 5°10”in stature, but because
of the way he carries himself, I always think of him as being much taller
especially when he speaks without contractions being having been schooled
by ministries who would teach at the reservation when he was a child. Jess
is affable and the few gray strands running through his long black hair belie
his fifty years. Jess knew I was pregnant before I did with his wise-man ways
and the fact he has five sons gives him a wealth of experience. Sal his wife, is
a mid-wife. Anything I need to know is a phone call away. He and Will are
as close as brothers and that makes this a family business.

I started to rise up from Will’s lap and teased him as I licked his lips,
“Finish your lunch babe and get back to work. I understand you have some
personal business with me later and I do not want you working too late.”

He didn't want to release me from his lap but relented only after kissing
me again and feeling my belly. As I stood my tee shirt rode up again, and
Will lamented, “Definitely need longer tee shirts.”

“I noticed the book on your desk, “Everything to Know About
Expecting.” Are you reading that or is that for me?”

“I'm reading every word of it and am going to know everything.I am not
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a silent partner here. This is my baby too. If you have questions, I'll be able
to answer them for you.” He winked.

“You are one sweet man, Mr. Little Bear. I love you.”

He held my hand as he walked me out of the stables. When we got
outside, I pulled him closer by his shirt front, and said with the tone of a
request. “I'll not be able to ride Laney much longer. This could be our last
chance to ride together until after Katie comes and I want you to take me
to our spot at the tree by the stream one day soon. I want us to talk more
about things like those we broached today. Okay? Do not ever hold back
from me Will, you tell me what you feel. I love you so much and I know
where you go sometimes in your head when you think about keeping me
safe. You talk to me. It is important. Are you taking your blood pressure
meds every morning?”

“You're right. Let’s try this weekend. I'll be up for dinner around six. I
love you, and yes, I take the meds every morning. I plan to stick around a
long time with you. Thanks for the great lunch.” He ran his hand over my
ass and smiled at me.

Will didn’t know how she did it. She always knew what he needed and the
right thing to do. She’s part of my very being, the air I breathe. Losing her would
never happen, he would lose his life first. He stood watching her walk back to the
house, her hips swaying in her low rider jeans, her ponytail bouncing, carrying
their child, as he blinked back tears knowing what they had was rare, but stronger
than steel. He could watch her all day long and it would be as if he saw her for the

forst time, never tiring of her. She must have sensed he was watching because she
stopped, half~turned and blew him a kiss. He knew most of his anxiety was about
Charlie and never knew when Charlie would rear his bad intentions.

I spent the rest of the afternoon trying to coordinate our schedules.
When you see it on paper our life is busy, maybe too complicated, and I
wanted to talk to Will about it when we rode to the stream. I received an
email with the schedule for my book signings from my publisher, then left a

message for Tad to coordinate a meeting with him in New York, and again in

1
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Las Vegas. If anyone had ever asked me if I'd be working with Tad Collins, I
would have laughed. Tad is a loud, full of life, extroverted man who enjoyed
life and the money he had. Nearly seventy-five, with thinning gray hair he
had given up physical exercise after his last divorce ten years prior—when
he gave up on love. Tad left behind four ex-wives, six lazy children and a
world of hurt, but he treated Will like the son he had always wanted, and
they shared the love of the great outdoors.

It was not just work on our schedules. Once a week I take meals-on-
wheels to the Rez for six elderly people—not one meal, but a meal for each
day of the week—which I prepare the day before. I package and deliver along
with their prescriptions and needed toiletries that I purchase in bulk when I
am able to get Brandon away from the stables to accompany me. I volunteer
at the women’s shelter one afternoon a week and help counsel abuse victims.
My own experience requires me to do this and with a Doctorate in Forensic
Psychology they receive free professional help. It matters to me, and I do
not like skipping it. I sometimes tutor Brandon in math and Will teaches
him all the tech stuff.

Brandon is my heart son from the moment I saved him from the serial
killer the day prior to his twelfth birthday several years back during “The
Reservations Case” that brought me to Montana. We are attached in ways
that only those that go through trauma together can understand. Brandon
is verging on fifteen years of age, but his soul is older and wiser.

Will and I split chores in the house, and he has been hinting at me to
learn how to swim. I mandate a date night once a week which I will not
bargain away. Will still works in the guide business, we work together in
our security business, have a room addition in progress for the baby, and
I write. All of this and a baby on the way will soon blow this chaos all to
hell. T could care less. This baby will be the priority. Will came up to the
house close to six looking tired from his day as I sat on the couch with my
feet up, reading over my publishing contract in an effort to see if there was

any wiggle room to get out of these book signings. I did not see any and
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became frustrated. Will came over, lifted my feet, sat down, and put my
feet in his lap. “You look as tired as I feel. I don’t want you pushing yourself
too much. You should be getting a nap during the day,” he softly scolded
as he rubbed my feet.

I smiled and reflected, “I went over our schedules of everything we do
and am exhausted reading it, but I'll figure out something to make it work.”

Will asked as he yawned, “Is it my night to make dinner? If it is, I'll make
breakfast for dinner if that’s okay with you.”

“Babe, I knew you'd be tired, so I put a casserole in the oven. It'll be ready
in fifteen minutes, but you can serve it up when it is done.”

“Sam, we’re supposed to be sharing the chores. It’s not that I don’t appre-
ciate the assistance, but you cannot let me slack off because I'm tired. You are
tired too. I think we need to get someone to help with the house.”

“You know I am picky about things being done just so, but I guess you
are right. I cannot keep up anymore with everything. I get tired more easily
now being pregnant.”

“T'll see if Jess knows someone we could trust.” He stifled another yawn
and ran his hands up and down my legs.

“Are you too tired for after dinner talk, my husband?”

“I am never too tired for that kind of talking. I've been thinking about
it all day. Those low riders kept me focused.” With that said, the oven timer
chirped, and dinner was served.

After dinner Will did the dishes while I decided to try on the black,
one-piece swimsuit he bought me a couple of months ago. This is my first
swimsuit, and I was having anxious moments thinking about learning to
swim.]I put the suit on, and it was quite revealing ... no back, so low it stopped
before my backside would have plumber’s crack, low scoop neck ... definitely
showing the furrow between my breasts ... skinny straps, high thigh cut sides
and the material fit like a second skin. I looked down to where my man likes
me natural and thought some additional grooming was going to be required.

I walked to the kitchen where he was finishing up the dishes and inquired,
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“Is this what you had in mind for me to wear to learn how to swim? Is this
how it should fit> Remember you picked it out.”

Will turned to look at me and dropped the plate he was drying. “Wow,
it fits you great, for me, but I don’t think I want other people to see that.
Turn around a second Sam, you look amazing.” And with that he adjusted
the front of his pants.

I pointed to myself, “There will be required grooming.I don’t mind being
natural for you, but I think it accentuates where other people might focus
their eyes. This suit will become more interesting as my belly and breasts get
bigger.”I thought to myself, #his suit has a limited shelf life.

Will’s brain kicked back in, he could finally gather his words together,
and remembered, “When I called the rec center, I discovered I'm allowed to
teach you myself, off hours since I know the owner. They’ll leave a key for
me, so this will eliminate other people from the equation and let you learn
without feeling watched.

God, Sam, I cannot take my eyes off you, and I don't seem to be tired
anymore. There is no way anyone sees this on you, except me. We may have
to get an alternate one.”

I smiled, “So when do you plan my first lesson?”

“We have a holiday weekend coming up. We could go early Saturday
morning to swim and then head out to the stream to talk. We can pack a
lunch, make a day of it. Does that sound good?”

“All except the part about me learning to swim. I'm nervous. You will
not get impatient with me, will you?”I remembered back as to why I did not
like the water and felt my palms sweat.

“I will take it slow with you. We’ll start in the five-foot-deep side of the
pool.”I will not let anything happen to you. You are so athletic I'd bet you are
a natural swimmer and don’t know it.” Will continued to stare at me with a
sly smile on his face. “Can I see the back again?”

I'half-turned, winked at him, “Okay then, it is a plan. I think I will go take
this off now before you break all our plates. What’s your agenda for tonight?”
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“Oh, a shower where I can take care of that grooming for you and then
I plan on seeing if I can get you to have an out of body experience. For some
reason that swimsuit gave me a boost of energy.”

I smiled at Will knowing when he puts his mind to something, that
something usually happens to me. “Be careful cleaning up the broken plate.
I'll start the shower and will be waiting for you.”I left the kitchen and could

feel his eyes following me. I smiled to myself.








