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Honestly, I wrote this book for myself.
For the girl who never quite knew what she wanted to do with her life,
and for the woman who figured it out.
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Sometimes we seize the moment, and sometimes it seizes us.
— Gregg Levoy
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1
Summer
“Y ou got one angry motherfucker here, Eaton.”
The handsome cowboy on the back of a huge bull scoffs
and shifts his hand around the rope before him. His dark eyes twinkle on
the screen, all the hard lines of his face peeking through the cage of his
helmet. “The harder they buck, the happier I am.”
I can barely hear what they’re saying over the din of the crowd in the
vast arena with music blaring in the background, but the subtitles at the
bottom of the screen clear up anything that might otherwise get missed.
The young man leaning over the pen chuckles and shakes his head.
“Must be all that milk you drink. No broken bones for the world-famous
Rhett Eaton.”
The easily recognizable cowboy grins behind the cage over his face,
a flash of white teeth and the wink of an amber eye from beneath the
black helmet. A charming grin I know from spending hours staring at a
glossy, still version of it.
“Beat it, Theo. You know I fuckin’ hate milk.”
A teasing grin touches Theo’s lips as he speaks with a lightly
accented voice. “You look cute in those ads with it painted above your
lip though. Cute for an old guy.”
The younger man winks and the two men share a friendly laugh as
Rhett rubs a hand up the rope methodically.
“I’d rather get bucked off a bull every damn day than drink that
shit.”
Their laughter is all I hear as my father pauses the video on the large
flatscreen, redness creeping up his neck and onto his face.
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“Okay . . .” I venture cautiously, trying to piece together why that
exchange requires this impromptu meeting with the two newest full-time
hires at Hamilton Elite.
“No. Not okay. This guy is the face of professional bull riding, and
he just skewered his biggest sponsors. But it gets worse. Keep
watching.”
He hits play again, aggressively, like the button did something wrong
in this whole affair, and the screen flashes to a different scene. Rhett is
walking outside of an arena, through the parking lot with a duffel bag
slung over his shoulder. The helmet is now replaced by a cowboy hat and
a slim man in dark baggy clothes is taking quick strides to keep up with
his target while the cameraman follows and runs tape.
I don’t think the paparazzi usually follow bull riders, but Rhett Eaton
has become something of a household name over the years. Not a
paragon of purity by any stretch, but a symbol of rough and tumble,
rugged country men.
The reporter takes a little skip step to get far enough ahead that he
can line his microphone up with Rhett’s mouth.
“Rhett, can you comment on the video that’s been circulating this
weekend? Any apologies you’d like to make?”
The cowboy’s lips thin, and he tries to hide his face behind the brim
of his hat. A muscle in his jaw flexes, and his toned body goes taut.
Tension lines every limb.
“No comment,” he bites out through gritted teeth.
“Come on, man, give me something.” The slender guy reaches out
and presses the microphone against Rhett’s cheek. Forcing it on him
even though he declined to comment. “Your fans deserve an
explanation,” the reporter demands.
“No, they don’t,” Rhett mutters, trying to create space between them.
Why do these people think they’re owed a response when they
ambush a person who is otherwise minding his own business?
“How about an apology?” the guy asks.
And then Rhett decks him in the face.
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It happens so fast that I blink in an attempt to follow the now shaking
and swiveling camera angles.
Well, shit.
Within seconds, the pushy paparazzi is on the ground clutching his
face, and Rhett is shaking out his hand as he walks away without a word.
The screen switches back to news anchors sitting behind a desk, and
before they can give any input on what we just watched, my dad flicks
the TV off and lets loose a rumbling sound of frustration.
“I hate these fucking cowboys. They’re impossible to keep in line. I
don’t want to deal with him. So, lucky for you two, this job is up for
grabs.” He’s practically vibrating with rage, but I just lean back in my
chair. My father flies off the handle easily, but he gets over things
quickly too. I’m pretty nonplussed by his mood swings at this point in
my life. You don’t last long at Hamilton Elite if you can’t withstand Kip
Hamilton.
Lucky for me, I have a lifetime of learning under my belt to brush off
his moods, so I’m immune. I’ve come to think like it’s part of his charm,
so I don’t take it personally. He’s not mad at me. He’s just . . . mad.
“I worked my ass off for years to get this country bumpkin
sponsorships like he’s never dreamed of, and then as his career is
winding down, he goes and blows it all up like this.” My father’s hand
flicks over at the wall-mounted screen. “Do you have any idea how
much money these guys make for being nuts enough to climb up on an
angry two-thousand-pound bull, Summer?”
“Nope.” But I have a feeling he’s about to tell me. I hold my father’s
dark eyes, the same shade as my own. Geoff, the other intern in the chair
beside me, shrinks down in his seat.
“They make millions of dollars if they’re as good as this asshole.”
I never would have guessed this was such big business, but then they
don’t cover that in law school. I know all about Rhett Eaton, heartthrob
bull riding sensation and mainstay teenaged crush, but almost nothing
about the actual industry or sport. One corner of my lips tugs up as I
think back on how a decade ago, I’d lie in my bed and gaze at that photo
of him.
Rhett stepped up on a fence, glancing back over his shoulder at the
camera. Open land behind him, a warm setting sun. A flirty smirk on his
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lips, eyes partially obscured by a worn cowboy hat, and the pièce de
résistance . . . Wrangler jeans that hugged all the best parts.
So yeah, I know little about bull riding. But I know I spent an awful
lot of time staring at that photo. The land. The light. It drew me in. It
wasn’t just the guy. It made me want to be there, watching that sunset for
myself.
“George, do you know how much that milk sponsorship he just
flushed down the toilet was worth? Not to mention all the other sponsors
whose balls I’ll be fondling to smooth this shit over?”
I swear to God I almost snort. George. I know my dad well enough to
know that he’s aware it’s the wrong name, but it’s also a test to see if
Geoff has the cojones to say anything. From what I gather, it’s not
always a walk in the park working with entitled athletes and celebrities. I
can already tell the guy beside me is going to struggle.
“Um . . .” He flips through the binder on the boardroom table in front
of him, and I let my gaze linger out the floor-to-ceiling windows. The
ones that offer sweeping views out over the Alberta prairies. From the
30 th floor of this building, the view over Calgary is unparalleled. The
snow-capped Rocky Mountains off in the distance are like a painting—it
never gets old.
“The answer is tens of millions, Greg.”
I bite the inside of my cheek to keep from chuckling. I like Geoff,
and my dad is being a total dick, but after years of being on the spot in
this same way, it’s amusing to see someone else flounder the way I have
in the past.
God knows my sister, Winter, was never on the receiving end of this
kind of grilling. She and Kip have a different relationship than mine with
our father. With me, he’s playful and shoots from the hip; with her, he
stays almost professional. I think she likes that better anyway.
Geoff looks over at me with a flat smile.
I’ve seen that expression on people’s faces at work many times. It
says, Must be nice to be the boss’s little girl. It says, How’s that nepotism
treating ya? But I’m trained to take this kind of lashing. My skin is
thicker. My give-a-fuck meter is less attuned. I know that in fifteen
minutes, Kip Hamilton will crack jokes and be smiling. That perfect
veneer he uses to suck up to clients will quickly slip back into place.
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The man is a master, even if a bit of a weasel. But I think that comes
with the territory of wheeling and dealing the contracts he does as a top-
tier talent agent.
If I’m being honest, I’m still not so sure I’m cut out to be working
here. Not sure I really want to. But it’s always seemed like the right thing
to do. I owe my dad that much.
“So, the question is, kids—how does one go about fixing this? I’ve
got the Dairy King milk sponsorship hanging by a thread. I mean, a
fucking professional bull rider just slammed his entire base. Farmers?
Dairy producers? It seems like it shouldn’t matter, but people are going
to talk. They’re going to put him under a microscope, and I don’t think
they’ll love what they see. This will dent the idiot’s bottom line more
than you’d think. And his bottom line is my bottom line, because this
nutjob makes us all a lot of money.”
“How did the first recording even get out?” I ask, forcing my brain
back onto the task at hand.
“A local station left their camera running.” My dad scrubs a hand
over his clean-shaven chin. “Caught the whole damn thing and then
subtitled it and ran it on the evening news.”
“Okay, so he needs to apologize,” Geoff tosses out.
My dad rolls his eyes at the generic solution. “He’s gonna need to do
a hell of a lot more than apologize. I mean, he needs a bullet-proof plan
for what’s left of the season. He’s got a couple of months until the World
Championships in Vegas. We’re gonna need to polish up that cowboy hat
halo before then. Or other sponsors are going to drop like flies too.”
I tap my pen against my lips, mind racing with what we could do to
help salvage this situation. Of course, I have next to no experience, so I
stick to leading questions. “So, he needs to be seen as the charming,
wholesome country boy next door?”
My dad barks out a loud laugh, his hands coming to brace against the
boardroom table across from us as he leans down. Geoff flinches, and I
roll my eyes. Pussy.
“That right there is the issue. Rhett Eaton is not the wholesome
country boy next door. He’s a cocky cowboy that parties too hard and has
hordes of women throwing themselves at him every weekend. And he’s
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not mad about it. It hasn’t been an issue before, but they’ll pick apart
anything they can now. Like fucking vultures.”
I quirk an eyebrow and lean back. Rhett is an adult, and surely, with
an explanation of what’s on the line, he can hold it together. After all, he
pays for the company to manage this stuff for him. “So, he can’t be on
his best behavior for a couple of months?”
My dad drops his head with a deep chuckle. “Summer, this man’s
version of good behavior will not cut it.”
“You’re acting as if he’s some sort of wild animal, Kip.” I learned the
hard way not to call him Dad at work. He’s still my boss, even if we
carpool together at the end of each day. “What does he need? A
babysitter?”
The room is quiet for several beats while my dad stares at the
tabletop between his hands. Eventually, his fingers tap the surface of it—
something he does when he’s deep in thought. A habit I’ve picked up
from him over the years. His almost black eyes lift, and a wolfish grin
takes over his entire face.
“Yeah, Summer. That’s exactly what he needs. And I know the
perfect person for the job.”
And based on the way he’s looking at me right now, I think Rhett
Eaton’s new babysitter just might be me.
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2
Rhett
Kip: Pick up your phone, you pretty motherfucker.
Rhett: You think I’m pretty?
Kip: I think you picking that one specific detail out of my text means
you’re an idiot.
Rhett: But a pretty one?
Kip: Answer. Your. Fucking. Phone.
Kip: Or be here at two p.m. so I can shake you in person.
T he plane touches down at the Calgary airport, and I’m relieved to
be home.
Especially after the clusterfuck that was the last couple of days.
The guy I punched isn’t pressing charges, but I’m not sure how much
money my agent, Kip, offered him to make that happen. It doesn’t
matter. If anyone can make this all go away, it’s Kip.
He’s been trying to call me, which is a clue he’s losing his mind
because we have more of a texting relationship. Which is why when I
power my phone up before I’m supposed to, I’m not surprised to see his
name lighting up my screen.
Again.
I haven’t answered because I’m not in the mood for listening to him
yell at me. I want to hide. I want silence. Birds. A hot shower. Some
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Tylenol. And a date with my hand to ease some tension.
Not necessarily in that order.
That’s what I need to get my head back in the game. A quiet break at
home while this blows over. The older I get, the longer the season seems,
and somehow, at only thirty-two years old, I feel old as balls.
My body hurts, my mind is overfull, and I’m craving the quiet of my
family ranch. Sure, my brothers are going to annoy the fuck out of me,
and my dad is going to talk to me about when I’m planning on quitting,
but that’s family. That’s home.
I suppose there’s a reason us boys keep coming back. We’re co-
dependent in a way our little sister isn’t. She took one look at a bunch of
grown-ass men living on a farm together and got the hell outta dodge.
I make a mental note to call Violet and check up on her all the same.
My head tips back against the cramped seat while the plane rolls to a
stop on the runway. “Welcome to beautiful Calgary, Alberta.” The cabin
fills with the flight attendant’s voice and the loud clicking of people
undoing their seatbelts before they’re supposed to.
I follow suit. Eager to get out of the small seat and stretch my limbs.
“If Calgary is home for you, welcome home . . .”
You’d think that after over a decade of playing this game, I’d be
better at booking my flights and hotels. Instead, I’m constantly
scrambling to grab a last-minute spot, which suits me just fine. Even
though I’m feeling a little claustrophobic.
When the person beside me files out into the aisle, a sigh of relief
whooshes from my lungs. I can’t let myself sink into that intense
tiredness yet. I still have to grab my truck and drive an hour outside the
city to Chestnut Springs.
“Please remember that smoking is not permitted inside the terminal. .
.”
And before that, I have to go meet with my pit bull of an agent. He’s
been barking at me since last night about not answering my phone.
Now, I’m going to have to face the music for my poor behavior.
I groan inwardly as I reach up to grab my duffel bag from the
overhead compartment.
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Kip Hamilton is the man I have to thank for my current financial
situation. Truth be told, I like him a lot. He’s been with me for ten years,
and I almost consider him a friend. I also dream about punching his
clean-shaven face pretty regularly. A double-edged sword, that one.
He reminds me of an older, more debonaire version of Ari Gold from
Entourage, and I fucking love that show.
“Thank you for flying Air Acadia. We look forward to hosting you
again.”
The line of people finally starts to move toward the exit, and I shuffle
toward the aisle of the plane, only to feel a firm poke in the middle of my
chest.
When I peer down the bridge of my nose, I’m met with furious blue
eyes and a pinched brow on a short frame. A woman well into her sixties
glares up at me.
“You should be ashamed of yourself. Insulting your roots that way.
Insulting us all who work so hard to put food on the tables of our fellow
Canadians. And then assaulting a man. How dare you?”
This part of the country prides itself on farming and rural life.
Calgary is home to one of the biggest rodeos in the world. Hell, some
people call the city Cowtown for how tightly tied the ranching and
farming community is to the city.
I grew up on a massive cattle ranch, I should know. I just never knew
not liking milk was a crime.
But I give her a solemn nod anyhow. “No insult intended, ma’am. We
both know the farming community is the backbone of our fine province.”
She holds my eyes as she rolls her shoulders back and sniffs a little.
“You’d do well to remember that, Rhett Eaton.”
All I offer back is a tight smile. “Of course,” I say, and then I trudge
through the airport with my head down. Hoping to avoid any more run-
ins with offended fans.
The interaction sticks with me throughout baggage claim and out to
my pickup truck. I don’t feel bad about punching that guy—he deserved
it—but a spark of guilt flicks in my chest for potentially hurting my
hard-working fans. That’s something I hadn’t considered. Instead, I’ve
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spent the last several days rolling my eyes over my milk hatred making
the news.
When my vintage truck comes into view in the covered parking
garage, I breathe out a sigh of relief. Is it a practical vehicle? Maybe not.
But my mom gave it to my dad as a gift, and I love it for that alone. Even
though it’s currently got rust spots and is painted with mismatched grays.
I have big plans for having it restored. A treat to myself. I want to
paint it blue.
I don’t remember my mom, but in pictures her eyes were a steely
color, and that’s what I want. A little nod to the woman I never really got
to know.
Just need to find the time first.
Bag in hand, I hop into my truck. Cracked brown leather seats
creaking slightly as I heave my tired body into place behind the wheel. It
fires up to life, billowing a bit of dark exhaust as I pull out onto the
freeway, heading straight to the city center. My eyes are on the road, but
my head is somewhere else.
When my phone rings I take my eyes off the road only momentarily.
I see my sister’s name flashing on the screen and can’t help but smile.
Violet never fails to make me smile, even when everything around me is
total shit. She’s calling me before I even had the chance to dial her.
Stopped at a red light, I slide the button to answer and tap for speaker
phone. This truck definitely isn’t equipped with Bluetooth.
“Hey, Vi,” I answer, almost shouting to project my voice at the phone
on the seat next to me.
“Hi.” Her voice overflows with concern. “How are you holding up?”
“Fine, I guess. Heading in to Kip’s office right now to find out what
sort of damage I’ve done.”
“Yeah. Get ready. He’s worked up,” she mutters.
“How do you know?”
“I’m your emergency contact on file. He’s been blowing up my
phone about you ignoring him.” Now she’s laughing. “I don’t even live
there anymore. You need to update that.”
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I smirk as I merge onto the highway. “Yeah, but you’re the only one
who approves of my career and won’t show up to lecture me about
quitting if something goes wrong. Basically, you’re stuck with the job.”
“So, I’ll have to leave my husband and kids to hop on a plane and sit
at a hospital with you?”
Now that takes me back. Every time I got hurt as a teenager or young
adult, it was Violet who took care of me. “You’re just so good at it. But
fair point. I think Cole might kill me if I take you away from him.”
I’m poking fun. I like her husband a lot, which is saying something
because I never thought she’d meet someone good enough for her. But
Cole is. He’s also ex-military and kind of terrifying. I wouldn’t want to
piss him off.
My sister just giggles now. Still fucking giddy over the guy, and I
couldn’t be happier for her. “He would be fine. I could send him out your
way if you need a bodyguard?”
“And leave his girls behind? He would never.”
She doesn’t laugh now. Instead, she makes a quiet grunting noise.
“You know if you need me, I’m there, right? I know the others don’t
understand. But I do. I can be there for you if you need it.”
And this is the thing with my little sister. She gets me. She’s a bit of a
daredevil herself. She doesn’t condemn my career the way the rest of our
family does. But she has her own life now. I don’t need her coddling me.
She’s got her own kids to coddle.
“I’m good, Vi. Come for a visit with the whole family soon though,
yeah? Or at the end of the season, I’ll drag my sorry ass out to you. Race
you on a fancy racehorse. Kick your ass.” I try to joke, but I’m not sure
my tone is all that convincing.
“Yeah,” she replies. And I swear I can see her chewing on her lip the
way she does, about to say something but stopping herself. “I’ll probably
just let you win because I feel so bad for you.”
“Hey. A win is a win,” I chuckle, trying to lighten the mood.
And all she responds with is, “I love you, Rhett. Be safe. But more
than that, be yourself. You’re very loveable when you stay true to who
you are.”
Strona 20
She’s always reminding me of this. To be Rhett Eaton, boy from a
small town. Not Rhett Eaton, cocky bull rider extraordinaire.
I usually roll my eyes, but deep down, I know it’s good advice. One
is the real me, the other is for show.
The problem is, not very many people know the real me anymore.
“Love you too, sis,” I say before hanging up and getting lost in my
head as I cruise down the highway toward the city.
When I pull up at Hamilton Elite and nab an unusual street parking
spot, I realize I’ve been so lost in my thoughts that I barely remember the
drive. I tip my head back against the seat. Again. And take a deep breath.
It’s hard to say for sure how much trouble I’m in, but based on how that
woman scolded me publicly on the airplane, I’m going to go out on a
limb and guess a fair bit of hot water.
But I know the people in this area. They’re hard-working. They’re
proud. And they’ve got a chip on their shoulders from thinking that
people from other walks of life don’t understand their struggle.
And maybe they’re right. Maybe the average Canadian doesn’t truly
understand the backbreaking work that goes into farming. Into stocking
our grocery store shelves.
But me? I do.
I just fucking hate milk. The whole thing is so bizarre that it’s almost
funny.
I walk into the opulent building. Everything is shiny. The floor. The
windows. The stainless-steel elevator doors. It makes me want to go
smudge my hands all over them just to mess things up.
The security guard gives me a nod on the way past, and I step into
the elevator with a bunch of well-dressed people. I roll my lips together
to smother the smirk when one woman glares at me with barely
restrained judgment.
Worn cowboy boots. Wouldn’t surprise me if there was still cow shit
on the sole. Perfectly broken-in jeans topped off with a brown shearling
jacket. My hair is long, just how I like it.
Wild and unruly. Just like me.
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