
  
    [image: One And Only]
  


  
    
      ONE AND ONLY

      A SWEET SMALL-TOWN ROMANCE

      
        EMERALD LAKE, BOOK 4

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

    
      
        LEEANNA MORGAN

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2018 by Leeanna Morgan

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

      
        Chapter 25

      

      
        Chapter 26

      

      
        Chapter 27

      

      
        Chapter 28

      

      
        Chapter 29

      

      
        Chapter 30

      

      
        Chapter 31

      

      
        Chapter 32

      

      
        Thank you

      

      
        Excerpt From ‘Safe Haven’

      

    

    
      
        Enjoy More Books By Leeanna Morgan

      

      
        Bonus Recipe - Coconut Lime Cake

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ABOUT THIS BOOK

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        ★ ★ ★ ★ ★

        “Wow! Romance, mystery, and suspense. Talk about four amazing happily ever afters!”

      

        

      
        Fans of Pamela Kelley and Robyn Carr will love this small-town, feel-good romance!

      

      

      Elizabeth has always dreamed of opening her own legal aid clinic, but her work as a criminal defense attorney made it impossible. Moving to Montana was supposed to be the beginning of her new life but, when a ruthless criminal follows her, no one is safe.

      

      Blake has everything he’s ever wanted—except Elizabeth Sullivan. Unlike the other women he's dated, she isn't impressed with his billion-dollar business, fast cars, or penthouse apartments. She expects more from him than he’s prepared to give and that scares him more than losing everything.

      

      Discover the magic of Montana in the fourth book in the Emerald Lake series. This book can easily be read as a stand-alone.

      

      All of Leeanna's series are linked. If you find a character you like, they could be in another novel! For news of my latest releases, please visit leeannamorgan.com and sign up for my newsletter. Happy reading!
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      Elizabeth waved her hand at the red-brick building. “This is it. What do you think?”

      Her brother didn’t seem impressed. “It’s a dump.”

      “It’s a little rundown, but that’s because it’s been empty for five years.” She refused to be deterred by the graffiti splashed across the walls, the boarded-up windows, or the trash littering the parking lot. This building represented the beginning of her new life in Montana. And Elizabeth knew better than most that nothing worthwhile ever came easy.

      Daniel peered through one of the few windows that weren’t broken.

      “I’ve got the keys if you want to look inside?”

      “Has it passed a sanitation inspection?”

      Elizabeth hunted through her bag. “It’s not that bad.”

      “Your standards have slipped since you left Cedar Rapids.”

      If her brother had seen some of the other buildings she’d looked at, he wouldn’t be so quick to judge this property. “This is the best I can afford. I thought you would be happy for me.”

      Daniel took the front door key out of her hand. “I am. But this isn’t what I imagined when you said you wanted to open a legal aid clinic.”

      “I’m not afraid of hard work.” Elizabeth stepped inside the building and stomped her boots on an old doormat.

      “I don’t think you have to worry about a little snow and mud.” Daniel scowled. “No one will notice a few more muddy footprints.”

      Elizabeth looked at the carpet. He was right. At some stage, squatters had made their home in the derelict building. She just hoped they weren’t here now.

      She walked around a pile of smelly newspapers and smiled at what would be the reception area. “Can’t you see how amazing it will be?”

      Daniel wasn’t looking at the mahogany reception counter or the huge storage area off to one side. He was staring at the ceiling, opening the windows, and shaking his head when the door into the next room wouldn’t close.

      “The ceilings are water-damaged. You’ll need to check the roof for leaks. The carpets are threadbare, the whole building needs to be painted, and it smells like a trash can. Are you sure there isn’t a dead body in here somewhere?”

      “Not since I last checked. I know the building has some issues—”

      Daniel’s eyebrows rose.

      “—but it has the most potential of any building I’ve seen. It’s close to town, opposite a bus stop, and in my budget. I’ll create an incredible clinic that will change people’s lives.”

      Her brother walked along the hallway. He looked in each room, shaking his head at most of them. When he was finished, he opened a door and walked around the backyard.

      When he was finished, he stared at the building. “It isn’t any better from here. Did you get a builder’s report before you bought it?”

      “There wasn’t time. The property only came on the market yesterday. The realtor had five viewings booked for today and a lot of online inquiries. I had to buy it quickly or someone else would have taken it.”

      “And that would have been a problem because?”

      Elizabeth’s glare bounced off him like a boomerang. “You thought the clinic was a great idea.”

      “That was before you bought this building.”

      As they moved along the outside of the building, Daniel rattled off another list of things she should check. When he mentioned asbestos, Elizabeth shuddered. She knew from reading the newspaper just how expensive asbestos removal could be.

      Not for the first time, she wondered if she was crazy to take on such a big project. But if there was one thing the last twelve months had taught her, it was that she could do anything she set her mind to.

      While she was having chemotherapy, she’d dreamed of opening her own family law clinic. Those dreams had given her something to focus on, something to keep her sane.

      Daniel frowned. “You’ll need a lot of money for the renovation.”

      “I know. I made an allowance for that in my budget.”

      “And it won’t happen overnight. It’ll take months to complete.”

      Elizabeth nodded. “I’m not going anywhere.”

      “You’ll need permission to start a clinic on this site.”

      “I’ve already seen the staff in City Planning. They don’t have a problem with what I want to do.”

      Daniel sighed. “In that case, congratulations. It takes a lot of courage to take on a project of this size.”

      “It’ll take a lot more than courage to finish the renovation. How good are you at painting walls?”

      Daniel grinned. “If my boss buys pizza for lunch, I can be the best painter in Montana.”

      “I’ll bring you pizza each day you’re here.”

      “You’ve twisted my arm,” Daniel said, “Consider me your slave.”

      Elizabeth’s eyes filled with tears. “Thank you. I know this isn’t your idea of the perfect building, but it will be amazing.”
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        * * *

      

      Blake rubbed his temples. For the last few hours he’d been reviewing the marketing plan for the launch of a new app his company had developed.

      Eight staff, twelve months, and two million dollars later, Jefferson Technologies had worked every kink out of the world-first computer application.

      Medibot, their diagnostic robot, had the potential to transform health services around the world. But if they didn’t get the app in front of the right people, it would be an expensive flop.

      His phone rang and he looked at the time. Midnight. He should have gone home hours ago, but the traffic heading out of Manhattan had been horrendous.

      He was tempted to let the call go to voicemail, but old habits were hard to break. His father had drummed a solid work ethic into him. An unanswered call was a lost customer. And after fifteen years of managing his own company, his customers were still the most important part of his business.

      He reached for the phone. “Blake Jefferson speaking.”

      “Why are you still at work?”

      Blake sat back in his chair and smiled. It never failed to amaze him how quickly one woman could make him happy. “Maybe you should tell me why you’re calling me. It’s ten o’clock in Montana. I thought you’d be worried about your beauty sleep.”

      Elizabeth Sullivan, defense lawyer extraordinaire, snorted. “You must be tired. There are so many cutting responses I could make to that statement, but I won’t.”

      “That’s not like you. Are you feeling all right?”

      “I’ve never been better.”

      “So why are you still awake?”

      “I’ve got a lot on my mind.” She hesitated before continuing.

      That should have given him a massive hint something was wrong. He’d known Elizabeth for eighteen years and she never stumbled over what she wanted to say.

      “Have you found a match for me?”

      It took Blake a few seconds to work out what she meant. When he realized she was talking about his company’s Crazy Love app, he sighed. Daniel, her brother, had found his happy ever after using the computer program. And now Elizabeth was determined to find hers.

      Blake could have told her she didn’t need his relationship app. All she had to do was smile at someone and they’d fall for her in two seconds flat.

      “Why the hurry?” he asked.

      “I’m thirty-six years old. Isn’t that enough of a reason?”

      “Not from where I’m sitting. I’m a year older and I’m not in a hurry to find Ms. Perfect.”

      “So I heard,” Elizabeth muttered. “Daniel told me you’re not dating Chantal anymore. Did she get tired of your Lamborghinis and superyacht?”

      “I don’t know. She left before I could ask her.” Chantal was like most of the woman he dated. Being seen with a billionaire was so much better than eating a cheeseburger with your friends. For women like Chantal, the holy grail of social success was to marry one of the suckers they targeted.

      Blake wasn’t a sucker, but Chantal had fooled him.

      “I’m calling about your dating app. You told me the VIP service would match me faster than the standard registration. It’s been two weeks and I haven’t heard anything.”

      “Perfection takes time.” Blake picked up his pen and doodled on a sheet of paper. The reason she hadn’t heard from his company was because he’d done nothing about her application. And he might have slightly exaggerated the effectiveness of the VIP service. Mostly because he didn’t have one.

      “I don’t have a lot of time.”

      His pen fell out of his hand. “What do you mean?”

      “It’s nothing like that. What is it with you and my brother? I’m not getting sick again.”

      “You had breast cancer, not the flu.”

      “And you think I don’t know that?”

      Blake sighed. He’d annoyed her and that was the last thing he wanted. “I was worried about you, that’s all.”

      “I’m a big girl. I can look after myself.”

      That’s what she always said, but Elizabeth was just as vulnerable as anyone else. Three years ago, she’d almost married a scumbag. He’d broken her heart and Blake wasn’t about to let that happen again.

      “I’ll look into your application and see what I can do.” He crossed his fingers and hoped she couldn’t see his nose growing.

      The top of his desk was littered with reports he still had to read. He’d barely left his office for three weeks and he needed to get away. Maybe Elizabeth’s call was meant to give him a reason to forget about work and head to cowboy land.

      He hadn’t seen Daniel or Elizabeth for a few weeks. If he booked tonight, he should be able to catch a Friday afternoon flight to Bozeman.

      “What are you doing this weekend?” he asked.

      “Working.”

      “I thought you were taking a break from sending people to prison.”

      Elizabeth sighed. “You know I specialize in family law now.”

      Yeah, he knew, but he didn’t want Elizabeth to think he remembered everything her brother told him.

      “I’m not working at the Family Center this weekend,” she continued. “I’m meeting an architect and someone from a construction company. I’ve bought a building. I’m finally starting my own legal aid clinic.”

      He sat forward. “You’ve what?”

      Elizabeth laughed. “I’ve surprised you. That would be a first.”

      “Did Daniel see the building before you bought it?”

      “My brother doesn’t need to be involved in every decision I make. But for your information, I took him there this morning.”

      “And?”

      “He said it has potential.”

      Blake knew as well as Daniel that ‘potential’ could cost a lot of money to fix. “What’s the building’s address?”

      “I know how your mind works, Blake Jefferson. If I tell you the address, you’ll find all the information you can about the property, then tell me I’ve made a mistake.”

      “Not necessarily,” he muttered. “If you’ve done all the usual pre-purchase inspections and document searches, you’ll be okay.” The silence on the other end of the phone wasn’t reassuring. “Did you even look at the building file?”

      “Of course, I did. I spoke to City Planning, too.”

      “Aren’t lawyers supposed to be cautious when it comes to signing contracts?”

      “I didn’t have time to be cautious. This felt right.”

      “So do a lot of things, but that doesn’t mean you jump feet first into trouble. I’ll book a flight to Bozeman and let you know when I’m arriving. While I’m there, I’ll give you another copy of the Crazy Love questionnaire and you can show me the property.”

      “You’ve lost my answers to the other questionnaire?” Elizabeth sounded worried.

      “I’m not sure, but it wouldn’t hurt to complete another one.”

      “You could email it to me.”

      “I could, but it’s just as easy to bring it with me. I haven’t seen Daniel for a few weeks and I want to go skiing.” He hoped she saw nothing strange in what he wanted to do. Because some things were better done in person. Especially where Elizabeth Sullivan was concerned.
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      Blake pushed the luggage cart across the airport terminal and looked for Daniel. In the end, he’d flown into Bozeman with some friends. The flight from New York City had been uneventful, unlike the last couple of days.

      Whenever he thought about taking a few days off work, everything turned to custard. Elizabeth would say it’s karma, but he didn’t believe in the power of the cosmos. Life was what you made of it. The issues he’d had in New York happened because someone wasn’t doing their job correctly. And that someone wasn’t him.

      “You must be exhausted.”

      Blake turned and smiled at his best friend. “Not yet. I’m surprised you made it here in the snowstorm.”

      “I’m used to driving in worse. Welcome back.” Daniel hugged him. “It’s good to see you.”

      “Likewise. How is everyone?”

      “By ‘everyone’ I take it you mean, Elizabeth?”

      Blake covered his embarrassment by rearranging his suitcase on the cart. “Not necessarily. Your fiancée would be near the top of my list.”

      “Holly’s doing great. She’s almost finished the paintings for her next exhibition.”

      “In New York City?”

      “Toronto. Opening night’s in two weeks.”

      Even though Blake’s team had created the Crazy Love app, its accuracy still amazed him. A few months ago, Holly and Daniel were part of a group who had tested the app. If he’d known Holly before she joined the trial, he wouldn’t have matched her with Daniel. But in some weird way, they were perfect for each other.

      Daniel pointed to the parking lot opposite the main entrance. “My truck’s over there.”

      Usually, when Blake flew into Bozeman, he rented a vehicle. But not this time. In two-and-a-half days he would fly home. Daniel had a spare truck, so it made sense to use that.

      Before they left the airport, Daniel turned on the heater. “It’ll be warm in here soon. Elizabeth’s excited about her clinic.”

      “It sounded like it when she called me.”

      “I figured that had something to do with your unexpected visit.” Daniel turned left out of the airport.

      “We’re not going to Emerald Lake?”

      “I thought you’d want to see the building Elizabeth bought.” He looked at Blake’s all-terrain hiking boots. “At least you’ll be safe wearing those boots. I’ve got a spare pair of gloves in the back seat.”

      “It can’t be that bad.”

      “Did Elizabeth send you some photos?”

      “No.”

      “There’s a reason for that.”

      Blake’s eyebrows rose. “She said you thought it had potential.”

      “It does, but you need a good imagination. My phone’s sitting on the shelf under the dashboard. Take a look at the photos and tell me what you think.”

      Blake scrolled through the images. “Jeez.”

      “Exactly. The building should have been condemned years ago.”

      “Can Elizabeth afford the renovations?”

      “She said she could. Although what she based her figures on beats me. The construction company’s seeing the building for the first time tomorrow.”

      “It’s bigger than I thought it would be.”

      Daniel sighed. “My sister never thinks small. She wants to develop half the complex into year-round emergency accommodation.”

      Blake took a deep breath. Elizabeth was the most compassionate person he knew. Even when she lived in Brooklyn, she’d spent two nights a week volunteering at a homeless shelter, helping people with their legal issues. Now here she was, creating a clinic where she could make people’s lives a little easier.

      “Your sister has a big heart.”

      “She’ll have an even bigger mortgage if she’s not careful. I told her I’d give her some money for the renovations. She won’t take a cent.”

      If she wouldn’t let her brother help, there was even less chance she’d allow Blake to cover some of her expenses. As well as having a big heart, Elizabeth was stubborn. And one day, her pride would get her into trouble.

      They drove past Murdoch’s, one of the biggest ranch supply stores in Bozeman. It was six o’clock, pitch black, and they were still open. The last time he was here, Elizabeth had dragged him into the store to buy some real cowboy clothes. By the time they’d left, he had enough clothes for three winters.

      Daniel turned left into West Main Street. “Have you found any matches for Elizabeth on your Crazy Love app?”

      Blake frowned. Elizabeth wouldn’t be amused if he told her brother the ins and outs of their arrangement. And neither would Daniel if he thought Blake was stretching the truth.

      “What has Elizabeth told you?”

      “Not a lot. That’s what’s worrying me.”

      An image of Elizabeth standing in front of him with her arms braced on her hips caught Blake off guard. “You’ll need to ask her what’s happening.”

      Daniel turned into the parking lot of a snow-covered building. “I thought you might say that. On a brighter note, here’s the building.”

      From what Blake could see, the property was every bit as bad as the photos Daniel had taken. Even to his untrained eye, it looked like a massive project for one person.

      “Why are the lights on?”

      “Elizabeth’s working.”

      “On her own?” The building was in a commercial area and, as far as Blake was concerned, not somewhere Elizabeth should be working by herself.

      “Her friend, Sarah, is with her. They’re ripping up the old carpet.”

      Blake opened the truck door. Even in the headlights from Daniel’s truck, he could see why Elizabeth had bought the building. He just hoped she was ready for the work that was ahead of her.
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      Elizabeth wiped her forehead with the sleeve of her shirt. Even though it was freezing outside, sweat was pouring off her.

      Before Daniel left for the airport, they’d filled a dumpster with rotting carpet, water-damaged skirting boards, and every piece of trash they could find. And that still only touched the surface of what needed to be done.

      Sarah, Elizabeth’s friend, stretched her back. “I’m out of shape.”

      “You aren’t the only one.” Elizabeth lifted the mask off her face and looked around the room. “We’ve finished four rooms. Including this one, we’ve only got thirty-six to go.”

      “What about what we did in the reception area? That almost looks safe to walk through.”

      Elizabeth sighed. “That’s a communal area. There are three of those.”

      “You need a working bee. It wouldn’t take long to clear everything out of the building if we had forty or fifty people helping us.”

      “I don’t know that many people.”

      Sarah grinned through the dirt on her face. “That’s one of the advantages of being a college professor. I know a lot of people.”

      Elizabeth lifted the edge of a piece of carpet and pulled. “Thanks, but I’ll be okay for now.” She grunted as the carpet stayed exactly where it was. “I’ll see what the builder says. We might need some help before the construction company starts work.”

      Sarah stood beside her. “I’ll help you get rid of this. We’ll pull on three. One, two…three.”

      With an almighty grunt, Elizabeth and Sarah yanked the carpet. A satisfying tear came from somewhere on Elizabeth’s right. “Keep going,” she panted.

      Suddenly, the carpet tacks released their stranglehold on the rotting mess. Elizabeth lost her footing and landed bottom-first on the floor.

      “Watch out,” Sarah yelped as she landed in a heap beside her.

      From out of nowhere, laughter bubbled inside Elizabeth. It was late. She was hungry, exhausted, and more than a little hysterical. She threw off one of her gloves and wiped the tears out of her eyes.

      “Are you okay?” Sarah asked.

      Elizabeth clamped her lips shut and nodded. “The carpet won.”

      Sarah leaned on one elbow and frowned at the carpet. “I think you’re right.”

      “Am I crazy?”

      Sarah took a deep breath. “Are you talking about ripping up the carpet or buying a property with forty bedrooms, forty-five bathrooms, and three reception areas?”

      “Option two.” Elizabeth closed her eyes. “I am crazy, aren’t I?”

      “It depends on your definition of crazy.”

      Someone behind them cleared their throat. Someone with a deep, sexy voice that reminded her of all the reasons she shouldn’t be doing this.

      “Crazy is lying on a vermin-infested carpet, staring at a water damaged ceiling.”

      Elizabeth sat upright. “Blake?”

      “Were you expecting someone else? Because that might account for the fact that the front door was open.”

      “Daniel could have told you why it was unlocked. We’ve been taking the trash to the dumpster. Besides, there’s nothing in here to steal.” She was almost certain she heard his teeth grind together.

      Sarah jumped to her feet and held out her hand. “I’m Sarah. You must be Elizabeth and Daniel’s friend from Manhattan.”

      Blake looked at Sarah’s dirty glove and frowned.

      “Oops.” She pulled off her glove. “I wouldn’t touch my glove either. Did you have a good flight?”

      He shook her hand.  “I did, thanks. Are you as excited about this project as Elizabeth?”

      “It’s not a project,” Elizabeth reminded him. “It’s my future.”

      “A future that will bankrupt you. You forgot to mention the size of the property and what needs to be done.”

      Elizabeth glared at her brother. “You’ve been talking to Blake, haven’t you?”

      “I showed him the photos, that’s all.”

      That would be enough to make anyone think she was out of her mind. She tried to see the building through Blake’s eyes. “I know it looks a little rundown, but it will be perfect.”

      Blake looked around the room. “It’ll take a lot of work to get it anywhere near perfect.”

      “Most of the renovations are cosmetic.” She hoped he believed her. Until Scotson Construction saw the building tomorrow, she had no idea if it was structurally sound. But either way, she had a backup plan.

      “Where do you want us to start?” Blake asked.

      “What do you mean?”

      He pulled a pair of gloves out of his pocket. “While we’re here we might as well help. Do you need this carpet pulled up?”

      “What about your jacket?” Elizabeth frowned at his designer clothes. “This place is disgusting.”

      The smile on Blake’s face almost made her forget how annoying he could be.

      “This jacket’s supposed to be the most rugged on the market. If it doesn’t survive the weekend, it’s going back to the store.”

      Sarah handed Blake a small pry bar. “You’ll need this to lift the carpet off the tacks. We’ll help you take it to the dumpster when you’re ready.”

      Daniel handed Blake a mask. “You’ll need this, too. I’ll work from the other side of the room.”

      Elizabeth stared open-mouthed as Blake knelt on the floor. “You know how to use a pry bar?” His entire life had been spent with staff who did everything for him.

      He looked over his shoulder and smiled. “I’ve got hidden talents.”

      Sarah pulled the sleeve of Elizabeth’s shirt. “Come on. We’ll take the trash out of the next room.”

      As she left, the last thing Elizabeth saw was Blake’s back as he moved along the carpet. A little sigh of appreciation escaped her lips. She could get used to his hidden talents.
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      Blake stumbled down Daniel’s staircase and headed toward the kitchen. Rocky, Daniel’s re-homed rooster, had started cock-a-doodle-doing at five-thirty. Half an hour later, Blake gave up trying to sleep.

      “This must be a record,” Daniel said from behind the counter. “You never get out of bed this early. Coffee?”

      Blake yawned. “No, thanks. I thought the weather might have delayed Rocky’s wake-up call.”

      “Nothing stops him. Thanks for helping last night. I didn’t think we’d be there for so long.”

      They hadn’t left Elizabeth’s building until after midnight. “I didn’t mind. At least the rooms look better than they did when we arrived. Are you going to the meeting with the construction company?”

      Daniel shook his head. “Elizabeth wants to do this on her own.”

      “But she doesn’t have any building experience.”

      “She’ll learn. Besides, this meeting’s more of a meet and greet. Scotson Construction can’t price anything until the architects have given them the final plans.”

      Blake frowned. Daniel didn’t seem concerned about his sister but he was. “Elizabeth could lose a lot of money.”

      “She has a good head on her shoulders. She won’t get herself into any unnecessary debt.”

      He wasn’t nearly as confident as Daniel. The derelict building had become the focus of everything Elizabeth had ever wanted. He knew her. She would gladly sink every penny she owned into making her clinic a reality.

      He slid four slices of bread into the toaster and stared through the kitchen window. While they’d been stripping another four rooms, Elizabeth told them about her plans, the services she wanted to provide to help the community. He admired her vision, but he couldn’t work out why she’d risk her entire life savings on a dream.

      The kitchen door swung open and Blake looked over his shoulder.

      “I thought I could smell…” Elizabeth’s voice disappeared when she saw him. “…coffee. Hi, Blake. I didn’t think you’d be awake.”

      Daniel looked up from the newspaper he was reading. “Rocky strikes again.”

      “Oh.” She walked to the pantry and poured some homemade granola into a bowl.

      Since she’d moved to Bozeman, Elizabeth had been living in the loft above Daniel’s garage. The two-bedroom apartment was perfect for what she needed. It gave her the chance to reconnect with her brother and still have her own space.

      She smiled, and Blake’s heart squeezed tight.

      “How are your muscles this morning?”

      He flexed his biceps. “As strong as ever.” His toast popped and landed on the counter. “Do you want some toast?”

      “No, thanks. This will be enough.”

      Elizabeth sat beside her brother. “What’s happening in Bozeman?”

      Daniel turned to the front page of the Chronicle. “Our taxes might be raised to pay for an open space program, Yellowstone staff caught another hundred bison in traps, and someone’s filed a lawsuit against Gallatin County jail.”

      Elizabeth munched on her granola. “I spoke to an attorney involved in that lawsuit. It’ll be an interesting case.”

      Blake buttered his toast. “Do you miss not being in a courtroom?”

      “Sometimes. When you’re defending a client, nothing else matters.”

      “Except whether they’re guilty or innocent?”

      Elizabeth shrugged. “I was a defense attorney. It was my job to prove my client was innocent. What I personally thought didn’t matter.”

      Blake still had a hard time understanding how she could defend someone who she thought was guilty. “What are you doing today?”

      Her blue eyes narrowed. “I’m driving into town after breakfast. I want to finish another room at the clinic before I meet Paul from Scotson Construction.”

      “Are you doing anything this afternoon?”

      Her gaze became even more guarded. “The Family Center called me yesterday. They want me to work for a couple of hours after lunch.”

      “Do you enjoy working part-time?”

      Elizabeth nodded. “I only work when someone’s sick or needs time away from the center. Daniel said you’re going skiing.”

      After looking forward to spending the day at Big Sky, his plans had changed. He knew what he’d sooner be doing, but Elizabeth wouldn’t be impressed.

      “Do you want company on the mountain?” Daniel asked. “Holly’s painting, so I can spend the day with you.”

      With Daniel waiting for a reply and Elizabeth shooting daggers at him, Blake knew at least one of the siblings wouldn’t be happy. “We could help Elizabeth.”

      “But you came here to ski.” Elizabeth’s cheeks glowed bright red.

      That wasn’t the only reason he’d come to Bozeman and it looked as though she’d just remembered.

      “Plans can change,” Blake said. “If you want to open your clinic anytime soon, you’ll need all the help you can get.”

      “I don’t mind helping,” Daniel said. “Especially if the boss buys pizza for lunch.”

      Elizabeth frowned. “Has this got anything to do with the fact that I’m meeting Paul this morning?”

      Blake shrugged. “It wouldn’t hurt to have us there. We could help you decide what to do next.”

      “My clinic isn’t one of your technology projects.”

      “Blake’s got a point,” Daniel said. “Three minds are better than one. We won’t interfere with what you want to do.”

      As Elizabeth ate another spoonful of granola, her gaze moved from Blake to Daniel.

      “I’m only here for another day and a half,” Blake added. “I won’t be able to help when I’m living in Manhattan.”

      Daniel nodded and placed a cup of herbal tea in front of his sister. “What’s the worst that could happen?”

      “You’ll tell me I’m wasting my time.”

      Blake nearly choked on his toast. “We wouldn’t say that.”

      “Really? Then why do you keep telling me I’ll be bankrupt before I finish the renovations?”

      Blake chose his next words carefully. Any wrong move and Elizabeth wouldn’t want them near her future clinic. “We don’t want you to regret taking on such a big project.”

      “I haven’t done anything like this before, but I know what I want to achieve. I’m not a naive sixteen-year-old with big dreams and no money. If I have to do the renovation in stages, I will.”

      Blake hoped she kept thinking that way. “It’ll be interesting to hear what the construction company has to say.”

      Elizabeth sighed. “Okay, you can both come. But I’m leaving in half an hour.” And with those parting words, she picked up her granola and left the kitchen.

      Daniel folded his newspaper in half. “Looks like we’d better get ready. Are you sure you don’t want to go skiing?”

      “I’d sooner make sure Elizabeth knows what she’s getting into.”

      “Fair enough. It’s just as well you’re wearing real jeans and not the city slicker imitations you used to wear.”

      Blake looked down at his blue jeans and cotton plaid shirt. “I must be getting used to coming here.”

      Daniel tipped the rest of his coffee down the sink. “Careful. You might decide you like living here.”

      “I like my life in New York City better.”

      “Sure, you do. What’s not to like with all the smog, rush hour traffic, concrete buildings, and violence. You’d be crazy to want to live in Bozeman.”

      “Have you finished?”

      Daniel smiled. “I’ll meet you here in twenty-five minutes. If we’re late, my sister will leave without us.”

      Blake poured himself a glass of juice. “I’ll be waiting.”
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        * * *

      

      “Is anyone here?”

      Elizabeth wiped her hands on the back of her jeans. “We’re in the middle room, Paul.” she yelled.

      Sarah lifted an old wooden shelf off the wall. “I’ll keep working in this room. You go and talk to the builder.”

      “Thanks. Don’t lift anything that’s too heavy.”

      “I won’t.”

      She left Sarah and headed into the hallway. Blake and Daniel walked out of another room carrying a large piece of rolled-up carpet.

      “We’ll be with you soon,” Blake said. “We need to throw this in the dumpster first.”

      Elizabeth walked ahead of them. “I’ll show Paul the main reception and storage areas, then head to the rooms where we’ve been working.”

      Blake nodded and she rushed down the hallway.

      For the last few days, she’d been trying to stay positive. But the more time she spent in the old motel, the more worried she became. It had seemed so simple when she first saw the listing for the complex.

      She would buy the building, renovate the rooms that were in the worst state of repair, then rent out the remaining space to other community groups. Eventually, she’d own a one-stop shop for anyone needing help.

      As she passed each room, she knew her ultimate vision would take a long time to complete.

      Paul Owen stood in the reception area with a clipboard in his hands and a smile on his face. Elizabeth hoped he was still happy after he’d seen the building.

      She held out her hand. “Thank you for meeting me here.”

      “You’re welcome. I’ve driven past this property each day for the last couple of years. I’m surprised the previous owners wanted to sell.”

      “So am I. The realtor said their original plans fell through. I guess I was in the right place at the right time.”

      “Let’s hope so. Why don’t you walk me through the building? I’ll make some notes and take photos while you explain what you want to do. I can’t give you an exact price until an architect has drawn up the plans, but I can give you an estimate.”

      Elizabeth took a deep breath. “That sounds great. We might as well start here.” As she walked around the reception area, she shared her vision of what it could look like.

      Paul listened carefully, then pointed to the ceiling. “I’ll climb into the roof cavity before I leave. If the water damage is from the exterior tiles, we won’t be able to do anything until the weather improves. If it’s from a burst pipe, we can fix it straight away.”

      Elizabeth crossed her fingers and hoped it could be fixed sooner rather than later.

      By the time they walked into the first office, Blake and Daniel had joined them. She introduced everyone and waited for Paul’s verdict on the room.

      “You’ve done a lot of work already.”

      “I thought it would be a good idea to get a head start on any construction.”

      Paul nodded. “Are there any architectural features you’d like to keep or replicate?”

      Elizabeth shook her head. “The building doesn’t have many features. It was built in the 1970s.”

      “That’s not a bad thing,” Paul said. “Architecture from the seventies is simple and clean. Your building may look a little unloved, but it should be solid beneath the plasterboard. Back then, they made houses to last.”

      She could have hugged Paul. The word ‘solid’ made her heart race and her spirits lift. She was worried the whole complex was tied together with string. Her biggest fear was that one good storm would destroy the entire building.

      When they walked into a room they hadn’t touched, Paul sighed. “Is this what the rooms looked like before you stripped them?”

      Daniel nodded. “Elizabeth’s been working twelve-hour days since she bought the property. We’ve pitched in to help, but she’s stripped most of the rooms.”

      “You’ve done a good job. It’s easy to get disheartened when you’ve got a lot of work ahead of you.”

      “Have you done many renovations of this size?” Blake asked.

      Paul nodded. “We have a team who specialize in commercial and residential property redevelopment. We recently finished a building in Great Falls that was similar to this one. It was knee-deep in squatter’s trash. Within five months, we’d converted the building into high-end inner-city apartments. I’ll email you some before and after photos.”

      A high-pitched squeal echoed down the hallway.

      “That’s Sarah.” Elizabeth raced toward her friend. As soon as she was in the room she frowned. “What’s wrong?”

      Sarah knelt on the floor and patted three little kittens. Their black and white coats were matted and their eyes, weepy. “I thought they were giant rats. I don’t know where their mom has gone.”

      To Elizabeth’s surprise, none of them tried to bite or scratch Sarah’s hand.

      Paul’s head appeared from around the doorframe. “Looks like you’ve got your hands full.”

      Sarah sighed. “I wish we’d found them sooner. They must have been scared by all the noise we’ve been making.”

      Daniel walked into the room and handed Sarah a box. “I know someone at the animal shelter who will look after them.”

      Sarah patted each kitten as she lifted them into the box.

      Their pitiful meows made Elizabeth sad. “They need something to eat and drink.”

      Sarah held the box close to her chest. “I’ll take them to the animal shelter. After they’re safe, I’ll buy some kitten food and take it back to them.”

      Daniel found a torn piece of fabric. “Put this over the box. It’ll give the kittens a little protection from the cold. When you arrive at the animal shelter, ask if Sally’s working today. She’ll find homes for them.”

      Sarah nodded. “I’ll be back as soon as I can.”

      “Don’t rush,” Elizabeth said. “Enjoy being in the fresh air.”

      A plaintive meow came from the box.

      Blake rubbed the matted fur of one of the kittens. “What if their mom comes back?”

      “I’ll keep a lookout for any adult cats,” Elizabeth promised. “If I find her, I’ll take her to the shelter.”

      Daniel nudged Blake. “You could always move to Bozeman and have a ready-made cat family.”

      Blake took his hand out of the box. “And give up my apartment overlooking Central Park?”

      “Why not?” Daniel said. “You don’t have to visit a park to enjoy the great outdoors here.”

      Sarah smiled. “You could take the kittens home with you. They would enjoy the view of the park even if you stay in New York City.”

      Blake shook his head. “The kittens will be better off at the shelter. Someone will give them a good home.”

      “Okay, but if you change your mind you know where to find them.”

      Elizabeth opened the cloth and placed it across the top of the box. “Drive carefully.”

      After Sarah left, Elizabeth pointed down the hallway. “There are ten more rooms in this block, Paul. Would you like to look at each of them?”

      He nodded. “Lead the way. You never know when
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