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Jenni and I have been book friends for almost ten years! And our story...we met on April 1st...yes, April Fool’s Day and yes, we are fools for love and all the happily-ever-afters we can dream up! We love writing together and we can literally...finish each other sentences. 

Angela and I have written many books as a team now. I feel our writing styles merge together seamlessly. Even though Aaron was basically her brother and Donnan mine, we wove their stories and their relationships together having fun brainstorming across the coasts as to what we could do or conversations they could have when they were together. 

Hope you enjoy our sexy seaside ride with the Mac brothers as much as we enjoyed writing it.

Love, Laughter, & Happily Ever After,

Ange & Jenni
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Chapter One
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Aaron MacDonald tossed his phone on his desk, leaned back in his chair, and swung around to the stunning view of the city skyline. 

Fuck! 

He hadn’t expected that call today. Aaron was more upset with the idea of returning to Highland Bay, than with the news of his father’s death. He’d built a successful life in Toronto; he didn’t have time for this.

He contemplated how Donnan would take the news. Could he convince his brother to return to a town they both swore they never would go back to even for the reading of the will? 

Donnan answered his phone on the second ring. “Everything good?” 

Aaron sighed. He and Donnan were close, always had been, but his brother’s greeting only reminded him they should keep in touch more often. No hi, hello, or how are you?

“I have bad news.”

“You okay?”

“I’m fine. It’s Dad. He died.” No reason to beat around the bush. Sad, but true; the Mac brothers hadn’t returned to their hometown or kept in touch with their father. He wasn’t the kind of guy that warranted family bonding moments.

There was a long pause before Donnan said, “I’m sorry to say that the news doesn’t really affect me one way or the other.” 

Funny, Aaron thought, he’d said the same thing to Ron Wilson, a friend of their grandfather’s and Highland Bay’s only lawyer. Ron called to give him the news a few hours ago. 

“Guess Dad appointed me executor. I was hoping we could meet in Highland Bay this weekend. Ron is the one who called with the news and says we’re mentioned and have to come for the reading of the will. He said that the trip would be worthwhile, but he wouldn’t say anything else over the phone.”

He heard Donnan clear his throat. “Except for his father’s house, Dad never owned anything worthwhile in his life. Just list the damn thing, or let it rot. Do we have to be there to do that?”

Aaron sighed.  “Ron says it's more than the house and he needs to tell us in person. Besides, it’s been a while since we’ve gotten together.”  

He knew Donnan could never deny him anything. Aaron was the glue that held them together. He’d not only been his big brother, but also his mom and dad. Their mother left when they were young and never even said goodbye. His father, a drunken fisherman, left Aaron and their grandpa to raise his younger brother. 

It started out good. Their parents moved to Highland Bay wanting to raise their boys in a small town instead of the big city. But their mom never liked it where they were and left within a year. Aaron assumed she went back to Toronto, but they never heard from her again. His grandfather had always been there for him and Donnan until he passed the year before last. He still missed him.

Aaron’s childhood ended before he turned eleven. He left for Toronto and the small seaside community in his early twenties to make a life for himself. He and Donnan built their own lives but promised to always be there for one another. Here was another chance.

“It’d be great to see you,” Aaron reiterated, wanting to drive his point home.

“Then I’ll make it work.” 

“Okay...see you there.” Aaron ended the call. Aaron wanted to say more, but hopefully, there would be time for that when Donnan arrived. He missed the damn fool little brother of his and knew it was time to change that. As they say, change the things you can first and then worry about the rest another time.
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HILLS AND BENDS ALONG the shore road only brought back childhood memories. Many were ones that he didn’t want to remember. After an hour’s drive from Halifax, Aaron saw the “Welcome to Highland Bay” sign. He didn’t remember it being such a scenic drive. Nestled in over the hillsides with craggy cliffs that overlooked the ocean, he noticed its beauty for the first time. He remembered the words his grandfather used to describe the small seaside town–a nature lover’s paradise. 

Aaron pulled into the gas station at the edge of town to grab a few supplies from its store. 

“Well, look here Stanley, it’s Bill MacDonald’s boy. I’m so sorry about your dad.”

Aaron half-smiled at the woman behind the counter. Mrs. Stewart looked the same as he remembered, only her hair had grayed. Stanley Stewart came through the door from behind the counter. “Aaron, sorry about your dad. Bill will be missed.”

Missed? That was one for the books. But I guess that’s what’s expected to say when someone dies. Aaron nodded slightly and then thanked the couple. He grabbed his supplies and made the excuse of being tired from his travels. Aaron wasn’t in the mood for gossip, that’s a lot of what he remembered about the town. People who talked behind their backs and pitied them as boys for not having a proper family life. This was one of the reasons he wanted out years before, and probably the reason his mother left. He blamed the town for her leaving and grew to hate it. 

Aaron felt something different as he drove through town. He’d never thought of it as charming. The breathtaking views of the seaside coast in the distance relaxed him. He turned off his air conditioning and opened the car window. He breathed in the fresh salty air as the ocean breeze filled his car. The town looked the same to him but somehow felt different. 

He pulled into the gravel road that would take him home. Home. That was an odd word he’d chosen. A mile later, he spotted it. His grandfather’s old two-story house nestled among the trees. Aaron always thought he hated the house, but as he parked in front of it, he couldn’t wait to get inside. This house had memories, the only good ones he remembered from his childhood. He wondered why? It was just an old house with no one left to greet him. Aaron stepped up to the covered front porch. It needed some care and a coat of paint but was still in fairly good shape. His successful construction business in Toronto allowed him often to fix old into new and see the possibilities. 

He turned at the sound of a car’s horn. An old pick-up truck appeared through dust as it sped down the gravel road. Aaron lifted his shades and smiled. He waved at the older man who climbed out of the truck.

“Ron,” Aaron called out to the familiar face.

Ron Wilson extended his hand. “It’s good to see you.” He patted Aaron on the back as they walked toward the door. 

“When is your brother due? Your dad always talked about you boys.”

I’m sure he did, Aaron thought sarcastically. “Donnan should be here tomorrow. It wasn’t easy to round him up to come here. He’s been traveling for over five years now,” he confessed. 

“I always liked you boys, I bet you’ve turned into an honest young man, not like your father.” Ron looked at the floor. “Sorry, I shouldn’t talk poorly of the dead, but I don’t have a lot of good things to say about the man. I couldn’t blame you for leaving as soon as you could, but your grandfather’s dream may change that.”

Intrigued by Ron’s comment, Aaron followed him inside. The screen door banged shut behind him. The sound of it brought back memories of all the times he and Donnan ran in and out of the house. The thought made him chuckle. 

“What dream was that?” 

Ron picked up an envelope from the kitchen table and waved it in the air. “Have a seat Aaron. and let me tell you a story.”

Great! Aaron thought. He pulled out a chair. Ron always had a story to tell and most of them were funny... but long-winded.

“Your father left strict orders.” Ron opened the envelope. “There’s to be no traditional funeral.” 

“Okay, that’s not a surprise.”

Ron read the paper out loud. “To my boys, I leave their grandfather’s house, which I’m sure they’ll sell. I know they never liked it here.” 

“Well, that was short.” Aaron laughed. He could hear his dad’s voice and the sarcasm it usually held. One small piece of rumbled paper, signed by his father, with not even an apology for being a shitty father. 

“There is also a second part of your grandfather’s that your father never knew about. Your grandfather loved you and Donnan.” Ron pulled out another piece of paper from the envelope and passed it to him. “I was instructed not to give this to you until your father had passed.”

Aaron read the new section: Aaron and Donnan, my boys, as you know I love you. All that I had is now yours. The way it should be. I am leaving you the one hundred acres of beachfront property with that abandoned lodge I never completed. Perhaps, together, you can finish the dream I began. I am also leaving you the rest of my stock portfolio to help with construction costs. The two of you need to commit to a year together here in Highland Bay to acquire it or it goes to local charities. After that, if you still haven’t grown to love this community again, you can sell it. 

A hundred acres of beachfront property? Aaron’s mind spun. What the holy mother-loving hell. Aaron needed to absorb what the words said, so he closed the paper to continue with the rest when there wasn't a flock of birds buzzing around in his brain.

“I never knew Grandpa constructed anything. He talked about it...he did it?” Aaron remembered his grandpa’s tale of the old, abandoned lodge a couple of miles down the beach. Surrounded by a forest it overlooked the ocean. He still remembered the view. His dad never spoke about it, but then again, he never did say much. Fishing and drinking were the only things Aaron remembered his dad talking about.  

“This property was a dream that died with your grandfather.” Ron then added, “I checked up on you, and it looks like you inherited your grandfather’s talent for carpentry. Your grandpa would want you to be the one to carry out this dream. It has been sitting incomplete for over twenty years now.”

“You think he’d want me to finish it?” Aaron brushed his hands over his five o’clock shadowed face. He figured the house was the only thing left. He thought they’d sell it. Neither of them had any desire to come back to Highland Bay.

Ron put the paper back in its envelope. He placed it on the table and stood. 

“I’m sure this comes as quite a shock.” Ron smiled. “A rather large nest egg that he’d saved from his stock portfolio and was money your father never knew about. It came with strict instructions that it only went to the two of you after your father’s death.” He patted Aaron on the shoulder. “I’ll let you be to mull this over. Let me know what you decide.”

He heard the screen door slam shut as Ron left. Aaron sat quietly at the table and read it over again...and then again just to make sure that he was clear on all the facts.

Curiosity got the best of him. He had to see the abandoned lodge. Maybe the picture he’d drawn in his mind had been all wrong. 

Aaron drove along the shore road until the lodge appeared on the bank. It was larger than he’d thought. Damn, grandpa had been busy. Ron was right. It needed work. He parked at the end of the dirt road, and then hiked the rest of the way. 

“Magnificent, look at this,” Aaron whispered. He stood in awe. His grandfather had a talent for design and creation. Every inch of the building was constructed to accentuate the view.

Aaron swallowed back his emotions. He ripped his sunglasses off and looked up at the sky, fighting to keep the moisture from the corners of his eyes.

Well, shit. Why did the men in this family always have such a hard time just coming out and saying what they wanted? Why hadn’t Grandpa showed us this when he was alive...oh yeah, dad.

Aaron’s mind wandered as he explored the lodge and the breathtaking ocean view. He knew he could make this into a luxurious resort with time and the money their grandpa left. He just wondered if Donnan would be on board and could also commit.  
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Chapter Two
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Aaron waited on the front porch for his brother. Donnan’s flight landed a couple of hours ago and should have him arriving in Highland Bay any minute. He rehearsed what he’d say to him. Getting Donnan to uproot his life and move back to the place they grew to hate, would be his hardest pitch. He thought he’d throw in memories of the good times they’d had as kids with their grandpa. 

He chuckled about the stick wars, potato guns, and sparkler bombs. The Mac boys made their mark on the small town. They had their differences, but if anyone said something about one of them, they’d be sporting a black eye. 

He stood when he heard tires hit the gravel road. Within seconds, an SUV appeared through the dust. Donnan had always been a playboy. He loved a good time, especially with the ladies. The playful adventurer, but could he convince him to stop traveling and stay in one place for a whole year? The place they both swore they’d never return to.

Donnan jumped out of the SUV wearing faded blue jeans, a white T-shirt, and dark shades. He hadn’t changed. He pushed his shades to the top of his head.

“Hey, brother.” He came toward him and gave him one of those chest bump man hugs guys do with a sharp slap on the back.

Aaron chuckled. Even Donnan’s tone yelled out he didn’t have a care in the world. 

“Hey Donnan, how was your flight?” 

“Flight attendants were quite attentive. I got Sheila’s number for the next time she has a layover.” Donnan winked. 

“Is there any woman you don’t flirt with?” Always amused by his brother’s cocky attitude, sometimes Aaron wished he’d been more carefree like him. But being the oldest, he matured too fast, too soon. At least he’d been the same with the ladies. A confirmed bachelor that never spent more than two nights with the same woman. 

“So many beautiful women, not enough free time.” 

Aaron nodded. He had to agree with that comment. 

“But some of us actually work,” Aaron said and rolled his eyes. 

“I work to travel and enjoy life. Pick up jobs here and there, work for a few months and then buy another ticket somewhere. You work to...what do you work for? You don’t have a wife, a house, or even a dog."

Aaron knew they had their differences, but the strong bond between them made it work. Their grandfather said they were like old quilts–tend to unravel at times but can always be stitched back together. 

Aaron opened the cooler which he’d filled with Guinness. One of the things they both shared a love for. “Nothing better than a beer with my brother.”

“Agree. Well, what else is there to do in this one-horse town other than sitting on a porch and drinking beer?” Donnan popped off the cap. Two bottles tapped in agreement and then hit thirsty lips.

“Well, there might be something else here to keep us busy. Let’s take a walk.” Aaron figured he’d break the ice and get to the point. His brother was only expected to spend the weekend in Highland Bay. But it wasn’t just their father’s house to sell.

“A hike?” Donnan suggested.

Aaron smiled. “Perfect idea. I want to show you what grandpa left us.” He smiled at Donnan’s curious expression. 

“Hey man, I wasn’t serious about a fuckin’ hike.”

“You’re committed now.” Aaron stood. “We can take your SUV and then walk from there. Nice rental by the way.”

“It’s a free upgrade.”
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AARON JUMPED IN AND gave directions along the old shore road. He filled Donnan in as he drove with the contents of the addition to the will. They slowly pulled into the dirt road. “It’s an old, abandoned lodge.”

“Neither of us knew about it? You say that Grandpa owned it?” Donnan opened the door and stepped out. Slowly he walked up to the large structure.

“Guess he did. I never knew he had built it until Ron read Grandpa’s will.” Aaron stood with his brother. Silence told him Donnan was just as shocked. “There were two wills. Dad’s and Grandpa’s.” Aaron reached in his pocket, unfolded the piece of paper, and then read it out loud. Donnan listened in silence, his mouth in a tight line.

“So, we own this now?”

“This and the hundred acres around it.”

“This land has to now be worth a million bucks.”

“I know, or more.”

“But the lodge? Is that what grandpa called it? What the fuck are we supposed to do with it?” Donnan threw his hands in the air, as he looked at his brother. 

“Grandpa thought we should finish it.”

“With what? Have you found a money tree out back?”

“No, but Grandpa left us a surprising inheritance with a stipulation that we stay and finish the construction.”

“Why?” Donnan paused. “Why was this all kept a secret?”

“I guess Grandpa knew Dad would just drink any money made from it away. Grandpa knew dad would sell it as soon he was dead, then blow it on booze and poker tables. We’d never see a dime.”

Donnan nodded in agreement. 

“What do you think? The Mac brothers open a beach resort. Sounds crazy, right?”

Donnan laughed. “Now that is funny. Us building a resort?”

“The bones of it are already here. It’s solid as a rock inside with no visible rot. I own a construction company. I know what to do.” Aaron stood silent while he waited for Donnan to digest the news that brothers should know about each other if they only communicated better.  

“Wait, you own a construction company? When did that happen?”

“About five years ago, baby brother. While you were backpacking and fucking the flavor of the night I was starting a business.”

Donnan frowned, like the words he said had stung. “I’m not the same either, not that you would know. We’ve talked to each other only a few times this past year.”

“I know, and that is not good.” 

Donnan looked up the hill at the building. “I’ve been working on construction sites to help pay the way. Roofing, siding, sheetrock, you name it.”

“That’s good. Sounds like we’d make a great team. We’d both work with Grandpa building things in the summer, it had to have rubbed off.”

“I’d picked up more knowledge than I thought I had.” Donnan nodded.

“In my company, the guys that work for me don’t have any real family commitments, I’m sure I could talk most of them into moving up here for a year for a steady paycheck, and along with you-”

Donnan’s mouth gaped. “Wait a minute. You want me to move back here to rebuild a dream we didn’t even know Grandpa had?”

Aaron nodded. “I know it’s a big commitment. But what do you think?”

Donnan thought for a moment before he bobbed his head and said, “Cool. I could do that.”

Aaron laughed. He hoped he’d be an easy sell. Donnan was always up for a new adventure. Especially a beach resort that would bring more beautiful, half-naked women to town. His brother stood and stared up at the lodge. 

Aaron broke the silence. “We have to be in this together. We put our blood and sweat into the project and then we can decide to keep, or we sell the property and split the profits. But think about it first. We could rebuild this old building and make it a luxurious beach resort. Water sports, hiking trails...the possibilities are endless. I mean, no place in the world has a view like Highland Bay.”

“You mentioned some other money. How much did Grandpa leave us to continue construction?”

“Enough.” Aaron held out another slip of paper. 

Donnan looked at the figure on the page and his eyes grew wide.

“You know Grandpa always played the stock market when we were boys. He invested his money where Dad just shit his away. He has a stock portfolio which by the looks of this did well.”

“What did the will say again about the ties with the money?”

“That we have to work on this project together for a year. If we don’t, the property and the money go to a foundation he set up to help Highland Bay rebuild itself. After a year it’s ours to do with how we please.”

Donnan turned and walked away without giving him an answer. Had he changed his mind and now he was out?

His brother disappeared around the building and didn’t return for half an hour. When he did, Aaron handed him another beer and then asked, “What do you think?”

“The place is a lot bigger than I thought it would be. He must have been working on this for a long time. How could we have not known about this?” Donnan took a swig off the bottle and wiped his mouth on his sleeve.

“He kept his money, and his projects close to the cuff so dad wouldn’t go after it. Grandpa’s will gave reason to come back to Highland Bay and keep us together as a family.”

“Sneaky old bastard, that’s why I always loved him.” Donnan grinned. “A year...huh.”

Aaron nodded. “For me, it doesn’t have to do with the money it has to do with Grandpa. I think we owe this to him.”

“Grandpa kept us together as a family when the state wanted to take us from dad.”

“He had a reason for building this on his own and we owe it to him to find out if we can complete it, as brothers.”
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DONNAN OFFERED TO BARBEQUE that evening with Aaron buying the steaks. He had questions for Aaron about the property and how his company could help.

Aaron’s company could cover most of the worker’s expenses, and their grandpa’s money could be used for construction. Aaron must have read the will fifty times and he was sure about that paragraph of the terms. He assured his brother; financing wouldn’t be a problem. 

Donnan tipped the bottle back and then set it on the table. “There’s enough to cover the soft costs before construction, which will be anywhere from fifteen to twenty percent of the project.”

Aaron turned to his brother “I know how it works. Trust me, with the revenue streams from existing properties I have, grandpa’s money, and then a few local investors onboard; I think that it can be done.”

“Do you think the locals will like the idea?”

Aaron chuckled. “I think that they will love the idea. As you said, Highland Bay is kind of a one-horse town. Anything that brings tourism through their doors and into their businesses would be a winning idea.”

Donnan sighed. “Then what about hotel experience? We’re limited in that department.”

Aaron assured his brother he’d manage the resort and bring the right mix of experience they’d need. “But I also plan on hiring town residents. To win the town over, we have to bring in tourism and promise jobs.”

Donnan leaned back in his chair. He lifted his feet to the rail of the porch. “Then you also need to do your research on streets, zoning, traffic counts—”

Aaron nodded. “And that’s why I have you, brother. To remind me of everything.”

“I don’t know about most of that stuff.”

Aaron lifted a thick binder off the table and handed it to him. “You have always said that you’re up for a challenge, here’s your challenge. I have faith in you. You can figure it out.”

Donnan laughed and tipped the bottle back to his lips. “I remember what Grandpa always said, ‘You can read, can’t you? If you don’t know how to do it then figure it out. You boys are smart’.

“He had a lot more faith in us than we had in ourselves.”

Over steaks and beer, the Mac brothers discussed having meeting and banquet facilities, with a top-notch food and beverage operation, along with guest activities. 

“And a lobby bar with a pool table,” Donnan added a new twist to just having a regular lounge. “We had that old, ripped pool table in the basement we found on the side of the road. Let’s buy a proper one with those mesh bags for the balls.”

“Yours or the pool balls.” Aaron laughed. “If that’s what it takes to get you on board, then you bet. It can be the first thing we buy after we finish the remodeling.”

Aaron sat back and listened to his brother discuss the endless possibilities. He smiled. His grandfather’s inheritance not only provided this opportunity but had reunited them. He’d missed his baby brother.

“How about being our Activities Director.”

“What the fuck is that?”

Aaron laughed at Donnan’s reaction. “Work with our marketing team. Research activities inside and outside, for all seasons. Help bring people in and entertain them. And, the lobby bar, you run it until we can hire the bartenders. I know you have talents other than getting laid.”

Donnan smacked his brother on his arm, “Smartass.”

“If we’re in this together, we can make it work. The next year will consume all our time. It won’t be easy. Long days. Hard work. But our grandpa’s dream could become reality. I’m staying on a couple of days.”

“I can too,” Donnan nodded.

“If you agree, I’d like to call a town hall meeting Monday night and inform the residents of our plan. This will help them as well. Tourists will bring in business and boost this economy. We can put Highland Bay on the map if we do it right.” Aaron raised his bottle to the center of the table. “In?”

Donnan sighed heavily and then laughed. He raised his bottle to meet his brother’s. 

“This is one hell of a crazy idea. I think between us and our connections, it could work.”

Aaron tipped his bottle forward, “So, what are we going to call it?”

“What do you think of ‘Seaside Escape’?” 

“That was the name of Grandpa’s old fishing boat. That would be a perfect name.

Donnan’s bottle tapped Aaron’s. 

“The Mac brothers are together again.”

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter Three
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A year later

Construction went quicker than Aaron had planned. It helped to know the guys who ran the companies in town and then a dozen guys from his company moved to Highland Bay for work. That and a few high school friends who fronted money as silent investors. It was a win-win. The guys who’d made money through their businesses since school knew that opening the lodge would throw industry into the downtown area and their investment would be paid back or possibly even doubled. 

And then, there was the view. The view was magnificent. Money couldn’t buy that. They were gambling that out-of-towners would want the laid-back vibe and rocky cliffs to unwind for weekend getaways.

Aaron and Donnan wanted to keep the original wood beams but update the feel of the place with slate grey walls and raw wood floors to give it a warm and welcoming feel. A large rustic rock fireplace at one end would be warm and cozy as the weather turned cold. 

Donnan knocked on Aaron’s opened office door. “Shoot a game of pool? You need a break, brother. You work too hard.”

He had to agree with his brother’s remark and nodded. The past year had exhausted him. But they’d accomplished what was planned. The resort officially opened on May’s long weekend and was booked straight through Labor Day. 

Donnan motioned for him to come out of his dungeon. Aaron wasn’t about to argue and followed his brother’s lead. 

Halfway across the lobby, Donnan talked to Aaron about the next week's bookings. “Our first wedding and then also a separate bachelorette party.”

Aaron raised an eyebrow. “Right. Keep it classy.” 

“For the bachelorettes?” Donnan nodded with a chuckle. “Of course, brother, you know me.” 

“That’s what I’m afraid of.” Aaron stopped at the front desk to check the registrar. 

“The wedding party is expected soon. Seventy-five rooms booked for two nights, five booked for five nights, and the honeymoon suite for a week.” 

He turned to Donnan, “The one and two-week packages are making a difference. Besides these two different groups, how about the other four more weddings and two corporate retreats for our first summer? That is great.”

Donnan added, “You were right. The more activities planned makes the difference they seem to be signing up in advance for the excursions. We have a beautiful place with lots to do.” 

Donnan mentioned that he’d also organized some winter activities, but it would depend on Mother Nature. The Mac brothers knew the months between November to March could be harsh and prepared for the chunk of business to be May to October. They reached the rustic bar where they’d placed the antique pool table. Why? Because Aaron and Donnan liked to play. More than a little competitive each of them wanted to beat the other in the worst way.

Aaron reached for the cue stick. “Strategic play of one-pocket?”

Donnan
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