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      When your future is sweeter than anything you could have imagined.

      

      Jonathon

      

      Moving to Sunrise Bay is the best thing I've ever done. The quaint, old-fashioned town has everything I need, including a candy shop I’ve poured my heart into. Life is as sweet as the fudge I make, until Shane Anderson rides into town.

      

      I ran from him once, but this time, I’m standing my ground. I just need to ignore my overwhelming attraction to him before it becomes more than I can bear. Because, regardless of how strong I think I am, I don’t want my heart to be broken again.

      

      Shane

      

      I’ve spent too many years fighting a war no one can win. I thought I’d worked through most of my issues, found peace in the aftermath of hell. When I arrive in Sunrise Bay, the last person I expect to see is Jonathon. Two years ago, I broke his heart, and I’ll do everything I can to keep my distance.

      

      But as the sparks between us ignite, Jonathon’s past comes back to haunt him. This time, he needs to trust me—before history repeats itself and we both lose out on something that's more important than the past.

      

      Because sometimes the hardest thing to rebuild isn’t a business—it’s a second chance at love.

      

      FOREVER AND ALWAYS is a sweet M/M romance set in a small town full of lovable characters, heart-melting moments, and lots of feel-good factors. It’s the fourth book in the Sunrise Bay series, and can easily be read as a standalone.

      

      Each of Josh’s novels are linked so you can discover what happens to your favorite characters in other books. For news of Josh’s latest releases, giveaways, and other info, subscribe to his newsletter: authorjoshking.com or join him on Facebook. Happy reading!
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          SHANE

        

      

    

    
      It took a lot to impress me. But today, sitting on my Harley in a picnic area above Sunrise Bay, it was easy to feel overwhelmed by the breathtaking view. Willow Lake shimmered in the mid-morning sunshine, sparkling like a bowl of polished diamonds against a bright blue Colorado sky. Across the lake, a smudge of charcoal and green rose into the air. The trees and craggy mountain range would be sheltering another bay from the icy wind sweeping across the water.

      After almost a full day of riding, I was ready for a hot meal and at least twelve hours’ sleep. But I wouldn’t get either if the last person who’d stayed in Jacob’s house hadn’t restocked the cupboards.

      I stepped off my motorcycle, raised my arms above my head and stretched my stiff muscles. My last coffee break seemed like a long and distant memory. It hadn’t done much to restore my energy, but I’d drunk enough caffeine to keep me awake for the last leg of my journey.

      Next stop, Sunrise Bay.

      According to my friend, Jacob, the small town was one of the world’s best-kept secrets. I knew all about secrets; only most of them didn’t come packaged in pine trees and lakeside views.

      I just hoped the locals weren’t too worried about a stranger riding into town and making himself at home.

      A dry laugh escaped my throat. It seemed ridiculous to call anywhere home, let alone a place I’d never seen. But there it was; the sense of wonder I hadn’t felt in a long time, the feeling that I was right where I needed to be and, maybe, where I belonged.

      With one last look at the lake, I threw my leg over my Harley and started the engine. There was only one road into town and I planned on getting there fast.
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          JONATHON

        

      

    

    
      I opened a container of fudge and grinned at my two friends. “What do you think of this option?” The smooth, rich, chocolate bars were a favorite with my customers at Candy Lane, the candy store I’d opened a few months ago.

      Paul sighed. “You know I can’t resist your chocolate fudge.”

      As well as being my friend, Paul shared the kitchen in my store. Not for making candy, but for creating some of the most amazing cakes I’d ever seen. In four weeks he was marrying Liam, the man of his dreams, in a small church in the center of Sunrise Bay.

      I’d always been a firm believer in working to my strengths. My training as a nurse had taught me some valuable skills, but Paul and his fiancé didn’t need me to set a broken bone or wrap a bandage around a sprain. They needed another set of skills. The kind that involved making candy for their table favors.

      Dylan, our other friend, nibbled on a small piece of fudge. “This is my favorite.”

      “Even more than the caramel deluxe?” I asked.

      “Definitely. What do you think, Paul?”

      He picked up another piece of fudge. “This is the one I want.”

      I wished my other clients made up their minds as quickly as Paul. “That was easier than I thought.” With a smile, I opened a drawer and took out a heart-shaped cookie cutter. Pressing it into the fudge, I showed them the cute piece of candy. “If I wrap four fudge hearts in tulle and tie a ribbon around the top, you’ll have a yummy gift for each of your guests.”

      “That sounds perfect,” Paul said. “But you’re as busy as I am. What if you make the fudge and I wrap it in the tulle?”

      I waved away my friend’s offer of help. “It won’t take me long to put everything together. If you let me know what color ribbon you’d like, I can order some from the general store tomorrow. Have you decided what type of wedding cake you’ll have?”

      Paul reached for his sketchbook. “Liam likes Pastor Adam’s hummingbird cake. I’m using his recipe to make a two-tier cake with cream cheese frosting. Amy wants pink roses cascading down one side and a black and white kitten on the other.”

      A couple of years ago, Paul’s sister and parents were killed in a car accident. Paul had become the guardian of Amy, his young niece and, together, they’d formed a new family. It gave me goose bumps to see how much Amy had blossomed after Liam came into her life.

      Dylan looked over Paul’s shoulder at his sketchbook. “If you ever want to change careers, you could be an artist. The picture of your cake is amazing.”

      “I’ve had plenty of practice.”

      While Paul showed Dylan drawings of other cakes he’d made, I turned on the coffeepot. “I’m surprised Pastor Adam shared his recipe with you. He usually keeps his cookbooks under lock and key.”

      Paul sighed. “I had to do a deal with him for the recipe.”

      “Let me guess,” Dylan said. “Pastor Adam wants you to tutor a cake decorating class?”

      “Sort of. He was looking for ideas for some new classes. As well as cake decorating, I suggested a candy-making class and a workshop that teaches people about social media.”

      Dylan and I looked at each other.

      “And I take it we’re the tutors?” I asked.

      “Only if you want to help,” Paul said quickly.

      I’d already run a candy-making workshop at the church. I knew how persuasive Pastor Adam could be, especially when he had the opportunity to add more classes to his program.

      I took some cups out of the cupboard. “You can count me in, but I won’t be able to start until after Easter.”

      Dylan popped another piece of fudge into his mouth. “I’m in too, but the sooner I start, the better. Alex and I are getting married at the beginning of September.”

      I left the cups on the counter and hugged my friend. “That’s wonderful. I’m glad you’ve finally settled on a date.”

      “It wasn’t easy, but we got there in the end.”

      Paul grinned. “That’ll be two weddings in the next six months. Do you think we’ll make it three by the end of the year?”

      “Don’t look at me,” I said. “You’ll have to include Riley if you want to make it three weddings. I’m too busy with my store.” I hadn’t counted on ever finding my happy ever after in Sunrise Bay. For one thing, I was gay. Even if I had the time, the chance of meeting another man I could build a life with was remote at best. But then I’d met a group of men who’d come here for different reasons. They were gay, happy, and had become some of the best friends I’d ever had.

      Dylan opened his laptop. “While we’re here, I want to see what you think of your new website.”

      For the last couple of weeks, Dylan had been working on a new and improved website for Candy Lane. If anyone could give our online presence an overhaul, it was him. As technical development manager for a high-end security company, there wasn’t much he didn’t know about computers.

      Paul and I studied the draft website, clicking on the product pages and looking at the overall layout. It was simple, eye-catching, and included all the branding elements we wanted. “This is fantastic.”

      Paul nodded. “It’s perfect. Our customers are looking forward to shopping online.”

      I bit my bottom lip. “I hope I can keep up with all the orders.” My one fear was that I wouldn’t be able to make enough candy to keep all my customers happy. An easy solution would be to hire more staff. But more staff meant more expenses and, right at the moment, I couldn’t afford to hire anyone.

      Dylan frowned. “If you need someone to help in the store, just ask. I’m only a phone call away.”

      “And I spend nearly every day right beside you,” Paul reminded me. “We’ll make this work.”

      I took a deep breath. “I hope you’re right. At least we know what candy we’re having in the table favors.” I reached across the counter and handed Dylan and Paul another piece of chocolate fudge. “Here’s to friendship and lots of happy customers.”

      “And to falling in love,” Paul added.

      I sighed. My two best friends were ready to walk down the aisle, but Cupid’s arrow wouldn’t be going anywhere near my damaged heart.
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          SHANE

        

      

    

    
      I took off my helmet and scanned the main road of Sunrise Bay. Red-brick buildings lined the sidewalk, reminding me of most small towns in Colorado. But unlike a lot of the places I’d seen, Sunrise Bay was busy.

      Farther along the street, tourists were stepping off a bus. A group of mothers pushed their strollers, and high school students were handing out pamphlets. A block away, a steamboat sat against the pier, no doubt waiting for the tourists to make their way to the lake.

      “Nice motorcycle.”

      I turned around. A man about my own age stood behind me, studying my Harley. “It gets me where I need to go.”

      The stranger’s eyes filled with amusement. “The XR-1000 is one of the best motorcycles ever built.” He knelt on the ground and studied the engine. “Apart from the dust and the dirt, it’s in great condition.”

      I took another look at him. With his short hair and gray eyes, there was nothing unusual that set him apart from the other people on the street—except the large black German Shepherd sitting beside him.

      The man stood and held out his hand. “I’m Eric and this is Sherlock. A friend of mine restored a Harley. It took him two years to finish.”

      I nodded. “This one took a year.” Eric didn’t need to know the motorcycle had belonged to Peter, my brother. We’d worked on it together, rebuilding the engine from parts we’d salvaged from other Harleys. Peter called it penance. I remembered the long days in the garage as some of the best in my life.

      “Are you staying in Sunrise Bay or passing through?”

      My eyes narrowed. It was hard enough trusting the people I knew, let alone a stranger. “I haven’t decided.”

      Eric must have realized I wasn’t in a talkative mood. “Sorry. Occupational hazard. I ask too many questions.”

      “Are you a cop or a reporter?”

      “Good guess. In a previous life, I was an NYPD detective. Nowadays I prefer to write about the bad guys. Enjoy your time in Sunrise Bay.” Eric said something to his dog, and the German Shepherd sprung onto his feet.

      I frowned. “Before you leave, can you tell me where to find the general store?”

      Eric pointed farther down the street. “Go through the next intersection. It’s the fourth building on the left.”

      “Thanks.”

      “You’re welcome. If there’s anything else you need, Jenny Cook and her husband own the general store. There isn’t much they don’t know about the area.”

      I nodded and watched Eric and his dog walk down the street. I’d spent too much time overseas. From where I’d come from, looking at someone the wrong way could send you to the hospital.

      Talking to a stranger almost guaranteed you a one-way trip to the morgue.
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          SHANE

        

      

    

    
      By the time I crossed the road, another three people had said hello. I didn’t know whether it was because I was tired, but each time someone smiled I became even more uneasy.

      After what I’d seen in Afghanistan, it had taken months to feel as though I was a normal person again. The media attention from the tragedy in Kabul had left me wary of getting too close to anyone. The only person who knew I was here was Jacob, and that was the way I wanted it to stay.

      The sweet smell of fudge filled my lungs. I stopped outside a candy store and studied the display in the front window. With Easter only a few weeks away, most of the shelves held shiny, brown Easter eggs. With their brightly decorated shells, they looked good enough to eat year-round. But it was the white chocolate eggs that made me look twice.

      My mom would love the marbled rainbow of colors mixed through the chocolate. The eggs reminded me of the stained-glass windows she created in her studio, the light-filled sculptures that breathed life into the darkest of spaces.

      I peered through the window. A line of people were waiting to be served. It looked as though half the town wanted something special for Easter.

      Out of habit, I checked my watch. When I realized what I was doing, I dropped my arm to my side. Since I’d been on the road, I hadn’t followed any schedule. When I was hungry, I ate. When I grew restless, I drove to a different town. Roaming across America wasn’t for everyone but, for now, it was the best I could do.

      “Are you coming inside?”

      My startled gaze connected with a man holding open the door to the candy store. For a moment I thought my past had come back to haunt me. With his brown hair and deep blue eyes, he reminded me of someone I used to know—someone who almost made me believe that everything I’d seen and done in Afghanistan had been worthwhile.

      The man smiled and any resemblance to the person I’d loved, disappeared.

      “The Easter eggs are filled with different types of fudge. You should try some of the samples on the counter.” He opened the door wider, waiting for me to follow him inside.

      I took a deep breath. What harm could it do? The general store wouldn’t be closing any time soon and I wanted to send something home for Easter.

      I reached for the door. “Thanks.”

      “You’re welcome. But be warned. Once you try the fudge, you’ll never want to leave.” After sending me a quick smile, he walked across the store and disappeared through a set of doors.

      I didn’t know whether he was the owner or if he worked here but, either way, he wasn’t wrong about the fudge. At least six trays of samples lined the top of the counter. If the number of people holding boxes of candy was any indication, the fudge was as delicious as it smelled.

      I took a sample of the chocolate-coated vanilla fudge. It melted on my tongue, sending my taste buds to heaven and back. With another six people in front of me, I reached for a piece of the gingernut fudge.

      Oh, man. The last time I’d tasted anything this good was when my grandma made gingersnap cookies. I studied the pre-packaged boxes of fudge, the trays of rock candy sitting in multi-colored rows under the glass counter. I could have stayed here all day, sampling each of the sugary treats on display.

      One of the doors behind the front counter opened.

      A man walked toward the line of people waiting to be served.

      My mouth dropped open. Jonathon? It couldn’t be him. He’d moved to Salt Lake City to start a new job. As far as I knew, living in Colorado was never part of his plans.

      With a dimpled grin, he spoke to a customer, quickly placing their order into a small box and ringing up the sale.

      I’d never believed in love at first sight until I’d met him. Nearly three years ago, when I was rushing to an appointment with my counselor, I’d collided with a nurse going in the opposite direction. As soon as I’d looked into his blue eyes, my life had changed. He’d become my soft place to fall, the only person who understood the man I’d become.

      And then he’d left, and I hadn’t seen him again.

      Until now.

      Jonathon said something to another woman, then turned to the next customer.

      I stepped away from the counter. If there was one thing the Army had taught me, it was to trust my gut instinct. And, right now, my brain was screaming at me to leave. I wasn’t ready to meet Jonathon, to talk to him like a normal human being.

      He looked up, and I froze.

      His eyes widened and his skin turned as white as the wall behind him. When the customer he was serving said something, he quickly dropped his gaze to the fudge.

      At least I wasn’t the only person who looked as though their world had turned upside down.

      Instead of leaving, I ignored my pounding heart and waited to be served. When I made it to the front of the line, I took a deep, calming breath.

      “Hi, Jonathon.” The wariness in his eyes reminded me of the last time we’d spoken to each other.

      “What are you doing here?” he whispered.

      I crossed my arms in front of my chest. “I’m staying at a friend’s house outside of town. I didn’t know you’d moved to Sunrise Bay.”

      “I’ve been here for two years. I wasn’t going to stay, but I fell in love with the area.”

      The woman behind me cleared her throat.

      A blush spread across Jonathon’s face. “Can I get you something, Shane?”

      “I’ll have two white chocolate Easter eggs and six bars of the chocolate-coated vanilla fudge.”

      His eyes darted to my helmet. “Do you want me to wrap the eggs in bubble wrap? It’ll stop them from breaking.”

      “That’d be great.” At least my voice was steady, unlike my hands as I opened my wallet. “I’m sending the Easter eggs home to Mom and Dad.”

      “I hope they enjoy them.” He took my credit card and rang up the sale. “How long are you staying in Sunrise Bay?”

      “A couple of weeks.”

      Jonathon sent me a nervous smile. “Be careful on your motorcycle. The roads can be dangerous at this time of the year.”

      I nodded and left the store. The weather wasn’t the only reason I needed to be careful. I’d thought I’d moved on with my life, found a way through the heartache that had filled me with despair when Jonathon left.

      But seeing him stirred up a whole lot of feelings I’d locked away. Feelings that made me even more determined to keep my heart in one piece.

      With heavy footsteps, I walked toward the general store. There was no reason to stay at Jacob’s house for more than two or three weeks. The maintenance I’d promised to complete wouldn’t take long. And if the weather stayed as settled as it was now, everything would work out the way it was supposed to.

      Nothing was keeping me in Sunrise Bay. Nothing except a man with deep blue eyes who could see straight into my soul.
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          JONATHON

        

      

    

    
      When the last of the afternoon rush was over, I returned to the kitchen. Paul was decorating a client’s wedding cake, carefully adding red rose petals to one of the layers.

      I sat on a stool and dropped my head into my hands. After Shane left, I’d tried to forget about him, but it was like asking me to pretend the sun didn’t exist.

      Paul frowned. “Is everything all right?”

      “I’m not sure. Someone I used to know came into the store. I didn’t think I’d ever see him again.”

      “Did he know you’re living in Sunrise Bay?”

      “I don’t think so. He seemed as surprised as I was when we saw each other.”

      Paul looked closely at my face. “Was he more than a friend?”

      He’d been my entire life. “I loved him.”

      “What happened?”

      “Shane wanted to get married. I didn’t. A week after he asked me to marry him, I left Arizona. I hurt him and I didn’t know what to do about it.” I rubbed my forehead, easing the headache building behind my temples.

      Paul took a bride and groom figurine out of a box and held them in the palm of his hand. “Sometimes, you just have to move on. Last year, I was living in Milwaukee, juggling my work commitments around my niece. Now I’m in Colorado getting to know a brother I’d never met and organizing my wedding to Liam. If I’d held onto what had happened in my past, I’d be back in Milwaukee, missing Liam.”

      I frowned. “I’m not like you.”

      Paul smiled. “I know you aren’t. That’s why you’re my friend.” He grinned at me before placing the figurines on top of the cake. “Everyone changes. Maybe speaking to Shane might help resolve whatever happened.”

      “It would take a lot more than a conversation to do that,” I murmured. I was still ashamed of the way I’d left Phoenix. The brief message I’d left on Shane’s phone would never make up for the way I’d treated him.

      “Where’s he staying?”

      “At a friend’s house. I don’t know their name.”

      Paul wiped his hands on his apron. “Sunrise Bay isn’t a large town. Why don’t you ask Jenny Cook if she knows where Shane’s staying? Unless he brought groceries with him, he’ll need to visit the general store at some point.”

      “I’ll think about it.” Seeing Shane had upset me. I wanted to believe that everyone could find their own happy ever after, but falling in love was the easy part of a relationship. Living in the shadow of your emotional baggage was the hard part—and running away from Shane hadn’t solved anything.
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          SHANE

        

      

    

    
      I’d never been to Jacob’s house, but I’d heard a lot about it. If I could have imagined the perfect mountain retreat, this would be it.

      The two-story house sat high above Sunrise Bay overlooking Willow Lake. More than thirty acres of tree-covered land surrounded the property, hiding it from the rest of the world.

      An impressive stone chimney sat in the center of the building and a wide veranda wrapped around the ground floor, protecting the lower level from the worst of the nor’wester blowing across the yard. The second story was all glass. The view from those rooms would be out of this world.

      I walked around the side of the house. From this distance, Sunrise Bay looked like a collection of multi-colored boxes held together by straight lines of asphalt. At one end of the town, a church spire rose into the air, dwarfing the surrounding buildings. At the other, boats bobbed against the pier, waiting for their next voyage onto the lake.

      According to the sign welcoming me to Sunrise Bay, eight hundred people called the small town home. If it weren’t for the line of people waiting to be served in Jonathon’s store, I wouldn’t have believed there were half that many.

      My gaze returned to Jacob’s home. I didn’t know how my friend could own a house like this and only return to Sunrise Bay a couple of times a year. If this house was mine, I’d never leave.

      With a box of supplies in my arms, I climbed the front steps. Starting tomorrow, I’d work through the checklist Jacob had given me, fixing anything that needed mending. Originally, I’d considered staying for a couple of months after I’d finished the repairs but, after seeing Jonathon, I knew it wouldn’t be a good idea.

      He’d found a new home, somewhere to put down roots and live the life he’d always wanted. Staying here would only create more problems for both of us.

      Unlocking the front door, I stood in the entranceway. A wooden staircase hugged the right-hand wall. Framed photographs of moose, squirrels, and birds lined the walls, making the cavernous space more welcoming than it would otherwise have been.

      The high-pitched beep of the alarm reminded me of what I needed to do. Leaving the box on the hall table, I rummaged inside my pocket. Jacob had emailed me a complicated set of instructions for the security system. After muddling my way through the first five pages, I’d found a chart that explained the basics. As long as it worked, I’d be happy.

      The alarm fell silent and I breathed a sigh of relief. A visit from the local police department was the last thing I needed.

      As I made my way toward the back of the house, I finally felt as though I could relax. Whether it was the wood paneling or the light-filled spaces, something about the house reminded me of my parents’ home.

      The kitchen blew that comparison out the window. Instead of the Shaker style cabinets and stainless steel counter in my parents’ house, Jacob had the type of kitchen that belonged in a professional chef’s home.

      Who in their right mind needed three ovens, two refrigerators, and a kitchen island that could seat ten people?

      I stuck my head around a door beside the refrigerators. Holy cow. There were enough preserves in the butler’s pantry to last at least twelve months. Jacob had told me to help myself to any food in the house, but this was ridiculous. Either he knew more about cooking than he’d told anyone or he had a housekeeper who kept everything stocked to doomsday levels.

      The sound of a truck door slamming made me frown. I hadn’t seen any other vehicles on the steep, winding road. Sunrise Bay might be a tourist destination, but Jacob’s house wasn’t.

      Cautiously, I made my way to the front door. If anyone was stupid enough to think they could break in, they were in for a rude awakening.

      “Anyone home?”

      With my hands braced on my hips, I stood in the doorway.

      The man walking up the front steps was in his late thirties. His white shirt and black trousers weren’t the sort of clothes a burglar would be wearing. Either the guy was lost or he was selling something.

      The stranger held out his hand. “I’m Liam Nelson, a friend of Jacob’s. He asked me to say hello.”

      I glanced at the black truck parked in front of the garage. It was a top-of-the-line four-wheel drive. Whatever Liam did for a living paid him a good salary. “How did you know I was arriving today?”

      “Jacob called me last night after you spoke to him. I thought I’d show you how to use the alarm and the generators. If you got the same set of instructions Jacob gave me, it’ll take you a week to work out what everything does.”

      My tense shoulders relaxed. “I’d appreciate the help. How long have you known Jacob?”

      “A few years. What brings you to Sunrise Bay?”

      I hesitated before answering. “I was between jobs and Jacob needed some maintenance done around his property.”

      “It worked out well for both of you.” Liam followed me inside and opened the alarm’s control panel. “You’ve come at the right time. Last month we were still buried under three feet of snow.” He pointed to a row of orange lights. “It’s not as complicated as it looks. All you need to remember is that the first three zones are for the ground floor. The next three belong to the top floor.”

      I listened as Liam explained how to set each zone. By the time I’d mastered the security cameras and panic buttons, I was even more impressed with the system Jacob had installed.

      “I’ll show you how to use the generator,” Liam said as we left the living room. “I stayed here for a few months last year. I didn’t have to use it, but it’s good to know how to turn it on.”

      I knew the generator was stored at the back of the garage. “Do you work in Sunrise Bay?”

      Liam shook his head. “Most of the jobs in town involve tourism. I commute into Boulder each day.”

      He didn’t tell me what he did in Boulder, and I wasn’t pushing. “You must like it here.”

      “My fiancé and her niece like it even more. Paul works at a store in town called Candy Lane. He has his own fantasy cake business.”

      Just when I’d pushed Jonathon to the back of my mind, he was back. It shouldn’t have surprised me that everyone knew each other, but it didn’t make this conversation any easier. “I saw the store on my way here.”

      “Most people go there once and can’t stay away. Try their Easter cookies. Paul made a batch last night and they’re the best I’ve ever tasted.”

      “I won’t be going into town very often. There’s too much to do around here.”

      “You have to have some time off. Why don’t you come to my place for dinner? My fiancé will be there with a few other friends.”

      “Thanks for the offer, but I’ll be okay.”

      Liam shrugged. “It’s up to you, but you’ll miss a good night. Paul might have the market covered on cakes, but my spare rib sauce is the best you’ll find.” He opened a door on the far side of the garage. “The generators are in here. From the look of the Harley parked outside, you know your way around an engine.”

      I nodded and studied the two generators. They were similar to the ones I’d used overseas.

      “Each engine will give you 7000 watts of power. Jacob connected the two units with a parallel kit.”

      “How many hours of electricity will I get from each unit?”

      “Eighteen. We’re past the worst of the weather, so you probably won’t need to use them. If you have any issues, either call me or meet me in town. I’ll give you my address before I leave.”

      I couldn’t remember the last time I’d asked someone for help. My mom always told me I was too independent for my own good. Over the last few months, I’d begun to think she was right.

      Liam turned on the first generator.

      I was impressed. “It’s not as noisy as some of the engines I’ve come across.”

      “I guess it depends on what model you buy. Jacob wanted something that was reliable and would last more than a few hours. The first winter after he built the house he was snowed in for more than four weeks. For half that time he didn’t have power.”

      Living here without electricity wouldn’t be a hardship. Unlike a lot of places I was stationed, Jacob’s house had shelter, food, and lots of blankets to keep me warm. Everything else was a luxury.

      Liam turned on the second engine, showing me the overload alarm and system monitor. “Do you want me to go over anything else?”

      I shook my head. “Not at the moment. I’ve used generators before.”

      “How long were you in the Army?” Liam turned off the engines. He frowned when he saw the surprise on my face. “Jacob told me you met in a refugee camp in Kabul.”

      With a slow nod, I focused on the generator closest to me. The UN refugee camp had been teeming with displaced families trying to get away from the fighting and drought in their villages. There was no running water, no electricity, and disease was rampant.

      I was there to provide security for the trucks coming into the camp. I wasn’t expecting anything different from the other times I’d done the same thing. But, after six months of living in the sub-human conditions, it was the theft of essential supplies and the cold-blooded killing of the refugees that broke me.

      Liam’s eyes narrowed. “Coming home must have been a big change.”

      “It wasn’t easy.” I’d felt alienated and alone. It didn’t matter what the psychologists or counselors said; I’d locked myself inside the trauma of what I’d seen and never recovered. If it hadn’t been for Jonathon, and my brother’s tragic death, I doubted I’d be here today.
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      My life was on a downward spiral. For the second time in four days, I was on the brink of tears. Shane’s unexpected arrival was bad enough, but now my whole world was literally collapsing around my ears.

      Holding the rails of the attic ladder, I poked my head through the hatch and onto the roof of my building. “What do you think, Frank? Will it last another winter?”

      Frank was the only general contractor and roofing specialist in the area. When he shook his head, my heart sank.

      “No amount of patching will make it better. It needs a complete overhaul.”

      I bit my bottom lip. Even though I was making a healthy profit from my business, I couldn’t afford to waterproof the roof.

      Before I’d bought the building, Frank had done a thorough inspection and told me what I’d needed to fix. Even without his expert advice, it was easy to see that the roof was an issue. Anyone looking at the brown water stains on the ceiling of my apartment could tell something was happening. But I’d been cautiously optimistic, telling myself the roof would last another year or two before needing to be fixed.

      Frank looked at the orange circles he’d painted on the roof. They were the bad spots—the areas that needed immediate attention. “I know it’s not the news you wanted to hear, but you need to waterproof everything.”

      I took a deep breath. “Is there
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