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Just a couple of things before I let you go and get your read on. While I am doing my best to work with better editing and proofreading software, all my books are solo, independent works. I write my books, proofread my books, edit my books, create the covers, etc. I have one beta who gives me feedback on my stories, but other than that, all my books are independent projects.

That being said, I apologize, in advance, for the typos, grammar inconsistencies, or any other mistakes I may make. Since writing is strictly a hobby for me, I haven’t looked into commitments in regard to publishers, editors, etc. My hope is that my stories are enjoyable enough that a few mistakes, here and there, can be overlooked. However, if you’re a stickler for grammar, my books are probably not for you.

Also, I am an avid reader-I mean an AVID reader. I love to read above any other hobby. However, the only downside to my reading obsession is when I fall in love with a series, but I have to wait for the additional books to come out. So, because I feel that disappointment down to my soul, when I started publishing my works, I vowed to publish all books in my series all at once. No waiting here...LOL. Now, the exception to that will be if enough readers request additional stories based off the standalone, such as in Facing the Enemy. At that point, if I decide to move forward with a requested series, I will make sure all additional books are available all at once. As much as this is a hobby for me, I am writing these books for all of you, as well as myself.

Thank you for everything!
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I really appreciate you reading my book and I would love to hear from you! Now, unfortunately, because I do have a full-time job and one part-time job, plus a family that I love spending time with, I’m not very active on social media. However, for the sites I do participate in, here are my social media coordinates:
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For my sister-

You’ve come such a long way, and I’m so proud of you!
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Prologue
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Nothing good ever came out of eavesdropping, but it was hard not to hover near the door where it was cracked open just enough to ruin your life. No matter how violently those panicked butterflies fluttered in your tummy, it was natural to stop and listen when you heard your name being said.

Right?

“It’s not that easy,” Paul hissed into the phone. “Junie and I have been together for almost three years.” There was some silence before I heard the words that justified those violent butterfly attacks in my stomach. “Of course, I love you and want to be with you, but it’s not that easy to just break up with her. We live together, honey. It’s going to be awkward as hell to wait for her to have to move out.”

I stood near the door, my heart breaking, but I wasn’t crying. I wasn’t falling into a hysterical mess. I was listening intently because I wanted to make sure that there was no mistaking that Paul was telling someone else that he loved them. I wanted to process what was happening, so that he couldn’t deny it when I confronted him later. I wanted to hear just enough to break my heart completely, so that I didn’t fall for his apologies later. I wanted to let him hurt me enough to make sure that I wouldn’t weaken later. There would be no ‘we can still be friends’ here. I wanted to hate him, so that I could sever whatever love that I had for him, and then move on when I was ready.

“What are you talking about?” he continued to hiss into the phone. “Of course, I’m not still having sex with her. I told you that I put a stop to that months ago.”

He was lying to whoever was on the other end of the phone. While the sex had waned considerably, we were still having it. It might only be a couple of times a month, but we were still having sex, and that was more upsetting than anything else. Discovering that my boyfriend of three years was cheating on me, I knew that there was no way that I’d find peace without a complete physical now. Sure, we still used condoms, but they weren’t guaranteed. We weren’t ready for kids, so we had agreed early on to keep with the double coverage of getting the shot and condoms.

Thank God now.

Getting pregnant, and then co-parenting with a cheating jerk was not the kind of life that I wanted to live. I wanted my children to be raised by parents that loved each other and were faithful to one another.

“No one is better than you, darling,” he went on. “You know you’re the best sex that I’ve ever had. Why would I want to sleep with her when I have you? You’re so wild, sexy, and beautiful. You’re all I want. You know this. The way you let me fuck you at the club is the stuff of dreams. I love you so much, don’t be mad, honey. I’ll end it soon. I promise.”

With all the proof that I needed, I walked away, heading straight for our bedroom. I sat on the bed as I did a mental inventory of all the stuff that was mine, and all of the stuff that mattered enough to take with me. Paul and I lived in a very small two-bedroom apartment because, with rent prices being what they were, we had agreed to the sacrifice of staying here while we saved up for a house. When rent on a decent apartment was the same amount as a house payment, the choice was simple.

Looking around, I couldn’t help but feel relieved that we’d never taken that next step. Paul wanted me gone with the least amount of awkwardness as possible, and I wanted to leave the same way. There was no denying that I was heartbroken-crushed even-but I also had my pride working for me. I could reserve the tears and emotional breakdown for later. For now, I needed to call the gang and have them help me move out as soon as possible. I wasn’t worried about finding a place to stay because I knew that I could stay with Roark.

I wasn’t sure how long I sat on the bed, planning everything out, but the sound of Paul’s Oxfords snapped me out of my thoughts, and I knew that this was it. The man that I thought I was going to marry didn’t exist anymore. Instead of a man who was faithfully in love with me, this Paul stood in his place.

“Junie, have you seen my green tie? The one with the diamond pattern?” I looked up at him as he went to stand in front of the closet mirror. He had a ‘business meeting’ tonight, but now I knew better.

I stood from the bed, then turned to face him. “You know, to be fair, you’ve never even asked me if I would be willing to have sex with you at a club,” I told him, and his entire body froze.

He slowly turned around, his eyes wide, his face red with shame. Or maybe it wasn’t shame. Maybe it was just having gotten caught. Everyone was going to know that he wasn’t the good guy that he wanted us all to believe.

“Junie, I-”

“I’ll be out by the weekend,” I promised him before walking out of our bedroom and his life.
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Chapter 1
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Junie – (One Year Later)~

It was a good thing that I typed as fast as I did and that ten-key was my jam, because being the senior billing accountant for the city of McLaurin was a busy freakin’ job. The town was big enough that my job would never be eliminated, which was a good thing. Nevertheless, if there was one thing that I’d learned while working for the city of McLaurin, it was that all city councils were just as greedy as big government corruption.

They all wanted their money, and they wanted it on time.

Returning to McLaurin hadn’t been the plan when I had graduated from college. However, my life’s plan had changed dramatically the night that I’d overheard Paul talking to his mistress on the phone. After that night, other plans had been made, one of them being coming back home to regroup. Still, not only had I regrouped, but I’d found a job with McLaurin’s city management, and I’d ended up liking it so much that I had decided to stay-much to the delight of my parents.

Flynn and Tori Becker were the best parents any girl could ever ask for, and I wasn’t just saying that. They were the kind of parents that supported you but didn’t hover. Dad was in property management, and he made his money as basically a landlord. However, his real estate ventures were limited to commercial properties because he’d had no interest in residential properties. I’d always suspected that he had too much of a conscience to evict families, and that’s why he’d chosen to stay away from that part of the real estate business.

Mom was his bookkeeper, and it really was a family business. Mom had originally worked for a small health center, but when Dad’s business had started growing, she had quit her job to help him with his books. Together, they did well enough that they’d been able to send me to college without the debt hanging over their heads for years. Luckily, I’d been an only child, so while expensive, they’d only had to make the sacrifice for one kid, instead of many.

College had been everything that it’d been expected to be, and I had enjoyed every single year of it. I’d gone for my business management degree and had gotten it with some rather respectable grades upon graduation. My first job had been working for a law firm in their billing department, following Paul in his quest to chase his dreams with Pearl Marketing. I hadn’t minded living in Mercy, but it hadn’t been the city of my dreams, either.

However, while Paul had ended up being one of the biggest mistakes ever to come out of going to college, Roark Storm hadn’t been. Roark was my best friend, and he’d been since our sophomore year of college.

We’d met at a party where Clint University had been celebrating its fifth football win in a row. Clint was a die-hard sports college, and the hysteria of its wins was insane. However, liking sports, it hadn’t bothered me. I enjoyed watching sports, especially winter sports. Winter was my favorite season of the year, so hockey, ice skating, snowboarding, and skiing were some of my favorite things to watch. While I enjoyed football, basketball, and baseball, I preferred to watch winter sports. The Winter Olympics were my guilty pleasure whenever they were on.

Anyway, we’d been at a party, the crowd drunk, high, wired, and just plain crazy, when Roark Storm had grabbed me by the arm, dragged me down the hallway, my beer splashing all over the place, then had promised me a thousand dollars if I would pretend to be his crazy, possessive, violent girlfriend. Apparently, some girl wouldn’t leave him alone, and he didn’t like being nasty to females. His desperation had been so endearing that I’d made a complete fool of myself-and him-and had acted like I’d been auditioning for my own reality television show.

After that, we’d been inseparable. We’d become best friends, and despite how our friendship had started, something had placed us firmly in the ‘friends only’ zone, and there’d never been anything more between us. A lot of people hadn’t believed that we’d been just friends, but I hadn’t cared. I also hadn’t been willing to give Roark up whenever whichever guy that I’d been dating had taken exception to our closeness. Paul had been the only guy that hadn’t minded that my best friend was a guy.

So, while we had a tight group of friends that still kept in touch with each other, Roark was my best friend, and he’d been for the past six years. We’d done the meeting of the families, had gone on trips together, and had even shared the holidays together. Roark knew all my secrets, and I knew all of his. I had no doubt that he was going to be godfather to my children one day, and I was going to spoil the shit out of his children in return.

I also loved his parents. Julius and Chanel Storm were warm, welcoming, and the cutest couple ever. They had accepted me right away and had always treated me like one of the family.

The only person that didn’t seem to care for me much was Roark’s older brother, Ripley. He was older than Roark by two years, and he was a professional snowboarder. I’d met him during our junior year of college when I’d gone to visit Roark’s parents for the weekend, and he’d been there. Already graduated from college, Ripley had just won his first snowboarding competition the week before our visit, so when he’d been a little cold with his greeting, I had just assumed that he’d been dealing with a lot. It’d been hard to imagine that Roark and his parents could be so accepting, but not Ripley. However, I had quickly learned how wrong I’d been when I kept getting that same cold reception whenever he was around.

At any rate, one sour older brother wasn’t enough to make me stay away from the Storms. Hell, when my relationship with Paul had blown up in my face, Mrs. Storm had called me to let me know that they were there for me, no matter what I needed.

Needless to say, with the support of my parents, the Storms, and Roark, I’d gotten over my heartbreak, and I was happy with where I was now. It’d only been a year, but I was completely over Paul Hopper and that waste of three years. While I hadn’t dated anyone since we’d broken up, I was only twenty-six and in no hurry. I had plenty of time to find the love of my life, so I wasn’t going to force the dating thing just to prove that I was over him.

As I was locking up my computer and shutting things down for the day, my phone chimed with a notification. It was only Thursday afternoon, but I was gearing up for a four-day weekend that was bound to be awkward but fun.

My Goofball: I’m calling u n an hour. U better answer

Out of habit, I glanced at the watch on my wrist. I was very aware that my phone had the time on it, but old habits died hard. My father had this thing about watches, and so I’d always worn one because he was always buying me one.

Me: So demanding

My Goofball: I know ur schedule better than u do. U better answer

It was true. Roark did know my work schedule as well as his own. He was a CPA and handled a lot of accounts, mainly those of his family, but his hours could be erratic depending on what he had going on. Tax season was especially horrifying.

Me: Relax. I’ll answer. I promise

My Goofball: Just want 2 make sure everything’s a go

Me: You have control issues

My Goofball: U have no idea

That was probably some kinky sex reference that I wanted to know nothing about. At six-foot-two with rich brown hair, bright blue eyes, and a body that made girls want to fight over him, Roark Storm was simply too gorgeous for words. He was also so damn charming that I had no doubt that the woman of his choice would let him tie her down and control whatever the hell that he wanted to.

Me: Dork. I’ll talk 2 u soon

My Goofball: (smile emoji)

Making sure that everything was locked up tight before I took off for my extended weekend, I grabbed my purse, then headed out. While I was looking forward to a four-day weekend, things were bound to be awkward at first. However, I wasn’t going to let that stop me. I was not going to let Paul Hopper ruin our tradition.

Besides, I was completely over him, remember?
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Chapter 2
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Ripley~

Granted, I didn’t have anything pressing going on right now, but these weekends of babysitting weren’t exactly high on my list of things to do. While I didn’t mind going to the cabin, the trip would be more welcoming if it were just me and my brother.

However, it wasn’t.

A year after graduating from college, I’d taken my love for snowboarding and had tried my hand with going at it professionally. I’d been blessed with enough athletic talent that snowboarding had come easy to me, and for the past five years, I’d been killing it in competitions, making a name for myself and making more money than I had ever expected. Endorsements were where it was at, and I had plenty.

Originally, I had gone to college to get my engineering degree, and I’d gotten it. I enjoyed the puzzle that was engineering, and I enjoyed figuring out how things worked and what was the best way to make things fit together. I liked stimulating my mind. I liked figuring things out and finding out how to make a new trick work was what did it for me with snowboarding.

For the past five years, I’d been living the dream. I traveled, met new people, experienced new adventures, and I’d been able to take care of my family, though they were perfectly capable of taking care of themselves. After all, Julius and Chanel Storm had managed to put two kids through college, so they obviously knew what they’d been doing financially to be able to accomplish that.

Dad was a police officer, a detective to be exact, and he enjoyed it. He was a real ‘serve the community’ type of person, and while there were a lot of bad cops out there, my father wasn’t one of them. He was one of the good guys, and mine and Roark’s sense of integrity came from him.

As for Mom, she owned her own salon, and it was a very successful one. After my first serious win, I’d taken most of my winnings and had ‘invested’ in her dream of owning her own shop, and the stubborn woman had paid me back after only two years in business. When I had tried to argue that we could call it even, especially since they’d paid for a degree that I hadn’t even been using, she had pulled out the mom card, and that had been the end of that. Before opening her own salon, she had worked for someone else in their shop, and it was nice seeing her do what she loved on her own.

Then there was my only sibling, Roark. He was two years younger than I was, and I loved the kid to death. Though a pain in my ass, I wouldn’t trade him for anything in the world. We were extremely close, and there wasn’t anything that I wouldn’t do for him. In fact, as a CPA, not only did he manage Mom’s books, but he managed mine, too. It was a no-brainer on who to trust my money with.

Along with being smart as fuck, Roark was also just a really good guy. In fact, he was such a goddamn gem that his goodness was the only reason that I had agreed to these torturous annual cabin trips. Even though I was probably more reckless than Roark could ever be, our parents had insisted on an ‘adult’ accompanying Roark and his friends to the cabin. Granted, I didn’t fault them since the cabin really was located in the perfect place for an ax murderer to get his fill, but Roark had been a legal adult the first time that he had planned the trip.

Four years ago, I had purchased a cabin that had been perfect for blocking the world out. During spring and summer, there was greenery as far as the eye could see, and the place was surrounded by so many flowers, plants, and animals. Think Snow White and where the Dwarfs had lived, and that was where the cabin was located.

However, no matter how beautiful the scenery looked during spring and summer, the fall colors were rather remarkable. It was like living in a painting, stunning and serene. Still, my favorite time to visit the cabin was during the winter months. As concerning as the winter storms were, the snowfall and cold winds were more beautiful to me than all the other seasons combined.

Well, back to my brother and this trip. About two months after I had purchased the cabin, Roark had begged me to let him go up there with a few of his friends. They’d been drunk one night and had gotten to getting all sentimental about losing touch after college. In their cups and in their feelings, they had vowed to start a tradition of an annual trip, so that they would never lose touch with each other. Roark had offered up my cabin as their meeting retreat, and after begging me to let them use it, our parents had insisted that I go along, too. They’d been worried about their youngest and had been concerned that he’d get lost or burn the forest down to nothing. When I had pointed out that all cellphones had GPS and that the cabin had a working fire extinguisher, Mom had pulled out that goddamn mom card of hers again, and that was how I had ended up chaperoning a bunch of grown ass adults once a year.

Did I mention that they were all grown adults?

So, every last weekend in July, I went to the cabin to clean, stock up, and make sure everything was working, especially the generator. I turned on the water, ran the plumbing, checked the electricity, and washed all the linens to get ready for the following weekend. I could easily hire someone to get the cabin ready, but I liked the quiet time. The following weekend was a long one, so the few days that I spent at the cabin alone were welcomed ones.

Collectively, my brother’s group of friends had chosen the first weekend in August as the one that would work for everyone. Excluding me, there were seven of them, and August was what had ended up working for all of them. It was just unfortunate for me that it’d been August and not December or January. Summer was my down time, something that my mother had made it her mission to point out.

My phone rang just as I was zipping up the last of my bags. Their weekend trip started tonight, then continued until Monday midday, when everyone left to go back to their lives. Even though I went with them, it was still their trip as far as I was concerned.
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