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Into His Arms


Fall In Love Forever Safe Series #3
By Josette Reuel


‘Into His Arms’ is book 3 in the Forever Safe Fall In Love Series, a collection of standalone romance stories.


Jesena Haust grew up on the open road with her father. They traveled town to town in their motorhome, stopping to work for short periods, then moving on. For the past several years, Jesena has dreamed of putting down roots. However, she knows she can’t leave her father.


Then one rainy autumn night, the RV breaks down on a back road near a small town named Hawthorn. She wakes to a town in the middle of preparations for their fall festival. A town where everyone knows everyone it seems. The type of town she’d always dreamed of living.


Rory Oakland is a professor at the local college in his hometown. There was a time when he’d dreamed of making a name for himself in the publishing world; unfortunately, something was missing and he couldn’t quite find his muse. So, instead, he helps others find the stepping stones to a brighter future while his own becomes dimmer.


After a chance meeting at the Hawthorn fall festival’s kissing booth, can Rory find a way to convince Jesena to stay in Hawthorn? Or will Jesena’s insecurities and her father’s wanderlust pull her away from the life of her dreams?
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Dedication


To the farmers who provide 
the bounty on our tables.
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Rain was coming down in sheets as I eased off of the accelerator and allowed the RV to coast for a bit. We’d hit multiple puddles already which had the behemoth I drove hydroplaning.


Normally I would have stopped and turned the driver’s seat over to my dad, but he hadn’t been feeling well the past few days and had finally fallen into a fitful sleep just before the rain had started to fall. I could have stopped and waited out the worst of the downpour but I was hoping to make the next town. My dad’s health was bothering me and I was going to make him see a doctor.


Dad was all I had. My mom had run off when I was still a baby. Things had been rough for my dad but he’d sold everything and bought the RV, it had been our home ever since. He’d essentially homeschooled me while he showed me the beauty of the country we lived in. I’d visited all of the important historical locations and every state on the continent. I’d also toured Mexico to practice my Spanish and Canada to improve my French. I had a feeling that I’d had a better education than most kids.


Even so, it didn’t open up opportunities, especially when Dad wouldn’t settle down. 


“Fuck,” I cursed low as the tires lost traction again.


My headlights hit a green road sign and I sighed in relief when I saw that we were within ten miles of Hawthorn, Ohio. I loved small towns, the type where everyone seemed to know everyone. I’d had a great childhood, seen more than most people twice my age, but I longed for someplace where I could set down roots.


Corn stalks rose up on both sides of the RV as I rounded a sharp curve. My headlights shined off the eyes of an animal and I slammed on my breaks and swerved to miss the small creature. I didn’t hear a bump so either it ran or I missed it. Unfortunately, I was now left to maneuver a very large vehicle on a slick road where it couldn’t get traction thanks to what had to be an inch of water.


“Double fuck,” I cursed as I saw the train track just ahead.


The RV bounced over the tracks and I heard a pop followed by a clang as the steering wheel became difficult to turn. Straining I pulled with all of my might as I pressed the break practically to the floor. Screeching rang out around the RV and my dad woke with a holler. 


“Jesena! What’s going on?”


I couldn’t answer him since all of my focus was on getting the RV stopped without going into a ditch or a field. Every time I turned the steering wheel, the tires slid again and I had to jerk the wheel to keep on the road. 


“Jesena?” Dad called out as he stumbled past the curtain that blocked the back of the RV from the front driver and passenger seats. He must have taken in everything within seconds because he was immediately shouting orders at me. “Have you pulled the parking brake?”


“No, Dad. I’ve been a bit busy trying to steer,” I snapped.


“Then pull it,” he demanded.


If I could have, I would have rolled my eyes at him. Instead, I shook my head and pressed on the floor break and pumped my foot. Our behemoth was finally slowing and I let out a deep sigh as it skidded a few more feet and came to a stuttering stop.


“See, I told you to pull the parking brake,” Dad chuckled.


“You’re lucky I love you, old man,” I grumbled as I slumped back in the seat and closed my eyes. 


My entire body was trembling from exertion and adrenaline. But I forced my arm to rise and I placed the vehicle in park. I also reached out and made a show of pulling the parking brake.


Dad chuckled as he realized I hadn’t done as he’d told me. His humor died quickly.


“Jesena? Are you alright?” Dad asked as he leaned toward me and gripped my shoulder.


“Yeah. Just…” I waved my hands in the air to indicate everything that had happened.


“When did it start raining?” he rumbled as he looked out the windshield.


“About an hour ago,” I replied softly.


“Jesena Haust! Why didn’t you stop? It’s pouring out there and you know this old beast can’t handle wet roads well.” Dad dropped into the passenger seat and I could feel his eyes burning into me.


“I thought I could make it to Hawthorn,” I mumbled. “Besides the road was too narrow, we would have blocked the entire road.”


Dad huffed in displeasure. He knew I couldn’t stop until there was enough room for other cars to get around the RV. He could see the narrow country road in front of us – well, about ten feet in front of the RV at least.
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A few hours later someone had finally driven by and stopped to offer assistance. They took Dad and me to a garage in Hawthorn where we were able to get the guy up and out to the RV. Luckily, he worked on large tractors and such, so he had what he needed to tow our home back to town where he’d quickly ascertained the problem.


Unfortunately, it would take a few days for the parts to come in. Dad frowned but shrugged as he lifted his packed bag. Our mechanic had been able to contact the local bed and breakfast and get us a room.


“Seems a shame to pay for a hotel when we have everything we need in the RV,” Dad grumbled.


“Dad,” I groaned. We’d already been around and around about the RV being unsafe as it was up on jacks. “Can’t you just enjoy a night in a large bed and a hot, full-sized shower?” I asked petulantly.


“Fine,” he grumbled but I noticed the corners of his mouth twitch. Yeah, dad was as excited about this unexpected pitstop as I was.


“Tomorrow, I’ll see if I can find a job – maybe we can stay here for a bit?” 


“Jesena…” Dad sighed and stopped in his tracks. “We do need to bring in some money, I guess. Especially with the expense of the room.”


“And you can see the doctor while we’re here,” I added subtly.


“Fine,” he grumbled as we stumbled up the steps of the Hawthorn Bed & Breakfast.
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My gaze wandered to the window again. The day was bright and sunny, fall colors were splashed across a bright blue sky covered in white puffy clouds. And instead of being out in nature, I was stuck in a hard chair listening to a student butcher the English language.


A sigh escaped and I adjusted myself in my seat as the student turned to the next page of his work.


“And that’s why he went to bed,” Jon read slowly before dropping his hand which held the crumpled papers he’d been reading from. “The End.”


“Thank you so much, Jon. Please hand in your story and I’ll provide my feedback at next week's class. Now, as we are running short on time, I’d like for everyone to take one concept that Jon used in his story and write a one-page short story. Jon, I would like you to select your favorite and work on refining that concept into a more thought out and refined page. Any questions?” The truth was, we had at least twenty minutes of class time, but I didn’t have it in me to listen to everyone either give Jon kudos on his story or do the opposite and tear it apart. I doubted Jon wanted to deal with the fall out of having to publicly share his writing either.


Everyone remained quiet. Not a hand raised. 


“Well, in that case… have a great rest of your week and I’ll see you next Monday.” Jon handed me his story and then walked to his desk to grab his things as everyone else shuffled toward the door. 


Intro level Creative Writing was the worst class to teach. You’d have some who would excel at the course, who wrote as if they were channeling one of the great authors of the past. But, then, you also had those who just needed the credit and couldn’t write to save their own lives. Sadly, you also had the few like Jon, those who thought they were great writers and didn’t understand why no one else saw it.


Another sigh escaped as I rose from my chair and shoved the three stories from today’s class into my messenger bag. Flipping it closed and dropping the strap on my shoulder, I walked from the room and headed for my office.


Once upon a time, I’d loved teaching. It allowed me to work on my own writing while bringing in a steady income. But working at Hawthorn Community College had drained me. More often than not, I worked with those who either had no real interest in creative writing or thought they already knew it all.


“Oakland,” a deep voice boomed from behind me. 


For a split second I debated on running, however, I knew Jason would catch me before I reached the parking lot and my car.


“Hey, Oakland…” Jason called out as he ran up to me – not even winded from his dash down the hall.


“You know you’re not supposed to run in the school, Langston,” I said offhandedly.


“Yeah, yeah… this is college not high school,” he laughed.


“Still a legal nightmare for the school if someone gets hurt,” I insisted in hopes of distracting Jason from whatever scheme he wanted to rope me into this time.


Jason rolled his eyes – “We’ve been best friends since grade school, do you really think I don’t know when you’re trying to distract me?”


“Well, in that case, you should already know my answer to whatever has you bellowing and running down the hall at me,” I replied as he chuckled.


“Okay… Awesome!” Jason hooted. “This is so much better than you trying to argue when you know you’d do anything for my aunt Lindy.”


“Jason,” I sighed, “you know that’s not what I meant.”


“What’s the point in us arguing for ten minutes when you know you’re going to cave and do it anyhow?” Jason stared at me and waited.


“Fine. What’s Aunt Lindy need me for?” I asked.


“She needs you for a booth at the Fall Festival,” Jason replied way too quickly.
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