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About This Book




She was the one who got away – until she needed a rescue. 

Andrew

I’d always thought the ‘Lawson Lightning Bolt’ was just a family legend. Everyone knows that love at first sight is just something they made up to sell romance books. Then I met Katy and everything changed. I knew right away that she was my soulmate, but she was only visiting my small town in the mountains for a few days, so I had to let her go. Until the day she called me from jail…

Katy

I spent my entire life avoiding romantic entanglements. So when I met the mountain man lawyer who made my heart pound and cartoon hearts appear in my eyes, I knew I need to stay away from him. A few steamy kisses weren’t going to change my mind. Until a guy gets a little too handsy in a bar and I pop him one. Instead of apologizing, he presses charges. As if I broke his nose on purpose! Realizing that I need a lawyer, I call the first person I think of – Andrew. 

Nursing an injury and waiting for my legal troubles to blow over, Andrew convinces me to stay at his house. Living in close proximity is doing funny things to my heart, and now he’s got the town and his entire family pulling out the stops to make sure this time we get a happily ever after!

“Forever and Always” is a second chance opposites attract midlife romantic comedy with no third act break-up. If you like spunky independent women, golden retriever men who fall first, small towns full of nosy matchmakers and quirky pets, you’ll love this instalove romance.

Read to the end of this book for a special excerpt from another fun midlife romance by Rose Bak.








  
  
Sign Up for Rose Bak's Newsletter




Want more more midlife romance stories? Join Rose Bak’s mailing list at https://books.authorrosebak.com/Getaway

Subscribers will receive a free book and be the first to hear about all the latest releases, freebies, and special sales.








  
  
Dedication




For second chances and midlife love.











  
  
Prologue - Katy




Six months ago… 

“Katy?”

The voice had haunted my dreams for so long I thought I’d imagined it. But when I looked up from my laptop there he was: Andrew Lawson.  Small town lawyer.  All around good guy.  And the one who got away. Well technically, the one I left. My mouth opened in shock.

“Andrew. Uh, hi. What are you doing in Denver?”

Andrew lived about an hour away from here, in a small town in the mountains called Lawson.  The town had been founded by his ancestors, or so his mother had told me when I was up there several months ago to help my friend and colleague Steph lead the town through disaster planning exercises.

While she was there, my super independent anti-relationship best friend had fallen for the mayor and Andrew’s brother, Christopher – Mayor McGrumpy to his friends.  They figured it would never work, what with them living so far away from each other. Then, to everyone’s shock including probably his own, Christopher’s mother led a recall campaign to strip Christopher of his mayor job, freeing him up to move to Denver and live happily ever after with my bestie.

I was thrilled for Steph, truly I was.  But the fact that I wasn’t going to get my own happily ever after with the only man who’d ever truly caught my interest still smarted, even a year later.

“I’m in town for a legal conference,” Andrew answered my question.  “May I join you?”

“Sure.”

As he sat down I drank him in like I’d been wandering in the middle of the desert and just found water.  Despite the fact that he was technically middle aged, Andrew had an All American ‘boy next door’ look.  His dark brown hair was perfectly styled, and I noticed he was getting some strands of grey in the sides now. He had a square jaw, a perfectly sloped nose, and beautiful brown eyes framed by thick brown lashes.  It was unfair really that he looked this good, especially when I knew he was going to be fifty in two years.

Not that you could tell by his figure.  He was trim and muscled, something that was obvious even though he was wearing a suit today. He and his brothers were quintessential outdoorsmen, more comfortable out doing things in the mountains than sitting inside a building. Which made seeing Andrew at a Starbucks in downtown Denver even weirder.

We stared at each other for a long, heated moment before Andrew asked, “How have you been?”

We were doing small talk? Okay. I could do small talk.

“Fine, and you?”

“Good.”

“And your mom?” I asked.

“She’s enjoying being the mayor. Now she gets to boss around the whole town, not just her sons.”

I smiled. The entire time I’d been in Lawson Marianne had tried her hardest to fix me up with one of her sons.  Christopher had already fallen for Steph by then, so she’d zeroed in on Andrew, arranging for me to stay at his house since there weren’t any hotels in Lawson. She had her other son Patrick in reserve if it didn’t work out with me and Andrew. Marianne was the most blatantly obvious matchmaker I’d ever met.  

Her instincts were good though. The first time I saw Andrew I’d felt… something. I couldn’t describe it, but it was like my entire body had gone on high alert. And when he shook my hand, my skin had felt electrified. I’d made up my mind to seduce him, but he’d rebuffed me, saying that he liked me too much to sleep with me and not have it mean anything. 

What was that about?  We were both adults in our forties.  If I hadn’t seen the hungry way he stared at me, I might have thought he didn’t find me attractive, but I knew he found me attractive. He just didn’t want anything casual.

Unfortunately for both of us, I only did casual. We went our separate ways two days later and I hadn’t seen him since.

Our conversation grew more animated as we drank coffee and chatted. It was fun hearing stories about the crazy things happening in Lawson, especially involving his mother and brothers. Before I knew it, two hours had passed.  I glanced down at my phone and jolted.  

“I’d better get going. I’m signed up for a pilates class at seven.”

Andrew’s eyes dropped to my mostly flat stomach and then back up to my face. I felt his gaze like a caress.

“Let me walk you to your car.”

“I’m fine,” I said.

“It’s already dark out, I insist.”

I could have told him that I walked alone in the dark every day.  After all, it was February. The sun set before I even got off work at five. But I was hesitant to say goodbye to Andrew just yet.

“Are you staying at Steph and Christopher’s house?” I asked as we exited the coffee shop.  The temperature had dropped at least ten degrees while we were in there. I shivered and zipped up my puffy jacket. 

“No, I’m heading back to Lawson now.”

“Hopefully the roads will be okay.”  

The trip to Lawson could be treacherous during the winter.

“I’ve got my snow tires on, and chains in the car,” he replied. “I grew up driving in the mountains, I’ll be fine.”

We walked around the corner to the parking lot where I’d left my car.  The lot was mostly empty now, full of dark shadows.

“This is me,” I said, clicking the key on my SUV before turning to face Andrew.  “It was nice to see you again.”

“You too.”  Andrew’s voice sounded sad.

“I guess I’ll see you when all the wedding stuff starts.”

His brother had proposed to Steph and she’d accepted.  Andrew and I were both standing up in the wedding this fall.

“Yeah.”

For some reason I felt like I wanted to cry. Even though we were nothing alike and had almost nothing in common, something drew me to this man.  It made me dream about him a full year after I’d last seen him.  I had the strongest urge to throw myself into his arms and beg him to take me back to Lawson with him. 

But I wasn’t that woman, so I straightened my spine and force a smile. 

“Have a safe drive back to Lawson.”

Suddenly Andrew surged forward, his hands coming to frame my face as his lips crashed against mine.

Yes, something deep inside me called out.  Finally.

My arms slid around his waist, holding him close, and Andrew slipped his tongue into my mouth, tangling with mine.  We kissed like we were the only two people on the planet. We kissed like we had all the time in the world.  And when he finally pulled back, I’d forgotten how to breathe on my own.  That’s how life changing this kiss felt. It was like nothing I’d ever experienced before. 

“I, uh, I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have done that.”

His words were like a bucket of ice water over the head.

“You didn’t see me complaining,” I said, striving for a light tone despite the stab of hurt his words brought. “That was a good kiss.”

“I don’t do casual,” he reminded me, as if I’d just proposed that he do me on the hood of my car.

“You made that abundantly clear last time I saw you,” I replied, remembering how I’d come onto him, and he’d rebuffed me. “Bye Andrew, see you around.”

Without another glance I got into my car and drove away, hoping that I’d recover from the pain of seeing him before we had to spend time together at Steph and Christopher’s wedding.








  
  
Andrew




The phone rang just after eight p.m. The caller ID read Denver City Detention Center.  What on Earth? Was one of my clients in trouble?

“Andrew Lawson,” I answered in my professional voice.

“This is a call from the Denver City Detention Center,” a robotic voice announced.  “Will you accept a call from…,” the robotic voice was replaced with a human voice that haunted my dreams, “Katy Robertson Steph’s friend”. This was followed by the robot asking me to press one to accept or two to decline.

I pressed one.

“Hello? Katy?”

“Andrew. Thank God. I’m so sorry to bother you. I… I need help. I need a lawyer.”

I was dying to ask questions, but I knew that her phone time was limited.

“Are you in detention downtown?” I asked.

“Yeah.”  She sounded sad.

“I’ll be there as soon as I can.”

“Thank you.”

I changed into a suit, so I’d look more lawyerly and took off down the mountain. It was dark out but fortunately the roads were clear and traffic was light, so I made good time, arriving in downtown Denver in just under an hour.  Someone pulled away just up the street from the jail and I grabbed the open parking spot before jogging up to the detention center.

Fifteen minutes and a pat down later I was in a small room waiting for Katy.  They brought her in wearing handcuffs, but she was wearing a dress and boots. There was a dark stain over the front of her dress that I suspected was blood, although she didn’t appear to be injured.

“Can you take the cuffs off my client please?” I asked in my best asshole lawyer voice.

The guard sent me a bored look.  “No touching. No sudden movements.”

Katy just nodded, looking more somber than I’d ever seen her. Of course I’d only spent a few hours with her, including that hot kiss in the parking lot six months ago.  The guard removed her cuffs and she gasped in pain.

“Are you all right?” I asked.  “Did they hurt you?”

Katy shook her head. “I’m fine. Thanks for coming.”

She was beautiful, with long, dark blonde hair, pouty lips, wide brown eyes, and skin that looked lightly tanned despite the fact that it was February in Colorado.  She was strong – I knew she needed to maintain a level of physical fitness for her job – but had womanly curves that I wanted nothing more than to explore with my tongue.

I’d grown up hearing the family legend of the Lawson Lightning Bolt.  My family believed in love at first sight, and when it came, it hit you with a bolt of electric heat that was akin to being hit by lightning. I’d always thought it was just a story my parents told, like Santa Claus.  After all, my two brothers and I got well into our forties without ever experiencing anything close to love.

Until Steph came to town and knocked my older brother Christopher right onto his grumpy ass.  One look at her and the guy was gone. I would have found it entertaining if I hadn’t met Katy a few days later and felt the Lawson Lightning Bolt for myself.  Unfortunately Katy lived an hour away and unlike Steph, she’d been very clear she only did casual. 

Now I was the grumpy one in our family, because the woman I loved didn’t seem all that interested in me. It had been eating at my insides for a year and a half now.

“What happened?” I asked as soon as the guard left us alone.

Katy sagged down into a plastic chair and I sat across from her, a metal table bolted to the floor between us. The room smelled like sweat and despair. My heart ached at the defeated look on her face.

“I went to happy hour with a few friends from work,” she said.  “It was eighties night so we were dancing and having fun. At some point my coworkers left but I stayed to dance some more.”

“Were you drunk?” I asked.

She shook her head.  “I only had two drinks all night, I swear. I was on the dance floor and this guy comes up and starts grinding against me like he thinks that’s dancing. I told him several times to get lost, that I wasn’t interested.  But he kept bothering me, being aggressive and handsy, a total jerk.”

I felt a rush of anger at whoever this guy was.

“I told him in no uncertain terms to leave me alone, but then he comes up behind me, pulls my ass back to rub against his erection, and grabs one of my boobs. Hard.”

Her voice rose in agitation.

“So I whipped around and punched the asshole in the face.  Broke his nose.”

“Atta girl,” I said admiringly.

She winced.  “Turns out he’s a cop. Off duty, but that didn’t stop him from having his buddies arrest me. Now the asshole says he’s pressing assault charges.”

“All right, let me see what I need to do to bail you out,” I said.

“I’m sorry to call you,” Katy said. “You’re the only lawyer I know.”

I wasn’t technically a criminal attorney, but I wasn’t going to leave her hanging. And I certainly wasn’t going to leave her in some hellhole jail with a bunch of criminals.  

After calling for the guard, I headed out to the front to pay Katy’s bail.  They brought her up a little while later, and she sent me a look that was so filled with gratitude and relief it was all I could do not to pull her into my arms.

“Come on, I’ll take you home,” I said.

“Thanks, Andrew. I really appreciate this.”

I followed Katy’s directions to her townhouse on the north side of town. She lived on one end of a long row of skinny, modern looking homes.  The first floor was the garage and entry way, with an open plan living room, dining and kitchen area on the second floor and two bedrooms and a bathroom on the third floor.

“You have to stay in my guest room,” she said. “It’s the least I can do after you came all the way out here.”

It was going on midnight and I was exhausted, so I didn’t argue.  Katy set me up in her guest room and I changed into some sweats and a tee shirt that I had in my car for emergencies. 

I settled into bed, staring at the ceiling, and heard the water turn on in the bathroom next door.  Katy was taking a shower, no doubt washing off the blood and the grossness of the jail.  I thought I heard her cry out and I sat up, listening carefully.  When I didn’t hear anything else I told myself I’d just imagined it.  A few minutes later I heard her pad across the hallway, then the door to her bedroom closed.

I fell into a deep and dreamless sleep, content for the first time since Katy drove out of my life eighteen months ago. 

When I woke up in the morning, she was at the dining room table drinking coffee, an ice pack resting on her hand.  

“What’s wrong with your hand?” I asked, frowning at the ice pack.

“I guess I hurt it somehow when I punched that guy,” Katy said, lifting it up to show me.  “It’s all bruised and swollen, and I can’t move my pinkie or my ring finger. It hurts like hell.”

I moved closer to take a look.  “Shit.  We should get you to the emergency room, that looks bad.”

“I’m sure it’s fine,” she said dismissively.  “There’s no way I want to spend six hours in the ER and get a twelve hundred dollar bill for them to tell me to ice and elevate it.  I just took some ibuprofen, that should help. Let me get you some coffee.”

Fucking U.S. healthcare system.  People should not be making decisions to seek care based on cost. 

Katy reached into the cabinet with her right hand, then cried out and dropped the cup she’d picked up.  It fell into the sink with a crash.

“Damn it!”

“That’s it,” I said firmly.  “We’re going to the ER.”

She sighed deeply.  “Let’s try Urgent Care first. It’s cheaper.”









