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He promised he’d come back for her...

Major Trent Harrison has returned to his hometown after months away to see Meghan Jones, the woman who’s captured his heart. Spring is in the air, and long days spent together followed by passion-filled nights leave Meghan certain that Trent is the one for her.

A weekend getaway suddenly changes everything when Trent proposes something Meghan never had in mind. Can Meghan give Trent everything that he is asking for? Will Trent finally have a family to call his own?

Return of a Soldier is the fourth book in the Soldier Series Romance Novellas and the sequel to Christmas with a Soldier.
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I PUSHED THE CURTAINS aside and glanced out the window in my living room, wondering when Trent would arrive. I could practically picture him walking up the flagstone path to my front door—handsome in his dress uniform, with his short brown hair, dark eyes that smoldered as they gazed into mine, chiseled face, and athletic physique. His body would tower over mine as he pulled me into his strong arms, and when our lips finally met, our kiss would be as magical as it had been at Christmas. I could practically smell the spicy scent of his cologne and hoped that when we saw each other again, it would be as if he’d never even left. That somehow, despite the passage of time, we would still be enveloped in our own little world and nothing between us would have changed.

It had been months since Trent and I had seen each other—four months exactly since I’d first met him on that snowy December day. What had started out with a road closure as I headed back into town and an ill-fated hike through the forest had ended up being the most romantic night of my life. Trent and I hadn’t exactly gotten along when we’d first met. I’d accidentally rear-ended his car, and since he’d been returning to town for his father’s funeral, he wasn’t exactly in the best of moods. 

We’d decided to take a shortcut through the woods to get back to town, but after we got lost, we were forced to spend the night together in an abandoned cabin. Things had started to change between us as we spent the evening talking over a bottle of wine that Trent had in his rucksack (a thank-you gift that never made it to its intended recipients). As one thing led to another, we’d slowly gotten to know each other. On the rug in front of the roaring fire. Making love again and again. Trent had come over for dinner on Christmas Eve and ended up spending Christmas and the next several days with my daughter and me, the three of us wrapped up in our own little world.

He was supposed to come back a short time later, during his R&R, but scheduling conflicts had kept him in Afghanistan longer than expected, and what we thought would be goodbye for only a short time had turned into several months. We’d kept in touch, writing to one another weekly, and talking on the phone. I blushed recalling some of the letters and emails he’d written describing exactly how he wanted our first night back together to unfold. Not that I couldn’t wait to have him back in my arms again either, but I felt slightly nervous, as if the reality couldn’t possibly live up to the expectations we’d each built up in our minds.

My mind was drawn back to the present as I watched my six-year-old daughter Hannah riding her new red bicycle up and down the driveway. I’d just given it to her for her birthday last month, and now that the weather was nicer, she couldn’t get enough of it. If I let her, she’d spend all day zooming up and down the driveway, wobbling slightly on her training wheels, the red and white streamers attached to the handlebars whipping around in the air. I loved seeing her so happy and couldn’t wait for the many more stages she’d go through as she continued to grow. Luckily we lived in a small town where I knew all of my neighbors and had family close by. She was finally old enough that I could let her play in the yard while keeping a close eye on her without worry of her wandering off. It was hard to admit that my baby was growing up, but I cherished each and every day that I spent with her. 

I’d raised Hannah alone since she was born. My ex-boyfriend had never been involved in her life and had tragically died when she was just three. Luckily I had family close by to help out, but I hoped to someday have a father-figure in her life. Hannah had taken a great liking to Trent, but it was hard to explain to a young child why he was here at Christmas and then suddenly gone.

Hannah hopped off her bicycle, leaving it right in the middle of the driveway, and ran over to inspect something in the flowerbed. The first signs of spring were finally starting to arrive this April, with crocuses popping up and the ground no longer covered in a fresh layer of frost each morning. The tulips that I’d planted last fall would probably be making their appearance in the next few weeks, and I could see tiny buds popping out of the trees in our small yard. I smiled, knowing that I’d soon be able to enjoy plenty of time outdoors with Hannah. She ran off into the side yard, and I headed outside to retrieve her bike. I’d have to explain to her again that she couldn’t leave it right in the middle of the driveway. All I needed was for Trent to come pulling in and miss it, running over her newest prized possession.

I stepped off my front porch, the wind swirling my lightweight green-and-white patterned dress around me. It was a little cool outside for something so summery, so I’d slipped a white cardigan on as well. Cute ballet flats added a finishing touch, and I imagined running over to Trent when he finally arrived, throwing my arms around his strong shoulders as he spun me around in the air. Suddenly I heard crying from the side yard, and I ran over to find Hannah sitting on the ground with a skinned knee. “Mommy!” she wailed, holding up her arms to me.

“Honey, you have to be careful,” I called out, hurrying over to kneel down beside her. Her little knee was covered in dirt, but it was mostly a surface wound. Still, I’d have to get her inside and get it cleaned up. At that exact moment I heard Trent’s Jeep pulling into the driveway. Of course, I thought. So much for a romantic reunion of running directly into his outstretched arms. I heard Trent’s car door slam shut, and I called to him. “We’re over here!”

A few moments later, he came walking around the side of the house carrying his rucksack and a dozen red roses. He paused for a moment to set his things down on the grass, and my breath caught as I watched him.  He was just as handsome as I remembered. His chiseled face and strong jaw had a trace of dark stubble covering them, giving him a slightly rugged appearance, and they were set off by his shortly cropped dark hair. His deep brown eyes were gazing at me, and he had a huge smile on his face.

Hannah glanced up at him, her tears starting to slow as she became distracted by his arrival. “Mr. Trent?” she asked.

“Hi Hannah!” he called out with a big grin, walking over toward us with his long stride. “Was that you or your mom that I heard crying?”

She giggled as she struggled to her feet, and I smiled as she suddenly shyly clung onto me. “Hi Meghan,” he said, his voice deep. He took my hand and bent down to kiss me, a sweet, satisfying kiss that ended all too quickly. I felt butterflies in my stomach as I met his gaze, and I could see the promise in his eyes of what was to come later when we were finally alone.

“It looks like you hurt yourself,” he said, stooping down to Hannah’s level.

“Yeah. I was running around the yard and fell.”

“Is that your fancy new bicycle in the driveway?”

“Yes! Mommy gave it to me for my birthday.”

“Oh, and how old are you now. Five?” he asked, knowing full well that Hannah had just turned six.
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