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The bar was nearly empty, just a few stragglers lingering over their final drinks of the night. I wiped down the counter, finding comfort in the routine.

"You about ready to close up, darlin'?" Gary Pierce's gravelly voice broke the silence. He was a regular, with greying hair and a weathered face that showed his sixty-five years.

I gave him a tight smile. "Just about. You need a refill before you head out?"

He shook his head. "Nah, I'm alright. Say, have you heard from that boy Josh lately?"

A pang of longing tugged at my heart. Josh was my oldest friend, the one person I could truly count on. At least, he had been until he enlisted right out of high school. "Not for a while," I admitted. "You know how it is with his deployments."

Gary nodded. "He's a good kid. Did the right thing, serving his country like that." His eyes grew distant. "Guys like him make me proud to be an American."

I swallowed hard. Josh had always wanted to be a SEAL. I'd always supported his dream, even if the thought of him in harm's way terrified me.

"He'll make it back in one piece," Gary assured me. "Gotta have faith in that." He drained his beer and slid off the barstool. "I'll see you tomorrow night, Mia."

"Sure thing, Gary. Get home safe."

As the door swung shut behind him, I turned my attention to locking up. The clink of bottles being tossed in the recycling bin was soothing after the chaos of the dinner rush. Maybe I could be in bed before midnight. Ever since my parents passed and left me the bar and upstairs apartment, this has been my life.

Truth be told, I liked it. Definitely, since Nick cheated on me on our wedding day. The day he fucked my cousin and bridesmaid. He apparently could not wait for me any longer. Yes, I am a virgin. At least as much as the full deed is concerned. The one promise I made before my mom passed. And Nick could not wait a few hours. Literally a few hours and he would have claimed my body in the way he always wanted. I gave him everything else. Handjobs, blowjobs name it I made the man spew his seed in pleasure.

But that was not enough.

I shook my head. Although I am glad I got to find out the type of man he was before I committed to him, I still felt the hurt. The humiliation. I did love him after all.

As if the universe did not torture me enough, the door banged open, and I flinched. Instantaneously I saw him. He was drunk, painfully so if his glassy eyes and swaying stance were any indication.

"Mia..." Nick slurred, peering around with unfocused eyes. "Knew you'd be here."

I tensed. "Nick, you need to leave. We're closed."

He shook his head, stumbling closer. "No, no... I gotta talk to you, baby. I miss you so damn much."

Revulsion curled in my stomach. Six months later, the wound still felt fresh, ripped open every time I saw his face. I can still see my cousin hunched over a sofa while Nick rammed her from behind. His trousers were only halfway down.

"There's nothing to talk about," I said flatly. "You need to go, Nick. Now."

Rather than leaving, he moved closer until I could smell the whiskey on his breath. "Give me another chance, Mia. Please, baby. I was so stupid, but I swear I'll never hurt you again."

My throat grew tight with old hurt and anger. For the first few weeks, I blamed myself. If just gave him what he wanted. Not that I did not want to have sex with my fiance. I was just stuck in a promise. Not one of losing my virginity on my wedding night. However, in those weeks I almost went back to him. But his betrayal shattered everything I thought I knew about love and trust. There was no coming back from that.

And in the last six months, I realised the promise was one of love. One of trust. That my body and most sacred possession will go to a man I have both for and he for me.

I reckoned that deep inside I always knew Nick’s had neither for me. "Get out," I said, more forcefully. "I mean it, Nick. Get the hell out of my bar."

“Come on Mia. I just want you. Need you.”

“Get out!” I screamed and threw a loose towel from the bar at his head.

His face contorted in a mixture of hurt and rage. In a blur of motion, his hand whipped out, cracking across my cheek with stunning force. I cried out, stumbling back and clutching my face.

"You ungrateful bitch!" he raged, grabbing a fistful of my hair and giving it a savage yank. "After everything I did for you!" He pushed me forward to the ground.

As I turned around, It took a few seconds for my eyes to stop blurring from the smack. Then I saw him unbuckling his belt. My eyes widened.

“Ungrateful bitch,” he repeated, fumbling to get his belt loose.

“Please Nick don’t,” I begged, tears filling my eyes.

“You never wanted this, so now I am going to give it to you.”

Desperately I searched for something to fight him off, but for some reason, my body froze. I was unable to move. To fight. Not like this. Please God not like this.

“Come on time for som–”

A powerful arm clamped around Nick's throat from behind, cutting off his words in a strangled garble. With a heave of pure muscle, Nick is thrown away from me, crashing to the floor in a heap.

"Josh?" I gasped in disbelief at the sight of my oldest friend looming over Nick's prone form like an avenging angel.

Josh's piercing blue eyes flicked to me, hardening at the sight of my reddened cheek. "You okay, Mia?" he asked in that low, smooth voice I knew so well.

Before I could answer, Nick was struggling to his feet, murder in his whiskey-glazed glare. "Who the hell are you?" he slurred, squaring up to Josh in a drunken fighting stance.

With almost lazy ease, Josh caught Nick's wild haymaker and used his own momentum to spin him around, bending his arm up at an unnatural angle. Nick howled in pain, cursing as Josh propelled him toward the door.

“Do you want to press charges Mia?” Josh asked without looking at me.

“No, he is just drunk. Let him go. I have everything on a security camera so if he ever comes near me again I will release the tapes to the police”

Josh nodded, “Do you hear her?” he pulled back on Nick’s arm.

“Yes,” Nick said in pain.

Josh opened the door and pushed Nick outside. He landed hard on the sidewalk, blinking groggily.

"Don't ever come near her again," Josh warned his voice deadly calm. "Next time, I'll break more than your arm." He shut the door with a decisive thud, locking it with a flick of his wrist. He stayed at the door until Nick fled the scene.

Only then did he turn back to me, his expression softening into the open tenderness I remembered so well. Josh had been the one constant in my life, the one person who truly understood me. Just having him here made me feel lighter. A crushing weight had been lifted from my shoulders.

"Aw, Mia..." He crossed the room in a few long strides, cradling my stinging cheek with gentle fingers. Unbidden, tears stung my eyes—though from pain or sheer relief, I couldn't say.

"You came back," I choked out.

His lips quirked in that achingly familiar half-smile. "Of course, I did, crazy girl. Soon as I got stateside, I came straight here. Now, why don't you tell me what the hell is going on?"

I tried to gather my scattered thoughts as Josh led me over to a bar stool, busying himself at the drink taps. Before long, he was setting a glass of whiskey down in front of me, wasting no time in pouring a second for himself. My hands curled around the cool glass, drawing strength from the burn of the alcohol on my tongue.

“Long story,” I said, rubbing my cheek.

Josh looked concerned, “I have all the time in the world,”

I took another sip of whiskey and then let it out. Now and then Josh would look away in anger. But I told him everything. Every detail.

"So that’s my story," I finally said. "Please I don’t want to talk about Nick or my past any more. How about you? Last I knew, you were still overseas."

Josh nodded slowly, his expression clouding over. I watched understanding settle into the lines of his face—no one knew the darkness of the human heart better than Josh. Not after what he'd seen.

"It got... messy," he said at last. "Real messy. I can't say too much, but there was an op that went sideways..." He trailed off, his strong jaw tightening. "Let's just say I saw things no one should ever have to see, and leave it at that."

Without thinking, I reached out and covered his calloused hand with my own. Josh looked down at our joined hands, then back at me, his eyes glinting with an indefinable emotion. He opened his mouth as if to speak, but seemed to think better of it, draining his glass instead.

The night stretched on in quiet contemplation, the burn of the whiskey loosening our tongues. We moved towards a couch in the corner of the bar.

Memories surfaced—of the times I imagined a future with Nick and the long, restless nights Josh spent overseas, questioning if he’d ever see home again.

My cheek still throbbed from Nick’s blow, a raw reminder of my shattered illusions. Once, I’d been sure of my fairy tale ending. Now, here I was, managing the bar alone, surrounded by the remnants of that broken dream. I’d been blind to the cracks in Nick’s facade, though the signs had been clear: his emotional distance, his resentment towards anything that drew my attention away from him. Looking back, it was evident his love was more about possession than partnership.

But Josh… he had always seen the real me. Perhaps that’s why I found myself gravitating towards him on the battered couch, seeking comfort in his steadfast presence. Here was a man who had faced the darkest parts of humanity yet still believed in the goodness of the world.

"You know, all those times we wrote back and forth while I was deployed…" Josh’s deep voice rumbled beside me. "I never told you, but those letters from you… they kept me going. They reminded me what I was fighting for—the good, the innocent."

I caught my breath, moved by the sincerity in his eyes. This was the Josh I knew, the one who saw beyond the surface. Impulsively, I reached up to trace the faint line of a scar along his chiseled jaw. "How did you get this?"

His Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed. "Raid on an enemy compound. Took a piece of shrapnel to the face," he explained. His hand covered mine, warm and reassuring. "Wouldn’t have made it without the guys covering me. It’s rare to find friends like that."

"Like us?" I murmured, our eyes locking.

"More than friends, Mia. You must know how I’ve felt about you," he confessed, a spark igniting in his gaze.

My heart skipped a beat at his words. All the shared glances, all the support he’d offered—was it possible he had felt more all along?

Before I could respond, Josh leaned in, his breath warm against my lips. "Tell me to stop," he whispered. "Tell me to go, and I will. But if you want this…"

His lips met mine with a passion that set my soul aflame. This kiss was nothing like Nick’s—it was filled with longing, intensity, a connection that felt predestined. I tangled my fingers in his hair, pressing closer, letting his presence chase away the shadows of past hurts.

All the pain and betrayal seemed to dissolve. Here was my counterpart, the one who had always been there, even when I hadn’t realized what his steadfastness meant. How had I missed the love in his eyes?

We broke apart, breathless. "Mia," he said, his voice thick with emotion.

Heat crept up my cheeks. "Josh, I... I had no idea."

He smiled gently, his fingertip tracing the heat of my blush. "Sweetheart, you were the only one in the dark. I’ve been in love with you since we were teens."

“Why did you never?”

“Because you never saw me like that,”

The reality of his feelings, so plainly spoken, overwhelmed me. My best friend, my most loyal ally, loved me deeply.

"I’ve been blind," I admitted, laughter mingling with tears. "How did I overlook what was right before me?"

Josh’s thumb wiped away my tear, his touch sending shivers through me. "Doesn’t matter now. We have a second chance, Mia. One I won’t let slip away."

This time when our lips met, it was with the bone-deep surety of two souls binding together for eternity. I lost myself in the slick glide of his mouth, the scorching press of his palms cradling my face like I was something precious. Maybe to someone like Josh who had witnessed the ugliest facets of mankind, I was precious - a reminder that there was still indelible beauty to be found in this world worth cherishing.

"I love you," I confessed in a reverent whisper. The words seemed to hang in the air, weighty with promise and possibility.

Josh swallowed hard. "You have no idea how long I've been waiting to hear you say that," he rasped. His fingers delved into my hair, cradling my skull as he searched my eyes. "I mean it, Mia. You're everything to me - have been for as long as I can remember."

I shuddered at the intensity blazing in those cerulean depths, the naked adoration that twisted something primal low in my belly. How had I been so blind to the way Josh looked at me? Like I was the very air he breathed, the sun warming his world.

"Make love to me," I heard myself whisper tremulously. I knew my mother would approve. My promise secure. "Josh, I need to feel you..."

His response was to slant his mouth over mine once more in a searing, languid glide of silken heat. I whimpered into the probing depths, arching shamelessly into the hard planes of his body. He anchored me with one large hand splayed possessively at the small of my back while the other roamed in blazing trails over my tingling skin.

Somehow we managed to shed our clothes in a feverish tangle of limbs and questing hands. Then there was nothing between us - no barriers, no secrets, no unspoken wants. Just the exquisite glide of naked flesh against naked flesh as Josh lowered me onto the buttery leather of the couch.

"Beautiful," he growled in approval, dark eyes roaming hungrily over my bared curves. "So goddamn beautiful, Mia."

I flushed under his molten perusal, trembling with a heady brew of desire and trepidation.

As if sensing my sudden vulnerability, Josh gentled his touch, scattering feather-light kisses along the sleek column of my neck. "I've got you, Mia," he murmured, the rumbling velvet of his voice sparking exquisite shivers down my spine. "I'll always keep you safe."

The stark possessiveness of his vow should have raised hackles. But from Josh's lips, it was the most natural thing in the world - a sacred oath to cherish and protect that which was most precious. I felt something inside me settle and fractures in my wounded soul begin knitting themselves back together.

Josh worshipped me with a reverential intensity that left no inch of my trembling skin untouched by his questing lips and hands. I drank in the exquisite sensations, losing myself in the slick velvet heat of his mouth and quiet murmurs of devotion. When at last he pulled himself away to place angry red kisses along my inner thighs, I gasped in anticipation.

With tender reverence, he spread my legs wide and buried his face against the aching center of my desire. "I need this, Mia," he rasped, inhaling my scent as though to commit it to memory. I could only whimper beneath him, squirming with the electric charge of his every stroke.

He feathered his lips, tickling my sensitive folds. Levitating higher with each expert lash of his one tongue, I surrendered myself fully to him - heart, soul and body begged for his taking.

"I'm a virgin," I choked out between the crushing waves of pleasure-pain,. "Go - go slow, please."

He nodded, lifting his mouth away long enough to gaze back at me with fierce, tender eyes. "I promise, Mia," he murmured, pressing a tender kiss against my swollen lips. "I'll make it as good for you as humanly possible."

True to his word, he continued to work his magic with his mouth, using every trick in his arsenal to drive me towards a shattering release. Every flick of his tongue felt like a shot of lightning, with aftershocks that left me writhing, begging, and whimpering for more.

Finally, just when I was sure I could not take any more, he pulled away again, his eyes dark with lust and determination. I watched him, my body aching with anticipation as he positioned himself at my entrance.

"You okay?" he asked, his voice rumbling with restrained need.

I nodded, swallowing back my fear and my nerves. I wanted this - craved it with a desperation I had never experienced before. "I'm ready."

Slowly, inch by agonizing inch, he pushed himself inside me, filling me up until I could take no more. I gasped in surprise and pain, my pussy stretching, adjusting to accommodate the massive girth of his erection.

He groaned, his eyes clenching shut as if fighting against the torment of restraint. He was teetering on the edge, aching to plunge himself in deeper.

I felt his cock throb inside me, tugging insistently at my body as if seeking out some secret gate to my limitless passion. It was all I could do not to scream, but I knew that such an outburst might trigger his own breaking point.

His eyes devoured me, mouth hanging open in a silent, desperate plea for surrender as he slid back out, only to plunge himself deeper once more. With each thrust, my body began to adjust to his, becoming accustomed to the intense pleasure swelling within.

My words came out in short, sharp gasps, each one like a telegraph wire sent straight to his frenzied brain. "Oh, God...You feel...so good."

He grinned wickedly at my words, his hands gripping my hips for leverage as he continued to drive himself in and out of me with relentless abandon. Faster, harder, deeper - each thrust pushed me further and further towards the brink of insanity.

"I'm going to cum," I gasped, my hands fisting in the thick, silky strands of his hair. Jungle drums pulsed in my veins, matching the wild, untamed pace of our passionate lovemaking.

With a final, earth-shattering cry, I convulsed beneath him, my muscles clenching and unclenching like a frenzied lover around his massive, intruder. He was inside me, filling me like for the first time.

"Oh, yes, Mia..." he groaned, his fingers digging into the flesh of my hips as he pumped furiously in and out of my pulsating, quivering walls.

I screamed his name as the orgasm hit me like a demolition wave, rattling the windows and shaking the very foundations of our world. My body shook and trembled as the pleasure coursed through me, indescribable, overwhelming, all-consuming.

He followed me over the edge, his manhood throbbing and jerking deep within me, filling me up with his hot, thick, liquid ribbons of ecstasy. I clenched around him tightly, wanting to draw out his pleasure.

He collapsed on top of me, his breath hot and heavy against my neck as he nuzzled me close. "I love you, Mia," he murmured, his voice a soft, reverent whisper against my skin. "Thank you for trusting me with your heart."

I smiled, wrapping my arms tightly around him as we lay there together. "Thank you, Josh," I said, pressing a tender kiss against the corner of his mouth. "Thank you for making me feel like the most beautiful and cherished woman in the world."

"Mia," he whispered reverently, his voice like a prayer. His palm trailed along the aching curve of my hip, igniting a trail of warmth.

I hummed in contentment, still basking in the afterglow. Now that the haze of desire had lifted, I felt the broken pieces of my spirit beginning to mend in the shelter of Josh's embrace. This man—my oldest friend, my confidant, my lover—had been the one to lift me from the ruins of my failed engagement.

Life, I realized with a profound sense of peace, had its way of steering us onto the paths we were meant to follow. Josh and I had merely taken the final steps toward the destiny that had been ours all along.

"I love you," I whispered into the quiet, savoring the way he tightened his arms around me in a silent reply.

* * *

Golden morning light streamed through the smudged windows of the empty bar, awakening me from the most restful sleep I'd had in months. I blinked slowly, relishing the tranquil silence that followed the fervor of the previous night.

A heavy arm was draped across my waist, its weight both comforting and protective. My eyes followed the line of the muscular arm down to Josh's naked form beside me on the worn sofa, his features softened into a youthful calm in sleep.

Memories of the previous evening washed over me—a torrent of passionate kisses, the seamless melding of our bodies, and the profound release as Josh loved me with an almost sacred fervor. My heart tightened, remembering his hoarse promise to always protect and cherish me.

Sensing my gaze, Josh stirred and opened those familiar piercing blue eyes. He turned to me, his gaze softening as he smiled slowly.

"Mm...good morning, beautiful," he murmured, his voice gravelly from sleep.

A blush warmed my cheeks, a shy feeling washing over me despite the intimacies we'd shared hours earlier. It still seemed surreal that the boy who had been my partner in childhood mischief had become so much more.

Noticing my hesitation, Josh propped himself up on an elbow and gently brushed my hair back with a tenderness that made my heart flutter. "You regret last night?" he asked softly, a hint of uncertainty in his voice for the first time.

"No!" I responded quickly, my face heating up. "God, no, Josh. I could never regret being with you. It's just..." I paused, biting my lip in thought.

His thumb freed my lip, caressing my skin in comforting circles. "Just what, sweetheart? You can tell me anything."

I breathed out, leaning into his comforting touch. Confiding in Josh had always been easy, and even with this new layer to our relationship, that hadn't changed.

"I don't want to lose you," I admitted quietly. "After everything with Nick... I can't handle that kind of heartbreak again. And with your career in the SEALs—"

I stopped, unable to voice the fear of him not coming back safe if he were deployed again.

Josh nodded, his expression serious yet resolute. "I understand, Mia. And I want you to know I would never intentionally hurt you." He cupped my cheek, his intense gaze locking with mine. "But I can't promise there won't be another deployment. What I do—protecting others—it's who I am."

His conviction was palpable, and I knew he served not from a desire for conflict but from a deep-seated need to protect the innocent.

Could I ask him to abandon such a fundamental part of himself? To forsake his calling for me?

"Hey," Josh's gentle voice brought me back, his face earnest and open. "I'm not heading out on a deployment anytime soon. We don't need to solve this now."

He caressed my cheek gently. "Right now, it's about us—building this relationship we both want. Let's not worry about the future just yet." His kiss was tender, his lips conveying a love so deep it sent shivers down my spine.

"Let's not borrow trouble," he whispered after we broke apart, his smile mischievous as his hand wandered teasingly. "For now, let's focus on being together."

His words, light yet sincere, reassured me. We had time to face any challenges ahead. For now, it was enough to be enveloped in the warmth of his love.

My resultant moan was swallowed by the scorching crush of his mouth. In that endless moment, the rest of the world and all its grim eventualities faded into obscurity. Here in the sanctuary of Josh's arms, there was only soul-deep love and the blazing promise of an eternity to bask in it.

His mouth traced tender, searing kisses along the curve of my neck, his warm, moist breath fanning hotly against my overheated skin. My eyelids fluttered shut as I reveled in the exquisite sensation of his expert lovemaking.

Gently, he maneuvered me down so that I was lying comfortably on the couch with him leaning over me, his body a delicious and tantalizing weight on top of mine. As his lips continued to lazily explore the deep hollows of my collarbone, I could not help but arch up shamelessly, moaning softly in a near-constant stream of desires and longings.

His hands slid languidly up along my sides, lifting up the hem of my T-shirt until my throbbing, aching, swollen nipples were bared to him. He wasted no time in capturing one beaded tip between his talented fingers, rolling it softly and teasingly with a skill that made my entire body tremble beneath him.

Every stroke of his fingers set off a cascading chain reaction of sensory overload, with darting tendrils of pleasure shooting down straight to my core. By the time he bent down to take my hard, aching nipple into his mouth, sucking and licking fervently, I knew I was well and truly lost.

Dizzy with lust and longing, I realized that I wanted to drive him just as wild. I wanted to take full control of our lovemaking, to show him without a shadow of a doubt just how much I was his - and he mine.

My own hands slid down to hover tantalizingly near his groin, reveling in the feeling of his erection throbbing and pulsating against his boxers. I licked my lips, anticipating the taste of him soon to come.

"I want to," I whispered, my breath hot and heavy against the side of his face, "take you in my mouth."

I could feel his cock quiver and jump in surprise at my boldness. He looked down at me, his eyes darkening with lust and need as he nodded slowly.

"Be careful what you wish for, Mia," he said, his voice thick and hoarse with a mixture of desire and concern. "I'm already pretty close to the edge."

"So am I," I shot back, my eyes fixed on his mouth as my hands began to expertly pull down his boxers, revealing the massive, leaking head of his impossibly thick, roped-veined penis.

His tip was already glistening with pre-cum, a tantalizing taste of what was sure to come. I broke eye contact with him briefly to dip my head lower, my tongue darting out to flick rapidly against the sensitive leaking slit.

He moaned, his hands tightening against the back of the couch.

With slow deliberation, I began to take him into my mouth, my lips stretching wide to accommodate his monstrous girth as I sucked and licked, inching my way down as far as I could possible go.

There was no way I could take all of him deep down my throat. Yet the sensation of his intense heat and pulsating texture sliding against my lips, my tongue, the tender, sensitive skin at the back of my throat sent shockwaves of exquisite pleasure radiating outwards throughout my entire body.

"Oh, god, Mia," he groaned, his cock throbbing and twitching wildly against the roof of my mouth. "I-I'm so close..."

That's when I knew he was ready. With a final, lingering pop, I released his long, thick, satiny-smooth length with a soft, wet gasp. He looked at me, his eyes dilated with lust and urgent need.

My own body was thrumming with a deep-seated, animal hunger that refused to be satisfied. I wanted him now.

I moved without thinking, straddling his hips and lowering myself down onto his beautiful, massive, pulsating cock. He groaned, his hands tightening against my hips as he thrust upwards into my tight, wet pussy, filling me up entirely.

"Oh, God...Josh, I - I'm going to cum," I gasped, my hands clinging tightly to his broad shoulders as I felt the tempestuous storm clouds begin to gather deep within me.

He threw his head back against the couch, his mouth opened wide in a silent roar of pleasure as the first tremors of orgasm began to ripple through his own oversensitive body.

And with that, everything exploded into a bright, blinding white fireworks display of unbearable pleasure. My head flew back, my fingers digging into the thick cords of muscle at his shoulders as I screamed, my body convulsing and bucking wildly against his.

He followed me into our shared, shuddering climax, his body arching up off the couch as he came in a massive, violent wave of pure, unfiltered ecstasy. I could feel him emptying himself deep within my core, filling me up.

Finally, as the orgasmic aftershocks began to fade away slowly, we collapsed back onto the couch together, exhausted yet completely and utterly at peace.

I gazed up into his dazzling, intense grey eyes, my own widening with wonder as they mirrored the selfsame emotion back at me.

"What are you thinking?" he asked softly, brushing a lock of stray hair away from my damp forehead.

A slow, lazy smile unfurled itself across my face as I pressed my lips tenderly against the side of his neck, inhaling the scents of sweat and male musk that still clung to his skin from our passionate lovemaking.

"That if this is what heaven truly feels like," I breathed, my eyes searching his face for confirmation - for the truth behind those words, "then it's no wonder all the saints were secretly dying to get here..."

"I love you, Mia girl," he rasped, the words branded onto my soul. "More than I could ever put into words."

Tears pricked my lashes at the stark adoration resonating in that simple utterance. How had I been so blind to the blazing emotions simmering between us all these years? Maybe on some subconscious level, I had always recognized Josh as the other half of my heart and soul - I had just been too afraid to admit it.

"I love you too," I whispered fiercely, tangling my fingers through the damp strands at his nape. "God, Josh...I can't remember a time when you weren't everything to me."

His smile was brilliant and incandescent, a breathtaking force of nature I never wanted to look away from. "Then let's never be apart again, yeah? No more missed chances or misunderstandings between us."

Though we had eternity stretching ahead to figure out the details, in that moment the only certainty I needed was Josh's solemn vow that we would forge our path together from this point forward, come what may. The future was a vast unknown, but the foundation we were building our new beginning on was eternally unshakable.
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