


“Tari Faris is a delightful new voice in Christian fiction! Her 
writing, her hometown characters, and her inspirational threads 
are freshly reminiscent of romance authors like Denise Hunter, 
Becky Wade, and Courtney Walsh. I will be anxiously awaiting 
this first book—and making room for her series on my shelf !”

Susan May Warren, USA Today bestselling,  
Christy Award–winning author

“Tari Faris spins a delightful romance set in a charming small 
town. With a passionate heroine who sees the good in people 
and places others don’t, You Belong with Me is full of purpose, 
hilarious quirks, and everything that makes the reader savor a 
small-town romance. As a debut author, Faris knocked this one 
out of the park.”

Rachel Hauck, New York Times bestselling author

“Tari Faris is a delightful new voice in contemporary romance. 
Her debut novel, You Belong with Me, is just the right blend of 
romance and humor. Faris weaves together real-life insights with 
an encouragement to treasure the past and face the future with 
hope. I’m eager to read her next installment in the Restoring 
Heritage series.”

Beth K. Vogt, Christy Award–winning author

“Tari Faris’s debut is a treat. With a fresh voice, Faris brings 
charming characters and a quirky small town to life in You Belong 
with Me. From the first page, you’ll want to move to Heritage 
and befriend the locals. This novel will be a welcome addition 
to any bookshelf.”

Liz Johnson, bestselling author of  
The Red Door Inn and A Glitter of Gold
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9

one
Was she really the only one left who cared about this town?

Hannah Thornton shivered as a chill traveled over her skin. 
Her ’76 Volkswagen Bug might be a classic, but it didn’t offer 
much protection from the icy cold of February in Michigan. 
The streetlight highlighted a few scattered snowflakes that 
drifted down from the dark sky. Cold or not, she loved winter 
and all its beauty.

Hannah popped open the car door and paused. Gray slush 
merged with a murky pothole just outside her door. Ugh. Win-
ter was also this.

Stretching one of her long legs out, Hannah attempted to 
hurdle the mess, but the icy stream that filled her new pink 
pumps testified to her failure and stole her breath. With a slam 
of her door, Hannah turned toward the sidewalk and then hob-
bled over to Otis, the town’s brass hippo. She dusted off his 
wide, brown back and sat. “Thanks, Otis. You have a knack for 
being right where we need you.”

“Hannah—wait. I need to talk to you.” Her brother, Thomas, 
slammed his front door a few yards away, then hurried down the 
porch toward her. “I thought you had a house showing tonight.”
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“I did. Or tried to. But only Dale Kensington showed up.”
“Sorry.”
“I don’t want to talk about it.” She shook the slush from her 

shoe. “Why wouldn’t someone want to live in Heritage? We are 
halfway between Ludington and Muskegon and a stone’s throw 
from Lake Michigan. It’s a summer vacation dream.”

“You have to admit, it’s seen better days.”
“Heritage is full of history—ours and other people’s. Maybe 

the sidewalks are cracked and the roads need repaired, but 
they’re the same sidewalks we played hopscotch on as kids and 
the same roads we learned to ride our bikes on.” It was home—
an anchor no matter what life threw at you. Hannah pushed 
back her emotions as she tapped the side of the brass animal. 
“And we have our likable quirks—like our wandering hippo.”

“Why are you sitting on Otis when it’s thirty degrees out?” 
His breath created white puffs with every word.

“Fixing my shoe.” She waved the pink pump at him. “And I 
came to vent to Luke.” Hannah motioned to the old Victorian 
in front of her. The windows were dark but Luke was home. He 
was always home. Her constant.

One of Thomas’s eyebrows lifted.
“Stop it. He’s my best friend.”
“Friend?”
Her focus snapped to his piercing blue eyes, so much like 

Dad’s. Totally unfair—while she had to see Mom’s dark hair 
and murky hazel eyes in the mirror.

Hannah slid her shoe back on and stood. “Yes. Luke is my 
friend.”

“Whatever. There’s something I need to tell you.” Thomas 
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shifted from one stocking foot to the other on the freezing ce-
ment. Where were his shoes?

“Thomas?” The door of his house slammed again as his girl-
friend, Madison Westmore, emerged, hugging her too-tan-for-
February bare arms. “What are you doing out here? I have to 
go home soon.”

His shoulders stiffened. “I’ll be right—”
“Hannah?” Her sweet tone—no doubt for Thomas’s benefit—

fell flat. No love lost on either side. What did he see in her?
Madison closed the distance to Thomas, gripping his arm as 

if to claim his warmth. “Did you tell her?”
A look of panic crossed Thomas’s face. “I was about—”
“We’re engaged.” Madison thrust her hand forward.
Hannah blinked several times then darted a glance at her 

older brother. “Wow. That’s . . . wow.”
How could he be marrying her? He should be marrying Janie. 

Kind, wonderful Janie, who was coming home from Europe in 
a few days. This was going to devastate her.

Hannah clenched her teeth and forced her face into what 
she hoped looked like a smile. “Congratulations. When’s the 
big day?”

Madison tossed her bottle-blonde hair over her shoulder. “It 
depends on how long it takes to sell this dump.”

Hannah’s mouth dropped open as a sudden coldness far more 
intense than the icy bite of Michigan winter spread through her 
core. Madison did not just call the house her great-grandfather 
had designed and built a dump.

“Hannah.” Thomas’s voice held a desperate edge. His arm 
dropped on her shoulder before he faced Madison. “You look 
cold. Why don’t you go back in? I’ll be just a minute.”
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Madison eyed him a moment and then kissed his cheek. 
“Fine.”

Hannah swallowed the avalanche of words that sprung 
to mind as Madison and her miniskirt disappeared into his 
house.

Thomas squeezed her around the shoulders, sharing a bit of 
warmth as he rested his chin on her head. “I was trying to tell 
you. I hadn’t even planned on proposing so soon. It just . . .”

Her hands flew into the air and she stepped away. “Not 
planned? She has the ring. Wait, why didn’t you use Grandma 
Hazel’s ring?”

He stared up at the stars before focusing back on her. “I’ll 
tell you everything, but not tonight. Tonight I need you to be 
happy for me, bug.”

Hannah inhaled a lungful of frigid air and let it out, slow and 
controlled. Pulling out the childhood nicknames? So unfair. “I 
will be. I . . . am. Just don’t sell the house.”

Thomas rubbed his arms as he glanced back at his place—the 
place she’d grown up in. “Madison wants you to list it this week.”

She bit her cheek until the coppery taste of blood filled her 
mouth. “I’ll buy it.”

“I’d love for you to have it, but after buying your half last year 
I can’t afford to give it to you.” He shook his head and crossed 
his arms in front of him, shifting his feet again. “From what 
I remember, you put all that money into paying off student 
loans and your Realtor business. So what happened tonight? I 
thought Kensington wanted that property.”

“He wants to tear that sweet little house down.” She shifted 
her gaze from her brother to Otis when her voice wavered. “I’ll 
convince the Fergusons to wait for another buyer.”
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“You think that’s wise?”
“No.” Why had she ever thought she could be a Realtor? 

Why had she let Thomas buy her half of the house? Because she 
thought he’d planned on marrying Janie and raising a family 
there—not selling it and marrying Madison.

Looked like she’d been wrong. Maybe she’d been wrong about 
a lot.

“I’ve got to go.” Her breath fogged in the cold air.
“Think about it. We’re selling it—like it or not.” He shrugged 

as he stepped toward the house. “At least this way you’d get the 
commission.”

The wind nipped at her cheeks as she hurried to Luke’s side 
door as fast as her heels would let her. She banged on the screen 
door and waited as the kitchen light flicked on. The door stuck, 
then creaked open. Luke leaned against the doorjamb in jeans 
and a white T-shirt, backlit by the kitchen.

A scattering of drywall dust highlighted his short brown 
curls as they escaped in a reckless mess around his head. The 
five-o’clock shadow and the tool belt that hung low on his hips 
confirmed that he didn’t have any big plans. She couldn’t see 
his brown eyes in the shadows, but they were as familiar as her 
morning cup of coffee. He crossed his arms over his broad chest, 
pulling his shirt snug across his shoulders.

“Hannah, Hannah, Hannah.” That endearing dimple formed 
in his left cheek. If she hadn’t wanted to slap the smug expression 
off his face, she might have been tempted to kiss it. Best friends 
really shouldn’t be allowed to be that good-looking. Besides, 
she knew better than to kiss Luke. Again.

She pushed past him into the house. “Don’t say it!”
No way did she want to hear whatever was behind that grin 

_Faris_YouBelong_JE_bb.indd   13 6/6/19   2:01 PM

Tari Faris, You Belong with Me 
Revell Books, a division of Baker Publishing Group, © 2019. Used by permission.



you belong with me

14

right now. She needed comfort. She needed an escape. She 
needed ice cream.

Hannah claimed her regular spot at the kitchen table, the 
same table where she’d been finding comfort since elementary 
school. Only then, the house had smelled of coffee and home-
made chocolate chip cookies. The aroma of coffee remained, 
but now it mingled with the lingering scent of leftover pizza.

Luke pulled a half gallon of chocolate ice cream from the 
freezer and set it before her.

She stared at the offered gift. “How did you . . . ?”
A smile tilted his lips. No, a smirk. After setting a spoon and 

a bowl on the table next to the carton, he crossed his arms again 
and lifted one eyebrow. “Everyone knows Kensington wants 
that land—not the house. I don’t know why you thought you 
could talk him into anything else. Did anyone else show?”

“No.” Hannah peeled the lid off the ice cream with a sigh. “I 
have to convince them not to sell to him.”

“You’re the only Realtor I know who actually tries to talk 
people out of selling and buying. Might be time for a different 
job.”

Hannah jabbed her spoon into the ice cream and started to 
carve out a ball. “I help them understand the history they’re 
throwing away. Or in this case, wanting to destroy in the name 
of progress.” She dropped the scoop in the dish and lifted her 
chin. “But I can be a Realtor.”

“Really? You could sell a house to Kensington, or any other 
developer, if that’s what the owner chose?”

“It’s possible.”
“Were you even able to finish the meeting tonight without 

losing your temper?”
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Hannah worked at forming another ball with her spoon. “I 
may have emphasized my position with volume at one point.”

“I’m guessing it was more like . . .” Luke made the sound of 
an explosion as he lifted his hands in the air.

Ugh! She whipped her spoon at him.
He ducked and laughed as it clanged against the stove. “What 

was that for? Honesty?”
She bit back the smile that tugged at the corner of her mouth. 

She may have overreacted a bit in the meeting. “Yes. Sometimes 
I’d rather you lie to me. As one of my best friends, your job is 
simply to feed me ice cream and tell me I’m pretty.”

“You’re pretty.”
Did he have to sound so sarcastic when he said it? She focused 

back on the ice cream. Shoot. Now she didn’t have a spoon.
“I’m simply passionate about preserving history.” She stood, 

grabbed another utensil, and then bumped the drawer closed 
with a smack of her hip. “My great-great-great-grandfather—”

“—helped found the town. I’ve heard. But this town is full of 
houses with history, and from what I can tell, the Kensington 
family has plans.”

“Yeah, well, I hate their plans. More than that, I think George 
Kensington would hate their plans. He loved this town. If he 
was here to see what his brother was doing with his company, 
it’d break his heart.” Hannah dropped a final scoop in her bowl, 
then returned the lid to the carton.

This subject was going to give her a migraine. Then there 
was her brother.

She returned the ice cream to the freezer and slammed the 
door. “Here’s a news flash. Thomas proposed to Madison.”

“What? They’ve been dating—”
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“A few months. Only a few months.” She squeezed her spoon, 
the metal pressing into her palm. “What does he see in her, any-
way?”

“Well . . .” Luke leaned against the counter, lips twisted as he 
wrinkled his forehead.

“Do guys only think of one thing?” She tapped him on the 
forehead with her fingers. “They’ve got nothing in common.”

He pulled a Coke from the fridge and cracked it open with-
out looking back. “I seem to remember a day you thought dif-
ferences didn’t matter.”

She paused with the spoon halfway to her mouth as warmth 
washed over her face. Oh no he didn’t. She popped the spoon-
ful of ice cream into her mouth, letting the sweet cream cool 
her from the inside.

She’d never let on how much he’d hurt her that day, and she 
wasn’t about to change that. She forced a smile and hoped it 
looked casual. “Good thing you were there to set me straight.”

He took a sip and studied her. “Maybe things are different 
now. People change, you know?”

She squirmed under his gaze, the intensity of it burning a 
dangerous path into memories better forgotten. No. She had to 
be reading too much into it. After seven years of radio silence on 
the subject, he wouldn’t bring it up now. “You mean Madison?”

His Adam’s apple bobbed before he looked away and cleared 
his throat. “Maybe she’s different. A lot of people make mistakes 
in high school.”

“Maybe.” Were they talking about Madison? Or her? Or 
him? The boy could give lessons to the military on being cryptic. 
Didn’t matter. Having her heart stomped on once in a lifetime 
was quite enough. She had the unworn prom dress to prove it.
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She scraped the last of her ice cream out of her bowl. Empty 
already?

Luke tossed his pop can in the bottle-return bin. “Whether 
she’s changed or not, it’s not your choice who your brother 
marries. What’s really bugging you?”

“It is my business. Who he marries impacts the family. She’s 
already—” Her fingers massaged at the pain building in her 
temple. “Thomas wants to put our—I mean his house on the 
market.”

“Ah.” Luke paused and stared at her.
She blinked faster to keep the tears back. No crying. Luke 

opened his mouth as if to say something but shut it again. He 
pulled the carton of ice cream back out of the freezer, peeled 
off the lid, and slid the whole thing to her.

He was too good to her. Hannah dipped out a spoonful. 
“First Caroline and Leah left me—”

“They didn’t leave you. They closed the WIFI.” Luke slid into 
the chair across from her. “Caroline got married and Leah became 
a missionary in Costa Rica. Even you can’t complain about that.”

“Fine. They had good reasons to leave, but the fact remains 
that two of my best friends are no longer here. And now Thomas. 
You don’t know how glad I was when you bought this house, 
even if you’re making more changes than I’d like. At least you’re 
sticking around.”

Nothing.
Hannah’s focus snapped to his unreadable expression. “You 

are staying in Heritage, right?”
Luke rubbed the back of his neck as he picked at the wood 

grain of the table. “I better get back to pulling that bathroom 
sink out.”
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“Luke?”
He didn’t look at her as he stood. “Is it getting cold in here? 

I better check that fire first.”
“Luke.”
He disappeared into the living room without looking back. 

He had to be joking. If Luke left it would be worse than losing 
Caroline and Leah. Worse than Thomas.

Hannah gripped the edge of the table to steady herself. Heri-
tage without Luke wasn’t something she was willing to consider.

Could he settle in Heritage? That was the million-dollar ques-
tion. Or at least the one that plagued him on sleepless nights. 
Luke stalked to the fireplace, grabbed another log, and pitched 
it on the flames. The air shifted and smoke filled his throat. He 
coughed but didn’t turn away. Warmth flooded his face, either 
from the fire or from the rise in his blood pressure.

What would it take for this place to feel like home—like he 
belonged?

The faded flowery wallpaper and pink shag carpet weren’t 
much to look at now, but this place was his. He was no longer a 
kid who had nothing to his name. He was a person of property.

But a home? How would a person who grew up in foster care 
know about that? A home took more than two-by-fours and 
drywall. But what exactly it took, he wasn’t sure.

In the kitchen, the freezer door clicked shut.
Luke forced a whistle through his lips and returned to where 

he’d been working in the downstairs bathroom. Renovations 
were one thing he could figure out. He’d already torn down one 
of the plaster walls, but the sink needed to be pulled out before 
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he could get to the next one. He released the buckle on his tool 
belt, dropped it in a five-gallon pail, and knelt down to inspect 
the bottom of the molded porcelain.

Hannah stepped up behind him. “Wow, you’re . . . making 
a mess.”

“Yup.” He glanced at her over his shoulder. Her long dark 
hair framed her face, highlighting her hazel eyes. Only Hannah 
could pull off the carefree appearance of a fifteen-year-old and 
yet still look twenty-five.

“Please tell me you aren’t destroying history, worry-whistle 
man.”

Luke twisted his neck to get a better look at how the old 
fixture attached to the wall. “What did you call me?”

“You whistle that obscure tune when you’re upset. You don’t 
even realize it, do you?” She sighed and sat on an overturned 
bucket in the doorway. “You didn’t answer me. Are you destroy-
ing history?”

“I don’t have a worry-whistle, and some history needs to be de-
stroyed—replaced, anyway. These plaster walls for starters. Not 
to mention this knob-and-tube wiring, which stopped being 
standard in the thirties.”

“You do have a worry-whistle, and history needs to be re-
stored, not destroyed. Plaster is classic and I love the thirties.”

He’d let the whistle argument go. “It’s a bathroom. The walls 
need greenboard to handle the moisture. And I’m not keeping 
the wiring even if you love the history of it. If the crazy splice job 
some electrician did years back wasn’t enough of a reason, the 
rubber insulation is degrading to the point that it’s a fire hazard. 
But thanks for the suggestion.” He worked the bolt to see if it 
was loose. Nope. “Can you hand me the Crescent wrench?”
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A cool metal tool dropped in his hand. He glanced down to 
adjust it. “This is an open-end wrench.”

She sighed, snatched back the tool, and returned it with a 
clang back in the toolbox. She lifted another. “This one?”

“Pipe wrench.”
“There are pipes under there.” Hannah dropped the tool but 

didn’t offer another.
“Yes. But right now I’m trying to disconnect the water.” Luke 

sat up, grabbed the tool he needed, and returned to his place 
under the sink, the chipped tile floor cooling his heated skin.

“That doesn’t even look like a crescent.”
“It’s the brand name of the original maker.” Luke loosened 

the compression fittings from the hot and cold water, then in-
spected the sink brackets. With any luck, they weren’t as rusted 
as they appeared.

“Maybe I should invent something and name it a Thornton. 
That’d do a lot to restore the family name in town.”

Luke adjusted the tool to one of the rusted bolts. “Thornton 
is a respected name, and in Heritage any connection is better 
than no connection. Trust me.”

“So, are you staying or fixing this place to sell? I mean, this is 
the house you grew up in. It’s like your family home.”

The wrench stilled as a torrent of unwelcome emotions from 
his past surfaced. He gripped the tool tighter. “Family homes 
are inherited. I bought this—am buying it. I may have grown 
up here, but it wasn’t my home . . . not really.”

“How can you say that? Mrs. Shoemaker was your—”
“Foster mom.” He sat up in a quick motion and narrowly 

missed hitting his head on the sink. “She cared for me in her 
own way. But I wasn’t her son, nor did she want me to be.”
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“She cared for you, Luke. A lot of people care about you. You 
just can’t see it.” Her voice wavered at the end.

People cared about him? Not likely. He leaned back under 
the sink, found the next bolt, and offered a fair amount of pres-
sure. Nothing.

He had no real roots, no connection to this town. He could 
disappear and no one would notice. He wasn’t even sure God 
would notice. “A lot of people move out of Heritage, Hannah. 
Does it really matter if I do?”

“Yes. Because I love . . . this town. And you’re an important 
part.” She cleared her throat but her words still came out rough.

“The lumberyard pays the bills, and you know Chet gave me a 
bargain with this rent-to-own contract. But who knows what’ll 
happen after I finish my degree—if I ever finish.”

“You will. This fall will be your final semester, right?”
“Yup.” Assuming his last semester grades were good enough. 

Web design had nearly done him in. “And when I’m done, it 
might be nice to have a newer place.” Luke worked on the nut 
again. Snap. Rusted crumbs dropped in his face. He winced. 
“One with less baggage.”

“Not baggage—nostalgia.”
He sat up, brushed away the grit, and tossed her the busted 

nut. “Well, here’s a bit of nostalgia for you.”
She rubbed her thumb over the rough metal. “What about 

volunteering at the fire department? If Thomas leaves, they’ll 
already be one man down. You can’t just walk away. Don’t you 
want to raise your family here?”

She did know how to go to the heart of a matter.
Family. The one thing that had been just out of reach his whole 

life. Well, as much as he could remember. He’d had a family once, 
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but only a few ghostly memories remained. He pushed away that 
train of thought and forced a smile. “I believe you’re out of ques-
tions, but thanks for playing.”

Hannah pulled a hand towel off a hook and whipped it at 
him. “I hate it when you push me away. You push everyone away. 
The only reason we’re friends is because I won’t let you shut me 
out.”

“No kidding.” A snicker escaped.
“Do you want me to leave?”
Words from their friend Caroline, spoken a few months back, 

echoed in his head. If you keep pushing Hannah away, eventually 
she might actually leave.

“No.” Luke dropped the wrench back in the toolbox with 
a clang and stood up, brushing his palms against his jeans. “I 
don’t want you to leave.”

Hannah stood, putting her hands on her hips. “Good. Then 
I’ll help. But I’m going to get some water first. Need anything?”

“Water would be great,” Luke called as she disappeared around 
the corner.

If he was going to be working in close proximity to Han-
nah, he should probably smell a bit fresher. He tugged off his 
dirt-smudged T-shirt, tossed it toward the laundry room, and 
reached for a gray one from a basket of clean laundry that he’d 
left in the hall. Pretty wrinkled but at least it smelled better.

Hannah rounded the corner and stopped, eyes wide, mouth 
half open.

He pulled the shirt over his head in one quick motion and 
tugged it down.

Her gaze snapped to his face and then away. Red crawled up 
her neck. “Did . . . you want ice?”
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“Sure.” He leaned down, grabbed another shirt, and tossed it 
toward her. “Wouldn’t want you to ruin that sweater.”

Hannah snatched the shirt out of the air and disappeared 
back the way she’d come, never making eye contact with him. 
No witty comeback?

Interesting.
Maybe he should have stepped into the laundry room to 

change his shirt, but they’d been friends for almost twenty years. 
Perhaps she was modest. Or perhaps—

Luke swallowed and shook away the thought. No good going 
there. Not yet anyway. Because until he had something to offer, 
they might as well be back in high school.

Hannah reappeared in record time with two glasses of ice 
water and wearing his shirt hanging down to her thighs, her 
long brown hair pulled back in a loose knot/bun thing. Man, 
she looked cute. He’d managed to keep his feelings for her in a 
neat little box over the years, but lately that didn’t seem enough.

“Are we going to do this sink thing or what?”
“Right.” He followed Hannah into the bathroom. She plopped 

onto the wooden stool and dug through his toolbox.
“What do you need next? How about this baby?” She lifted 

up a large monkey wrench and waved it back and forth. The 
top-heavy wrench crashed into the wall, a chunk of plaster chip-
ping away.

“Don’t break my house.”
“I’m sorry.” Hannah tried to fit the pieces back over the hole.
“Relax. I’m tearing that wall down tomorrow.” He lifted his eye-

brows at her. “Go ahead, destroy a little more history. I dare you.”
Her knuckles whitened on the wrench before she crashed it 

onto the wall again, sending more plaster crumbs flying.
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“Fun, isn’t it?”
A smile tugged at her tight lips as she offered one more solid 

swing. A strange clang echoed from the wall.
His focus darted from Hannah to the crater she’d created. 

“What was that?”
Hannah dropped the wrench. “I was just swinging at these 

wooden boards. I swear.”
“They’re called laths, and they’re for the plaster to hold on 

to, but they shouldn’t sound like that.” Luke grabbed a small 
crowbar from his toolbox and wedged it between two of the 
wooden strips. The sound of splintering wood split the air as 
he leaned his weight against the tool. Pushing the pieces aside, 
he squinted into the dark hole. A black metal box rested in the 
gap between the studs.

“Now that’s history.” Hannah’s gaze traveled from the box to 
him then back to the box. “We have to see what’s in it.”

Luke jabbed the crowbar in another gap to widen the hole, 
pulled the box free, and examined the lock. It needed an eight-
digit code. So much for that. He set the box aside and reached 
for the wrench.

“You’re giving up?”
“Do you know all the junk I’ve found in these walls? The 

wall in the upstairs bathroom had hundreds of old razor blades 
from a slot in the medicine cabinet that was designed to just 
drop them into the wall. Weird, if you ask me.”

“You don’t lock trash.” Hannah picked up the box and 
shook it.

“One man’s treasure is another man’s trash.” He pointed to 
a large bucket that had a growing pile of debris.

“You even want to shut the box out.” The words carried a 
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teasing tone, but the frustrated glint in her eye told him this 
was about a lot more than the box.

Luke dropped the wrench to his toolbox. “Fine, let’s try to 
get it open.”

Hannah squeezed his arm. “You won’t be sorry.”
She was probably right. What trouble could the box cause?
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