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Can enemies turn into lovers over the course of a week?

Maddie

When I decided to attend my high school reunion, I knew I’d run the risk of running into Jack Carter. Mr. Big Time Country Music Star. The same guy that broke my heart in high school. What I didn’t expect was that the resort would mess up our reservations, and we’d end up roommates. 

Now I’m stuck sharing a cabin with him for the next week, and I don’t know whether I want to kill him or kiss him.

Jack

What are the odds I would end up sharing a cabin with my ex-high school sweetheart, Maddie Grace? The woman was a sweet tomboy back then, now she’s a knockout, uptight lawyer, who loves to argue. Even though we fight like cats and dogs, I’m feeling that familiar old spark and the more time I spend with her, the more I’m beginning to think letting her go was my biggest mistake. 

Thanks to a little mix-up at the resort, I've now got a week to prove to her that we belong together and you can bet I'm going to give it my best shot. 

Escape to the romantic paradise of Holiday Springs and warm up with your next happily ever after.  
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This is dedicated to all the first loves we may often wonder about.
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Every Other Memory – Ryan Hurd

I Should Probably Go To Bed – Dan + Shay

What Ifs (feat. Lauren Alaina) – Kane Brown

In Case You Didn’t Know – Brett Young

Anything But Yours – Rissi Palmer

What Are You Listening To? – Chris Stapleton

Best Shot – Jimmie Allen

Miss Americana & The Heartbreak Prince – Taylor Swift

We Were – Keith Urban, Eric Church

This Is How We Roll – Florida Georgia Line

Heaven – Kane Brown

Love On You – Rissi Palmer

To a T – Stripped – Ryan Hurd

I Go To My Heart – The Avett Brothers

It Would Be You – Ben Rector, Ingrid Michaelson

Die A Happy Man – Thomas Rhett
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CHAPTER 1

Jack
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Between the stage lights and the constant dancing (if you could call what I do dancing) and moving around, I was a hot sweaty mess. Sweat dripped down my back and into my eyes. It didn’t matter though, because being onstage was electric. It was my sanctuary. The adrenaline and endorphins that ran through my body while I performed made me euphoric.

Over twenty thousand screaming fans packed Bridgestone Arena. It was a sold-out show. The press of people in the pit pushed against the barriers and line of security. Overzealous fans reached out, hoping I’d brush against them, not caring that their perspiring bodies were crushed against each other like occupants of a human sardine can. 

Moving my guitar, so it lay on my back, and out of the way, I walked to the edge of the stage and gave them what they wanted. I ran across the front of the stage, running my hand along the row of fingertips that strained outward for the opportunity to have a brief physical connection with me, just so they could brag to their friends later that I’d touched them.

Afterward, amidst their cheers, the song was about to go into the drum and bass solo before the chorus kicked in. I clapped my hands to the beat Mel was banging out. The crowd mimicked me by clapping their hands in time with mine. 

Listening to twenty thousand people clap to the beat of the music was glorious. Then the bass kicked in and a childish grin lit up my face. The music vibrated in my bones. I tapped my foot, enjoying the final moments of the performance.

Now that I had the audience doing exactly what I wanted, I reached for my guitar, and belted out the chorus.

After strumming the last notes of the song on my guitar, I looked out and smiled at the crowd. The faces I could see grinned back at me with unadulterated pleasure while they applauded. Hearing them go wild and demand more almost made me give them another encore, but gotta keep them wanting more. I winked and waved my hand high in the air. “Nashville, you’ve been great. Good night and get home safely.”

My band left the stage ahead of me, throwing out kisses and waving to the hyped-up crowd. I was already unhooking my guitar strap before I descended the steps.

Buddy, one of the roadies, took my guitar when I exited the stage and threw me a towel. 

“Thanks, man.” I used it to mop up the sweat that drenched my face and neck.

“Good show tonight.” Mel, my drummer, patted me on the back.

“Wouldn’t be nearly as good without you guys.” It was true. My band made me sound incredible, night after night.

“I’ll see you guys in PA,” I called over my shoulder and kept walking. I was still riding the high from my performance when I entered my dressing room. With the door closed, I could still hear the crowd chanting my name. 

“Jack. Jack. Jack.”

It was impossible to suppress the smile that broke out across my face. Even though the show had ended, it would take a while for security to empty the venue. 

Ten years into my career, and a great concert still made me feel like I was on top of the world. Lately, that feeling didn’t last too long once the show was over. Something was missing. 

I’d barely been in the room a minute before my assistant, Janine, started talking.

“Danielle called...”

Nothing like hearing an ex you’ve been avoiding called to put an end to the good night you were having. That chick was batshit crazy. We’d called things off, or rather I’d called things off weeks ago, and she still couldn’t take the hint.

“Next.” I didn’t care to hear what Danielle had to say. 

“The pilot is hoping to be in the air no later than noon, so the car will pick you up at eleven o’clock.” Janine rattled off tomorrow’s schedule. “Your brother called. He apologized. Unfortunately, he can’t pick you up from the airport, and won’t be able to see you until the day after you arrive.”

“That’s fine. Can you arrange for a car service? If I know my brother, he’s busy saving the world one kid at a time.”

Once I took the bottle of water Janine offered, I dropped onto the sofa, and stretched my long legs out, while she droned on.

“You still need to decide on your set for the benefit concert.”

After giving her a quick nod to indicate I was listening, I zoned out and thought about the trip home for my ten-year high school reunion. It had been a while since I’d been home. Usually, I flew my family into Nashville or wherever I found myself during a tour. There had never been a need for me to go back. 

I’d planned on skipping the reunion until my little brother, Austin, asked me to come home for my reunion and help with a fundraiser for a good cause. He wanted to take advantage of all those people being in town, which was smart. Headlining the event for the organization he ran to help foster kids was a no-brainer. No way I could say no to that. Which is why I was headed home to East Stroudsburg, Pennsylvania, in the Poconos.

“Jack? Earth to Jack. Are you listening to me?”

“Hmm?” I unscrewed the cap on the water and drank down about half. I didn’t have to look at Janine to know she was glowering at me for not paying attention.

“Tell me what I just said.” The annoyance was palpable and even more pronounced when she pursed her black lipstick-covered lips together and glared at me through her heavy, dark eye makeup. 

“You know I wasn’t listening, so I’m not gonna lie and tell you I was.” I gave her a smirk and didn’t bother looking contrite.

She huffed but repeated what she’d previously stated. Some might find her surly demeanor off-putting or rude, but it had been one reason I hired her. She didn’t treat me like Jack the Celebrity. She treated me like an average Joe. 

Once she finished going over everything, I smiled. “You sure you don’t want to come with? The ski resort is pretty nice. I’d get you your own cabin.”

“Thanks, but I’m going to stick around here. There’s some knitting that I’m behind on.”

Many people would have heard that statement and taken one look at Janine and thought she was joking. People often stereotyped her, because of her pale skin, Goth makeup and clothing. She looked somber and intimidating, but she could be a big softie. It had taken no time at all for the guys in the band to warm up to her. Whatever she was knitting was probably for one of them or one of their family members.

“Suit yourself.”

Janine went about the room, tidying up things and making notes about the delivered gifts, so we could send thank you cards. My mind wandered to what this week would hold. Being back in my hometown was going to be like walking into a time warp. Wasn’t sure I was ready for who I would encounter. Danielle wasn’t the only one of my exes on my mind. Maybe this weekend would be uneventful, and the girl I was thinking of would be too busy to make it to the reunion. Yeah, it was wishful thinking, but a guy could dream, right? Was it too much to ask for a drama free week while I was back home?

That was bullshit and I knew it. If there was one girl, I would gladly take drama from, it was her. We hadn’t seen each other since high school, but as this reunion drew near, she was all I could think about. For four years, she’d been mine until I blew it. After all this time, I could finally take responsibility for what happened. Maybe she’d be amenable to rekindling something between us.

Closing my eyes, I pushed any thoughts of her out of my mind and rested my head against the arm of the sofa. Maybe that was a bad idea. I was too exhausted to think about it clearly. After a show, I was usually ready to crash, which probably was not the best time to decide whether to start up with an ex-girlfriend again. 

My eyes fluttered closed. I needed to get up and go home. If I got too comfortable on this sofa, I would fall asleep here and there would be no moving me. “Have them bring the car around.”

***
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“Sir, in ten minutes we’ll be landing at the Pocono Mountains Municipal Airport.” 

Swiping my hand across my face, I looked around the cabin. I must have fallen asleep. Were we really already here? Hearing the flight attendant announce our arrival made me feel disoriented. When I got on the plane that morning, I’d still been groggy, but the plan had been to decide the set for the benefit concert. On the table in front of me, sat an empty notepad. Clearly, I’d accomplished nothing. 

I must have fallen asleep shortly after boarding, because I had no memory of the flight. Peering out the window, land and mountains were getting closer as we descended. Once my brain established we were in fact landing, I stretched my arms above my head and yawned. That nap had been just what I needed. I felt refreshed and ready for whatever was waiting for me over this next week.

On the drive to Holiday Springs Resort, I couldn’t stop peering out the window. Snow blanketed nearly every surface. Anywhere you looked appeared to be an image worthy of a postcard. This town was beautiful. I’d been away so long I’d forgotten that. 

Before I knew it, the SUV was pulling through the large stone pillars that stood at the entrance with a huge metal sign proclaiming the name hanging overhead. That didn’t use to be there. Back in the day, there had simply been a huge wooden sign bearing the name of the resort. Tires crunched the gravel during the ride through the tall pine trees that lined the road. Memories assailed me of winter nights spent sneaking onto the property to ski after hours or go tubing on the slopes, which wasn’t allowed. A small smile of remembrance curled my lip.

Twinkle lights glowed in the trees when we rounded the curb, and the main lodge came into view. I was looking forward to settling into the house I’d rented. After unpacking, I could spend time on the set list for the benefit concert, and maybe even start working on some new songs. The solitude would be welcome, after back-to-back tours and constant traveling.

I exited the car and walked into the lobby. Nothing much had changed. The large, open room was still all stone and wood, with the huge fireplace center stage, for guests to warm themselves around when they came in from the cold.

It only took a second before people turned and stared or did double takes and whispered to their companions. 

There was a line at the check-in desk, so I waited like everyone else. I had no expectation of preferential treatment.  

People in the lobby were still whispering, trying to figure out if it was me, by the time it was my turn. 

“Hello...” my gaze wandered to her nametag, “Cassie.” I flicked my gaze back up to meet hers. The girl looked like she was ready to squeal and start jumping up and down. Please, God, don’t. 

Professional decorum must have won, because she only squeaked out a greeting. “Hi.” 

“My name is...” I began, but then she cut me off.

“I know who you are, Mr. Carter...” She blushed and looked down at her keyboard. Quickly, she typed.

“Just call me Jack.” If it was possible, me telling her to refer to me by my first name made her blush even harder.

A few seconds later, her smile faltered a bit. “Umm.” Her fingers halted over the keys, while she scanned something on her computer screen.

“This can’t be right.” This time Cassie gave me a nervous smile.

Something was up. Whatever it was, I was sure I would not like it. A customer at the counter next to mine had been making a fuss since I walked in, and she was still going at it. I hadn’t been fazed by it then, but now as I waited for Cassie to tell me what the problem was, irritation settled in my gut at her continuous rant. I felt for the poor woman having to deal with her. The front desk receptionist kept her cool, despite being spoken to like she was a child.

Shifting my stance. I folded my arms and rested them on the counter. “Just give it to me straight, Cassie. What seems to be the problem? I can take it.”

She let out a breath. “It seems the Hemlock cottage you reserved, cabin fifty three, was double booked.” She gulped and seemed to prepare herself to be bitched at. The customer next to me was doing enough of that for the both of us. Plus, the last thing I wanted was someone in the lobby whipping out a phone and recording me yelling at some helpless woman. Cassie looked like a crier. I’d be an ass to yell at her for something that wasn’t her fault. Over time, I’d learned that being kind and reasonable got more accomplished.

“Okay. Things happen. We can get this sorted out. I can move to another cabin. Or maybe they won’t mind moving to another cabin. No biggie.”

“The thing is, we’re all booked up, the hotel and all of cabins because of the reunion and... and your concert.” Her grin returned at the mention of my concert.

“Who do you have me sharing the reservation with? Maybe I can talk to them. Agree to pay for a different cabin or room somewhere else.”

Cassie batted her eyes at me for a minute before she looked down at her computer screen. “Umm, her name is Madison Grace.”

Before I could respond someone jumped in.

“What? You have us down for the same reservation?”

It had been ten years, but I knew that voice. Even though there was an irritable frustration in her tone, her voice still embodied a sweet melody played by a finely tuned guitar. When I turned around, I couldn’t help thinking how adorable I’d found her in high school. The woman who stood before me now though was smokin’ hot. 

Glowing brown skin peeked at me from the cleavage of her low-cut top. The tight skinny jeans she wore hugged her ample curves. The natural curls she used to wear were straight and fell slightly past her shoulders. When I was could finally tear my roaming eyes away from her delectable body, my gaze locked with hers. There was a time when those warm, expressive brown eyes used to light up when they looked at me. Now all I saw glaring back at me was hostility.

Despite her demeanor, I gave her a charming smile, hoping to disarm her. “Maddie Grace.”
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CHAPTER 2

Maddie
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How did life always manage to be so cruel that the first person I ran into upon my arrival was Jack Carter, my former high school boyfriend and the first love of my young heart? Before he broke it. 

The bastard.

Of course, with him being the big Grammy-winning superstar he is, I hadn’t been able to avoid him as easily as I was sure he’d avoided me. His face was always plastered on some magazine cover, Internet story, on television, or I had to contend with hearing his voice on nearly every radio station. He was never alone either, always with some pretty starlet or up-and-coming country music songbird.

In high school, he’d been the brooding musician who every girl wanted to be with. I was the lucky winner back then, for those four years, until his need for stardom eclipsed what I thought we had. 

It was hard not to keep staring at him. He looked like the quintessential country music star, wearing a plaid shirt, jeans that made his ass look incredible and scuffed cowboy boots. All he needed was a Stetson. Those smoldering gray-blue eyes were still the same, but Jack Carter had transformed from a lanky boy with a guitar to a sexy, ripped hunk. The five o’clock shadow he sported made him look even more ruggedly handsome than he already was. Looking at his lush, dark brown hair, I was reminded how many times I’d ran my fingers through it during one of his delicious kisses...

You hate this man. Quit drooling over him.

I stalked towards the counter, doing my best to ignore him and push away all the fantasies that were now running rampant in my head. 

“What do you mean we’re on the same reservation?” Yeah, focusing on the current problem would definitely help get my mind out of the gutter. “I booked this reservation over a month ago.”

The girl who was just mooning over Jack now looked flustered under my angry gaze. Her fingers flew over the keyboard, attempting to get answers. I sat my purse on the counter.

Behind me, Jack spoke again. “I didn’t know you’d be here?”

Even though I had my back to him, I could feel him towering over me. In my Ugg boots, I topped out at 5’2”, so of course his 6’1” frame would eclipse me. If only it weren’t still winter, I could be in my four-inch stilettos. At least I’d stand at 5’6” in those. 

Why was he standing so damn close?

Briefly, the woman at the counter next to ours distracted me with her ranting. Guess we weren’t the only ones with reservation issues. I focused back on the desk clerk. “Well? Have you been able to fix it?”

I was growing impatient. Between my nerves and anger, I couldn’t help drumming my nails against the countertop. I thought I’d have, at least until the night of the reunion before I had to lay eyes on Jack. Time to prepare myself, but no. Instead he was now breathing down my neck, and some idiot had mixed up our reservations. What were the odds? With the resort being one of the more upscale accommodations in town, I should have known this is where he would stay.

“Sorry... I’ve tried, but there’s nothing I can do. I was just telling Mr. Carter that we’re booked solid due to all of events that are happening this week.” The terrified look on her face told me I was being very intimidating. This wasn’t a courtroom or a boardroom, so I probably needed to ramp down my anger. If this were a situation that involved any other person, I probably wouldn’t be as furious. I certainly didn’t mean to be an ass to her.

“It is a two bedroom. Maybe you could share.” 

When the desk clerk made the suggestion I wanted to tear into her some more. Was she crazy? Jack and I share the cabin?

“No. We won’t be sharing anything.” Whirling around, I turned to Jack. “Be a gentleman and let me have the cottage.”

That wiped the grin off his face. His eyes narrowed into slits, and he put his hands on his hips. “No.”

Of course he was going to be selfish. Why did I think he’d changed? I huffed. “Why not?”

A mirthless chuckle fell from his lips. “You waltz in here and don’t even so much as say hello or acknowledge me when I was cordial to you, and now you expect me to just let you have the cabin? It’s a no, sweetheart.”

He knew just how to get under my skin and irritate the hell out of me. “I’m not your sweetheart.” I said the words through gritted teeth. 

“Thank God for small favors.” He grumbled.

Ugh. I thought Jack looked hot earlier, but now with his nostrils flared and his brows knitted together in an angry expression, I found him dangerously handsome. How could I go from wanting to scratch his eyes out, to wanting to rake my nails down his back in the throes of passion?

Unsure what I was going to say, I turned back to the desk clerk. I was disgusted with myself and needed to take my eyes off of Jack. There was no way I wanted to concede and just let him get his way, but what choice did I have if he wouldn’t find another place? I guess it was going to fall on me to be the adult.

Before I spoke next, I glanced at her name tag, hoping that if I was more personable and used her name, she’d go the extra mile to help fix this mess.

“Cassie,” I gave her a genuine smile, “I’d really appreciate it, if you could call around and see who has an open reservation?” 

“Sure
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