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  Chapter One

Aubrey


“Are you there yet?” 
“Almost. I’m in Jasmine Hollow. The sign for the resort is literally in front of me.”
“I hate that you’re alone.”
Laughing, I turn onto a rocky dirt road. “That’s kind of my lot in life right now, sis.”
“You know what I mean—” Georgia sighs and the phone scrambles her exasperation. “I wish I was there with you.”
I wish she was too, but I don’t get a chance to tell her. As soon as my back tires crunch onto Hollow River Road, my phone cuts out.
“Now I really am all alone,” I mutter, carefully navigating the rental car down the rough lane like my deposit depends on it.
Aiden wanted a rustic honeymoon, so after hours of researching and showing him places—all of which he vetoed—I decided on this small town in California I had never heard of. 
So far, Jasmine Hollow has been everything I was hoping for in a honeymoon. On my way through, I stopped by the local bakery, Sugar & Spice, and picked out the best looking lemon bars I have ever seen, then stopped at an adorable café filled with floor-to-ceiling pieces of local art.
I’ll be in that café every morning for the three days I have a cabin along the Hollow River, ordering the most expensive drinks, and then strolling to the bakery for a box of lemon bars. Normally I wouldn’t go to a place like this by myself, but I’m rethinking all the things I would normally do.
After Aiden left me at the altar—and left me with the duty of informing both sides he had left—I no longer care about doing anything the way I would have before.
Georgia insisted on coming with me, but she couldn’t take this week off and my reservations couldn’t be changed. This place is new and already booked out for the rest of the season. The glowing reviews and huge following have me feeling safe about coming here alone.
Then again, that’s the old me talking. What has playing safe got me? I planned my whole life around what I thought I should do, and now I’m the only virgin I know. Foolishly, I thought saving myself for Aiden was the most romantic thing I could do for him. Dumbass. I wasted three years in a relationship I thought would last for life.
Still, I don’t want to die, so while this is a new-and-more-exciting me, it’s also a street-smart me. 
I used to be happy-go-lucky. At least I was a week ago, before Aiden didn’t show up. Linked arm-in-arm with my dad right outside the chapel, we whispered about my future. My heart had raced as we waited for our cue that never came. 
Aiden’s betrayal chipped away at my naivety, but I’m determined to have a wonderful honeymoon by myself.
Fuck him.
I park the car in a marked spot near what looks like the office. An immense hulk of a man, like at least six and a half feet tall, lumbers out of a building to the right. He’s in jeans that hug his ass, a flannel shirt, and a white undershirt that gives me enough of a glimpse to know he’s rocking some incredible abs. His ice-blonde hair is wrapped up tightly on top of his head and he’s on a mission.
Stepping out of my car, I hold my phone up as far as my arms can reach, knowing full well I look like a lost tourist. But I need to let Georgia know I made it safe and not to worry about me.
“Need help, ma’am?”
“Ma’am?” I spin around, nearly colliding with a man about two inches taller than my five-foot-eight frame.
He’s the exact opposite of the first guy I saw. Where that guy was pale and intense, this man is warm with brown eyes that dance with unknown secrets. Secrets I didn’t know about a few seconds ago, but now would do anything to learn. His dark hair comes to a V in a widow’s peak, and I have to stop gawking long enough to register he put his hand out.
“You must be Aubrey. I’m Enzo Avila.”
I run his name across my tongue and take his hand, instantly letting go when I feel an unexpected connection with this stranger. 
“Gunnar and Tyson are around here somewhere.”
“I think I saw one of them. Tall, blonde man bun—”
Enzo gasps and grabs my arm, the crackling of our connection lighting my body up again. “That was Gunnar Carlsen. Don’t ever call his topknot a man bun.”
I roll my eyes and sigh. “Of course. The big surly guy is sexist—”
Enzo frowns and pulls out his phone. “Actually, the opposite. If it’s a bun, call it a bun. No need to add man in front of it.”
“Oh.” One simple sentence has these two looking even more attractive. What is this place?
He punches something into his phone without looking up. “Yeah, there’s a difference between a topknot and a bun—I can’t remember what it is, but he gave Ty and me a long lecture on it. I’m sure he will educate you, too. If you ask nicely—and if he isn’t tongue-tied by your beauty.”
Simultaneously imagining Gunnar educating me on anything and being told I’m beautiful has me tongue-tied. Enzo is smooth, though. He takes care of something else on his phone and looks up at me, a wide smile lighting his face.
“Your cabin will be ready in a few minutes. Is there anything I can get you in the meantime to make you more comfortable? We have drinks in the office. A popcorn machine—”
“Is there any spot that has cell reception?”
“You haven’t given her the Wi-Fi code yet?” 
I spin around to see a six-foot-tall brown-haired man with eyes bluer than the sky. My mouth goes dry and I lose any ability to speak as he smirks at me. 
Seriously, what is this place?
The reviews were excellent, but none of them mentioned it was the gathering grounds for the hottest men on earth.
“And now you’ve met Tyson,” Enzo says, shaking his head. “He thinks he’s cute, but he’s mostly annoying. If you have any trouble with him, let me know.”
Oh, I could think of worse things than getting in some trouble with him.
My cheeks burn, betraying my thoughts, and all I can do is smile as Enzo rattles off the Wi-Fi code.
“Here. I’ll write it down.” Tyson tears a strip of paper off a clipboard I didn’t notice in his hands. He scribbles down the code and hands it to me.
“I need to call my sister to let her know I made it. My phone carrier apparently doesn’t have reception out here.”
“That Wi-Fi will reach all around the boundaries of this place.”
“Okay, thank you,” I say a little too cheerfully to cover up my nerves.
I’m barely connected to their internet when my phone rings, Georgia’s face flashing across the screen.
“Sisters, eh?” I laugh as I accept the call. 
I’m not paying enough attention, though, and don’t see that it’s a FaceTime request until it’s too late.
She comes onto the screen, and I have no choice but to talk to her with my back to the men as my only source of privacy.
“Why’d you FaceTime?” I hiss.
“I just kept pressing buttons until something worked.” She’s out of breath, eyes wild.
“I’m here and I’m okay. Okay?”
“And who is that?” The concern evaporates from her voice, leaving open curiosity that has me sweating with embarrassment.
I glance at the corner of the screen and see Enzo in the small square behind me. He waves at her and I slowly turn around, burning with mortification.
“Georgia, this is Enzo. Enzo, my sister, Georgia.”
She whistles, and I pull the phone away from him. “You’re on speaker, idiot.”
Her laugh rings through the parking lot that has more people than I expected. Great. More witnesses to the worst week of my life.
“I know. I know. Lighten up, sister. You were just stood up at the altar. Live a little, okay?”
I give Enzo a tight smile, but he’s not smiling.
Gunnar walks out of the side building, striding over to us. His appearance doesn’t go unnoticed by Georgia.
“And that is?”
“Gunnar Carlsen,” he mutters. He has a slightly clipped accent, like English isn’t his first language. The roughness in his voice sends a shuddering tingle down my spine.
“Don’t forget about me,” Tyson says, leaning in front of me so Georgia can see him.
He smells like campfire and leather. And holy shit. I’m more turned on than I’ve ever been in my life.
Three men who probably have a lot of things to do are huddled around my phone asking my sister questions about what exactly she meant when she said I was left at the altar.
Well, two men. Gunnar’s not vying for the phone.
His steely gray eyes are fixated on me. “Someone left you?”
“Yes,” I choke out, not sure if he is accusing me.
“What a foolish man.”
He hands Enzo a piece of paper and turns on his heel, leaving me to stand there gaping at his retreating figure.
“Have fun, Aubs. I’m even more jealous you’re there all alone.”
I know exactly what she’s doing. Enzo’s and Tyson’s eyes are hungry as they wait for me to get off the phone. 
So much for calling my sister to keep myself safe.
“Your cabin is ready.” Gone is Enzo’s smooth demeanor as his voice turns coarse and heavy.
For better or worse, I follow him.






  
  Chapter Two 

Enzo


“Is the resort always this busy?” 
Aubrey’s voice is clear and strong. It reminds me of the river constantly running in the background of this place. A sound I’m already used to and would miss if it ever went away.
I open her cabin door, stepping back to let her enter first. Ignoring my impulse to scoop her into my arms and carry her over the threshold, I focus on her question.
“This is about average, but you got here on a day everyone was checking out and you were our only check-in. You’re going to have the whole place to yourself for the next—” I glance at my clipboard and my stomach sinks. “Three days.” 
She’s only staying two nights? What’s the polite amount of time you have to wait after meeting someone to beg them to stay longer? I would grovel at this woman’s feet if it meant she would stick around long enough to get to know me. 
My connection with her was alarmingly instant. The second our hands touched, I felt something electric. Like her voice, her touch feels like something I already know.
Maybe she feels the spark, too?
She’s avoiding my eyes as she glances around the cabin. Her ex sprung for the honeymoon package and we didn’t know a jilted bride was headed our way or we would have never decorated the room with rose petals and candles.
“Sorry about the mess. This was a
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