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      Ansley dug her keycard out of her pocket as she headed for the elevator of the infamous Sweet Paradise Resort. Kate hadn’t been lying when she’d said this resort was to die for. Ansley had only checked in thirty minutes ago, and already, she couldn’t wait to start looking around.

      The ice-skating rink outside practically called to her. Kate and Liam’s wedding rehearsal dinner would be in a few hours, but until then, she fully intended to take advantage of the amenities this place had to offer. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d been ice-skating, and she itched to stretch her legs after the long flight from Maine to Colorado.

      Of course Kate wanted to get married where she fell in love with Liam. Who could blame her? After her previous fiancé had left her a little more than a year ago, Kate deserved to have the perfect wedding. So after the rehearsal dinner, Ansley was fully prepared to make that happen. She was going to be the perfect maid of honor.

      Ansley slipped her keycard into the reader of her hotel room and headed inside. She just needed her coat, and then the real fun would begin. She stood inside the hotel room, her gaze sweeping through it until it landed on her coat, where it sat on the desk chair.

      She hurried across the room but paused in front of a large mirror that hung over the desk. She pressed her pink lips together, smoothing the gloss she’d applied when she’d landed at the airport. Turning, she continued toward her luggage and grabbed it but then froze. Slowly, she bent to look at a suitcase that wasn’t hers. The black bag resembled every other suitcase that had come through the conveyor belt at the airport, but this one had a single red ribbon tied to the handle.

      Her eyes narrowed, and she backpedaled to find that her suitcase was, in fact, where she’d left it: beside the window and partially hidden by the bed. Someone had been in her room. Kate hadn’t mentioned that she’d be sharing a room with anyone. Yes, there were two beds, but Kate knew how much Ansley valued her privacy. It was the reason Kate had offered her a room to herself. Maybe something had changed.

      The hairs on the back of her neck stood on end as the distinct sound of running water hit her ears. She hadn’t noticed that someone was actually in the room with her. She dropped her coat back on the chair and inched toward the bathroom. Just as she made it to the door, the water was shut off.

      Good. Her mystery roommate was done, and together, they could sort out what had happened.

      The door opened, and a billow of steam puffed from the bathroom. A man she’d never met before emerged, a towel wrapped around his waist.

      Ansley yelped and spun around. She heard some shuffling sounds as, she assumed, the man retreated into the bathroom, and the door slammed shut. She peeked over her shoulder, her hand covering her mouth. Her eyes darted around the room. Something wasn’t right. It wasn’t the room; her belongings were here. She hadn’t accidentally let herself into the wrong one.

      She edged closer to the door and rapped. “Hello?”

      He cleared his throat. “You’re still here?”

      The corners of her mouth twitched. “Of course I’m still here. This is my room.”

      “You’re mistaken. This is my room.”

      She leaned against the door and folded her arms. “Seeing as I’m the one out here with my luggage and fully dressed, I don’t think you have any skin in the game.”

      He went silent.

      “Okay, so there has obviously been some kind of mix-up. I’m sure if we go down to the front desk, we’ll be able to get this sorted out.”

      “Yeah. You go do that.”

      Ansley huffed. “Yeah, right. Like I’m going to leave all my stuff here with you. For all I know, you’re some weirdo who likes to smell women’s undergarments.”

      “Did you really just say that?” His incredulous tone only caused her smile to widen further.

      “Come on. Get dressed, and we can go down to the lobby together.”

      “With all due respect, I’m not coming out until you leave.”

      Ansley rolled her eyes. “Fine. I’ll be out in the hall. You’ve got ten minutes.” She shook her head. Kate was going to just love this.

      To the guy’s credit, he only took five minutes. The door to the hotel room opened, and he stepped out, wearing a pair of navy sweats, a fitted white T-shirt, and a pair of Vans slip-on shoes. His black hair was still wet, and it looked as if he’d only run his fingers through it before coming out. His gray eyes landed on her, more confident than she expected considering their first interaction.

      Her mouth went dry. He was totally her type. He was clean-shaven, showing off the sharp angles of his jawline. The muscles in his arms rippled as he crossed them over his chest. He was tall—a good head taller than her.

      She shook off the shock that was probably written all over her face. No one was that perfect. He probably lived with his parents or was some self-proclaimed entrepreneur who lived paycheck to paycheck. Looks weren’t everything. Her parents were both attractive and had perfect jobs, and even they couldn’t make it work.

      Ansley swallowed, but it did nothing to alleviate the lump in her throat. She shoved her hands into the back pockets of her jeans and jerked her chin toward the elevator. “Let’s figure out what happened. I’m sure we were just supposed to be on different floors or something.”

      One side of his mouth quirked up, but he didn’t say anything. He followed her toward the elevator. She could feel his eyes as if they were drilling into the back of her head, and it made her itch to spin around and tell him to quit staring. But that would make her seem crazy, and she wasn’t crazy.

      They got to the elevator, and she pushed the button, refusing to look him in the eye.

      “So, why are you here?” His voice was husky, low, as if he was teasing her.

      She blew out a puff of air. “Does it matter? Once we get this sorted out, we won’t see each other again.”

      “You don’t know that.”

      “Oh, but I do. My week is going to be incredibly busy. I’m helping a friend with something, and today is the only day on which I don’t have every hour planned out.”

      He arched one brow. “Oh. You’re one of those women.” The elevator doors slid open, and he stepped inside before she had a chance to shoot a retort in his direction. “You coming?” he called.

      She scurried onto the elevator and faced him, her arms folded. “Just because I know how to run a schedule doesn’t mean I’m some frigid woman who⁠—”

      He chuckled, lifting both hands. “Who said you were frigid? I didn’t.”

      Her mouth dropped open. “You put words in my mouth.”

      His gaze dipped to her mouth. “No, but maybe I’d like to.”

      Ansley gasped. “I think I preferred you in your towel⁠—”

      He wagged his brows. “I’m sure you do.”

      Her face flushed crimson. “What I was going to say was that I preferred you in your towel, cowering behind that door.” The man was infuriating. Somehow, he’d flipped everything around and stolen every ounce of power and control she’d felt she had when they’d first met. Thank goodness he would be out of her hair within the next few seconds. She didn’t think she’d be able to deal with him one minute longer.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

        

      

    

    
      It had been a surprise to find a beautiful woman in his hotel room but not one Zane regretted in the least. She was clearly someone he would love to go toe-to-toe with. She had just enough fire about her to make her interesting. Combined with how easy it was to tease her, he could see himself spending a lot more time with her and even enjoying it.

      Too bad he had that two-date rule.

      Then again, their situation wasn’t a normal one. He was only here for a week, and then he wouldn’t ever see her again. That was what his two-date rule was all about. No one in their right mind wanted to be tied down to someone for the rest of their life. His own mother had taught him that from a young age. In the end, everyone left.

      He leaned against the wall of the elevator and studied her as she fumed. He could practically see the steam rising off her shoulders. Her shoulder-length blond hair was perfectly curled and styled to accentuate her neck.

      Oh, was he a sucker for that. He eyed her as she gathered her hair and twisted it over her shoulder. Her perfect pale skin practically glowed except for a tiny black beauty mark near her shoulder. She resembled a ballerina more than anything else.

      Zane shoved that thought aside. He was getting ahead of himself. He didn’t chase women. He’d been there, done that. It never ended well. Aloof—that was how he played the game.

      The elevator doors slid open, revealing the lobby he’d only passed through about twenty minutes ago. It was empty except for the fact that it looked like an army of elves had visited. For the life of him, he couldn’t understand why Liam wanted this. A wedding was one day. Why spend all this time, effort, and money on something that he couldn’t keep?

      Whatever. This was only one of the many ways he and his cousin were different. Liam had always been so laid-back, as if his life flowed with the current of a gentle brook. Well, except for when Sarah had passed. Zane wouldn’t have wished that kind of heartache on anyone.

      The woman had darted from the elevator the second she had a chance and was now charging toward the front desk. He bit back a laugh at how ridiculous this all was. The hotel was fully booked. She should know that by now. If there was a mix-up, it was more likely that the place was overbooked. What did she expect the staff to do?

      He wandered toward the desk just in time to hear her shrill voice saying, “What do you mean there isn’t another room available?”

      Bingo.

      She glanced over her shoulder, her cheeks red and her blue eyes flashing. If he hadn’t been so amused with the situation, he might have been somewhat startled by the ferocity of it all. He forced an easy smile despite a small tremor building in his gut. Normally, he’d be the one yelling at the poor people behind the counter.

      But for some reason, he was content to let her have at it. Worst-case scenario, he’d sleep on the pull-out couch in Liam’s room.

      The woman jabbed her finger on the counter. “I demand to speak to your manager. This is unacceptable. I was told I’d have my own private room.”

      “I’m sorry, miss. There are no other rooms. Between the wedding and another event taking place this week, we’re fully booked. I can’t even offer you any of our suites.” The woman behind the reception desk licked her lips and shifted her weight from one foot to the other. “I can get my manager for you, but I promise there’s nothing they can do.” Her focus bounced from the woman to her computer to Zane then back to the woman.

      He let out a sigh and headed over to them. “Miss—” He peered at her name tag. “Courtney, I’m sure there is something that can be done.”

      Courtney shook her head. “Unfortunately, there isn’t. I mean, there are several rooms that are available for one night at a time”—she glanced at the woman again—“but you would have to move rooms every night.”

      Based on the fury that continued to build behind the woman’s eyes, Zane could tell that wasn’t a possibility. Heck, he wasn’t willing to do that either. He wouldn’t mind sharing a room with her, but based on the urging coming from the little devil on his shoulder, that wouldn’t be wise.

      “Ansley? What’s going on?”

      As one, Ansley and Zane turned around to find Liam and his fiancée behind them. Zane glanced from Ansley to Kate and back. This was the Ansley Liam had mentioned a few times. His cousin probably thought he was being sneaky, but Zane could tell that Liam was trying to play some kind of matchmaker.

      Zane’s eyes trailed over Ansley with new interest. To his credit, Liam could really pick them. Liam might want the two of them to hit it off, but he was going to be sorely disappointed. Even if they hadn’t gotten off on the wrong foot, Zane simply wasn’t interested in a long-term relationship with anyone.

      Ansley seemed to transform immediately. She sucked in a breath and blew it out, plastering a smile on her face. “Oh, don’t you worry about a thing, sweetie. This is your week, and I’m not going to let anything or anyone mess it up.”

      Had she just looked at him when she said that?

      Kate’s focus shifted from Ansley to Zane. “What’s wrong?”

      Before Ansley could brush her off again, Zane spoke up. “Looks like they double-booked our room.”

      Kate’s eyes widened. Ansley grimaced. Liam

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Newsletter
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        Return to Sweet Paradise Resort
      


      		
        Also by Hope August
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Copyright


      		Beginning


      		Also by Hope August


      		About the Author


    


  



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/sweet-paradise-resort---kindle---high-resolution---merry-misteltoe-wedding.jpg
CHRISTMAS NOVELLA

g HOPE AUGUST &






