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Summary: After six years of dating, Brett knows it’s time to propose to his girlfriend Amy. He’s had the ring for four months, but something keeps him from popping the question Amy longs to hear. He decides to seek advice from his friends, who all meet up for a weekend every summer at the Comal River to pick their fantasy football teams and float on the river. When the guys meet four girls at the river, none of them could’ve foreseen the life-changing events that would unfold.
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{1. Romantic Comedy - Fiction. 2. Young Adult - Fiction. 3. Comedy - Fiction. 4. Sweet Romance - Fiction.}
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I dedicate this book:

To my son, Braxton. You are more than I could’ve ever hoped and prayed for. Thank you for your love, your giggles, and for allowing me the privilege to watch you grow up.
I love you more than words could ever describe.

To my friends who allow me to join them at the river every summer

for some of the best times ever!

Look for the upcoming urban fantasy 
warrior fairy book series:

Wings & Thorns
A fantasy action-romance series created by Rebecca Torrellas
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She never imagined one glance would have such disastrous consequences. When a tiny fairy encounters a breathtaking human, her heart thumps, and her wings flutter. She should have flown away, but the forbidden allure was too irresistible.

When the human is kidnapped under mysterious circumstances, she and her best friend risk everything to save his life. As they dig deeper into the enigma, nothing is as it seems. Sinister forces have diabolical plans, and the duo must convince the other fairies in their colony to help rescue the human — a sworn enemy. But a bigger threat is on the horizon. Their actions come at a grave cost, and the colony may not be strong enough to face a powerful foe.

Alliances will be forged. Sacrifices made. But will it be enough? The fate of the humans and the fairies is at stake.
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For a list of all published and upcoming books in 
this series, visit the official website: 
www.wingsandthorns.com
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Join the Mailing List for Wings & Thorns

Look for the werewolf 

urban fantasy book series:

HoWl
Created by Rebecca Torrellas
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HoWl At the WateR
HoWl At the WiNd
HoWl At the FiRe
HoWl At the EaRtH

For a list of all published and upcoming books in this series, visit the official website: www.howlseries.com
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For more information on the author, 
Rebecca Torrellas, visit:
www.rebeccat.com
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​Chapter 1
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Brett Wilson finished packing his bag, making sure to pack the two most important things for his trip last: His list of football players he wanted for his fantasy league and his engagement ring.

He had repeatedly debated whether or not to take the engagement ring to tell his friends he was finally going to propose to his girlfriend of six years. Amy Pierce had been pretty clear she was ready for her last name to change, and, at 27 years old, she was prepared to walk down the aisle.

He looked up and glanced at a picture of them he had next to his bed. Amy was five-foot-six with an athletic build, dressed in a yellow bikini. Her long, highlighted hair danced in the wind as her perfect smile outshone the sunlight. She was sexy, and he knew he was lucky to have her in his life. They met at a university in Austin, Texas, in their senior year and decided to stay in the city after graduation. He studied finance and had been working at the same accounting firm for almost five years. Amy was a civil engineer, consulting with the city on road construction. Austin was continually expanding, and Amy made sure the city was keeping up with environmental codes and standards. She was smart and protective of the planet, hoping her future Wilson children would have a better world in which to live, learn, and play.

But the more Brett looked at the picture, the more he felt something was off. It wasn’t his six-foot build, blue-gray eyes, short, brown hair, or chiseled jawline. He enjoyed working out and wanted to make sure he kept up with his healthy girlfriend. However, the fact that they were a gorgeous couple, stable and prosperous, somehow didn’t solidify everything for him. He picked up the black box and opened it. In it was a beautiful one-karat round diamond on a simple platinum setting. It was the best quality diamond they had in his price range, and it was stunning. He had the right ring and a fantastic woman. She’d be an excellent role model for his future kids. So, why was he going to show the ring to his guy friends before proposing to her? He’d had the ring burning a hole in his drawer for four months now and still hadn’t figured out how to ask her. Maybe he was hoping his friends could help plan the big moment. Amy was a woman with high expectations, and he knew he’d have to really impress her with the proposal.

He chuckled to himself at the thought that ten drunken guys floating the Comal River in New Braunfels, not too far from Austin, were going to be of any help. Most of them were already married with kids, and their sense of romance had transformed into children’s activities. He and his college buddy Nate were the only bachelors left. Nate was friends with Amy, so maybe he could help come up with something Sunday morning after all the festivities had trickled down to a hangover and brunch before coming home.

His thoughts were interrupted by the sound of a key turning the lock on the door.

“Hi, honey! Are you still home?” he heard Amy’s voice say.

“I’m still here,” He quickly responded as he repacked the ring and zipped up his old black bag, making sure that a black shirt he packed covered up a hole the bag had from years of wear and tear.

“Good! I knew you guys had planned to leave at one o’clock, so I took an early lunch,” she said as she kissed him on the lips. “You packed?”

“Like a Boy Scout,” he joked.

Amy looked down at the bag and quickly became annoyed.

“I bought you a new bag! Why are you using this old thing?” she fussed.

“For the nine years I’ve been doing this, I’ve gotten the best running back in the league, and I’m not about to let go of my crown,” he explained. “It’s a milestone year!”

“It’s trash! Look at this thing. It’s got more holes than Swiss cheese,” she scolded. “With the right amount of wind, your boxer briefs will fly off the back of Mike’s truck and land all over the road.”

“About that,” Brett began, realizing he had forgotten to tell Amy an important announcement that he knew he would regret mentioning. “Mike isn’t coming.”

“Oh really? That’s allowed now?” she retorted.

“His wife is having her baby a few weeks early. The baby caused sugar issues or something like that,” he informed.

“It’s called gestational diabetes, Brett,” she snapped. “So, does Mike get to pick his players remotely?”

Brett reluctantly nodded.

“Good, then you can do the same,” she instructed.

“Oh, here we go,” he mumbled.

“Stop pretending like you guys don’t go hook up with co-eds at the river,” she commanded. “Please, I wasn’t born yesterday. It doesn’t take a weekend to pick a team. And you can do it remotely now. The only reason to go there is to screw drunk and desperate whores that float by. That’s why you guys have your unbreakable ‘Bro Code.’ You wouldn’t need a stupid code of silence if nothing shady were going on.”

Brett, sick of the same argument for the last six years, had little patience left to deal with it.

“I’ve said it before; I’ll say it again and repeat it every year of my life until it finally sinks in that some of the guys vent — whether it’s about their kids or their wives or whatever else. It’s the one time a year when we can go back to who we all were in high school and college and leave the stress of work and family behind. That’s all,” he insisted.

“Do you vent about me?” she angrily asked.

“If you continue with this argument, I will,” he warned. “Go hang out with your girls. You barely see your friends.”

“Unlike you, I’d rather stay home with my lover and spend time together,” she sniped.

“Yes, because this is so much better than relaxing while floating down the river,” he replied, clearly annoyed by the whole argument.

“Well, if we were already married...”

“Just stop right there,” he immediately interrupted. “The last thing we need to do is veer from one repeated argument into another.”

“Six years, Brett,” she insisted.

“I said stop,” he blurted.

Amy grew silent. Brett sighed in frustration. This is not how he wanted things to be between them before he left for his trip.

“Amy, I can’t keep doing this. If you have a timeline or expectation, or you think I’m cheating on you when I hang out with my guys, then I’m sorry I’m the horrible man not living up to your standards, and you can walk out the door. No one is forcing you to stay with me. However, I’m not going to be bullied or guilt-tripped into making decisions that affect the rest of my life and the life of my family. You’re a good woman, but damn!”

Amy’s brown eyes began to fill up with water. She wiped them away as quickly as she could.

A repetitive and annoying car horn could be heard approaching as Brett picked up his bag and headed for the door. As he reached out to unlock it, he paused and then turned back to Amy.

“I do love you, Amy,” he said. “And if I haven’t shown it enough for you to trust me while I’m out with my friends, then I don’t know what to tell you.”

Amy approached Brett and gave him a passionate kiss that made him drop his bag and put his arms around her. Amy’s expectations were ludicrous in his mind, yet he still felt compelled to appease her.

“I love you, too,” she whispered as they kissed.

She wanted him to stay. She never trusted a bunch of guys and alcohol together in an area where drunken girls were ready to throw themselves at them. She was prepared to move past the getting drunk-with-friends stage. College was over; it was time to become more sophisticated, have a family, and enjoy the fruits of their labor.

Amy worked hard. Her parents instilled a strong work ethic early on in her life. Not only did her parents both excel at their jobs, but they were also pillars of their community and were of service to others through charity work. She was the fourth child of five and wanted to live up to her parents’ legacy. She honestly felt that if the way someone lived their lives wasn’t making the world a better place, then it was being wasted. And, for her, Brett playing fantasy games while getting drunk at the river wasn’t doing anything to make the world a better place. If anything, these guys were embarrassing themselves, pretending like they hadn’t reached their adult stage.

Her feelings on the trip weren’t appeased or changed as the doorbell rang incessantly, along with a pounding on the door.

“Come on, Wilson, get out here!” screamed a male voice. “Mike’s waiting!”

“Did he just say ‘Mike’?” Brett asked Amy, who also looked surprised.

“I don’t think Janet would let him go if she’s ready to deliver?” Amy thought.

“Wilsooooooooooooooooooooooooooon,” the voice yelled again.

Brett opened his door to find a maroon double-cab truck parked outside his condo with three of his friends surrounding it, holding a life-size cardboard cutout of a heavy-set man smoking, holding a beer with his wrinkled, button-down white shirt outside of his baggy khaki pants.

“Mike Rogers, I didn’t think you were going to make it,” Brett said, laughing at his friends.

“Ten years, ten guys — we couldn’t have it any other way,” Brett’s high-school friend Charlie Barnes said. His other friends, Chris Stark and Nate Killian, who were friends with Amy, were also along for the ride.

Nate, a brown-eyed, dark-blond with an athletic build, climbed up the few steps to the condo entryway to give Amy a quick hug. Chris and Charlie came up behind him.

“I hope you guys did your thing ‘cause we plan to bring him back useless and hungover Sunday,” Charlie, who shaved off his hair once he started balding, warned Amy.

“Thanks for the heads up, Charlie,” she reluctantly said, faking a smile.

“Leave her alone, man,” Nate said as he playfully pushed Charlie away from Amy. “She’s a lady; she doesn’t need to hear any of that.”

“Thank you, Nate. That’s very sweet of you to say,” Amy agreed.

Chris ran over to his college friend, Amy, and wrapped his freckled arms around her.

“It’s always good to see you,” he said.

She rubbed on his auburn goatee for a moment.

“Sarah warned me you grew a goatee,” she teased.

Chris, Sarah, Nate, and Amy were regulars at the country bars in Austin on the weekends before Amy met Brett. Chris loved to country dance and always showed off to the girls with his skills. Amy was a bridesmaid in Sarah’s wedding to Chris four years ago and was hoping to return the favor if Brett ever asked.

“Does she like it?” Chris asked Amy while grabbing his goatee as he walked back toward his truck.

“I swore I’d never tell,” Amy joked.

“Nice!” he responded as he got to his truck. “Alright, guys, off we go! The Comal is calling!”

Charlie picked up Mike and put him into the trunk, his head popping up in between his seat and Brett’s in the back.

“Do we need to face him like he’s checking out our legs?” Brett joked.

“You don’t think that’s realistic? This is Mike we’re talking about here,” Charlie teased as he closed the trunk.

Chris reconfigured his navigation app on his cell phone as he said, “Don’t forget to log out of your social media accounts and remember: no pictures, no last names, no snitching, and, most important of all...”

“No memory!” they all chanted together as they high-fived as best as they could around cardboard Mike.
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​Chapter 2
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Carli Danvers, wearing a black sundress with flowers all over it and her long, straight, light brown hair with highlights hanging halfway down her back, packed her navy Ford Explorer with everything she could think of for the river trip. She re-checked her list to make sure all necessities were in the car: the tubes, a pump to blow up the floats with, two bikinis, a towel, bathroom stuff, river shoes, pajamas, socks, a blanket, her wallet, and drinkware. She also made sure she had a tight, plastic cell phone case to protect her phone from any water, so the girls could take all the selfies they wanted while in the river.

“Oh, crap, I need my hair dryer,” she said as she walked back into her house.

Carli’s friend Evangeline Boseman was the first one to arrive. She’d barely taken her bag out of her gold Sonata when Carli came back out with another bag.

Evangeline looked at the back of Carli’s SUV and asked, “Is there enough room for everyone’s stuff back there?”

“Hi Evie! Yeah, I know. I’ll make it work,” Carli assured her. “But I’m the one bringing all the supplies, you guys just need the clothes, so you guys could put your bags on your feet.”

Evangeline grabbed her bag back out and opened the back driver-side door to put her stuff down. She opened a pocket in the front of her brown bag and pulled her shoulder-length, straight brown hair into a ponytail.

“I’m not even going to attempt to sit up front. I know Scarlet and Sahara are going to fight over the radio, so I might as well let them and stay away,” she said.

“It’s good to have goals,” Carli teased. “I hope Sahara is up for music and fun. I don’t think I’d be able to make this trip after finding out my father is on his deathbed.”

“I know. I figured she’d cancel when they found out he was terminal,” Evangeline agreed.

“Well, she said her parents were going back to Africa for a short, romantic vacation before he gets too bad,” Carli explained. “Then, she plans to take over his care for a while at her parents’ house until hospice needs to be called.”

Evangeline’s mood turned somber.

“That’s so sad. I don’t know what I would do without my parents,” she said.

“I know,” Carli replied. “I’m glad we delayed the trip this year and that she’s able to make it, even with the horrible circumstances. But let’s not be sad around her. If she wants to get her mind off of things, we need to help her do that.”

As Carli and Evangeline began moving some of Carli’s bags and boxes around so she could fit her new bag, their friend Scarlet Barton drove up, parking along the curb.

“That’s a lot of stuff,” said the tall, short-haired redhead with blue eyes. She was wearing a long, loose, light-blue T-shirt, which showed her black bikini top strap. She had her bag on one arm and sunglasses and a straw hat on the other.

“Just put your bag up front with you,” Evangeline instructed.

“Glad I packed light this time,” Scarlet replied.

“Trust me, if we don’t have it, Carli has it,” Evangeline joked.

Curious, Scarlet went to the back of the Explorer and looked at some of the bags Carli had packed.

“Okay, I get the shampoo and conditioner, but why are you bringing a straightener and a hair dryer?” Scarlet inquired. “We’re going to be in a river, and we have a heated pool behind our condo. If our hair is dry at any point, we’re doing something wrong.”

Evangeline chuckled and said, “Didn’t you see her nails? Her fingers and toes are perfectly French manicured.”

Scarlet scrunched her face, looking at Carli like she was a strange being.

“You know this river has things like cement slides, rocks and other things that could ruin those,” Scarlet pointed out. “I just hope that, with all this stuff, you remembered the important stuff, like our tubes, rope, and sunscreen.”

Carli’s greenish eyes expanded in realization.

“Sunscreen!” she exclaimed as she ran back into the house.

“I have so... never mind,” Scarlet said as she smiled at Evangeline. “I’d check for the tubes and the rope and make sure she has those. Everything else we can probably find easily. Where’s Sahara?”

Carli, speaking from just inside her house, yelled, “I called her and left a voicemail, but I haven’t heard back.”

Evangeline chuckled.

“Why do you bother calling her? She rarely answers her phone, much less checks her voicemails,” she said. “Anyway, she texted me earlier that she got caught in traffic coming out of town.”

“I couldn’t deal with living in downtown anymore. I have no idea how she does it,” Scarlet opined. “I mean, I guess it’s nice that she can walk to work, but it’s a pain to get out all the time.”

“Traffic in Austin just sucks in general,” Evangeline added.

Carli, who was walking out with yet another bag, said, “Sah just called me. She’s almost here.”

Scarlet, Evangeline, and Carli went through everything one last time while Sahara got there. Sahara Roman, who had on jeans, boots, and a long-sleeve shirt, grabbed her bag from her trunk and ran up the driveway to meet the girls. Her long, brown, wavy hair looked like it hadn’t seen a brush yet.

“Sorry, guys, I’ve been running late all morning. Luckily, I packed last night, so everything is ready to go,” she said as she dropped her bag into Carli’s vehicle and ran back to her car.

Scarlet looked at her outfit and asked, “Where are you headed? You can’t possibly be floating the river in jeans.”

“I know. I had to run into work this morning, so I brought everything and came straight from there,” Sahara explained as she walked back down the driveway. “It won’t take me long to change.”

Sahara went back into her trunk, grabbed a box, and closed it.

“What’s that? There’s not much room left in the back,” Carli warned.

“It’s two bottles of tequila, a bottle of rum, and a bottle of vodka,” Sahara revealed with a smile.

“Okay, we need to make room,” Scarlet said mischievously, smiling and moving a few bags around. “Sah, why don’t you go ahead and change while we work on this? That way we can leave right after you’re done.”

As the girls repacked the vehicle, Sahara went to change. She had just bought a black-and-white-pattern bikini for their annual river trip. She looked forward to it every year. Her job at a daycare in downtown Austin was gratifying, but spending time away with grown-ups was much needed. Her daycare took infants up to six weeks old, and she loved to care for them and watch them grow. She was lucky that, for now, all the parents she had to work with were excellent. There were times when some hovered over everything, making things tense and stressful. However, Sahara was fortunate to have a giant reserve of patience, which made her willing to compromise with parents and appease their concerns easily.

Sahara put on a white sundress over her bathing suit and cute, black sandals she bought for the trip. She sprayed herself with lavender, her favorite scent.

She finished her outfit with silver stud earrings and shook her wavy hair out before quickly packing everything back into her bag.

“I’m ready!” she yelled as she headed out the door.

Sahara jumped into the backseat on the passenger side and fastened her seatbelt as she heard Carli’s navigation system begin their route. They would be at their condo in 53 minutes.

“Can we stop somewhere for cigarettes?” Scarlet asked.

“We may want to pick up lunch, too. I don’t want to go drinking down the river without eating anything,” Evangeline mentioned.

Carli turned off her navigation, saying, “We’ll get there eventually.”

Scarlet laughed and said, “I don’t know why you even started that thing. It always takes us like three hours to get there with all the stops.”

Carli turned right, heading towards the gas station.

“I had hopes that just this one time, after six years of doing this, that we’d get there in less than an hour. You’re crushing my hopes, Scarlet,” Carli teased.

“Glad I could help,” Scarlet responded.
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