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You cannot escape the reality of tomorrow by evading it today...

Ethan Mitchell flees New York to Oahu to escape a family scandal. He doesn’t want to be a part of it. He ends up meeting Ava Hunt, the woman who owns the rental house he is staying at. 

The two end up being friends despite a frosty beginning. She agrees to show him around the island to places the rest of the world doesn’t get to see. They hook up, and he thinks he might change his mind about bachelorhood. 

She thinks he might be the one despite not looking for love. 
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Want to read more...

For FREE?

Sign up for Autumn’s newsletter

And she’ll send you updates on new releases, ARC copies of books and a whole lotta fun!

Sign up for news and updates!
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“Sir.”

I heard the soft voice, but I ignored it. I didn’t want to leave the quiet nothingness of sleep. I didn’t move a single muscle. I didn’t change my breathing. Nothing. I hoped the person disturbing my very peaceful sleep would move along.

“Mr. Mitchell.” The voice was a little louder, and I felt a soft hand on my arm near my wrist. 

I stayed still. There was no way we were already at our destination. If she was trying to wake me up to ask if I wanted a drink, I was going to be pissed. 

“Ethan,” she said loud and clear.

My eyes popped open. If we were falling out of the sky, I supposed I wanted to see the Pacific Ocean coming at me. “Yes?” I asked, immediately awake and alert.

“We’re landing,” the flight attendant said softly. 

I rubbed my face. Apparently, I had slept longer than I thought.  “Thank you.”

I sat the chair up and lifted the window shield to watch the descent. I felt my stress melt away. Crystal clear blue water stretched out below. The blue water contrasted with the lush green that covered the island. Oahu. I needed the ocean and the sand. I needed warmth. I wanted to be somewhere that allowed me to move about without anyone knowing who I was. I needed to be far from my family. From New York. 

The private plane dropped in altitude. The green faded to tall buildings covering every inch. Houses and hotels created a barrier along the shoreline. It wasn’t exactly the seclusion I’d thought I wanted, but I hoped it was enough for me to get some peace. I’d considered renting an island retreat for myself, but then I remembered I liked food and the ability to run to the store to get things. 

The flight attendant returned to take a seat next to mine. She buckled her seatbelt and looked over at me. “How long are you staying in Hawaii?” she asked. 

“I’m not sure,” I answered. “Couple weeks. A month. I’m not sure.”

“Are you fleeing the cold in New York?” she laughed. “I would love to be able to stay. It’s so beautiful. I love it when we get charters here.”

“Something like that,” I said and looked out the window. 

“I was surprised to see your name on the manifesto,” she said. “I know who you are. I thought you had your own private jet.”

“I do. I chose not to have my own jet fly me here because I didn’t wish to be followed. People have all those tracking apps and stuff. It’s obnoxious. I’ve got people bitching I fly too much. People wait for me at the airport to ask me to donate to this or that or accuse me of who knows what. Sometimes, a guy wants to be alone.”

“Ah.” She smiled brightly. “You’re hiding out. I can understand why. Your company is huge. I bet you can’t go anywhere without being hounded. I’ve watched some of the speeches you’ve given. You’re very good. People would follow you anywhere.”

“And they do,” I said with a heavy sigh. Sometimes, being rich and powerful was not all it was cracked up to be. 

“Maybe you just need someone to run interference for you.” She grinned. “Act as a distraction.”

“Or I put on my Yankees hat and sunglasses and go undercover.”

I knew what she was doing. She wasn’t the first woman to look at me and decide I would make a nice husband or doting boyfriend. It wasn’t me she was looking at. It was the name and the money. Maybe I was jaded. I doubted it. Unfortunately for the pretty brunette, I just didn’t have the energy to mess around with anyone. Even if she was very easy to look at. Even if I could probably spend one very glorious night with her. I wasn’t in the mood. 

“Are you going to be meeting someone here?” she asked. 

The plane touched down, bounced, and then coasted across the runway. “No,” I replied. 

“We’ll be in town a couple days,” she said. “If you need someone—"

I cut her off before she could embarrass herself. “I’m here for the solitude,” I told her. “I’m going to relax. Alone. I need some downtime.”

I saw the moment she got the message loud and clear. I didn’t want to be a dick, but I really wasn’t interested. “I hope you get some rest,” she said with a tight smile. 

“Thank you.”

I probably would have taken her up on her offer if the circumstances were different. I knew it was bad when I didn’t want to hook up for a night of fun with a beautiful woman. I had to get my head straight. 

Once the plane came to a full stop, I got to my feet. I was a little overdressed in my tailored suit for a vacation in Hawaii, but I didn’t want anyone to see me and think I was going somewhere warm. I was running away. I wasn’t trying to leave any breadcrumbs, which was why I’d booked the flight in the company name. People could be a little stalkerish. It wouldn’t be hard to track my personal jet and follow me to Hawaii. 

I grabbed my briefcase and walked off the plane. My bags were immediately fetched by one of the airport employees. “Mr. Mitchell?” the young man asked. 

“Yes.” I nodded. 

“We’ve got your car waiting,” he said and pulled my heavy suitcase across the tarmac. He hooked the garment bag with my suits over his shoulder. 

I followed behind him with my sunglasses firmly in place. I’d gone from a dark, cloudy New York to a bright and sunny climate. The humidity was no joke. In the distance, I could see storm clouds. I had been to Hawaii many times. I knew the rain could come out of nowhere. It rained and then it was gone, and the sun was back high in the sky. I hoped that was the case today. I needed sun. 

“Should I load your bags?” he asked eagerly. 

“Yes, please,” I answered. I knew he was angling for a big tip. I was happy to give it to him. “I’m going to get the keys.”

“I’ve got them right here,” he said. 

I wasn’t sure how I felt about that. I hoped like hell he had not decided to take the Porsche out for a spin. I had rented the car from a private dealer. I wanted freedom with a side of luxury. I was planning on a trip around the island with the top down and the sun on my head. It had been too long since I had gotten to drive anywhere. 

He popped the trunk and put my suitcase inside. It barely fit. When he attempted to put my garment bag in the trunk, I stopped him. “That can go in the backseat,” I said. 

“Of course.” He nodded. 

He insisted on doing it. He handed me the key, and I gave him a hundred-dollar bill. “Thank you,” he said with a grin. “Anything else you need, I’m your guy!”

“Thanks,” I said. “I think I’ve got it from here.”

He gave me an enthusiastic wave and rushed back to the building. I took off my suit jacket and tossed it into the passenger seat before sliding behind the wheel. I pulled out my phone and pulled up the address for the rental house. On the website, it looked perfect. It was one of the few properties on a couple of acres. It was secluded. I had gone back and forth between renting a house on the beach or something out of the way. I could see the beach any day. I needed the privacy. 

GPS put me at the house in forty minutes. I started the engine and listened to the purr. I put it in gear and pulled out of the parking lot. I hadn’t been driving for more than five minutes when the sky opened up and drenched the world around me. 

It was perfect for my current mood. Despite the rain, it was still beautiful. I remembered the many happier times that had brought me to the island. My family and I had visited Hawaii many times. When I was in my teens, my friends and I convinced my parents to let us have our own summer vacation. Those were the good days. Days without the weight of the world on my shoulders. Ever since I had been moved into the CEO position, my life was nothing but meetings and numbers. 

And now scandal. 

I sped up the windshield wipers to try and keep up with the downpour. My route to the house was winding with hairpin curves and a cliff on one side. If I pushed the Porsche any faster, it was almost a guarantee I would lose control. I would spin out and possibly go flying off the cliff. Given the Porsche was a shade bigger than a tin can, surviving would be pretty unlikely. I wanted to run from the bullshit at home, but I didn’t want to die. I would get through this. It was going to be brutal, but I would survive. I just hoped the company did without any major hits to our bottom line. There was nothing I could do about the reputation. It was going to take a hit no matter what I did. 

I whipped around the corner, the back end slipping a little but my years of driving like a bat out of hell kicked in. I was able to pull it out of a spin and prevent myself from meeting an untimely death. I told myself to slow down, but I couldn’t resist the urge to hit the gas. The adrenaline made me feel alive. The car hopped sideways as I took another sharp turn. 

My phone started ringing. I had almost forgotten it was on. I glanced down at the screen out of sheer habit. That was all it took. When I looked up at the road, I was heading into a sharp right turn way too fast. 

“Fuck!”

My heart stopped. Adrenaline wasn’t what I was feeling. It was sheer terror. All thoughts of wanting to just go off the edge vanished. I wanted to live. I wanted to see the ocean. I wanted to sleep in late and drink coffee on the deck of the house I’d rented. I shifted down, knowing I would only make it worse if I slammed on the brakes. I slowed down, got into the corner, and accelerated to drive myself out of the danger. I was in the oncoming traffic lane and dangerously close to the edge. A flash of light ahead of me stopped my heart again. 

“Fuck me,” I groaned. I shifted down once again, lurching the car and easing back into my lane. I managed to get out of the wrong lane seconds before the oncoming car passed by me with the driver laying on the horn and flipping me the bird. 

I didn’t really blame the guy. I had come within seconds of killing both of us. The close call was enough to get me to slow down. It had been a stupid move. I listened to the instructions from the GPS and found my way to the driveway I had seen in the listing. The car wasn’t really meant for the muddy road leading up to the house. The Porsche might not have been the best idea. 

I didn’t know if any of this was the right plan. I got out of New York because I didn’t want to deal with the bullshit. I was exhausted. I had to make a change in my life or I really was going to drive off a cliff. I was thirty-seven and felt like I was going on eighty. My life was passing me by, and I had nothing to show for it except money. I was successful and wealthy, but I could honestly say I wasn’t happy. I was a consummate bachelor. I didn’t even realize just how lonely I was until the other day when I felt my world closing in and I had no one to talk to. No one even knew I was gone. My life was unfulfilling. I didn’t know if I needed a woman or just a change. I hoped my time in Hawaii would help me figure out what I needed. 
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“Kyle!” I called out the name on the side of the cup. “Caramel macchiato!”

A man that was obviously a tourist stepped up to the counter. “Mahalo,” he said with a grin, as if he was fluent in the local dialect. 

I moved on to the next drink order. It was a typical afternoon at the coffee shop. Unfortunately, it wasn’t a great day for tips. I poured the coffee over the ice in the cup and squirted in chocolate syrup. 

“Holly!” I called out the next name. 

It wasn’t a glamourous job, but it helped pay the bills. All of my jobs did. I felt like I was always working. I checked the time and realized I was supposed to have been off ten minutes ago. I needed to get over to the rental house and make sure it was cleaned up and ready for the client. My little rental property side gig was growing, which was great for the income, but it was also more stressful. The house was my latest acquisition. It was bigger and a little out of my way, but I was able to charge more. The vacation rental property thing was something I’d stumbled into. So far, it was working out. Except it was kicking my ass with all the running around. I couldn’t afford to hire a cleaning company. I had to do it on my own. Along with the maintenance. 

“Cindy, I need to go,” I said to my manager. 

“Five minutes,” she said. 

I rolled my eyes. “Fine, but then I have to go. I have a client checking in in an hour.”

She slid over two cups. “To the big house?” 

“Yep.” I nodded. “My first client. The person that rented it says it’s just one man.”

“Ha!” she laughed. “You’re going to have a bunch of frat boys in there.”

“Don’t say that,” I groaned. “I purposely chose the house because it was off the beaten path. It doesn’t invite the party type.”

“Uh, maybe the fact it’s off the beaten path is exactly why it’s inviting,” she said with a laugh. 

“You better be wrong. I cannot afford to redo all the work I already did. That house put me in the red really fast.”

“You made it beautiful,” she said. “It’s going to be a hot ticket once you get some reviews.”

“I hope so,” I said. “I’m going to go belly up if it fails. I put everything into buying that house.”

“It’s going to be fine,” she said. “I’m just going to be sorry to lose you when you start making the big bucks. You’ll be a real estate tycoon by next year.”

“From your lips to God’s ears,” I scoffed. 

“Did you finish the bathroom?” she asked as we worked alongside each other. 

I nodded. “I did. It looks good if I do say so myself. Thank goodness for YouTube.”

“You’re going to be building your own house soon enough,” she teased. 

“Not a chance,” I laughed. “I took a chance on a fixer upper. If it doesn’t pay off, the only house I’m going to build is my straw hut. I will lose everything. I’m mortgaged to my eyeballs. I’m not sure if it was the right decision. I might have bitten off more than I can chew.”

“It’s going to be fine,” she assured me. “Once you get a few reviews, you can up the rental price, and it will pay for itself. I’m sure of it.”

“Thank you,” I said with a sigh. “If not, I’m going to be looking for another job.”

“How in the world do you plan on finding the time to take on another job?” she asked. “You have what, three?”

“And all of them combined still don’t pay the bills,” I replied. 

I made decent money for a single woman. I would be doing just fine, better than fine if I didn’t have a massive debt over my head. I felt stuck in the mud. I couldn’t seem to move forward. The medical bills were ridiculous. I had argued and negotiated my father’s medical bills as low as they were going to go. Now I was making huge monthly payments. I couldn’t miss a payment. If I did, all my negotiating was for nothing. The money I made at the coffee shop was what I used to pay the medical bills. The money I made from my three rental properties was how I kept a roof over my head. 

When my dad died, he was penniless. He’d been sick for a while. The insurance he had was pretty useless. He always tried to convince me to just let him go. He didn’t want to be a burden. As if I could just give up on him. When he passed, it was devastating. Then came the cost of the funeral, and the medical bills seemed to keep coming in for months after he died. The burden nearly pulled me under. I refused to quit. I was determined to pay every penny. I was so close and yet so far. I was hoping the new rental house would push me over the top and I could finally move forward with my life. 

I finished my shift and quickly rushed out to my car. I grabbed my purse and pulled out my makeup bag. I took a moment to freshen up after getting steam in my face the last few hours. I didn’t think I was vain, but I wanted to present myself as a professional for the client I was going to be meeting. Assuming I met him. I was running late, which meant there was a good chance I might see him. I headed for the market to pick up a pineapple and a cheap bottle of wine. 

The idea was to provide a nice welcome basket of sorts. The pineapple was a fun way to welcome the person to Hawaii. I did it with the condo I rented out. It was always mentioned in the reviews. The wine was extra because the house was extra. The guest was going to be my first review. It had to be good. 

I checked the time and cringed. I was running late. I hoped he was as well. I rushed home to my small apartment in a not-so-great building. I would have lived in one of my own properties, but I could make more renting it out. I was keeping my eyes on the prize. There was a light at the end of the tunnel. I was hoping I would be able to pay off the medical bills in a year. Then it was full speed ahead and getting on with my own life. 

Traffic was horrible as usual. Rain was adding to the chaos. Tourists were rushing around, trying to avoid the rain and not paying attention to traffic. The height of tourist season was over, but we always had tourists. I finally made it home and rushed into my ground floor apartment. Roxy, my Lab mix, hopped off the couch to greet me at the door. 

“Hey, girl.” I rubbed behind her ears while rushing toward the back door that opened to the very tiny yard I got to claim as my own. “You’ve got two minutes to do your business, then I have to go again.”

I opened the door and let her out. She knew the drill. She ran in circles looking for the right spot. I pulled off the shirt splashed with coffee and whipped cream stains and tossed it in my dirty clothes basket. I rubbed on some deodorant and spritzed on my favorite fruity body spray. I hoped it would cover the scent of coffee that was sure to be clinging to me. 

I stripped out of the black pants that were part of the uniform for the coffee shop. I wasn’t trying to be fancy when I met the client. I wanted to be casual and welcoming. People came here for the Hawaii vibe of laid back. I refused to wear Hawaiian shirts. I pulled on a pair of jeans and scanned my closet for the right top. I went with the black top with shoulder cutouts. The black booties I wore all the time were by the door. 

“Roxy!” I called out. “Come!”

I put on my shoes, ran my fingers through my thick, dark hair and called it good. Roxy’s nails clacked across the vinyl floor as she rushed in. I refilled her water dish and tossed in a little kibble. 

“I’ll be back in an hour,” I said. “Maybe two. You be a good girl. We’ll go for a walk when I get back.”

I rubbed her ears and kissed her nose. She was my best friend and the most loyal living thing I had ever met. I’d rescued her three years ago. She was a mutt but she was my mutt. I guessed she was a golden Lab mixed with I didn’t know what, although she was smaller than a Lab. I was guessing maybe some hound dog, given her ears. She wasn’t the prettiest dog on the planet, but she was mine. 

I grabbed my purse and rushed right back out the door. It was the story of my life. I was always rushing to one place or another. I checked the time and winced again. “Dammit.”

The house was about twenty minutes from my place. Thankfully, the rain was slowing. Unfortunately, that just meant the tourists were climbing out of their little hidey holes and clogging the streets once again. I turned right and hit the gas. My new rental property was away from the hustle and bustle of the tourist attractions. It was deep into the lush green of a hillside. I would have loved the house for myself, but not yet. When I bought the place, it had been in foreclosure and in rough shape. That was just over six months ago. I’d been busting ass getting it renovated and ready to be lived in. There was still more to be done on the place, but it was good enough for now. The property didn’t look like much from the outside, but I had dumped money into the kitchen and master bathroom. A real estate investor told me to put my money there first. 

I hoped he was right. If this thing blew up in my face, I was screwed. I might be able to sell it and break even, but then what? I hit the dirt road and slowed down. That was something I would have loved to be fixed, but it was a county road. The driveway to the house was much better. I just had to get my renters to the driveway without wanting to turn around and cancel their reservation. 

“Please,” I murmured. 

I hoped my renter wasn’t one of those that expected the Ritz while paying Motel Six prices. 
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