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  Chapter One

Harper


The familiar chime of the bell over the door rings through the shop, and I grin when I see my best friend.  
Angel glances around the shop and hurries to the counter, eyes wide like she has fresh gossip. “I never knew the antique shop had so much male clientele.”
I roll my eyes and continue sanding the edges of the shelf I’m refurbishing. “I thought you were going to tell me something new.”
She tilts her head, waiting for one man to walk by. “I think that’s one of the investors,” she hisses, nodding to a guy who showed up in town a few days ago.
“Maybe?”
“Are they stalking you?”
I snort and wave to the man in the corner, who’s been looking at doilies for fifteen minutes. He’s tall, rugged, and definitely not interested in anything in this shop. When he sees that I caught him watching us, his cheeks redden.
I nod to him when he looks away. “Rhett might be? I would think there’s plenty to do on his ranch, but he’s been here almost daily.”
“Seriously?”
“He spends like thirty minutes looking around, makes small talk while he buys a little trinket, and then leaves.”
It’s a good thing his family owns most of the farmland on the outer edges of Jasmine Hollow. They probably have a barn filled to the rafters with random antiques, thanks to his newfound obsession with collecting knickknacks from The Keepsake Corner.
Angel leans over the counter and lowers her voice. “And what about the guy over there?” She points her chin toward the tattooed, hoodie-clad figure looking through records. 
“Wait until he turns around,” I whisper conspiratorially.
As if he can hear me, he turns just enough to reveal his perfectly chiseled profile and tousled blonde hair. With a hoodie and ripped jeans, I think he’s going for that look that he hopes appears effortless, but it’s obvious he spends all morning in front of the mirror.
Angel gasps and I hide a smile. 
She peeks at him again and leans over the counter. “Is that Owen?”
I nod, my stomach twisting with the ache of all my old feelings for him. “He’s also been in here every day for the last week.”
“Does anyone know he’s in town?”
I shrug. “No clue.”
“Do you think Cooper knows?”
“Do you think Cooper Grey comes in and chats with me?”
Angel chuckles and taps her nails on the counter. “I can’t picture him in here.”
Neither can I. I wouldn’t have guessed I’d ever see his younger brother in here, either, but there he is. Watching me. Owen smirks at the two of us and turns his attention to another crate of records.
“I think they can hear us—”
“Oh, we can most definitely hear you,” says the third man crowding the little shop. 
My cheeks instantly heat. While I’ve known the other two my entire life and have had years to come to terms with my crushes on them, this guy is new in town. He’s all polished in a perfectly tailored suit, a jawline that would make statues weep, and an intense gaze that makes my knees weak.
Angel laughs and leans close but doesn’t lower her voice. “Are you sure you don’t want to be part of the auction? It’s going to be a lot of fun.”
This gets Rhett’s attention. The doilies drape over the shelves, totally abandoned, as he hangs onto Angel’s every word.
More than my cheeks are hot now. There’s no way I’m putting myself up for auction in front of the whole town. Her and her triplet sisters, Noelle and Holly, are hosting an auction in a few weeks. That’s plenty of v-card selling for the whole town.
Don’t get me wrong. The cause is great—they’re saving an old historic house that’s been around since Jasmine Hollow was founded, and sometimes I long for more adventure, but my most exciting hobby is refurbing old furniture in my spare time. The thought of standing on stage to auction off my virginity is way beyond what I can handle.
“I’m perfectly fine behind the scenes,” I assure her. Or maybe myself? “In fact, I found an old podium that dates to around the same time the house was built. I’m going to check it out this weekend.”
“Oh!” Angel fusses over the picture I show her. “I love it. But it says it’s ninety miles away.”
I shove my phone beneath the counter and shrug. “So? I love road trips.”
“If only I could go.” Angel throws her hand over her forehead. “I have so much stuff to do here, though. And you’ll be all alone for 90 miles…each way.”
“What’s wrong with you?” I grind out.
She just shrugs and waves with a sugar-sweet smile. “Have fun!”
And with that, she’s gone.
But I’m far from alone.
As the familiar old bell chimes over the door, I’m very aware of the three men closing in on me from different corners of the store.
With each prowling step they take, the old floorboards creak, and I back up, my heart racing as I run into the wall and box myself behind the counter.







  
  Chapter Two

Rhett


If Harper thinks she’s going on this road trip alone, she’s sorely mistaken. Lately, I’ve wanted more than the casual friendship we had in school. I want more than the plain nothing we’ve had nowadays. 
I think my brother, Henry, was shocked when I started offering to do the errands in town a month ago, but I was getting lonely on the ranch. Out there, there’s way too much time with my brothers and not enough time with Harper.
Putting up with the crowds downtown is worth seeing her. Sure, Jasmine Hollow is small, and some might not consider the foot traffic very thick, but compared to our perfectly peaceful, isolated property on the outskirts, Main Street is always teeming with people.
For days, I’ve been trying to build up my courage to talk to Harper and I was so close to asking her out, but then Owen showed up. The guy’s a year older than us and disappeared from town his senior year. 
He shows back up, tattoos up his arm, messy blonde hair, and the same sour expression he had the last time I saw him. Like he’s too good for us. Too good for the town that raised him.
His brother, Cooper, is the polar opposite. My own brothers and I are different from each other, but not on a fundamental level like the Grey brothers. 
When I saw Owen walk into the shop last week, I was hot on his heels. What purpose did he have for being in an antique store?
And then he came back every day, just like I was doing.
If his purpose is the same as mine, I’m screwed.
In school, everyone loved Owen. He had this edge to him that made all the girls giddy when he’d so much as look their way. He seems to still have that. If he wants Harper, I don’t have a shot.
The second Angel announced Harper’s solo trip, he locked in on her. Along with this other guy I haven’t seen before this week.
It’s like the wolves are descending on Jasmine Hollow right when I get the courage to go after what I want.
And I’m not good with words. This stranger is saying something to Harper right now and I can’t even bring myself to cut in and say what I want to say.
I lean against a post near the register and fold my arms over my chest. I might not have words, but I’m bigger than these two and that has to count for something.
As soon as I get into the most relaxed position I can summon, Harper’s eyes dart to mine. And as much as she takes my breath away, the fear in her eyes goads me to talk. “Are these guys bothering you?”
Her cheeks redden, and she shakes her head. “No, I—” Her eyes shoot to Owen and then to the mystery guy before settling back on mine. “I don’t know if I can go get that podium alone.”
“I have a truck,” I offer, my heart thumping hard against my folded arms.
“So do I,” Owen adds imprudently. He doesn’t even bother to disguise the jealousy in his voice.
“Where’s the podium?” Mystery Guy asks.
Harper holds up her phone and he takes it from her, letting his fingers linger on her hand way longer than he needs to.
Mystery Guy taps his chin. “Oasis. I need to pick up a few things there.”
“Convenient,” I mutter.
Harper’s eyes flash to mine and I look away, feeling like a fool. Here I am, in a pissing match with these two guys, and I don’t even know if Harper’s interested in me.
But I have to try.
That trip goes across the mountain pass and I won’t be able to focus on anything the day she leaves if I’m not with her, knowing she’s safe.
“I’ll drive us,” I blurt, my palms uncomfortably sweaty.
The store falls silent as we all watch Harper.






  
  Chapter Three

Harper


“I  knew they were all in there to get a piece of this action,” Angel says, grinning at me.
I groan, dropping my head in my hands. “What have I gotten myself into?”
When Owen, Rhett, and the smooth stranger—who I now know is named Mason—all offered to pick the podium up with me, I let my heart take over and said yes.
To all of them.
I’ve ridden in Rhett’s truck. It has two benches, but it’s going to be a tight fit. It’s really our only option, though. Owen’s truck is from the contracting company he owns—a nice little fact I pointed out to Angel and Holly when they asked if he’d gotten his life together yet—and only fits two people.
Rhett’s was the only viable option.
“When will they be here?”
“Rhett’s going to be here soon, and then he and I are picking each of them up.”
Angel’s face splits into a huge grin. “This is incredible.”
“What is?”
“You didn’t want to lose your v-card in the auction with us. Not with us, but you know what I mean—”
“The three of you could get a lot more money if you auctioned yourselves as a set,” I tease, knowing this is one of the only things that will ruffle her feathers.
“Seriously, Harp. That’s disgusting.”
“And auctioning off your virginity isn’t?”
Angel sticks her tongue out and turns me
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