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All For Her 

	 

	All For Her is a sweet winter romance written from Barrett Hale’s point of view. This is not a religious romance nor is it a romcom. This closed door romance does not contain bad language or sex scenes, remarkably so. This winter romance series is different than most of Jessica Caryn’s previous works. Mainly because it has a fictional resort with mountain and forest settings. Silvestre is very similar to her other fictional towns of Honey Grove, Pine Springs, and Forest Glen except there are no true mysteries. Always worth mentioning, Jessica Caryn is using pattern recognition. Most of the characters were previously written, and new characters have the same first and last name of someone she has already written. This method was intentionally used with sound reasoning.

	 

	 

	 

	
 

	Cast of Characters 

	 

	Barrett Hale (Rett) – Silvestre’s owner, engineer, EMT-P, he’s in love and waiting for Lisette to feel the same 

	Lisette Rivera (Lettie) – left Bolton & Price for a reset, now, she has granted wishes and endless possibilities    

	Thomas Wilkes – Lisette’s ex-boyfriend 

	Everett Hale (Evers) – EMT-P, Barrett’s older brother, owns Barley & Brew, mixes a great Vesper Martini 

	Dr. Sutton Hale – (prefers being called by his name) concierge doctor/resort physician, Barrett’s older brother 

	Aiden Richards – chef, co-owns Sage & Spice 

	Claire Richards – Aiden’s wife, co-owns Sage & Spice 

	Caleb Marshall – mechanic, fuel specialist 

	Carlisle Saint-Laurence – owns Hickory & Smoke 

	Deacon Sebastian – mechanic, fuel specialist 

	Dutch Brandt – mechanic, emergency road & transport services, Barrett’s friend

	Sophie Brandt – Dutch’s wife, owns Cedar & Ivy 

	Fletcher Carter – co-owns Evercrest Outfitters. 

	Greta Mae – owns Evergreen Café 

	Georgia Anne (Georgie)– works at Hickory & Smoke 

	Jake Calder (JC) – electrical engineer, emergency road & transport services, Barrett’s friend 

	Jimmy Locke – co-owns Locke & Key  

	Jessica Locke – Jimmy’s wife, co-owns Locke & Key

	Hannah Grace – works at Evercrest Outfitters 

	Imani Lewis – works at Cedar & Ivy  

	Mindy Jayne (MJ) – office manager, physician assistant 

	Melody Andrews – owns Sweet Melodies 

	Nathan Blackwell – resort security, CSO of Paragon 

	Thatcher Carter – co-owns Evercrest Outfitters  

	Phoenix Santos – owns Paragon Security Services. IT infrastructure engineer, works with Barrett and JC

	Veronica Santos – owns Oasis Spa, Phoenix’s wife 

	Roxie Simone – used to work at Guilty Pleasures (Miami), now, she works at Oasis, but she still wears her favorite boots complete with the Harajuku charm bracelet

	Vera Rae – owns Sugar & Honey Bakehouse  

	Carlo Giovanni (Arizona) – frequent guest 

	Giselle Ricci (Charleston) – new guest, Tammy’s friend 

	Danny Murphy (Cincinnati) – craftsman

	Niall Murphy (Cincinnati) – project manager 

	Dawson Flint (Las Vegas) – his company builds the cabins 

	Bianca Martinez-Flint (Las Vegas) – Dawson’s wife 

	Colt Merrick (Las Vegas/San Antonio) – Everett’s friend 

	Russ Brixton (Las Vegas/Los Angeles/Nashville) — Dutch’s cousin, Reckless Heart, singer and guitarist 

	Dex Walker (Malibu) – architect, resort/luxury construction

	Tammy Walker (Malibu) – Dex’s wife

	Murphy Hayward (Malibu) – architect, resort/luxury construction  

	Juliana De Araújo-Hayward (Malibu) –Murphy’s wife  

	Linda Alexander (Miami) – frequent guest 

	Flynn Thompson (Milwaukee) – Everett’s Friend  

	Kimber Thompson (Milwaukee) – Flynn’s wife 

	Brian Kemp (New Orleans) – frequent guest 

	Salina Kemp (New Orleans) – frequent guest 

	Declan O’Keefe (New York) – frequent guest

	Niamh O’Keefe (New York) – frequent guest 

	Damon Pierce (New York/St. Louis) – architect, designed the resort’s office and luxury homes for Barrett and his brothers

	Quentin King (Tampa) – professional photographer  

	Jana Sutton-King (Tampa) – Que’s wife, IT professional, she loves her husband and Vesper Martinis, in that order

	 

	 

	 

	
 

	Barrett Hale  

	 

	Silvestre was twenty-four-seven responsibilities. My life was a cycle of work, sleep, and repeat. None of it felt half bad with fresh mountain air and great views. It was my dream to build a town-like resort. I had prepared for all kinds of emergencies. Unpredictable weather, infrastructure issues, down trees, and blocked roads.

	Everything had been planned, except, Lisette Rivera. 

	A spark. Lisette said our chemistry started with an incredible spark. She wasn’t wrong.

	I gave her three wishes.

	The gingerbread cocoa didn’t take much. 

	Her second wish was constantly happening even before our kiss on Mountain View Lane. 

	The third wish, well, that could be whatever she wanted. 

	Lisette tumbled into my life on a snowy evening. She would wreck my heart on the way out, and I would let her.  
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	My day started at the crack of dawn, and my sleep struggle was ongoing. Maybe I would turn the corner on it after talking to Lisette. Two days. It had been two days of skipping breakfast. No coffee. No laughter. Only silence and snow. Work was done on autopilot while texting, sparingly. I was trying to do the right thing. 

	Lisette was staying on Hickory Lane, so driving past couldn’t be avoided. 

	Twice, I wanted to stop by. 

	Twice, I drove past on my snowmobile. 

	Checking in with Phoenix happened. Next was Paragon Security Services, maintenance, and a slew of other tasks. 

	 Goodbyes weren’t tough for me. People move on. That part wasn’t difficult to understand, but saying goodbye to Lisette, well, there wasn’t a contingency plan for that. 

	The thought gutted me. 

	Thirty days or thirty years, my feelings would be the same. Being with Lisette felt like Christmas and my birthday wrapped in one feisty little package. She was a inquisitive darling, practical while still being a dreamer. 

	Everything about her sparked curiosity.  

	That was rare. 

	God, I would miss her.

	A deep ache started in my chest. Love didn’t have to be a battle. It could drift in nice and settle in deep. There would be upsets along the way. That was the natural order of things. Currently, I was in a situation of my doing and not quite sure how to move forward. 

	Forget forward. 

	There was no moving on from Lisette Rivera. Staying away from her didn’t help. The feeling wouldn’t let me be. 

	A spark. 

	Lisette said we started with an incredible spark. 

	The constant intense feeling hit me straight on. Couldn’t say that had been a thing before her, but seeing Lisette stranded on Evergreen Pass with her SUV banked near a snowdrift changed everything.

	Lisette tumbled into my life on a snowy evening. She would wreck my heart on her way out, and I would let her. 

	“Are you going to spend all day in here?” Everett asked while leaning against the heavy steel door.

	The air felt cold. The fluorescent lights weren’t doing much to warm the warehouse. I hadn’t planned on doing inventory, but deep thinking happened in quiet places. 

	Everett didn’t care about that. 

	He wanted his question answered. 

	Standard worked best.  

	“I’m prepping for the storm, same as always.”  

	“We’ve had years of storms. We’re prepared. We all prep. You’re in something. Do you wanna talk about it?” 

	I spoke without looking up from the inventory list.

	“Talk? About what?” 

	“For starters, say why you have bags under your eyes. Or say why I haven’t gotten a notification to take Lettie any supplies or groceries. Maybe start there. No? Nothing? Okay. How about this, explain what you did.” 

	“I didn’t do anything,” I kept checking items off my sheet. “Stop with the questions. It’s complicated.”

	“Sounds passive to me, and that’s not like you.”  

	My brother was right. I wasn’t the kind to mince words. None of us Hale men were, but this situation with Lisette was different. It felt different. I needed to start talking, but I wouldn’t say more than Everett needed to know. 

	“She received a job offer. It’s for a firm in Chicago.” 

	My brother leisurely relaxed to hear the rest. 

	“And? I’m waiting for the complicated part.” 

	“Carson & Associates is her dream job. Lettie deserves to have it. I won’t influence her decision.” 

	Lisette had options. One included staying, but my work schedule would wear on her. Most people looked at isolation in a negative way. True, I had built a resort the size of a small town, but Lisette might need or want more.  

	Maybe it wasn’t that complicated. 

	Maybe my feelings were in play. 

	I tried using reasoning. 

	“She’ll leave. We haven’t known each other long.” 

	Everett was calmly assessing me. It wouldn’t take him long to say what needed saying. He warned me. 

	“You’re downplaying your feelings. Don’t.”  

	“This. All of this.” I motioned to our surroundings. “Is a luxury vacation for most. For us, it’s our way of life.” 

	“Silvestre is what we chose. Lettie likes it. She should get a chance to do the same. You can’t decide for her.”

	“I’m not,” I dropped the inventory list to shove my hands into my pockets. “I’m not doing that on purpose.”  

	“Ghosting her wasn’t the way to go.” 

	“I’m not ghosting her. We’re texting.” 

	“Yeah? How’s that going?” 

	“I’m being respectful.” 

	“You’re being a jerk.” Everett said without hesitating. “Little Brother, you’re smart when it comes to making anything from scratch. We live in paradise of your making. That’s proof of how creative you are. This resort, and your dedication to it is part of your craft. But love, well, you need less logic and more understanding.”  

	Instant jaw-clenching happened on my end.  

	Everett chuckled, “It’s tough, I know. Lettie is a thinker too. She’s independent in a way that doesn’t come natural for most. She’s not gonna like how this went with you.” 

	“I’m trying to do what’s best.” 

	“For you or for her?”  

	“I’m willing to let her break my heart.” 

	“Lettie should know she has your heart, first.” 

	My brother was giving advice. Interestingly enough, Everett was the wild one. Still, he was making sense. 

	My phone chimed. 

	I glanced at it. 

	My heart thumped. “Lettie wants to talk. I’m calling.”  

	I did that with Everett silently taking over inventory.

	Lisette answered my call, but she sounded unsure. 

	“Hello?” 

	I cleared my throat, “Hi. We can talk now.” 

	“I can wait,” she quickly said. “I don’t want to interrupt your workday. My text said whenever you have time.” 

	“I have time. I’m coming to you. See you soon.”

	I ended our call. 

	Everett glanced at me. “Did you hang up on her?” 

	“Yes. Lettie can say it all in person.” 

	My brother chuckled, “Guess you’ll get what’s coming. We have everything handled. Both salt trucks are ready. Deacon will be at the fuel station. JC and Dutch will be available for transport services and plowing in their trucks. I’m on shift for emergencies. Hence, my uniform.” 

	Sure enough, Everett was wearing our standard EMS uniform in gray with reflective stripes on his jacket and pants. Attention to detail had been lost while in thought. 

	“I’ll be on shift,” I told him. “Barley & Brew is open.” 

	My brother seemed amused. He said it without being asked. “Imani and Hannah Grace are in charge.” 

	I groaned loudly. “Ask Sophie to look after the bar. Better yet, notify Nathan. Things will go sideways.” 

	Everett chuckled, “I thought the same. The girls are having fun. Fletcher will check on them if I’m needed elsewhere. Jimmy and Jess are available too. We’ll make out alright.” 

	“I won’t be gone long.” 

	“Maybe. Maybe not. Either way, you’ll have an understanding on what you did wrong.” Everett walked away to take inventory. 

	My brother was right.  

	Everett and Sutton were rarely wrong when it came to advice. My normal logical reasoning wasn’t making sense. The smart thing felt like the wrong thing.

	The warehouse was left for my snowmobile. 

	My helmet was on, and I was cruising with snowdrifts everywhere. We were getting back-to-back storms. Snow season was unrelenting. Everyone was used to it. I checked the ridge early this morning. We weren’t in avalanche range. Still, it was better to use caution. 
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	It was all gray skies. The next storm was already brewing. My thoughts drifted back to Lisette. It was a snowy day like this. She was waiting on the porch with steaming mugs of coffee. Lisette was showing off her dark-gray snowsuit with fuchsia and cobalt blue zig zags across the front and back. Even her cuffs were fuchsia over her dainty boots. 

	“What? Is my outfit not to your liking?” 

	“It’s great. Lettie, you look incredible.”

	“Thanks.” She kept playfully modeling her new snow gear. “I’m a Silvestre Girl now!” 

	I laughed at her teasing. 

	Lisette was too precious. 

	Maybe this was only a temporary setback. 

	It didn’t take long to reach Hickory Lane. The road was off-limits for snowmobile practice. Another storm meant the drifts would be unpredictable. My road crew needed a day or two to set it right. Taking the hill wasn’t a problem. 

	Living away from the main part of the resort meant extra privacy. The noise from my snowmobile couldn’t be helped. Lisette probably heard it. Sure enough, she was waiting on the porch in a parka, hat, and gloves. 

	Intense guilt happened while parking. 

	I quickly navigated a snowy path to the porch. 

	“Hi, you’ll have to reset your system. The power grid is a bit shaky. We’re expecting high winds, tonight. It’s better to overprepare.” 

	“Is that what you’re doing with me? Overpreparing?”  

	Lisette sounded hurt, but she met my gaze without blinking. Tears were in her eyes.

	I had it wrong. 

	She wasn’t hurt. 

	Lisette looked well past pissed off. 

	I didn’t want to risk upsetting her more. 

	“Lettie, give context. I’ll answer honestly.” 

	A sharp look came spiraling my way. 

	Yeah, I wasn’t gaining any points. 

	I stayed quiet. 

	There wasn’t a wait time. 

	Lisette spoke without hesitating. 

	“Context? Sure. You iced me out. I got a job offer from Carson & Associates. You did a complete three-sixty.” 

	There was truth to what she said, but it wasn’t a three-sixty. Lisette meant a one-eighty. That meant turning away from her. Three-sixty would bring me back to her. 

	Being with Lisette was a good place, better than most. I wanted to be anywhere she was. Here, Chicago, wherever, and however she’d let me. It wasn’t the time to say that. 

	Lisette was getting angrier by the second. 

	Honesty wouldn’t help the situation. 

	Still, I said it. “I was giving you space.” 

	“Space is usually given when a person asks for it.” She angrily shot another scathing look in my direction.

	 “I didn’t ask for it. I was shocked by the job offer. I wasn’t expecting it. I didn’t lie about it, and I didn’t expect things to get all weird and awkward.” 

	All of this was my doing. 

	None of it was on Lisette. 

	I needed her to know that. 

	“Lettie.” 

	She instantly cut me off. 

	“Are you saying my name in warning? If so, don’t. This is getting weird. Well, normal people weird. Yes. We’re doing it. We’re arguing. I’m mad at you.” 

	Lisette was so precious. She was ready to take me on with her fists clenched to get her point across. 

	That was adorable too. 

	It wasn’t the time for compliments.  

	Another intense look from her confirmed that. 

	Lisette didn’t flip to our first language. Still, she was good and mad. The next part proved that. She kept angrily rambling with Spanish accenting every word.

	“What happened to being aware? You usually give people what they need, not what they want. You didn’t do that with me. You decided. You were wrong. All kinds of wrong.” 

	Lisette’s delicate voice was trembling. She stopped to regain control. Lisette wasn’t wrong. Maybe I thought she wanted space to figure things out. Clearly, she didn’t need it, and I should’ve asked. Our communication dropped because of me. Lisette was upset and confused by it. 

	I calmly spoke.  

	“Sweetheart, we can fix this. Please don’t cry.” 

	It touched my heart the way Lisette quickly comforted herself. Most people hadn’t been taught to self-soothe. Lisette learned, and that happened instantly without influence from me. She took a deep breath to calm down. 

	“I’m not a crier. I’m not. My feelings always get set aside to make a sound decision. I can’t. I can’t do that, not with this. You’re still using cute nicknames. We had a good thing going and then you ignored me. I’ve been missing you for two days, but that’s okay. Go back to the two word texts, and being all professional. I don’t care.”  

	I had to skip the nicknames. 

	Lisette wasn’t for it. 

	I kept it honest and direct. 

	“I’m sorry for hurting your feelings.”  

	“You should be sorry. I didn’t do anything wrong. I was communicating and excited about so many things.”  

	“Lettie,” I said her given nickname while moving closer, not wanting to manipulate her feelings. 

	I was at the beginning stages of love. Saying that could change everything, and not in a good way. 

	The wind had kicked up. The storm was on its way, but all I saw was Lisette. Her big brown eyes were assessing me. She was questioning my motives, and her lower lip was quivering. 

	“Lettie, My Sweet.”  

	Saying that was the wrong move. 

	Lisette’s eyes narrowed. “No. You did not. No. Don’t even try it. Don’t be charming. Seriously, don’t do it.” 

	Lisette was on guard with her arms crossed. She would protect and maintain her boundaries at all costs.  

	A promise was made to her, out loud and with care.  

	“I won’t touch you. I never meant to hurt you. I was trying to put distance between us. I didn’t want to come between you and your choices.” 

	“It wasn’t up to you. Rett, you don’t get to decide.” 

	“You’re right. I don’t. I love you. I want you for selfish reasons. I was trying to take my feelings out of it.” 

	My reasons didn’t have to stop there, but Lisette’s eyes widened more. She blinked while looking confused.  

	Lisette went back to staring. 

	“What?” she quickly rambled. “What did you say?” 

	Relief happened in knowing it was confusion and not anger, but experiencing her sassy temper was deserved. 

	I calmly spoke again. “I was being selfish.” 

	“Before that.”  

	“I put distance between us.” 

