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      I don’t know where I’m going.

      A helicopter picks me and eleven others up in Roanoke and flies us to a small resort in the middle-of-nowhere West Virginia for a week of digital detox. I know four of the others personally and the rest by reputation, except for one. We all have some sort of social media fame.

      None of us talk much while in the helicopter. I’ve never been on one before, and I wonder if any of the others have either. Probably. I’m guessing the silence is because they are just as nervous as I am to be without a connection to the real world.

      Though, the point is to do a digital detox. The doctor told me I was too wound up and needed to get away from work for a while, or I was going to have a heart attack by age thirty. I try not to think too hard about that.

      She’s right though. My stress level is through the roof, and there’s no reason for it. I’m successful, with a rock-solid business. But I’m always reaching for the next best thing, and I’m absolutely obsessed with my phone. I scroll through my messages and social media feeds at least a hundred times a day. It’s like I can’t get enough, and it’s killing me.

      Literally.

      So here I am.

      I grab my suitcase and watch Jade, who stands out in a designer tracksuit with her makeup perfectly done. The three bags in front of her are all Louis Vuitton, and they look heavy. Her perfectly shaped eyebrows furrow as she stares at them.

      “I can carry one of those for you,” I say, hoping maybe we can get through this week without fighting.

      “Oh goodness, thank you. I had no idea how to carry them all.” She takes the two smaller ones and drags them across the grass, leaving me her heaviest, which is twice as large as my own. She and I have never really gotten along, and I’m not happy about seeing her on this retreat with me.

      A few perky girls meet us as soon as we touch down and whisk us away in fancy golf carts to our cabins, which are deep in the woods. The crisp and clean air smells of pine and dirt, and the feeling of being surrounded by nature makes everything seem a little sweeter. Mae, one of the perky girls, drops me off and says she’ll be back in thirty minutes to take me to lunch.

      The cabin is small but functional. It has an air of newness about it, as if it had a recent upgrade. The kitchen is tiny. I know it’s only a week, but I normally don’t go a day without baking or cooking something. At home, it’s the only way I destress, but I don’t think I can cook much in here. I open a few cupboards and find snacks, but nothing to bake with. The countertops gleam under the light filtering through the small windows, and the couches are made of real leather. There are small wood carvings of trees and owls sitting on the end tables.

      I don’t know what I was expecting, but I guess we social media divas need our luxuries. This is definitely not roughing it. It’s almost as nice as my condo in L.A.—minus the kitchen of course. I installed a restaurant-quality stove, oven, and fridge in mine. I live right downtown and adore city life. But there’s something peaceful about this place that I could never find in the city. Plus, it’s thousands of miles away from my mother and sister.

      My fingers itch for my phone, but it does me no good here. The cell service is nil, and there isn’t much I can do in airplane mode.

      That is the whole point.

      I need to change my clothes. At home, I mostly wear flowy dresses and skirts, but here, I have no idea what kind of activities I’ll be doing, so I’ve only packed leggings and jeans.

      I pull on the leggings and  put my hair into two long braids since the weather here will make my hair go frizzy in just a few minutes.

      A half hour passes, and I’ve literally looked at my phone ten times and groaned in frustration each time. The constant headache and blurry vision from staring at the screen too long are still present.

      I set my phone down in the other room so I’m not tempted. I stare out the window at the trees. I used to hide in the trees in our yard when I was a kid because my sister was afraid of heights and wouldn’t follow me. I had long legs and no fear. Mom would yell at me to come back down. When I didn’t listen, she sent Dad out, but he never yelled. He usually climbed up and just talked to me.

      Five minutes later—the longest five minutes of my life—a knock sounds on my door.

      Mae comes in, all business-like, wearing board shorts and a tight t-shirt that says Whisper Springs. She’s carrying a small safe with a handle. I wonder how she landed this gig at a resort in the middle of nowhere, helping entitled social media junkies to work through their addictions. It’s not a career that people dream about.

      She sets the safe on the coffee table and sits in one of the comfy leather chairs. I sit on the couch across from her. Definitely taking a nap later on this thing. Maybe this week won’t be so bad after all.

      “Now, you’ve signed up for the full digital detox program. Most guests aren’t that brave.” She gives me a smile of encouragement and continues. “That means we take all of your electronic devices, and you get a personal guide for the week. Me.” She gives me another smile, and it seems genuine. “I’ll take you to your activities and act as your BFF if you want me to. We aren’t a rehab program, so we don’t have a slew of therapists on staff, but we do have group meetings every day for social media addicts, if you want to join. Otherwise, you can vent to me. I know you were hoping for this week to be relaxing and fun, and it will be at times, but at others, it’ll be extremely difficult and probably lonely. When you make friends at lunch, plan something to do with them later. We can keep you busy, but if you have support of others in the group, you’ll feel better and less stressed.”

      I nod, unsure of what I’ve gotten myself into. But then I think back to what my doctor said.

      Mae pulls out her paperwork, and her eyes light up. “Oh, you’re the One Thing girl.”

      “I am.” I’ve been the One Thing girl since my first year of grad school. Dee, my business partner, and I started filming, and I nearly dropped out a year later because the money was so good.

      “I didn’t recognize you at first, but now I see it.”

      “I don’t do a lot of my own videos these days. There are too many ‘One Things,’ so I have staff who do the videos. For the past several years, I’ve only done the cooking and baking videos, but last year, we brought on Dezi to do the cooking videos, and our stats skyrocketed.” I don’t know why I’m babbling. This girl doesn’t really care about why everything changed. But I do.

      According to Dee, who’s been my best friend since high school, I was getting too old, too fat, and too tired to keep interest up. She didn’t use those words. She was very nice about it, but that’s what I heard. And I hate that she was right. But for crying out loud, I’m only twenty-seven, and I’m a size 10. I shouldn’t resent Dezi, but I do. I hate that she does things for our business that I can’t.

      I get the tired thing though. Once my fun hobby turned into a business, everything changed, and sometimes now, I’m so tired I can hardly think straight. Thank goodness for a good staff. I wouldn’t function without them.

      Our business was founded on tips. It started with baking and cooking tips since I’m really good at that. Short one-minute videos: One thing to make your chocolate chip cookies stand out. One thing to make sure your bread is soft. One thing to make your sweet and sour chicken more delicious.

      It morphed into home improvement, self-development, health, and more. I have several people doing videos for me since the only thing I’m an expert in is baking and cooking. I show up on each channel a couple of times a month, just so people know I’m still involved, but mostly, I’m behind a desk now. One Thing is bigger than I ever intended, and yet, I still want more. The ironic thing is that my business gives out health and fitness tips when I can’t even keep myself healthy.

      Something is missing in my life, but I don’t know what. There is, like, this gaping hole. I miss having a person who I can share things with. It used to be Dee, but lately, she is more my business partner than my best friend. I miss her.

      “Well, it’s nice to meet you. I’ve been a fan for years. I wouldn’t know how to wear makeup without your tips.” Mae opens the safe. “Please put all of your electronics in here. We’ll lock it, and I’ll give you the key. Then we’ll drop it off at the big safe on the way to lunch.” She eyes me funny. “Are you okay?”

      “I don’t know.” I release the death grip I have on my phone. I’ll live. It’s only for one week. I can do this.

      “It’ll be okay. I promise.” She seems amused, which she should be. It’s pathetic really, my addiction. Even though I’m not really on camera for the business anymore, I still have my own personal channels. It’s a big part of my identity.

      “I haven’t been away from my phone for more than five minutes in fifteen years.” And I can’t just blame that on my job. I was addicted long before I became a social media influencer.

      “You’ll have lots of distractions. Don’t worry.”

      I thrust my phone into my pocket, dig out my laptop and iPad, and put them inside the safe. Then I look at her. She just smiles wider. I slowly take my phone out of my pocket and place it in the safe. She swiftly snaps the lid, locks it, and hands me the key.

      “Now, we’ll put this away. Lunch will just be you and the other guests. Family style near the gazebo. Then tonight, there’s a big dinner party and dance at the lodge. All of the staff will be there as well as those who own the residences on the⁠—”

      “Wait, you can buy a cabin here?”

      “Cabins like yours are not available for purchase, but there’s another part of the resort with larger homes on the hill for our residents. Some residents just come here for short vacations, and others live here longer term. They want a permanent place to go rather than renting a cabin.”

      “Sounds lovely.” It’s beautiful here, but I can’t live without wifi. One week, maybe. All the time, no. “What else is on the agenda for the week?”

      “A few of the influencers set up classes like yoga. We’ll have games, campfires, and service opportunities later in the week. Oh, and tonight, we also have a bachelor auction as well.”

      “Bachelor auction?”

      “It started as kind of a joke when we were operating in the red, and it helped us get the hideaway program up and running. Now we do the auctions for local charities. Tonight’s auction will help fund a program for foster kids. Three of my brothers-in-law get auctioned off for dinner dates. My mother-in-law always does it on the first night of hideaway weeks in the hopes that, after one of those dates, she’ll end up with a new daughter-in-law.” Mae laughs, and my gut clenches.

      It’s been five years since my last date. Just before I left, Mom told me this wasn’t going to work, that the real reason I’m stressed is that I don’t have a boyfriend or husband. She’s always on me for not doing things the way she thinks I should. To her, success is a rich husband who takes care of you. When I let slip that I was going on this trip because I was having health issues, she jumped all over that. She believes my business is why I’m not married yet, that it’s a barrier between me and true happiness. I’ve fought so hard to prove her wrong, and now she feels like she’s been vindicated.

      I clench my fists.

      It’s not that I haven’t wanted to date. Though part of me doesn’t want to, just to spite my mother. The bigger problem is time. My busy work schedule has always taken priority, and now I wonder if I’ve missed out on opportunities for a real relationship. On one hand, I’m content with my success, but on the other, I crave the companionship and intimacy that comes with a long-term partnership. It’s a constant internal battle between ambition and loneliness. Though with TikTok thirst traps and steamy romance novels, who needs anything else?

      I try to open the front door, and it doesn’t budge. I have to pull three times before the door jerks open. Mae gives me a grin. “Sorry about that. I’ll get someone to fix that for you before the day’s over.”

      “It’s fine. My apartment door does the same thing.”

      “We’ll fix it. We don’t want you inconvenienced in any way.”

      We head outside and climb into the golf cart. The lush green trees and rocky cliffs surround us, creating a cozy atmosphere. The air is crisp and cool. I can’t shake off the feeling of being completely cut off from the outside world. It is both charming and a little unsettling at the same time.

      We drop off the safe, leave the airy office, and head back outside. Mae stays on the porch to chat with a guest. I stop at the bottom of the stairs and close my eyes as I breathe in the fresh air. I take a couple of steps forward and run smack into solid man flesh. I stumble back and almost fall over. Two strong hands grip my arms, and my stomach flutters. I press my hands against his stomach to steady myself. Then I glance up and nearly pass out on the spot.

      “You okay?” the man asks. He’s tall with deep brown eyes that I could lose myself in. I only come up to his chest, and I’m five-nine. He’s got dark brown wavy hair and a thick beard. He’s devastatingly handsome. That I can handle. What I can’t handle is that I know him. Obsess over him. He’s the man who stars in my dreams at night.

      I cannot utter a word.

      Mae grabs my hand. “She’s fine. Just a little upset that she had to give up her phone.”

      The man—otherwise known as Levi the Lumberjack—smirks. “One of those, huh?”

      My face flames, and Mae nods vigorously, jerking me out of the man’s grip. I’m tempted to lean into him instead of going with Mae, but then I’d look like an idiot.

      “Let’s go.” Mae leads me away.

      “You seen your jackass of a husband?” Levi glares down at Mae.

      “Maybe he’s in the office.” Her face pales, and I wonder for a second if she’s afraid of Levi. He seems angry, but Mae seems bothered by something else.

      Levi is a huge social media star. But so is everyone else here this weekend. This guy though… Not a day goes by when I don’t get my Levi the Lumberjack fix at least two or three times. His wood-chopping videos are my favorites, but he does other things as well.

      He’s been my imaginary boyfriend. And yes, it’s weird. But I can’t be the only woman out there fantasizing over a man she’s never met. I don’t even know if he’s married. I might be pining over a man with a wife, for all I know. Though, the thought that he might be married never occurred to me until this moment. In my dreams, we fall in love at first sight, even though he has other women falling at his feet. I never, ever thought I’d meet him in real life. He and his sister have this act going on like he doesn’t know he’s being filmed, which is probably why he’s never at influencer conferences.

      We don’t get more than two steps away when Levi shouts out. “Seth. I’m not doing it. You can’t make me.”

      We spin around and watch Levi, now with the second man, Seth. Mae still clutches at my arm. “Are you scared Levi is going to hurt him?” I ask, unsure why she’s upset.

      Please, please say no. I don’t want to watch my illusion crumble into pieces. Staying here will be hard enough. I wonder if he’s just another guest who wasn’t on the helicopter for some reason.

      Mae shakes her head, but we continue watching the boys. A Doberman and a puppy that looks like it might be hers—except it’s too fluffy—play next to them. The puppy breaks away and begins chewing on Levi’s shoe.

      “I can’t, but Mom will.” Seth crosses his arms and gets right up in Levi’s face. Mom? He lives here? “She’s done eight of these things, and you’ve never once stepped up. Mark’s sick tonight, and you’re taking his place. Noah and Isaac will be there as well. Unless the lemurs escape again.” He scowls. “Then Ethan will be there instead.”

      Levi jams a hand into his hair and sighs, his body deflating. “I’m not good at that kind of thing. How do I even talk to them?”

      “You were a marine. Surely, they asked harder things of you. Relax. It’s just dinner. Two hours. Ask the lady questions, and she’ll do all the talking for you.”

      He rubs the back of his neck. “I guess. But I’m doing this for Mom, not you.”

      I can’t take my eyes off of him. I somehow stumbled onto Levi the Lumberjack’s home. This is crazy. He picks up the puppy and walks away. Seth spins toward us.

      “Hey, gorgeous. How’s my favorite wife?” He swoops down on her and gives her a kiss that makes me blush. He pulls away. “Are you doing okay? Drinking enough water? Not lifting anything too heavy.”

      “I’m fine. This is Hannah, by the way.” She waves her hands nervously.

      I expect him to stick his hand out, but instead, he engulfs me in a hug. “Welcome to Whisper Springs. I hope you have an amazing time. You’re the one going full-on detox, right?”

      I nod, wondering how he knows that.

      “Then you’ll be the only one running around without a phone. Well, except for Levi. I don’t know how he does it. Anyway, Mae will take amazing care of you. Just don’t let her overdo it, okay?” He glances at his watch. “Gotta run. See you at dinner.”

      He gives her another kiss—quick this time—and takes off in the same direction Levi went, the Doberman trotting along beside him.

      Mae stares after him and sighs. As soon as he’s out of view, she glances at me. “You alright there?”

      I swallow and wipe my sweating palms on my jeans. “That was Levi the Lumberjack.”

      “I thought maybe you recognized him. There are complications with Levi. We need to find Abi before we head to lunch, and she can elaborate.”

      We climb into the golf cart, and she chatters as we drive. “You know the deal with Levi. He has no idea about his videos. I’m pretty sure Abi explains that on his socials. She’s his sister and tricks him into making videos. He doesn’t do social media, so he won’t find himself. And we keep our fingers crossed that nobody tells him.”

      “I thought that was all an act.”

      I’ve actually talked with his sister before. She did an Ask Me Anything about him, and of course, I couldn’t resist. I asked how she managed to keep it all a secret. She answered the question on the video, something about being sneaky, but then she messaged me later, and we chatted about how difficult it was to secretly film him and how she felt guilt over betraying his trust. She was so convincing, but I still didn’t buy it. I’m on some feeds with other Levi fans. None of us actually believe he doesn’t know he’s being filmed because ninety percent of what’s online is fake and everyone in my world knows that.

      “It’s not. It’s very real. We worry that someone from the influencer weeks will recognize him, but so far, we’ve been lucky. He mostly hides away when people are here.”

      We stop at a big house up on the hill. An older woman is holding a baby, and a younger woman closer to my age watches them. A couple of collies and another puppy like the one Levi picked up play at their feet.

      “Is something wrong?” the older woman asks Mae and me.

      Mae shrugs. “Hannah, meet Terry and Abi.”

      I smile. “It’s nice to meet you. Who’s the baby?” I want to fangirl so badly. Abi’s so good at what she does. I know I am too, but I’ve always been a fan of hers. Mostly because of Levi.

      “That’s Lily, Abi’s daughter.”

      “She’s beautiful.” The baby is tiny. I haven’t been around many kids so I have no idea of her age, but her cheeks are squeezable, and she’s got dark wispy hair on the top of her head.

      “Yes, she is.” Terry gives her a kiss on her forehead. “My second grandbaby. I have eight grown children and only two grandbabies. It’s a shame.” She smiles at Mae. “Well, and one on the way. But I do need more. This is how I should spend my days—rocking babies on the porch. Isn’t that right, Lily bear?” She cuddles Lily to her chest and runs her finger gently down Lily’s nose, cooing.

      Abi rolls her eyes. “Be patient, Mom. The boys will all settle down eventually.”

      “Abi, can we talk to you?” Mae asks with a glance at her mother-in-law.

      “Sure. You okay with Lily, Mom?”

      Terry nods. “Go, and don’t come back until it’s time to feed her again.”

      Abi chuckles and follows us down the porch steps, the puppy fumbling after her. We walk a few feet away from the house, and then Mae spins on Abi. “Hannah recognized Levi.”

      The color drains from Abi’s face. “You can’t say anything. Please don’t say anything. We have such a good thing going, and I’d hate for it to go away. This is officially our eighth hideaway week, and I keep waiting for people to recognize him. So far, we haven’t had any issues. A few of the long-term residents know, but they want to keep the secret as well.”

      “I won’t.” I’m impressed that nobody’s pointed that out to him yet, and I’m still flabbergasted that he doesn’t know. That it’s not an act. Abi’s even better at what she does than I thought.

      Abi looks suspicious. “Why? Most people think what I’m doing is wrong.”

      “Because I’m a bit obsessed with him, and I don’t exactly want the videos to stop.” I fan my face and try to play this cool, but inside, I’m freaking out a little bit. No more Levi the Lumberjack? That would be awful.

      “Okay. But you don’t understand what’s at stake here. He has millions of fans. He cannot find out because, as soon as he does, Levi the Lumberjack will disappear from the social media feeds. All of them. He will demand that not a single shred of evidence remains.”

      “I won’t say anything. I promise. I understand how important this is.”

      “She’s the One Thing girl,” Mae explains.

      “Oh my gosh. I love your stuff. Lately, I’ve been devouring the baby One Things. I’m still getting the hang of new motherhood.”

      “It’s nice that you’ve got Terry. What about your boyfriend or husband? Does he help a lot?”

      Abi’s face darkens. “He’s not in the picture.”

      I was doing so well there. Then I opened my mouth and inserted my foot. “What’s your puppy’s name?”

      Abi scratches him behind his ear. “Sugar. He’s a sweet talker and gets whatever he wants.”

      I reach over to pet him. “He’s adorable. What kind of dog is he?”

      “A Doberman collie mix. Seth thought Deka was fixed. Apparently, she was not. He was livid when he found out she was pregnant. But look at the cutie pies we got out of it.” Abi squishes her puppy’s face and kisses him on the top of his head.

      Mae rolls forward on the balls of her feet. “Are you sure you’re not going to say anything? If you are, we’d like to do some damage control first.”

      “Yes, I’m sure. Don’t worry about me.”

      Abi’s eyebrows rise. “Okay. I gotta get back to Lily. We’ll chat later, yeah?”

      I thought this week would be rough, but now that Levi the Lumberjack is in play, I’m not so sure. It looks like I can get my fix without my phone.

      Hopefully, he won’t notice.
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      Mae parks the golf cart next to a gazebo. Just beyond, a circular picnic table is set up with a gingham tablecloth, sunflowers in mason jars, and bright red and yellow plates. It’s adorable and perfect. The weather is nice, sunny and breezy. I’m the last one to arrive, and everyone else is chatting.

      They stop when I sit, and everyone looks at me. “I’m Hannah,” I say.

      “We know.” Jade rolls her eyes. So it was going to be one of those weeks.

      “You’re the One Thing girl,” Matt says with a grin and a wink. He’s a self-help guru I’ve been following for years. “We all want to be you.”

      Well, that’s a bit dramatic. I give him a smile, which is probably awkward-looking, and reach for my glass of water, trying to avoid all the eyes on me. I used to love the attention that came with people recognizing me, but now I feel the weight of their expectations on my shoulders, and I have no idea how to meet them. Plus, these aren’t normal people.

      I’m not ugly by any means, but I’m not gorgeous either. I’ve always been average. Forgettable. The rest of the influencer group are pretty and memorable, by looks alone. That’s why they’re popular. The thought of disappointing anyone terrifies me, yet I also dread being trapped in this cycle of constantly trying to please others. My future feels uncertain and overwhelming.

      Everyone else introduces themselves, which is a little amusing because I know almost all of them, even if they don’t realize it. There’s only one girl I don’t recognize, but she doesn’t say what she does. All the others gush about their success as if it’s a competition. I don’t know why we feel the need to peacock here. We’re obviously here because we’re stressed out and need a break.

      Everybody has their phones out, taking pictures or videos. All their focus is on the camera, and there’s nothing real here. Nobody is getting to know each other because it’s all an act for their subscribers. Two hours into my detox, and I already recognize the problems.

      The first course arrives, and it’s a gorgeous strawberry salad. Phones are out everywhere, taking pictures while I dig in. The sweetness of the strawberries matches perfectly with the bitter spinach and the poppy seed dressing.

      “I can’t believe you actually gave up your phone,” one of the Starry Sisters says. She and her twin do elaborate science experiments, and I cannot tell them apart. They both took at least a dozen pictures of their salad. Which I understand. You have to make sure you get every angle because you never know which picture will turn out best.

      “I know. But I’m an all-or-nothing person.” My mom and I don’t get along, but this is something she drilled into me. If you’re going to do something, do it all the way.

      Jade snorts. “You’ve got that right. You should have just stuck to cooking.”

      “What’s that supposed to mean?” I clench my jaw and take a deep breath, preparing for yet another snide remark. We’ve met at conferences before, and she loves picking fights with me. It doesn’t help that I’m not one to keep quiet. My hands ball into fists at my sides.

      She leans forward, malice in her eyes. “When you released your makeup One Thing, I lost ten percent of my followers. I don’t know why you feel like you have to be into everything. You just want to steal everyone’s followers.”

      I only did the makeup One Thing so there would be options out there for women who didn’t start out looking like supermodels. But I don’t say that. Even though I probably should.

      As the table falls into an uneasy quiet, I can feel their eyes on me. My heart races as I wait for someone to come to my defense, but no one does. Even Matt and Carson, who I thought were my friends, are nodding in agreement with Jade. How can they all be against me? And yet, if I don’t stand up for myself now, how will I ever earn their respect? This is a ridiculous situation.

      “Maybe if your makeup tips were better, your followers wouldn’t feel the need to follow me instead.” I put my head down and take another bite of food. I probably shouldn’t have said that. If I had explained the idea of makeup for real women, they might have understood, but Jade brings out the worst in me. I wait for her to retort, but she doesn’t. Matt chuckles, and Carson mutters what sounds like “Burn.”

      The conversation starts up around me again. It’s no secret that I’m not super well-liked in the influencer community, but I didn’t realize they thought I was stealing followers. I thought it was because of what I said about Olivia, a fellow influencer.

      Jade takes out her phone and snaps a picture of her salad. The Starry Sisters are trying to get the best angle for a selfie, and Matt has lost himself in a game on his phone. I suddenly feel very left out. Even though they don’t have service, every single one has found a way to still use their phones.

      I finish my lunch and head toward the gazebo. It’s a nice afternoon, and the air is filled with the sweet aroma of freshly cut grass and the faint scent of nearby flowers. I reach for my phone to take a few pictures of the grounds, but it’s not there. Where’s my phone? Did I forget it on the lunch table?

      Oh yeah. It’s stowed away in that safe. At least I have the key.

      As I walk into the gazebo, I glance up and realize I’m not alone. Levi is sitting across the way with his puppy playing beneath him. The puppy spots me and bounds over. I scoop her up and snuggle into her fur. I didn’t realize Levi was out here, and I wonder if he overheard the conversation at the table.

      I should say something to him. But what? Hey, I love watching you swing your axe. Or, hey, that video of you repairing the cabin steps with your shirt off was super sexy.

      Nope. Can’t do that.

      Nothing intelligent is coming to mind, and the only other thing I can think about is this sweet puppy. Ahh, hello, Hannah. Ask what her name is.

      But Levi gives me a glare and stomps out of the gazebo. Apparently, he heard their talk at the table. My stomach sours. His puppy wiggles out of my arms and chases after him.

      A few minutes later, Mae sits next to me. “This is one of my favorite places. I sometimes read here in the middle of the night when I can’t sleep.” She glances back at the table. “Did you not like lunch?”

      “The food was fantastic. But it’s hard being around all of them when they have their phones. I keep wanting to rip them out of their hands.” I don’t want to tell her the real reason—that none of them like me and that I’ve now embarrassed myself in front of my obsession.

      I can’t help but stare as Levi walks across the field, the fluffball not far behind. I should not be this obsessed. Geesh. Mae follows my line of sight.

      “I knew this would happen. I keep telling Abi to fess up, but she won’t. He’s going to find out one day. Too many people know. But they are like you. They don’t want it to stop.”

      I nod absentmindedly, thinking about the first video I ever saw with him in it. “You ever meet a guy and fall instantly head over heels for him? That’s what it’s been like for me with Levi. Although technically, I haven’t really met him. But the second I saw the videos, I couldn’t stop watching. And then seeing him today in person… I don’t know that I’d be able to string two words together if I had to talk to him.”

      Mae sighs. “I actually do know what you’re talking about. But I think maybe if you just get to know him, you’ll feel differently. Right now, he’s not a person. He’s a fake fantasy in a few videos. You should bid on him for the auction tonight. He’s never done it before.”

      “I don’t know.” I can’t even date normal men correctly. I’d totally screw things up with him. It’s better to leave him strictly in fantasyland.

      Abi wanders over with her baby all wrapped up against her chest. Mae looks up at her. “I told Hannah she should try to win Levi’s date tonight.”

      She snorts. “Nah. You won’t get your money’s worth with him. He’ll give you the required two hours and bail. If you want a good date, go with Noah.”

      “That’s true. Noah is sweet, and usually his dates last longer than a couple of hours.”

      “Though, if you’re looking to get laid, then Isaac is your best bet. I think he’s slept with at least half of the dates he’s been on.”

      My face heats. “I’m not…That’s not…”

      “Look at her blush.” Mae whacks me lightly on the arm. “I bet if Levi tried to get you in bed, you’d go.”

      “Without a doubt,” I say and then remember I’m talking to his sister and sister-in-law. “Oh my gosh. You guys. This is so embarrassing. I’m sorry.”

      Both of them giggle, and then Abi raises her brows at me. “No worries. We find it amusing. I’d always wondered what would happen when one of his fans recognized him. Mae says you’re kind of a superfan though.”

      “You have no idea.” If I were a sixteen-year-old girl, I’d probably have a life-sized poster of him on my wall. Without a shirt. Leaning on his shovel, his chest wet with sweat.

      “Yep. Guess you’re bidding on Levi. Don’t be shy about it. If you really want to go out with him, bid high. There’s a lot of girls from the residences who’ve had their eyes on him. They’ll be trying tonight as well since he’s never done this before.”

      I guess I have the money. I could totally do it if I really wanted to, but I’m not brave enough for that.

      Mae takes me back to my cabin and hands me a couple of papers. “I’ll be back to get you for dinner. This is a map of the resort as well as a list of the activities you can attend. I’d recommend doing as much as you can to distract you from missing your phone. If you want to book a spa appointment, there’s a corded phone in your cabin. There are numbers for the spa and the main office with it. If you need me, call the office, and they’ll track me down.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      I’ve never in my life used a paper map. I have no idea which end is up. I can tell the river is behind me, but I’m trying to find the lodge, and there are too many trails. If I had my phone, I could easily find my way there, but I stupidly agreed to this full detox program.

      The only sound I hear is the gentle rustling of leaves and the occasional chirping of birds. I strain to listen for any signs of civilization, but it’s just me and nature. Somehow, I end up at a shed full of kayaks instead of the lodge. At least I’ll be able to lose some weight if I end up walking this much. I shouldn’t be this out of shape.

      I thought I walked a lot in L.A. because I live in an area where a car is pretty much a nuisance. My office is two blocks from my apartment, the grocery store is one block, and my favorite sushi restaurant is literally across the street. I rarely drove my car anywhere.

      Moving the business downtown had been Dee’s idea. I wasn’t sold on it at first, but I’m glad she pushed for it. I love the convenience of everything.

      “You lost?”

      I spin around and find myself staring at a very good-looking man. He has some of the same features as Levi but doesn’t have the deep-tanned skin. He has lean muscle, ridiculously long eyelashes, and a five o’clock shadow that shouldn’t look so good, but it does.

      I hold up the map. “I can’t find the lodge.”

      He chuckles. “I’m Isaac. They’re doing yoga there. You should stay here with me, and I can teach you how to kayak instead. I’m covering for Mark today.”

      A warm smile spreads across his face, and my heart stutters.

      Wait, Isaac.

      Though, if you’re looking to get laid, then Isaac is your best bet.

      At the memory of Abi’s words, my face heats to scorching. “I would, but I told Marilyn I’d come to her class, and I don’t want to upset her.” Especially since she’s the only one of the guests who actually likes me.

      “Fair enough.” He comes over and places his hands on my shoulders, spinning me around. “That trail will take you to the lodge. Come back sometime though to kayak. I promise you’ll have fun. But don’t let Mark teach you. Make sure you ask for me.” He winks, and a sexy grin takes over his face.

      “I will,” I say, but I’m not sure I’ll stick to that. I’m never sure how to respond to overly flirtatious men, and I can never tell if they’re genuinely interested or just playing a game. It’s both flattering and uncomfortable, leaving me torn between wanting to reciprocate and wanting to run away. I head for the lodge.

      I burst through the door and realize I’m fifteen minutes late. The door slams with a deafening crash, and everyone’s heads snap in my direction. Jade’s eyes roll so hard they threaten to pop out of her skull. Time seems to slow down as I make my way into the room, acutely aware of every disapproving gaze and judgmental whisper. Sweat beads on my forehead as I try to catch my breath.

      “Oh great, are you going to start a yoga One Thing?” Jade snipes.

      I ignore her and pick a mat in the back next to the Starry Sisters. Everyone is here, and I wonder if they planned this together. Or maybe Marilyn’s just good at convincing people to come to her classes. When we signed up for the retreat, we were asked if we wanted to teach any classes. I said no, and Mae told me that was normal, but some people like teaching.

      Yoga was a mistake. I’m not athletic to begin with, and apparently, I’m not flexible at all. I’m supposed to be in something called a pigeon, but I’m pretty sure I look like a pelican instead.

      Marilyn stops next to me. “You need to move your leg closer to your body.” She presses against my thigh.

      “My body doesn’t move like that,” I say and topple over.

      Everyone laughs, but I don’t think it’s very funny.

      I manage to make it through the rest of the class, and then I escape back to my cabin for a nap on that couch. Mae said it would be hard, but I already want to go home.
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