
Snow Place To Go

Samantha Baca

Copyright © 2021 by Samantha Baca.

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by information storage and retrieval system, without written permission of the Publisher, except where permitted by law. This book is a work of fiction. Names, places, characters, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously.

Cover Design: Richard Baca

Image(s): Canva


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

One | Tiffany

Two | Luke

Three | Tiffany

Four | Luke

Five | Tiffany

Six | Luke

Seven | Tiffany

Eight | Luke

Nine | Tiffany

Ten | Luke

Eleven | Tiffany

Twelve | Luke

Thirteen | Tiffany

Fourteen | Tiffany

Other Books By Samantha Baca

Acknowledgments

About the Author

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

One

Tiffany
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“Hi, I’m checking in,” I said to the woman with curly red hair that was pulled into a ponytail with a ribbon wrapped around it. I would probably think she was a cheerleader if it weren’t for the bifocals that she had on. She leaned closer to the computer, typing something on the keyboard before she looked up at me.

“What’s the name, dear?” she asked, her voice soft like my grandmother’s.

“Tiffany Thompson.”

I glanced over at the man who had been standing behind me, who was now being helped by the other receptionist. The only reason I knew it was a man was from his brash phone conversation that took place the entire time I waited in line.

I imagined an older man— someone powerful and aggressive based on how he was speaking to people. Instead, I found that he was actually younger— maybe a few years older than me, and quite attractive. His dress slacks and crisp, white button-down shirt didn’t mesh well with the log cabin and lumberjack vibe of the other men who were running around, but it suited him well.

I listened to their conversation shamelessly while the woman in front of me struggled to get her computer to work.

“Your name, sir?”

“Luke Lane.”

A few clicks on her keyboard, and she had his reservation pulled up. 

She was younger— probably twenty years younger than the woman helping me, and seemed much more comfortable with technology.

“Alright, I show that you’ll be staying in cabin 6. It’s outside, around the corner, the last cabin on the left.”

I let out a soft sigh, wishing this would move faster and that I could be on my way too.

“Okay, dear, I show that you’ll be in Cabin 6. Let me get your key.”

She turned around and reached for the key at the same time the other girl did. They both pulled back then frowned when they realized that it was the only set of keys left on the pegboard, and there were two separate people checking in.

“That’s my key, dear,” she said to the other woman, her hand slightly trembling as she reached up for it. 

“I don’t think so,” the other girl replied. “I show cabin six on his reservation, and that’s this key.” 

“Mine shows cabin six as well.” 

“Mind if I take a look?”

I exchanged glances with the attractive stranger beside me, wondering what in the world was going on. Surely, there had to be some sort of error in their computer system and another key lying around somewhere. 

They stood at her computer, confirming the information for my reservation before turning to the other one and checking his. Finally, the younger woman looked at us and held her hands together in a peace offering. 

“I’m sorry,” she said firmly. “It appears that there’s been a mistake, and both of you have been assigned the same cabin.”

“That’s fine, I’ll just take another one,” I replied, waving my hand dismissively. 

“Unfortunately, there aren’t any. We’re completely booked with it being five days before Christmas. This is the last cabin that we have available.” 

I closed my eyes and pinched the bridge of my nose. This was just my luck with everything else I had going on. Why wouldn’t I be able to escape for the holidays and hide away in a cabin in the middle of nowhere?

“We can add a rollaway bed to the cabin, free of charge for the inconvenience,” she added nervously, looking between us for an answer. 

“You’re suggesting that we share the cabin?” Luke said, speaking for the first time since this whole debacle started. 

“I would strongly encourage it. There’s a storm moving in that will shut down all of the roads to and from the cabin for a few days. There’s no way to make it down the mountain safely before it hits.” She paused for a moment, letting this news sink in. “Our one bedroom cabins are very spacious and can easily accommodate two guests,” she assured.

He let out the breath that I had been holding as we sighed heavily together. 

“I’m fine with sleeping on the rollaway bed in the living room if you’re okay with sharing the cabin,” he offered, turning to face me. 

I felt my cheeks blush, feeling his curious dark gray eyes watch me. 

“Sure, that works for me,” I choked out. “As long as there is a separate bathroom and bedroom, that’s fine.” 

“Perfect,” the girl said, holding the key out between the two of us. 

He reached forward and took it, giving me a tight smile, before reaching down to grab his luggage. 

“The dining hall is open until seven pm and will open again at six tomorrow morning. Your cabin is fully stocked with extra linens, however, you can call the main desk if there’s anything else you might need. We’re honored to have you stay at Bear Creek and hope you enjoy your stay.” 

I turned on my heel, pulling my suitcase behind me as I struggled to keep the duffle bag and my purse from sliding off. Luke led the way out, holding the door open for me as we stepped out into a bitter gust of wind. I covered my mouth with my hand, trying to shield myself as it took my breath away. He looked around, his eyes narrowed and focused, before he set off in the direction of our cabin. 

It was a short walk but felt longer with the ankle-deep snow covering the ground. I was thankful that I had packed accordingly. It was a very purposeful plan—rent a cabin in the woods, watch the snow fall while cuddled up under a blanket with a good book, and blame getting snowed in as the reason why I couldn’t make it home for Christmas with my family. 

It had nothing to do with the fact that I was the oldest of my parent’s four kids and the only one who was still single and childless. I was reminded of it every single year during the holidays when my mom would moan and complain about how she wished I would find someone to settle down with. You’re not a spring chicken anymore, Tiffany. Men don’t want women the same when they’re in their thirties. The clock is ticking, you better start looking. 

That was a few years ago, right after my thirtieth birthday. Nothing had changed since then other than the number of extra prayers my mom said for my poor eggs that would never be fertilized while I blew out the thirty-two candles on my cake. It felt juvenile to have a cake that was basically on fire, but she wanted to make sure that I didn’t forget just how old I was or how much harder it was to do things—like blowing out candles—the older that I got. 

Once we found our cabin, he fumbled with the key until it finally turned and opened into a cute, rustic-looking room. We walked inside and closed the door, keeping the cold out as he turned on the rest of the lights. It wasn’t a huge cabin but had plenty of room for us to move around each other without getting in the way. 

The living room and kitchen were all one room, divided by a breakfast bar that extended past the sink. Cream-colored paint covered the walls, making it look more open and homier. I was relieved that it wasn’t over the top with log walls like the main area where we had checked in. This was calmer, more relaxing. 

I set my luggage down by the couch, out of the way, and walked around, taking in the views from the oversized windows that framed the living room. The room darkening curtains were pulled back with sheer curtains covering the panes. Off to the side of the room was a large, plush chair that would be the perfect spot to sit down and read. 

A decent-sized tv hung mounted to the wall above an entertainment center that was fully stocked with board games and DVDs. There were plenty of places to sit with the loveseat and sofa taking up the majority of the space around the dark gray wood coffee table. 

I was walking to the back of the cabin to check out the bathroom and bedroom, when there was a knock on the door. Luke nodded and walked over to answer it, while I continued with my tour. The bathroom was spacious, with a double vanity and a large mirror that stretched the width of the counter. There was a walk-in shower that was easily big enough to fit two people, accompanied by one of those fancy shower heads that has twenty-some different water pressure options. Beside it was an inviting tub with an assortment of soaking salts and bath bombs lining the shelf behind it. 

The door closed, and I felt the gush of cold air rush in as I went back to the living room. The rollaway bed had been delivered, along with a bottle of wine—compliments of the manager for our inconvenience. The bed in the back was a king and looked plenty big to fit both of us comfortably, but I was too nervous to suggest that. If needed, I could sleep on the other bed until he left—which reminded me that I didn’t know how long we were going to be shacked up together. 

“So, I checked the closet in the bedroom, and it’s pretty big if you wanted to share it,” I said awkwardly, unsure of what else to say. 

“Thanks, I don’t think I’ll have much use for it. I won’t be here that long.” 

“Oh?” I blurted out, feeling the heat of embarrassment wash over me. 

“I’m only here through Christmas. I’ll be checking out the day after.”

Of course, he is.

“I’m leaving the same day.”

It felt like a stupid thing to say since he hadn’t bothered to ask. 

“Well, I’ll take the rollaway bed. You can have the bedroom and the closet.” 

“I don’t mind—” 

“I insist,” he interrupted firmly. Just like that, it was the same
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