
  
    [image: Home for Ryan]
  


  
    
      Home for Ryan

      
        SECRET SPRINGS: HOME FOR…

        BOOK ONE

      

    

    
      
        MINERVA HOWE

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Turtlehat Creatives]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Home for Ryan

      Copyright © 2021 Minerva Howe

      Cover Art Illustration by Alexandria Corza. Used with permission.

      This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to any person, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

      All rights reserved. No part of this eBook may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission except in case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles or reviews. For information electronic address Turtlehat Creatives help@turtlehatcreatives.com

      Printed in the United States of America.

      ISBN: 978-1-953438-41-6

      1st Edition Turtlehat Creatives 2022

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

    

    
      
        Secret Springs Reading Order

      

      
        Want More?

      

      
        Afterword

      

      
        Also by Minerva Howe

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      To all of the ladies and gents at GRR. Thank you for always being so enthusiastic about the Secret Springs books. It means a lot. And, always, to my wife BA.

      For Jaymi, Jason, and Alex, who make me look way better than I am.
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      Ryan feels pretty lucky to have found Secret Springs and his job working for Fuel Comfort Food as a caterer. He was on the run from a bad relationship when he did, and it's taken some time for him to come out of the shell he was put into by his ex. He's learning to trust again, and one man in particular makes him want to try dating all over again, even if the man makes him jumpy as heck.

      Grant "King" Kingfisher has found all he wants in Secret Springs. His friend has given him an executive chef job, he has a great circle of friends, and now he has Ryan, who he wants to both protect and love fiercely. He sets out to woo Ryan with all he has, they find out they have a lot in common, and that they want to have even more. When Ryan's pat comes back to haunt him, though, they have to fight for their love, and their growing family.
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      Ryan Malloy slipped into the kitchen at Fuel Comfort Food, needing to get the hotel pans and the big stand mixer out of the storage room in the back.

      The pop-up restaurant his boss, Chase Deveraux-Harlan owned, could use the smaller mixer, and Ryan could take the big one to the hotel he was going to be working out of from now on. Jack Harlan, Chase’s husband, had bought the old cornerstone of Secret Springs and renovated it, and it had a kitchen big enough for the hotel and for his catering branch of the business.

      Thank God. The kitchen at Fuel was too darned small for him and the newish head chef that Chase had hired into Secret Springs.

      Grant Kingfisher.

      What kind of name was that? The big alpha might be an amazing chef, but how much did he really care? That was the important question. Sure, he seemed like a nice guy, but he was always sort of cavalier, cracking jokes and making weird dishes for specials that he never served.

      Ryan sighed and made himself stop, stretch. He wasn’t that little omega that had come to Secret Springs, beaten and broken.

      No, not at all. He was employed, settled, strong, and Grant Kingfisher wasn’t the bad guy. That was his ex, and if Niles ever showed up here, he’d—well, he’d lock himself upstairs, call Jack and Chase, and cry, but it was the point of the thing.

      He turned toward the fridge and almost jumped out of his skin at the sight of the pale-haired man in old-fashioned clothes standing between him and the butter he needed for the vol au vents he had to make for the Elks luncheon.

      “I—h-h-hi, Joe.” The ghost of the Merchante building, which housed Fuel, wasn’t scary, right? That’s what Chase said. Joe had been a pregnant omega, murdered by his alpha, and he helped other omegas. This was a friendly ghost, at the risk of sounding cartoony.

      Joe’s faint smile might have seemed sinister to someone who ran one of those paranormal shows, but somehow, it made Ryan relax a little. No, Joe wasn’t there to hurt him. He wasn’t sure what had made Joe come to see him, but he was just going to be happy for it.

      “Chase will be back soon. I mean, not full time. He fell at the hotel, and he’s got a broken foot. But he knows I’m here, and I promise I’m not stealing anything.”

      The smile widened, and Joe seemed to nod before he turned away, then disappeared into thin air.

      Heh. Thin air. Yeah, at almost eight thousand feet in the Western Colorado mountains, Secret Springs had a lot of that. Even for not-ghost types.

      He still couldn’t believe he’d landed here. He’d been heading for LA when the money ran out. But Secret Springs was—well, it was becoming home. He was getting used to movie nights with Hank and Andrew, and people were crazy about his catering abilities, so⁠—

      So Grant Kingfisher could suck it.

      He would get along with the big, overconfident, really superb chef if he was being fair, guy.

      The back door opened, almost causing his second heart palpitation of the day, and as if his thoughts had conjured the man up, King came through, whistling, his chef coat in hand.

      “Oh, Ryan, hey! Are you prepping here today or are we heading to the hotel?” King’s smile did even crazier things to his heartbeat and, again if he was fair, that was part of his problem with the guy. King was so damn pretty.

      We? He frowned. “I was planning to go to the hotel.”

      “Cool. I’ll text Bridget and let her know where to meet us.”

      “I—” He hated being left flat-footed, and this sudden change of plan had him flopping around like a landed fish. “We?”

      “Buddy system, remember? No one is supposed to be over at the hotel alone for right now.” King beamed at him, and he just stared. God, the man was gorgeous and overly confident and so alpha it kind of hurt.

      “I forgot.” Damn it. He had forgotten. Since his boss, Chase, had fallen down the basement stairs at the hotel while it was being renovated, they had instituted a rule that no one worked there without someone else in the building. “I can wait for Bridget, if you need to be here.” Bridget was King’s sous chef, and Ryan liked the fiery redhead a lot.

      She wasn’t near as intimidating, even if she was fierce. She didn’t take any shit from King. Not a bit.

      “She won’t be in until one. She’s signing a lease today.” King heaved the mixer up. “Let me put this in my truck.”

      “Thank you. A lease?” Go her. “Where did she find a spot?”

      “She rented a place in one of the old houses over on Park Street. Someone subdivided it years ago, but Kynan Tierney is renovating.” King looked happy, so that was cool, he guessed.

      “Good deal.” Eventually he was going to have to leave Chase’s old apartment above Fuel, and he knew it, but right now, it was safe and cozy, so he hadn’t been looking too hard. “I bet she’s excited.”

      “She is. It’s way cheaper than where we are now.” King hauled the mixer out, which gave him a moment to gather himself. He’d really been hoping to be able to sneak off…

      King was never mean to him or anything. He was just so…alpha. So intensely male. And Ryan’s experience with that was bad.

      Niles had broken more than his cheekbone; he’d broken Ryan’s heart and his faith that someone was out there for him.

      And while he knew he’d been a charity case for Chase and his husband Jack, he was pulling his weight now with the catering side of Fuel, and he felt like he’d found a place. He didn’t need all the rest.

      He was an independent omega, dammit, and he was going to figure things out. Here. Where he belonged.

      Even if it was nice to have someone to carry that damn mixer.
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      King watched Ryan slam a block of butter with a rolling pin, and he got the distinct impression the guy wanted to be whacking him. In the head.

      God help him, it made him happy to needle the guy. He was so shy but so spunky and adorable.

      He knew he should have gone back to Fuel once Bridget was at the hotel working, but he just—there was something about Ryan that King liked.

      And if he liked someone, he turned into a damn twelve-year-old on the playground. Poke. Poke. He wanted to make them see him, make them like him, and Ryan fell into that category.

      “Want me to pound that for you?” he asked.

      “What?” Ryan gave him the big eyes, and the rolling pin went down, and the butter went flying, hitting him square in the chest. Slap. Dude, greasy and cold.

      He caught it before it could hit the floor. “This. I was asking if you want me to give it a go.” King fought the urge to flex his muscles and prove he could make that butter beg for mercy.

      “I—Oh God. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. Let me—” Ryan stopped, took a deep breath, and visibly forced himself to calm down.

      How many times had he seen that? It was like some therapist had told the pretty little bird of an omega that was how to stay in control. Maybe Ryan was even now counting to ten.

      He loved the little flashes of temper, of sheer iron will that Ryan used to keep them under control.

      “I got it.” He checked to make sure the butter didn’t have flannel bits attached to it, then wiped it down and put it back into play.

      “I—I’ll be right back.” Ryan scrambled off, the bathroom door closing.

      “Either seduce him or quit torturing the poor little omega.” Bridget gave him the hairy eyeball. “He’s only tiny.”

      “Hey! He’s adorable, but I’m not sure he’s ready for seduction.” King didn’t want to cause trouble. Chase trusted him to run a business and hooking up with his omega catering cook might not be in that plan.

      “I’m not interested in being seduced, thanks.” Dammit, he had figured that Ryan would be licking his wounds longer. “Beat the butter. I have puff pastry to make.”

      “You got it.” His cheeks heated, and King had the grace to feel like a heel. He would get with Ryan in a heartbeat, but he usually didn’t talk shit about people in their earshot. That was a bad deal.

      Ryan went to check his mushrooms, spine stiff, and now King wanted to leave, but he couldn’t, because he was supposed to be dealing with the fucking butter. Goddamn it! He’d just been teasing the son of a bitch.

      Prickly. That was what Ryan was.

      He beat the butter until it fit the pastry, then did the first fold
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