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      Grant Michaels tapped his glass against the one held by Toby, one of his two childhood best friends. He tossed back the tequila and bit into a generous slice of lime, which failed to cut the acrid taste. Instead of the advertised smooth liquid fire, the alcohol seared his throat like burning lava. He disguised his choking with a cough.

      Grant wiped his eyes, which much to his humiliation, were leaking like he’d been chopping onions. “Hey, don’t judge. I haven’t taken a shot in probably ten years.”

      Toby chuckled, set his glass down, and slapped his back. “So, you didn’t drink much tequila in Australia then?”

      “Beer. Tooheys New. Wine. And no shots.” Grant grimaced and dipped a warm tortilla chip into the best guacamole in North County San Diego. The explosion of creamy dip and the perfect amount of spice hadn’t changed in the last five years. He stretched his legs out, crossing his ankles under the scarred wood table at Fidel’s, one of their old haunts from high school.

      Stepping through the landmark restaurant’s wide entrance tonight was like traveling back in time. The same mariachi music blasted through the speakers, the same scents of chilies and peppers and cilantro, the same high-back wooden booths. Flashbacks to simpler days, where he, Toby, and Olivia had immediately become inseparable. They’d done everything together, from surfing and snowboarding to studying. And when they’d each traversed through family tragedy and trauma, their unconditional bond was cemented further.

      Hell, they’d even gotten matching tattoos after Olivia decided they were the Three Musketeers. A cool design with symbols from the book: a sword, a diamond, and a fleur-de-lis. They remained the two people he could count on through thick and thin.

      Toby flashed a grin. “That’s fair. But we had to do one for old times’ sake. Now you can drink beer. I bet Livvie will down hers like a champ.”

      Grant nodded. “Right? Damn, it’s been years since I’ve seen her. FaceTime and emails just aren’t the same. How’s she doing?”

      “Definitely better now she has her own place. But ask her yourself when she gets here.” Toby’s bushy red eyebrows drew together. “How’s it being back? I mean, how are you really?”

      Returning to San Diego after his marriage had imploded had been humbling, but being close to family and now his best friends, who weren’t constantly judging him, was worth it. One of the main reasons he’d left the international tour circuit was to see if he could be happy settling down in one place. His ex-wife—well, almost officially his ex-wife—Callie made it crystal fucking clear she thought he couldn’t.

      But no need to brood. Not tonight. “I’m okay. Living in one of the guesthouses on the ranch, and it’s good to be close to my mom and Chris and my sisters.” His mom had gotten remarried to Chris McNeill, a few years after they’d lost his dad. Chris owned Pacific Vista Ranch, a two-hundred-plus acre horse breeding ranch in Rancho Santa Fe.

      “Your mom is the best. Does she miss me? Don’t you think you should ask Angela to make those incredible tamales and invite your best buddy over?” Toby grinned and shoveled a handful of chips into his mouth.

      “The more the merrier with her. I’m up at the main house for dinner with everybody more than I expected. She’d love to see you––everybody would.” Grant sipped his beer, which soothed the raw inferno that was now his throat.

      When Toby waved one lanky arm toward the hostess stand, Grant looked up. He straightened in the hard wooden booth when he caught sight of a stunning brunette. Whoa.

      Like Olivia, the woman sauntering toward the table was petite with a tumble of long dark hair. Sure, like Olivia, she wore jeans and a black leather motorcycle jacket.

      But where his best friend usually wore casual Chucks, this goddess strolled toward them wearing knee-high spike-heeled boots, her legs long and dangerous. Definitely not simply lean and athletic, which was his customary impression of his quirky librarian friend.

      Like one of the guys.

      Okay, like one of the guys––most of the time.

      Even though she was his best friend, one of the guys, objectively he recognized she was pretty, with her enormous cornflower-blue eyes and delicate triangular face. But nothing about Olivia was delicate––she was tough, a warrior, and that was one of the many reasons the three of them had bonded.

      This woman looked sexy and hot and edible. He shifted uncomfortably in his seat. Maybe that tequila shot had fried some brain cells, because obviously he’d lost his goddamn mind. Edible? Olivia? Livvie? He gripped his beer bottle and ground his back molars––pull it together, dude.

      The restaurant might be exactly the same, but Olivia Hanlon undeniably was not.

      She spotted him and flashed a broad grin. She hurried the last few steps to the booth, her arms thrown wide. “Grant.” Joy filled her smooth voice.

      He rose, grabbed her in a bear hug and swung her around. She burrowed against him, turning to press one cheek against his chest. Even with her high-heeled boots, her head only reached his chin. The scent of fresh peaches and honey enveloped him and he caught himself before he pressed his lips into her thick, silky mane.

      What was wrong with him tonight?

      She squeezed him tighter, her slender arms deceptively powerful. Back in the day, she’d beat both him and Toby in arm wrestling matches. Even though she was probably five feet two, one-hundred-ten pounds soaking wet. Hell, she could probably still take them both––maybe her day job consisted of hauling stacks of books instead of archiving them. She was wiry and as strong as Toby, who had been a pro snowboarder. She shifted back, gripped Grant’s biceps, and gazed into his eyes.

      “How are you? I can’t believe we’ve let so much time go by. I’ve missed you so much.” Her eyes gleamed in the dim light, her expression soft.

      Had she always been this smoking hot? Usually when they’d video chat, she didn’t wear makeup. Tonight, her mouth was fire-engine red, which was disconcerting. It highlighted her full lower lip and perfect white teeth––honed from three years of braces in high school. Something about her just seemed different.

      “Hello? Earth to Grant.” She dropped her gaze to the table, spotting the two empty shot glasses, and turned to Toby who was still seated. “Did he forget how to speak or did you guys drink all the tequila without me?”

      She released him, peeled off her jacket to reveal a snug V-neck black sweater, and slid into the booth. Without flinching, she tossed back her shot.

      Grant found his voice again and sat down. “Sorry. One shot was enough for me. It’s been too damn long, Livvie.” His hand lifted to pat her shoulder, but he thought better of touching her right now when his body seemed to have forgotten she was his friend. Not some stunning stranger.

      “I’m so glad you’re home and I’m so sorry it’s taken so long for us all to get together, especially since you’ve been back for months.” She beamed at them both before looking around the bar. “Do we have a waitress or…”

      Toby’s phone buzzed. “Let me grab this call and I’ll order another round while I’m up. Drink the rest of mine, but don’t eat all the chips.” He scooted his Mexican ale across the table for Olivia and strode off toward the restaurant entrance.

      Grant pushed away his wayward thoughts and sipped his beer. He would ignore Livvie’s appearance and treat her as he always had––like his best friend. “So what’s with the red lipstick?” Damn it, what was wrong with him tonight?

      Livvie’s eyes widened. “Seriously? I’ve seen you practically every week on FaceTime for the last five years.”

      Grant ran his tongue around his teeth. “Sorry. You just look…different.”

      “Umm…would you care to rephrase?” She drummed her slender fingers on the table.

      “You look beautiful. And sorry, I’ve been spending more time with horses than people these days.” He scrubbed his hand along his jaw and realized he’d forgotten to shave. Again.

      She tilted her head to one side and gave him a considering glance. “I’ll forgive you this time because I’m just so happy we’re all together. And don’t take this the wrong way, but you look kind of rough. You okay?”

      He shrugged and took another sip of beer. Hell, he hadn’t figured out how he truly was.

      “Getting there. I haven’t been sleeping great. I’m still helping Sam on the ranch and starting to put out some feelers.”

      She shifted closer and another hint of juicy peach reached him. “But you’re really home for good now? You didn’t change your mind about returning to the pro tours?”

      “I don’t know. I’ve been taking a break from all of it. Maybe I’m getting old, but I’d like to be in one place more. Travel less. It’s just tough with what I do––they won’t have the X-Games or world-class tournaments at the ranch.” And he was too damn old to bunk on the floor and party like he used to.

      Her dark brows drew together. “Right. Well, you could focus more on surf photography, right? There are all kinds of local competitions and Hawaii isn’t too far away.”

      “Maybe. I’m just wiped out. Travel to and from Australia was a major production. The time change, the distance, all of it. It burned me out and sure as hell didn’t help my marriage.”

      She leaned forward and covered his hand with her slim one. “I’m so sorry it didn’t work out with you and Callie.”

      He massaged the tense muscles tightening the back of his neck. The failure of his marriage was still too raw to delve into, even with Livvie. He hadn’t shared details with anyone. Not now. Maybe not ever. Part of why he’d avoided seeing his best friends for so long.

      “Yeah. Anyway, traveling from California will be a lot easier. And I’m not going to take as many gigs. I’m working on figuring out how to freelance and cut the travel time in half.”

      But he didn’t want to think about the future right now. He wanted to enjoy tonight. “Enough about me. Anything new with librarian life?”

      She clapped her hands together, her face lighting up. “Ohmygod, I’m doing some of the coolest stuff right now with special collections. I was waiting to tell you in person but I may have the chance to go to Greece and curate next year.”

      “Greece? Like Athens or one of the islands?” Greek history and mythology were his jam. Reading helped him stay grounded on the road.

      She nodded enthusiastically. “UCSD has partnerships with both public and private collectors. I’ve got a few different potential options, maybe Crete or Rhodes.”

      “That’s awesome. I know how much you’ve wanted to travel. Is it for a few weeks or something?” His pulse kicked against his ribs. Damn it, much as he bitched about being on the road too much, the idea of travel always pumped up his adrenaline.

      “No, most of the opportunities are for one year. Can you imagine? Me. Finally getting a passport and taking off to see the world.” A shadow flickered across her creamy skin. She looked down and sipped her drink.

      The three of them had planned on attending separate colleges in New York––something different than their Southern California lifestyle. Seasons and tradition and three thousand miles away from their families. Freedom.

      Then in one tragic moment on the ski slopes of Utah, Livvie’s mom had been permanently disabled. Instead of flying to New York for university, Livvie became her mom’s caretaker. While Grant and Toby spent their twenties traveling the world, Livvie never left San Diego. He’d done his best showing her new locales on their weekly calls, but it wasn’t the same.

      His gut clenched, but he forced himself to keep his voice light. “You deserve it and it will be amazing. But damn, the timing blows. I’m finally going to live here again and you’re leaving. We need to hang out a lot before you go. I’ve missed you.”

      She squeezed his hand. “I’ve missed you too. We can revive the Three Musketeers.

      The good old days. Aha, here comes Toby bearing another round.”

      Toby’s generally affable expression was thunderous and he smacked the drinks onto the table.

      “Hey, don’t shatter the bottles. What’s wrong?” Olivia reached for the longneck beer and frowned up at their friend.

      He flung himself into the booth. “You remember Blake Carson?” He threw up his hands and plowed on without waiting for a reply. “Well, he’s a goddamn flake. He’s supposed to do the shoot for my event up in Mammoth over New Year’s and just bailed.”

      “Are you serious? You’ve had that exhibition scheduled since last year, right?” Olivia’s jaw dropped.

      Toby slapped the table with his palm. “Damn straight. And I had to pull a ton of strings to get this off the ground. I called in every favor from the snowboarders, the whole damn Mammoth Mountain organization, you name it. They are all doing this for free and now Blake just backs out. Part of the compensation was to give everyone great publicity shots. What the hell am I going to do now?”

      After Toby retired early from his snowboarding career, he’d started a charity for disabled athletes. The organization was funded solely through the major events he held in different ski towns each year. Sure, he had sponsors and donations, but the annual event was the primary method of fundraising. Damn.

      “Why don’t I do it? I’m sure Samantha will give me the time off, knowing it’s to help you. Even though the ranch is in busy season, she’s got plenty of crew. What’s the deal?” He missed wielding his camera and hadn’t done a gig since he’d arrived stateside last summer. Bonus for helping out his best friend.

      Toby’s eyes gleamed. “Dude, that would be awesome. It’s an exhibition on New Year’s Day––mostly shooting the riders in the morning. Some location shots around the mountain, some lifestyle shots––you know the deal. Nothing over the top.”

      “I’ve missed shooting winter sports. Will we have time to board?” A tingle of anticipation shot up Grant’s spine.

      “Absolutely.” Toby nodded. “I was planning on heading up on the thirtieth. I have a big condo there where we can stay. There’s a big New Year’s Eve party at one of the athlete’s houses, the exhibition is on New Year’s Day and then come home on the second. And Livvie, you should come too.”

      Olivia tilted her head toward him. “Like old times?”

      Grant’s enthusiasm built. Snowboarding and a chance to support Toby? And a return to Mammoth, where they went every chance they got back in high school. Strong athletes, they used to ride from the moment the slopes opened until they were booted off the mountain. “You don’t have plans over New Year’s, right?”

      She rolled her eyes and grinned. “No, I do not. I think it sounds like a fantastic idea. I just dumped the latest Tinder tragedy and I have zero plans.”

      “Tinder tragedy?”

      “I guess you haven’t started dating again. Online is a nightmare, but if you’re busy, you’re kind of stuck with it. The last five guys I met for a drink were disasters. Not even worth discussing.” Olivia shuddered and tucked her hair behind her ear.

      Toby raised his bottle. “I’ll drink to that. And I have a possible New Year’s date, so maybe I can delete the app once and for all.”

      Grant grimaced. Dating? Hell no, he wasn’t dating. Not any time in the foreseeable century, if ever. “I’ll take your word it. I’m in for Mammoth.” Something loosened in his chest. Time away with these two might be just what the doctor ordered.

      Olivia reached out and squeezed his forearm and a spark flew up his arm. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to be flippant about dating.”

      “I’m fine.” He casually slid his arm away from her. What the hell with that jolt when she’d touched him?

      Her gaze was speculative, but she simply sipped her beer.

      “I’m psyched. You’re a lifesaver, Grant, and a hell of a better photographer than that guy anyways. As usual, you two are the ones I can count on––the Three Musketeers are back together. On New Year’s Eve, no less.” Toby grinned.

      Maybe his life was back on track. Mammoth? Stepping behind the camera again, for a good cause, and time with his best friends was the perfect start to his new life.
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      “Are we there yet?” Olivia knew she sounded like an impatient kid, but somehow, she’d forgotten that every time they drove to Mammoth it took hours longer than she anticipated. Felt like eons. Sure, maybe they’d made it in just under six hours in high school, but these days they’d graduated to driving slower than ninety miles per hour.

      “You know it takes almost seven hours and we messed up when we cut through Temecula. The traffic there blows,” Toby said.

      “Yeah, I’m with Livvie. Can’t you drive a little faster, Grandpa?” Grant chimed in from the back seat of Toby’s vintage Land Rover.

      Toby held up his middle finger in the rearview. “Screw you. Ask our resident mechanic. If I push this baby beyond her limits, she’ll break down on me and I’m sure Livvie doesn’t want to spend this trip repairing my car.”

      Olivia sighed. “You told me everything is running smoothly. Grant could have driven.” No way did she want to work on Toby’s temperamental beast up in the mountains. Not when they’d had a foot of fresh powder and the temperature was hovering around twenty-nine degrees.

      Her 1966 Mustang, although in prime condition, wouldn’t appreciate the icy roads. Four-wheel drive wasn’t always a requirement up in the Sierra Nevada mountains, but it was the safest option. Besides, with the guys and their snowboards and gear, it would have been a tight squeeze.

      “I could have, but Toby insisted. So how is the Mustang?” Grant shifted closer, his broad hands gripping the back of her seat.

      “She’s looking better than when I got her in high school and wait until you see the stereo I installed. If only we’d had that sound system in high school.” Olivia angled her head back and her breath caught in her throat. She snapped her gaze toward the scenery again.

      Damn, Grant had always been good-looking, even as a kid. But he’d been like her little brother––he and Toby loved to give her crap that she was and always would be a year older. Like that made her ancient.

      Ever since she’d laid her hand on his sinewy forearm at Fidel’s, a different type of awareness had arisen within her. An unwelcome one. She nibbled on the inside of her lower lip. It was fine. She just hadn’t seen him in person in years and something felt different now.

      But he was one of her best friends, not some guy she’d swiped right on for a potential date. Well, hell to the yes, she would have swiped if she saw him as a stranger, but she’d definitely not met anyone like him online or anywhere else. Anyways.

      Time to tamp down the hormones and pull it together. Grant was her lifelong friend––someone she counted on to be there for her, no matter what. She couldn’t jeopardize their relationship because now she couldn’t seem to stop ogling him. She intertwined her fingers in her lap and squeezed. Focus, girl. She hadn’t heard a word he’d uttered.

      “Listening to music in your car when we were kids was the best, especially on concert nights. Anyways, ten miles to go. Let me fill you in a little more on the next few days.” Toby saved the day by changing the subject.

      “Perfect. Can’t wait.” This was the first weekend away she’d taken in what seemed like forever. Snowboarding, great company, and time to truly catch up with her two best friends sounded like heaven. Emphasis on friends.

      They had agreed on the trip the night after Thanksgiving, and December had been hectic, to say the least. Many of her colleagues at The Geisel Library at the University of California, San Diego, where she was an archivist librarian, left town en masse over the holidays. Between doing her own work, covering for co-workers who’d taken vacation time, and finishing applications for a few fascinating opportunities abroad, her brain was toast. She’d barely surfaced for a breath and it was already the end of the year.

      “Yeah, when do I start officially? Is tomorrow a free day while we board or do you want me to get some lifestyle shots of the athletes? Tell me the deal,” Grant said, rubbing his palms together.

      “You’ve got it super easy. I really just need the bulk of the shots on the event day. The riders, the party, all that. Things I can use on the website and share on social to set up for next year,” Toby said.

      “Awesome. When’s the last time we all rode together?” Olivia clapped her hands together.

      Grant shook his head. “It’s been years since all three of us have managed to get together. The few times I’ve been back in winter we just couldn’t seem to coordinate it. Hell, I haven’t seen you in five years, Livvie.”

      She angled back toward him again, her heart warming. “I can’t believe it’s been so long. Once we’re together, it always feels like yesterday. I love you guys.” Such a gift to be able to slip into a comfortable rhythm, no matter what.

      She squeezed his leg and rubbed Toby’s broad shoulder. Ignored the sparks from touching Grant. Damn it. Grant and Toby had been her best friends––the two people in the world who knew her best. Being an only child with a single mom, they’d been her male influence.

      Grant had always had a streak of melancholy. Grant had only been eleven years old when his policeman father had been killed in the line of duty. His mom, Angela, was a strong woman and had assumed the role for both parents for her three sons. Later, she married Chris McNeill, who was a powerful and loving presence, but Grant had never been the same.

      When his dad died, Grant got a hollow-eyed look that eventually faded. He had that look now. Last month, in the darkened bar, it hadn’t been as obvious. But in the unforgiving December daylight, the violet shadows beneath his eyes were apparent and his usually lean cheeks appeared gaunt. His eyes were an unusual golden amber that usually glowed with warmth, like a lion sunning himself on the savannah.

      Today, they resembled the dull bronze of an old penny––somehow flat. Either he was truly exhausted from his nomadic lifestyle, or the brutal split from Callie had truly shattered his heart. Over the last few years when his marriage was falling apart, he’d refused to discuss it, keeping their calls more focused on work and recreation. Did he still love his wife?

      Hopefully Grant wouldn’t revert into his usual MO of downplaying his problems and would share what rippled beneath the surface. Olivia had always been the one who could draw him out, so she’d do her best to encourage him to open up this weekend.

      “All for one and one for all!” Toby shook a fist in the air. “We’ll be eighty years old and cheering each other on. Okay, let’s stop at Vons and stock up on some groceries. I want to be set for the next few days. We can walk to the slopes and I’d rather just park the car for the weekend.”

      “With you on the Three Musketeers forever. I heard there’s a storm front coming in tomorrow.” Olivia glanced out the window, as always admiring the beauty of this stunning mountain town. The wide roads created a sense of openness, emphasized by the soaring snow-covered mountain peaks, the endless bowl of lavender-streaked twilight sky, framed with enormous spears of evergreens.

      She rolled down the window and drank in the crisp—well, okay, bone-chilling—air. “We’re not in San Diego anymore, guys. I hope I didn’t forget all my long johns. Brrr.”

      “Roll that up, Hanlon––I don’t have my jacket on,” Toby barked at her.

      “When did you become such a delicate flower?” She pressed the button and the window slid up silently. “I hope you’re not going to be complaining all day tomorrow on the slopes like you did that one year.” She snorted with laughter.

      Grant chuckled. “Oh yeah, the year you forgot your snowboarding pants and tried to ride in jeans. You bitched and moaned like an old lady.”

      “Hey, it was freezing that day and normally, it wouldn’t matter because I never fall, but that beginner came careening down the hill and catapulted me into a tree. I could have died and here you two are mocking me years later. And I’m giving you a free weekend. Should I drop you off at the Motel 6?” Toby raised one ginger brow.

      Olivia wiped her eyes. That day had been funny and scary at the same time. “Come on, Toby, it’s just us giving you crap.”

      “Yeah, since when did you take anything we say seriously?” Grant said.

      Toby rolled his moss green eyes and tapped the turn signal, entering the Vons parking lot, the main shopping center in town. Almost all the spaces were filled and the whole place hummed with activity. “I’m not sensitive. Just reminding you not to be a dick. Man, looks like everyone just got off the slopes.”

      People sporting vivid colored jackets, knit beanies, and sheepskin boots tromped into the market, their cheeks flushed and eyes bright from a day carving through Mammoth’s trademark powder. Toby parked and they filed out of the SUV and crossed toward the busy store. Patches of ice dotted the sidewalk, crunching beneath their feet, the crackling sound adding to the buzz of voices.

      Grant wrapped an arm around her shoulder and squeezed her close. The heat from his body helped lessen the chill from the dry, wintry air.

      She slid her arm around his lean waist. “It’s so good to see you. I’m so looking forward to hanging out and catching up.”

      “Me too. It feels great to be back in the mountains. Okay, let’s do this. I’m ready for some whiskey. It’s freezing up here.” Grant gave an exaggerated shiver.

      “I’ve got some Red Breast 15 in the car, so we’re set. I was thinking of grilling some burgers––sound good?” Toby asked and grabbed a cart.

      After cruising the aisles and buying enough food to last a family of six an entire week, they were on their way. Toby navigated down the main road and Olivia admired the twinkling lights and alpine architecture of the Village at Mammoth Mountain. An enormous Christmas tree gleamed from the center of the courtyard and people filled the bars and restaurants. New Year’s weekend was a popular one at Mammoth, especially with the population from LA and San Diego.

      They’d have to hit the slopes early to avoid the crush of tourists and the novices who visited once or twice a year. Not like she’d been on her snowboard for the last few seasons, but she was experienced enough that it was like riding a bike to clip her boots onto her board and ride. She’d loved the snow before her mom’s accident. Even though the first few times she’d returned afterwards were frightening, she refused to allow fear to ruin her love for the mountains.

      Toby turned right and ascended another curving hill, where each house grew larger than the last.

      “Um, thought you said we were in a condo? These are mansions,” Grant said.

      “Well, they’ve divided a four-thousand-square-foot A-frame into two condos. We’ve got the upstairs, which is the bomb, and I assume somebody’s down below,” Toby said, leaning forward to peer out the windows.

      Olivia grinned. “Now we’re talking. My place is so small at home, it will be nice to spread out. And the way you two snore, maybe I’ll be able to actually get some sleep without wearing earplugs.”

      Both the guys snored like trumpeting moose if they slept on their backs––something she’d experienced the first time they’d all crashed in Toby’s mom’s basement when they were thirteen. Well, the guys were twelve and she was thirteen.

      “Hey, I only snore when I drink too much,” Grant said, pressing a hand to his chest like an outraged Victorian virgin. “So yeah, I’ll probably be making some noise.”

      “I got my deviated septum fixed last year and I sleep silent as a possum,” Toby said.

      “You got a nose job, man? Seriously?” Grant snickered.

      “Hey, not a nose job, asshole. I’m already too handsome. I don’t want to look like a Ken doll like you.” Toby bared his teeth at Grant.

      “Kids, am I going to have to separate you? Good for you, Toby. Grant can sleep downstairs if he’s too loud.” She reached over and tapped the end of Toby’s long straight nose. It didn’t look any different to her.

      Toby wasn’t what you would call classically handsome. His face was too lean, his chin too sharp, his brows too thick, his shock of orange-red hair too bright. He was medium height and wiry, which served him well on the slopes and in the ocean. His nickname was Fox and women loved him because he was charming and hilarious and had a heart of gold.

      Throw in the fact he was a philanthropist and he was practically perfect. Despite growing up with a philandering dad who abandoned his family, Toby always managed to appear lighthearted. But he didn’t trust easily. Like her, he was perpetually single.

      “Here it is.” Toby parked in front of a gorgeous redwood A-frame. He clicked an electronic opener and pulled into the double garage. They piled out of the car, grabbing the groceries and the first round of bags.

      When they entered the main floor, Olivia’s jaw dropped. “Wow.”

      Soaring ceilings with windows that filled the far wall framed a postcard view of the snow-covered mountains and darkening evening sky. A huge gray shaker stone fireplace dominated one wall, with a sprawling olive-green L-shape sofa inviting them to lounge. The other side of the great room consisted of a huge kitchen boasting a granite island with leather barstools, a gleaming stainless steel hood over a gas range, and a white subway-tiled backsplash.

      “Awesome.” Toby dropped the groceries on the counter and hurried to the French doors leading to an enormous deck. “And check out the grill and hot tub, which sounds like the perfect plan for tonight. You guys ready for cocktails and burgers?”

      “Definitely. I’ll grab the rest of the bags.” Grant headed back to the garage.

      “I’d say your friend totally styled us out. I’m going
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