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      Ryan ran his hand against the dark wood paneled walls and crinkled his nose at the wet musty smell in the living room. Closing his eyes, he imagined what it would eventually look like when the renovations were completed.

      The empty room as it currently stood, with its ominously bowed ceiling, avocado-green shag carpet, and cobweb covered lighting sconces didn’t exactly inspire creativity, but it would be amazing once it was fixed up.

      He wanted the room to be clean and airy. After he knocked out the tiny sash window and replaced it with a floor to ceiling window, sunlight would stream in past the branches of the pine trees which towered over the front yard. There would be a large piano in the center of the room, drums over at the side, and guitars along the wall.

      Even as he shivered in the drafty room, Ryan reminded myself why he had come up here to Lake Tahoe. This was finally his chance to follow his dream of owning his own music studio in the woods.

      This was the start of his new life away from everything and everybody he ever knew. This was a new start away from the glare of the spotlight and away from the intrusive flashes of his paparazzi stalkers. Most importantly, this was a new life away from the taunting gaze of his ex-husband who paraded his new omega on the red carpet in front of the press and the gaze of the entire world.

      There was a time when Ryan savored the warmth of being held in the crook of Sebastian’s arm as they posed for the cameras and fans. Back then, Ryan had multiple hit songs at the top of the charts and he was on the covers of multiple magazines every month. Everybody either wanted to be him or to date him. Ryan used to be on top of the world.

      That was all before the house of cards that was his life came crashing down around his head. His last album had bombed, debuting outside of the top 100 list. He had been beaten to the top of the charts by his rival—the very omega who was now dating his ex and sleeping in his old bed. Faced with humiliation after humiliation, Ryan did what he did best.

      He ran.

      All the way to the top of the world at Lake Tahoe where he bought a crumbling wood cabin. Ryan planned to live in the upstairs loft while he ran a business downstairs devoted to the only true and faithful love in his life—music.

      That dream would have to wait though. He switched off the lights and locked the front door. Even though he had been inside his new house for only an hour, a foot of new snow covered the gravel driveway. The snow crunched underneath his boots as he walked to his car. He had ditched his fancy new Tesla for a secondhand Subaru he bought with cash at a used car lot on the way up to Lake Tahoe. This was a fresh start for him. The last thing he wanted to do was to drive around in a car with a license plate that had been photographed thousands of times.

      Ryan's cold clumsy fingers shook as he fumbled with his key fob. It took three tries before he managed to stab the key into the ignition. He turned the heat all the way up to the max setting and willed the engine to warm up faster.

      Ryan made a mental note to himself to go shopping. He needed to upgrade his wardrobe with something warmer if he was planning to move here. All he had with him was his guitar and a small duffle bag in the backseat of the car. Everything else he owned was still in storage down in Los Angeles.

      The engine finally warmed up enough for him to start the car. Ryan drove carefully down the narrow mountain path. Heavy fat snowflakes stuck to the windshield, blocking his view of the road. Shopping would have to wait until the snow cleared up.

      As he headed toward the hotel where he was staying while the house was being renovated, the snow came down in a thick blanket of white flakes. This was the first time he had ever driven in the middle of a snow storm. He felt like he was steering a tugboat through choppy waters with a blindfold over his eyes.

      Ryan blew out a frustrated breath. It was only October and it was still technically autumn, but the area had been hit with a freak snowstorm. Leave it up to him to come up here when the Sierra Nevada mountains were getting hit with the worst blizzard in over ten years.

      He drove down the main highway that ran through town. The street was empty except for him. It seemed that everybody else had enough sense to stay home until the storm was over. He was the only person foolish enough to go driving around in a whiteout blizzard.

      He finally reached a grand log cabin styled hotel. A warm and inviting glow from the windows lit up the snow covered grounds outside. The large sign next to the parking lot entrance was covered in snow, but Ryan knew this was the right place.

      The Pines Resort was going to be his home for the next three months while the construction crews tore up his dilapidated house. So much work needed to be done, from ripping out the old lead plumbing to replacing hazardous electrical work. It would have been smarter and cheaper to rebuild from the ground up, but Ryan had always been more sentimental than pragmatic.

      The hotel lobby was strangely empty and quiet when he walked in. There was a sitting area over on one side of the room with a stone fireplace. A roaring fire burned inside, its crackling flames bathing the room in an orange glow. The cozy surroundings and warmth in the room thawed Ryan’s chilled bones.

      He walked over to the front desk. "Hello?" There was a bell on the granite desk next to a sign that read Ring For Service. He tapped the bell and leaned his back against the counter while he waited. The tall multistory window at the entire front of the hotel provided an unobstructed view of the mountains outside. Strong wind blew up the freshly fallen snow on the ground.

      "Just a moment," someone answered from behind the desk.

      Ryan turned around and stopped. He swallowed the gasp in his throat at the man who came out to greet him. He was absolutely gorgeous.

      A towering six foot five solid wall of muscle who cast an imposing figure in his red flannel shirt and his faded jeans. Not even the thick fabric of his clothes could hide the toned and buff muscles that strained against his clothes. It was obvious that he had the kind of body that was created by real practical strength, not by hours in a gym.

      Wavy locks of chestnut brown hair shimmered underneath the golden glow of the overhead lights. They framed a chiseled face with cheekbones that were steeply carved and a distinguished nose that would have been obnoxious on any face other than his. His soft and full lips begged to be kissed and sucked.

      The inviting gaze of his smoky hazel eyes pulled Ryan in headfirst.

      Wow.

      Ryan’s senses tingled from the man’s mere presence. It wasn’t just lust and physical attraction that slammed into him like a brick wall. Ryan finally put his finger on what it was. This man was a shifter.

      Ryan had some shifter blood in his family on his mother's side of the family, but alas, none of those shifter genes ended up in his DNA. While Ryan could sense the presence of those who could shift, he was perfectly normal and boring. At least that's how he appeared on the surface. Ryan was an omega with an insatiable urge to mate with an alpha.

      Fuck.

      Ryan had come up to Tahoe to escape the problems his overactive hormones had gotten him into. This was going to make things difficult.

      “Can I help you?”

      The simple question jerked Ryan out of his fantasy about the man in front of him. Ryan must have been daydreaming and gawking like an idiot because the man looked at him like he was crazy.

      Ryan blinked away the haze of lust clouding his mind. “I’m checking in for the next couple of months. Ryan Brady.” Ryan handed over his credit card and driver’s license.

      “Ah, Mr. Brady. We’ve been expecting you.” The man tapped at his keyboard and looked up the reservation details on his computer. “I’m Craig, by the way.”

      Craig examined his driver’s license and entered the details into the computer. A spark flashed in his eyes, but if Craig recognized who he was, he did not make any mention of it. “The mountain retreat suite is located in the newly built east wing of the hotel. You’ll be the first and the only guest in that area. Rest assured, you're going to have total privacy. You will not be disturbed in that part of the hotel.”

      Now Ryan was sure that Craig knew who he was and the circumstances that drove him to hide away from the rest of the world on top of a mountain. Ryan and Sebastian's messy breakup had been splashed all over the gossip magazines for the past couple of months.

      How humiliating.

      Ryan smiled weakly. “I’m sure it will be the perfect home away from home.”

      Craig handed his cards back to him and slid him a printed form and a pen. “If you need anything, just dial zero and you’ll be connected to the front desk. Joanie, our concierge will be more than happy to assist you with anything you need.”

      He glanced over the papers and scribbled his signature. “Will you be here too?” Ryan couldn’t explain the disappointment that washed over him at the thought that Craig would not be the one to answer the phone.

      Craig took the completed paperwork. “Not at the front desk. I run The Pines Resort with my brother, so I’m usually in my office. I’m filling in tonight for the night staff until the blizzard is over.” Craig paused and gave him a good long look up and down.

      Fuck. Ryan swore at his overactive hormones as Craig's perusal felt like a caress over his body. The effect was immediate on his dick.

      Was that a spark of interest that Ryan saw in his eyes?

      “If you would prefer to contact me during your stay, you can reach me at extension 1200.”

      Their fingers brushed when Craig handed over the key card. It may have been his imagination working on overdrive, but Ryan swore that Craig's fingers purposely caressed his hand and held onto the card longer than necessary. To Ryan’s delight, Craig’s touch was warm and soft.

      There was definitely a spark of interest from Craig.

      “I’ll keep that in mind. Thanks.”

      “Da! Da! Da!”

      Ryan peered over the front desk at the source of the little voice. Behind the counter, an adorable little girl stretched out her arms and made grabbing motions with her pudgy fingers. Her raven black Shirley Temple curls bounced with each wobbling step and her emerald green eyes shimmered as she looked up at Craig. She wore a red plaid dress that matched Craig’s shirt. She stuck one thumb in her mouth. In the crook of her arms was a floppy stuffed bunny. Ryan didn’t have much experience with children, but he guessed that she was about two years old.

      She pouted her lips into a rosebud and stomped her fuzzy booted foot as she tugged on Craig’s jeans. “Home?”

      “Daddy’s almost done, Lizzy. Let me finish helping Mr. Brady first.”

      While Ryan’s heart melted at the sight of Craig’s adorable daughter, her father was another matter. Ryan raised his guard and slammed the doors to his heart shut. How dare Craig flirt with him when he was obviously a family man? And in front of his own daughter! Did he even think about his partner at home? It seemed like men, no matter what shape or form, were all cheaters.

      “No need,” Ryan said frostily. He pocketed his card key and stepped back from the front desk. “I can find my room on my own.”

      He ignored the hurt look in the other man’s eyes as he turned and headed to the elevator. “You should tend to your family, Craig.”

      His face burned with anger, but Ryan refused to turn around as he walked to the elevator. If he did, he was sure that he would find Craig’s eyes burning a hole into his back. Ryan ignored him and averted his gaze until the elevator doors closed and erased Craig from his view.

    

  


OEBPS/images/sierra_nevada_new_3.jpg
OR THE SKI BEAR 1






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


