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  Rocky Mountain Heat
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It’s now or never! 

Krista Gervais has just one week to make Ryan see her as more than just a friend but hiding in a bush to spy on him making out with the new fitness instructor isn’t how she planned their romantic week away.

And neither did she plan to take off on an impromptu hiking trip with Shane McDermit, one of her gym’s star athletes, who is so smug with all of his “love is for losers” talk that of course he thinks getting even with Ryan would be a fun game to play. 

Just goes to show how much he knows!

Shane doesn’t do love—and for good reason. But since Krista’s heart has just broken right in front of him and she’s looking a lot like the mess he was in this time last year, the least he can do is help her out by making the other guy jealous. 

Well, that's the plan anyway, until one prank taken too far leaves them both breathless. . .








  
  Chapter 1

[image: image-placeholder]

“Oh, this is a really clever one.” In the Banff Spa Resort’s bar, Shane McDermit cleared his throat and read the glaring headline on his phone. “‘The Nearly Man Nearly Makes it.’  Gah-faw. Did someone seriously get paid to come up with that?”
Across from him, his good friend Michael Adams raised his beer in salute. “To media bullshit. May it live forever.”
Shane chuckled. Mikey hated the tags the media had given them too. As pro swimmers competing for the same titles, they were reportedly enemies, with Shane the Nearly Man—ugh—who begrudged the Cocky Canadian—that would be Mikey—for beating him to the finish line every time.
Never mind that Shane was one of Australia’s top athletes. Never mind that he’d won his fair share of races against Mikey. And never mind that when Mikey did win, it was usually only by the skin of his teeth.
“Here’s another one,” Shane said, tapping on the next article. “‘In today’s Icefields Parkway charity bike race, Australia’s Shane McDermit almost made it across the finish line ahead of Canada’s Michael Adams. But as per life in the pool…’” Shane raised an eyebrow. “As per? Why, this is some quality stuff.” He sipped his beer. “‘But as per life in the pool, Adams won by his usual fractions of a second.’”
“Fractions, eh?” Mikey shook his head. “It was a full two minutes.”
“Now you’re just rubbing it in.”
Mikey laughed. “We all know you were out front for most of the race today. If it hadn’t been for that collision when you made your pit stop, you’d‘ve been ten minutes ahead of me. You made an awesome comeback.”
“Funny how no one’s reported that here.” Shane tapped his phone.
“I don’t know why you’re even reading that crap.”
Shane didn’t know why either, but this past year, googling himself had become a form of self-preservation. The scars of the shit show back home in Sydney hadn’t completely healed, and he never, ever wanted to be caught unprepared again. Not when his life had gone so tits up the last time he hadn’t known what the tabloids were writing about him. Ever since, he’d taken control of what his fans and followers read. He often posted several times a week on his social media, generally leading the perfect life—even when he wasn’t.
Putting his phone away, Shane leaned back with this beer, shifted in his seat, and winced.
“You too, eh?” Mikey said, also shifting in his seat.
“Flaming balls of fire.” Shane grimaced for effect, making them both snicker like schoolboys. The race from Jasper to Banff had been a spectacular route, but three hours on a thin saddle hadn’t done wonders for the family jewels.
“Hey, guys. What’s so funny?”
Shane’s gaze caught on skintight jeans then shifted up past a bare navel and the swell of breasts beneath a bright-blue crop top. Zoey Shaw.
“Hi,” he said, a mixture of attraction and nerves swishing in his belly. She was the new fitness instructor at the aquatics center where he and Mikey trained, who—along with several others who worked there—had been recruited to help out on the bike ride. “How’s it going?”
“Good, thanks.” Her lips curled into a smile. “Are you guys sticking around to party?”
“Um...” Shane glanced at Mikey. Zoey and the rest of the team from the aquatics center had had the same idea to stay in Banff after the bike ride. Shane and Mikey had been invited to be part of their jolly group, but they’d opted to do a backcountry hiking and camping adventure instead. “Mikey and I are heading out to Lake Louise early tomorrow morning, but yeah, we’ll stick around for a couple more drinks.”
“Cool.” Zoey shimmied her shoulders, which made her breasts jiggle a little. “I guess I’ll see ya later, then.”
“Feel free to go on after her,” Mikey said when she was out of earshot. “I’ve gotta a few calls to make, anyway.”
“Nah.” Shane’s gaze followed the sway of Zoey’s hips as she joined her co-workers by the pool table then felt the weight of Mikey’s stare on the side of his face. “What?”
“You had a date with her last week, didn’t you?”
“It was lunch, not a date.” Shane studied Zoey’s ass as she bent to pick up the white ball out of the pocket. Unless he’d got it wrong, she’d been flirting with him for a couple of weeks and had been fond of stroking his arm whenever she was close enough. He’d never known a woman to do that before, but then, he’d been out of the game for a long, long time. Which was probably why he found her so tempting. But he’d moved to Vancouver six months ago as part of a new life plan. A plan that didn’t involve any women. “You know I’m not interested.”
With a crease between his eyes, Mikey studied his beer, and the word Fiona hung around them like a bad smell. “It’s been a year, Shane.”
“Yeah.” Which was the other reason he needed this hiking trip. It fell bang smack in the middle of what would’ve been his and Fiona’s first wedding anniversary—if she hadn’t left him standing at the altar looking like a brokenhearted fool.
Shane took a long swig of his beer. His gaze followed the laughter coming from the pool table and landed on Zoey’s breasts again then up her long, delicate neck as she talked happily with Ryan Dubois, one of the sports therapists who worked at the center.
“There’s no harm in dating,” Mikey was saying. “You might be ready for it now. Give it a go.”
“Now that’s some piece of advice coming from you.” Shane shook his head and laughed. “Your schedule allows for women just as much as mine does.”
“But I don’t use it as an excuse if a woman catches my eye.”
“Yeah—if.”
“Hey, at least I don’t pretend to be a hit with the ladies.” Mikey shot him a pointed look, and Shane slid a little farther down in his seat.
So what if he only posted pictures of himself on his social media when an attractive woman was draped over his arm? So what if he made out that his life, when not in the pool or hitting the books, was one big party?
At least the folks back home could see he didn’t give two shits about Fiona anymore.
Mikey’s phone buzzed. “Aw, it’s my dad. I’d better take this.”
“Go ahead. I’ll get another round of drinks.”
Mikey stepped out, and Shane headed to the bar. While he waited to be served, his gaze strayed back to Zoey’s pert backside.
Was Mikey right? Was Shane really ready to start dating again—for real?
And did he have the guts to find out?
“Two bottles of light beer and a glass of orange juice, please mate.” Shane asked the bartender to put the drinks on his room account. Zoey was drinking orange juice. He’d surprise her with this next glass, start a conversation, and see where that conversation went. The other day at lunch, they seemed to have a few things in common—a shared passion for fitness, the same tastes in music and films—so maybe dating and hooking up with a woman wouldn’t be so bad... The bartender placed the drinks on the bar.
“Thanks.” Taking his and Mikey’s beers with one hand and Zoey’s glass with other, Shane turned.
An elbow struck his hand, sending the juice splashing all over his face.
“Shit, I’m sor—whoa!”
There was skidding and clambering and a hand gripping his arm that almost made him drop the beers.
Krista Gervais.
Another sports therapist from the aquatics center who, every time Shane came across her, was always up to something… interesting.
Shane blinked juice out of his eyes and steadied Krista on her feet—well, not her feet exactly, but ridiculously high heels that had her legs splaying like Bambi on ice.
“Oh, man, I’m so sorry.” Krista’s face fell when she looked up into his. “Shane? I... um, are you okay?”
Orange juice dripped off his chin to join the wet patch on his shirt. “I’m just dandy, thanks. You?”
“Fine.” She bit her lip, her brow creasing as her gaze traveled to his chest. “Your shirt.”
“And yours.”
“Wha—oh!” She gasped at the thin material of her pale pink blouse that was now wet and see-through across her cleavage, showing off the lacy bra underneath. “I... yeah, I’m just gonna go change!”
She shot out of the bar, her legs moving quickly and awkwardly, as if her ankles were tied together by those impractical shoes. When she reached the bottom of the stairs, she swung around. “I’m so sorry about your shirt.”
“It’s fine. Really.”
“Right. Thanks.” She pushed up her lips to what she probably considered a smile, mouthed the word sorry again, and then shot up the stairs.
The barman handed him a cloth.
“Thanks,” Shane said. “I’ll leave the beers here, and I’ll be back in a minute.”
“Sure thing.”
Heading out the door to his room for another shirt, Shane glanced over toward the pool table. Zoey had her back to him, and no one had seen a thing. He’d buy her another drink as soon as he changed his shirt, but as he took the stairs two by two, he couldn’t shake off the uneasy feeling that the spilled juice had been a big fat neon sign, flashing those same words he’d repeated to himself so many times this past year.
Stay away from women.






  
  Chapter 2
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The door had barely slammed behind her when Krista stripped off her sticky, orange juice–soaked top and tossed it on the floor. 
Dammit! What the hell was wrong with her these days? Constantly running around like a headless chicken, bouncing from one embarrassing incident to another.
“Yeah, you’re just so cool, Krista Gervais,” she snapped at her reflection in the hotel mirror. “Way to go. And now you’re talking to yourself.”
She dropped onto her bed and buried her head in her hands. Man, she sucked at being cool and chic and—dare she say it in these modern times—ladylike.
Thing was, Krista was always one of the guys. Sweating out with them in the gym or carrying the beers and shooting pool with them after work. This was the first time she’d attempted to hang out with them in high heels and a pair of lacy panties constantly creeping up her ass. The combination of unsteady legs and itchy material where it really didn’t belong was a world apart from the practical sports underwear she lived in. She slipped off her shoes. How the hell did women walk in those things anyway?
And of course, of all the people, she just had to crash into Shane McDermit.
She was still living down all the other times he’d caught her in an embarrassing situation. Like the time he’d walked in on her using the men’s washrooms, and then a couple weeks ago, he’d witnessed her dropping a whole bottle of sanitizer, which by some freak chance cracked and spilled all over the sports therapy room floor, and then last Friday night. Oh, god. Her younger sister Lisa had rocked up at the center in tears with Deranged Duane behind her, and of course it had to be Shane who’d walked past just as Krista yelled across the parking lot, “Dude! Leave my sister the fuck alone. She’s not into you!”
Perfect. Just perfect. What a truly professional image to flaunt in front of a star Olympic athlete. If she carried on like this, she’d be classed as a distraction. An amateur. A liability. And she wouldn’t have a hope in hell of traveling with Team Canada to the next Olympics.
The ringing of her phone cut through her embarrassment. Lisa’s name flashed on the readout.
“Go away,” Krista said as soon as she connected the call.
“If you don’t want to speak to me, why answer?”
“Because I’m curious about something,” Krista huffed. “How the hell can you wear such uncomfortable underwear?”
“Aha!” Lisa hooted. “So you did pack them!”
Lisa had been horrified when she’d seen Krista’s vacation underwear selection. But despite Krista’s insistence that there would be no need for lace on this hiking trip, Lisa had been as persistent as ever. “If you want to get Ryan into bed,” she’d said, “you’d better take these instead.” She’d then dumped an armful of red and black lace on to Krista’s bed. “Take your pick. And remember—dress to undress.”
Good thing that she and Lisa were exactly the same dress size—or maybe not.
“These panties of doom are coming off.” Krista scrubbed her face with her free hand. “And the shoes are already off. Thongs and high heels are not a good mix for me.”
The proof? Crashing into Shane McDermit and a glassful of orange juice that she could still smell on her skin.
“As soon as you get into bed with Ryan, you can take everything off,” Lisa said.
“Ryan likes me the way I am.”
When Lisa stayed quiet, Krista frowned at what her sister was so clearly thinking—that Ryan saw Krista as one of the guys, too. Doubt echoed in the silence. If he really did like her the way she was, they’d have started a relationship weeks ago.
Damn.
Krista sighed, wishing she had an ounce of her sister’s confidence with men.
Well, not men—just one man, really.
Ryan Dubois.
She’d been in love with him for almost a year. Newly single after her five-year relationship with Eric had finally fizzled out, she’d started working at the gym and had instantly clicked with Ryan. He’d shown her around, guided her through her first days. They’d taken lunch together then discovered they had so much in common that they quickly became friends.
Good friends. The best of friends!
Ryan confided in her all the time, especially these past few months as he dealt with the messy fallout of his parents’ divorce. He’d supported his mother through her depression, and his personal life had taken such a battering recently that Krista was only too happy to be there for him.
You’re my rock, Krista. How many times had he said that to her recently? I don’t know what I’d do without you.
They’d been skirting around a relationship for months—and a few weeks ago, they’d even kissed on her couch, until Lisa had walked in with a guy she’d met at a bar.
Then fate had struck, and there hadn’t been any more kisses after that. Granny had passed away, and Krista’s life had become just as hectic as Ryan’s. She’d had to deal with her grief, help her mom and Lisa through theirs, as well as sort through Granny’s belongings and all the unpleasant paperwork that came with death. Ryan’s mom had still needed a lot of attention, too, so he’d said they should wait for a better time before they started anything.
And that was exactly why Krista had suggested this mini vacation to Banff. When the center announced that they needed volunteers to support the athletes taking part in today’s bike ride, Krista had signed herself and Ryan up. She’d then suggested that they spend the rest of the week in the Rockies. Together, alone. It was just what they needed to kick-start their relationship, exploring the trails—and each other.
Or rather, that had been the plan until Ryan had invited their co-workers to join them. Which meant they’d gotten separate rooms too, so as “not to spark gossip” and make things “awkward” in the group.
“All you’ve got to do, Kris, is bend over right under his nose,” Lisa was saying on the phone now. “It works every time.”
“If I bend over, half my butt will be on display.” For god’s sake, why was she even contemplating this ridiculous seduction plan? “These capri pants are so tight.”
“They’re supposed to be tight. They make your ass look great, and Ryan’s gonna love it, trust me.”
Trust Lisa?
Oh no.
Now, Krista really did feel desperate.
But the other night, when Ryan had come over to watch a movie, they’d almost kissed again, and Krista knew in her heart that now was the right time they’d both been waiting for.
Ryan’s mom was finally getting professional help with her depression, and the drama of his parents’ divorce was slowly being pushed to the past. And as for Krista, she still missed Granny, but at least the old apartment had been cleared out now, the sale had gone through, and she was no longer faced with daily reminders of her loss. Finally, she could move on with her life too—with Ryan by her side.
“Are you sure this’ll work?” Krista asked, readjusting the lace panties out of her crotch for the hundredth time. “It feels kinda... prehistoric.”
“Are you kidding me?” Lisa snorted. “If you think men are no longer into lace underwear, you most certainly need to get laid immediately.”
Yeah… that would be nice...
It had been a very long time since Krista had been intimate with anyone. The kiss she’d shared with Ryan all those weeks ago had been the closest thing she’d had to bedroom action since Eric, and even the love life she’d shared with him, though sweet and comfortable, had never been... exciting.
“You and Ryan have been dancing around each other long enough,” Lisa continued. “It’s time to get down to business.”
Lisa was two years younger than Krista, but in terms of notches on the bedpost, she was twenty years older. The heights of Lisa’s wild love life weren’t something Krista had ever wanted to aspire to. Picking up guys in bars, sleeping around, and “getting bored” if a man stayed too long? For sure, her party-girl sister was having a lot of fun sowing her wild oats, but all too often she ignored the warning signs that such a lifestyle could, and usually did, end in tears.
The main warning sign being Deranged Duane.
Lisa’s ex-one-night-stand had several screws loose. Though at least Krista screaming at him like a crazed fishwife across the parking lot had done a good job of stopping his stalker ways.
Not that Lisa was remotely troubled by such a drama. Dear god. The next weekend, she’d gone out and brought home another loser. Just like Mom always did. But whereas Lisa seemed to embrace their mother’s ways toward men and relationships, Krista didn’t. At all.
Clearly, she’d missed out on the flirting, casual-sex gene that obviously ran down the female line of the family. Even Granny had had her fair share of male suitors, if the amount of old gentlemen who attended her funeral three months ago was anything to go by.
But nope. Krista wasn’t anything like Lisa or their mom. She believed in monogamy and soulmates and ever-lasting love.
She believed in romance, dammit.
And above all, she believed that she and Ryan were meant to be together.
Hence, the only reason she was going along with Lisa’s plan to seduce him with a scrap of lace.
“Ryan’s gotten too used to having you in the friend zone,” Lisa continued. “You’ve got to show him you’re a woman with needs and you’re not gonna wait around for him to make up his mind about what he wants.”
“I know,” Krista sighed, having heard all this from Lisa before—and her sister was right. Ryan did need to see her as more than a friend.
“You’re wearing that short white blouse with the slit up the back, right?”
“I was, until I was doused in orange juice.”
“How did—”
“Never mind.” Krista pushed off the bed. “I’ll wear that halter neck you loaned me.” She pulled it out of her bag then bit her lip when she noticed the low-cut neckline. “What if this plan doesn’t work?”
“There’s only one way to find out, so grab the bull by the balls and show Ryan what you’ve got.”
“It’s horns. Grab the bull by the horns, not the balls.”
Lisa cracked up. “Now we know where you’ve been going wrong all these years.”






  
  Chapter 3
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Cleaned up and dressed in a fresh top, Krista adjusted the cups of yet another lacy bra Lisa had loaned her. 
Grab the bull by the balls.
With one last look at her reflection, Krista was ready for Meet Ryan at the Bar, Take 2. And she had to admit she looked pretty good in skin-tight capris—even if she couldn’t breathe in them. The low-rise waist barely reached her hips and didn’t cover the lacy top of her panties. Neither did the hem of her black top, which left an inch of bare skin around her waist. Butterflies pounded in her stomach. She didn’t look like herself, but she was on vacation now and it was party time. The whole point was to look different.
Boosted by her little pep talk, she headed across the lobby, her heels clicking on the shiny wooden floor as she followed the music and laughter to the bar.
Ryan was the first person she saw. Her heart raced.
“There you are,” he said. His even white teeth flashed and his eyes sparkled as his gaze traveled up and down her body. “You look great!”
“Thanks.” When he kissed her cheek, the scent of his newly shaven skin shot straight to her stomach. “You’re looking pretty good too.”
“It’s a nice change not wearing sweaty sports gear, eh?” Ryan ordered a round of drinks, and together they carried everything toward the pool table, where the rest of their co-workers were racking up for another game.
Krista said Hi to everyone, and they talked about the day’s race and bantered about the skill level of whoever was taking the next shot at the table.
When it was Krista’s turn to play the winner, she reached for the cue and her gaze caught on Shane McDermit. In a clean shirt, he was talking to Zoey and Michael Adams at the bar. The tips of Krista’s ears burned, but she ignored Shane’s presence and took her shot at the table. Angling her cue, she pulled back her arm, and whack, the triangle of balls dispersed and one dropped into the top right pocket with a clunk. Her friends whooped and Ryan high-fived her as she walked past him to take the next shot. Feeling better, she bent over the table, positioning her cue, and—gotcha!—Ryan’s gaze hooked on her cleavage.
Lisa was right!
A bit of skin really was the way to go. Ryan sidled closer.
“You’ve got this, Kris,” he said.
Melting with delight, Krista took her shot and potted another ball.
“Hustler!” Darren, her opponent and fellow sports therapist, called out.
But she missed the next shot, and when Darren took his go, she took a swig of her beer. The alcohol tingled her senses and increased her confidence. Enjoying herself, she smiled at Ryan. He smiled back, and as he cheered her on throughout the game, she knew they would be together.
“Okay, hustler,” Ryan said when she had one last shot on the eight ball. “You can finish this.”
All she needed now was for him to stand behind her, because this last shot required her to really bend over, but he was hanging out by the pocket she was aiming for. Never mind. She’d get this ball in, win the game, and jump into his arms for a celebratory hug. Aiming her cue, Krista stretched back into her right hip, and—
Crrriiiickkkk!
A waft of cool air hit her bare ass. Her pants had ripped. Shooting up straight in sheer horror, she thwacked the cue against the white ball, which sent it flying across the table and knocking the eight ball into the top right pocket.
As everyone cheered—thank god all eyes had been on the ball!—Krista edged backward to the door, whooping and high-fiving as best she could with one hand behind her holding her pants together.
“Okay!” she said, plastering on a smile. “Now that I’ve beaten y’all, I’m just... um... gonna head upstairs. I’ve... er... gotta call my... my sister! I’ll be right back.”
Backing out into the lobby, she tripped and stumbled against the doorframe.
A pair of warm hands shot to her hips, steadying her.
Nope. Not a doorframe.
Twisting her neck, she looked up, and the blood drained from her already shriveling body.
Shane McDermit.
He must’ve seen everything!
Instinct had her desperate to jump away
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