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Eve

It was bad enough that Eve had to come on vacation with her whole family. It was even worse that they’d chosen to do it over Christmas.

But the worst part was that they’d chosen to go skiing.

Fucking skiing.

She didn’t hate skiing, it was actually the opposite. She loved it and was good at it. Great at it, really. The problem was that no one else in her family was any good other than her dad. As luck would have it, he didn’t ski anymore. Hell, her sister  Mackenzie had only ever been on skis one other time in her whole life. 

What this meant was that instead of spending quality time with her family, she was alone, staring down the mountain from the largest hill at the lodge. 

She’d tried to stay with her family, telling them she didn’t mind doing bunny slopes, but they weren't having it. They insisted that she go and enjoy herself. 

As if that could happen when she was the lone wolf while they were all paired up. 

The trip consisted of her mom and dad, her sister Skylar and her husband Peter, and her sister MacKenzie and her wife Juno.

She was the only one without a partner.

Which was made even slightly more ironic because she was also the oldest sibling. At thirty-one, she never once thought that both her sisters would be married before her. The joke was definitely on her. 

Not that she wanted to get married. She liked her life. She liked her job as a curator at a museum. She had friends and a bountiful social life. The only thing she didn’t have was someone to share it with at night, when she went home alone. 

Was that really such a bad thing?

Who needed a man when she could have the whole bed to herself and not have to worry about someone hogging the covers?

As for orgasms, she’d become proficient at giving them to herself. Which was more than she could say for a lot of the guys she had dated over the years. It seemed it was her fate in life to not be able to have an orgasm during sex. Oral sex, yes. Penetration, no way, no how. 

Oh, she had tried. 

After college, she’d basically gone on an orgasm hunt, searching them out night after night. She tried different guys, different positions, and different scenarios. It had been her mission to find the big O with a guy. And yet, it never happened. 

Eventually, she’d given up and taken her orgasms where she could get them. In the last two years, that was from her trusty rabbit that never failed to get the job done. 

Deciding she’d stalled too long already, she placed her goggles back over her eyes and took off down the hill. 

The thrill that skiing down a mountain gave her never got old. Her dad took her skiing just once as a teenager and she’d taken to it easily. Quickly, she’d outgrown the easy slopes and moved on to the harder ones. Her dad had been so proud of her and loved that she enjoyed something he liked. Over the years, they'd skied together many times, until his knee had decided no more. Now, he stayed on the bunny slopes with the rest of the family while she was left to race down the mountain on her own. 

There were very few people on the hill so she didn't need to worry about anything but the rush. She flew, enjoying the feel of the wind against her face and the sun rising in front of her. She was just about to the bottom when she saw another skier pass her on the right. They were both going full speed and there were a few other people at the bottom of the hill. She pulled right trying to avoid them but the skier who passed her pulled left at the exact same time. 

Because, of course, he did. 

They collided, hard, both of them toppling over with her falling over him and landing right on top of him.

Both of them groaned.

“What the hell.” His voice was deep and strained with just a hint of pain. “There’s no way you didn’t see me.”

“I could say the same for you.” She tried to sit up but their skis got even more tangled. 

“For the love of God, stop moving.” His hands grabbed her hips, presumably to still her movements.

“I’m trying to get off you.” She lifted her head for the first time, ripping her goggles off and coming face to face with what can only be described as the most beautiful man in the world. 

Strong jaw, deep blue eyes, and cheekbones that defied nature. 

Was she dreaming? She had to be dreaming. No man looked this good.

“If you’d just give me a second, I think I can get us untangled.” His voice had changed, gotten several octaves lower, if possible, and his eyes never left hers as he worked to move his legs from hers. Several seconds later, one of her skis popped off and they were immediately untangled. “There,” he said.

She easily rolled off him, immediately missing the feel of his strong body under hers. “Uh, thanks.” When she tried to sit up, she groaned at the sharp pain in her side. 

“Are you okay?” His voice held concern as he also sat up and started looking her over. “Did you hurt yourself?” His hands were touching her everywhere and, even through her heavy coat, she felt the imprint of them on her skin. 

She waved him off. “It’s just my side.” She tried to stand, but the pain was overwhelming, forcing her to stay seated. 

Just fucking great.

“Shit, you need medical attention.” He unhooked both his skis and then scooted in front of her and took off the one she still had on. He moved effortlessly as if he did this all the time. 

“I’ll be fine,” she said, wishing like hell he’d just leave her alone. She was already embarrassed. She didn’t need the hottest guy she’d ever laid eyes on feeling sorry for her.

“You’re not fine and I’m not leaving you until I know you’re okay.” Then, in the craziest and hottest thing she’d ever seen, he scooped her up in his arms.

“What are you doing?” She struggled to get him to put her down but that only made her side hurt worse. 

“Stop wiggling,” he said in a demanding tone. “I’m just carrying you inside so I can check you out.”

That sounded dirty and also like something she absolutely wanted. Wait, no, she didn’t even know this guy. She should not be having dirty thoughts about him checking her out. “I can walk.”

“You probably can, but this is easier and quicker.”

They entered the lodge and, instead of taking her to the medical staff on hand, he bypassed them and kept walking. 

“Where are you taking me?” It was just her luck that she would be murdered by a hot guy.

“I want to look you over but I thought you might appreciate me doing that with some privacy.”

She’d heard enough. “Listen, buddy, you can’t kidnap me and think that no one will care. People saw you carry me in here.”

A deep chuckle vibrated through his body, one she could feel through both their layers of clothing. “Calm down, I’m not kidnapping you.” They entered a room that looked suspiciously like an office. There was a man sitting behind the desk. A man who looked vaguely familiar.

“You know this is my office, right?” the man said with a raised eyebrow.

“Don't just sit there,” the man carrying her said. “Move this stuff so I can set her down.” He indicated with his head to the couch where there were boxes covering every inch.

Her mind finally started working and she realized the man was Gordon Kincaid, owner of the lodge they were standing in. “Mister Kincaid, I’m so sorry about this.”

“How do you know my name?” the man holding her said, a look of complete confusion on his face.

That had her furrowing her brow, but before she could speak, Gordon answered.

“I believe she’s talking to me, jackass.” He started moving the boxes. “Miss Stanley is one of our most frequent patrons.”

“You know my brother?” the man holding her asked, staring down at her face.

She nodded as the reality of what he said hit her. “Gordon is your brother?”

“I am,” Gordon answered for him. “I take it you didn’t introduce yourself before you carried her into my office for who knows what sort of shenanigans.”

“It's not like that,” she protested, as the hot guy finally set her down on the cleaned off couch.

“We sort of collided at the bottom of the hill,” the hot guy said to Gordon before looking back at her. “I’m Theo. Theo Kincaid.” He removed his gloves, hat, and coat.

She looked up into his deep blue eyes and, for a second was lost, before finally opening her mouth and speaking. “Eve Stanley.” She was already getting warm, partly from the heat in the building and partly from this Theo guy.

“Why’d you bring her in here instead of the medical offices?” Gordon asked.

“She hurt her ribs and I thought this might give her more privacy.” 

Gordon sighed. “You’ve been here one day and you’re already messing with my lodge. We have the medical room for a reason.”

“You and I both know that I’m more qualified to look after her than the people you have in there.”

“Excuse me,” Eve finally said, interrupting their brotherly quarrel. “I’m perfectly capable of looking after myself. I’m not that hurt.”

“I beg to differ,” Theo said, kneeling down in front of her. “If I had to guess, you have a bruised rib and I know for a fact that hurts like a bitch.”

“Just who are you and why would you be better qualified than the medical staff that Gordon has on hand?” She had no plans to go see the medical staff but that didn’t mean she didn't want to know why Theo thought he was better qualified. 

“He’s a doctor,” Gordon supplied. 

“A doctor?” she asked, looking between Gordon and Theo. 

“I have my own practice, but before that, I worked at the hospital in my town.”

“Oh.” That really did make him more qualified than the nurses the lodge staffed for emergencies. 

“I thought I could look you over and make sure you were okay,” he said sheepishly.

“I guess that’s the least you can do since you ran into me.”

He raised an eyebrow. “I’m pretty sure you’re the one who ran into me.”

“Wrong. The other skiers were to my left so I pulled right to miss them.”

“I pulled left to miss the guy who was on my right.”

Was it her imagination or was he enjoying arguing with her? “I didn’t see anyone on your right.” 

“That doesn’t mean he wasn’t there.”

“Can we all just agree that you both tried to avoid other people and move on with this,” Gordon asked. “I do have work to do that I can’t do with both of you in my office.”

“I’m so sorry, Mister Kincaid. I’ll get out of your hair.”

“Call me Gordon, and really, you should probably let my brother here check you out. Mostly because I really don’t want to be sued.”

“I would never sue you,” Eve said. “I’ve been coming here for years. You own my favorite ski lodge.”

“If you two are finished flirting,” Theo said with an edge to his voice, “I could check you and make sure there is no real damage.”

Gordon laughed. “Brother of mine, you wouldn’t know flirting if it hit you on your head with a ski.” He turned back to his desk. “I will give you fifteen minutes to do what you need to do while I do my walk-through.” He gave Eve a small wink. “Be gentle with my brother. He doesn’t go out in public often and we wouldn’t want to scare him back into his cave.”
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