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      The maid of honor. The best man. A wedding meet-cute with a few hitches.

      

      Her younger brother’s destination wedding forces interior designer Gretchen Pane (40) on a vacation to snowy Maine. A reservation glitch ruins her plans for a quiet recharge before her next project. But being stuck with the best man and one bed definitely has its perks, even if she’s losing the fight with her feelings and the whole situation is a big cliché.

      

      Restoration specialist Geoffrey Reston (35) is focused on moving his business, not improving his love life, after his best friend’s wedding. Although sharing a cabin with the maid of honor might not have been on his radar, he isn’t complaining. Falling in love with her isn’t on the agenda, despite what his heart thinks.

      

      Will what happens in Maine during a snowstorm stay in Maine? Or will they find the sweet spot of happily-ever-after?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER ONE


          

        

      

    

    
      “Chill, Travis.” Gretchen Pane downshifted and eased off the clutch as she made the final turn toward Donahue Falls Resort. She grinned when the backend of her rental fishtailed on the freshly plowed but still snow-covered road. The agent had tried to talk her into a so-called upgrade, but what fun was an automatic with all-wheel drive in wintry Maine? “I’m almost there. I have plenty of time to check in, unpack, and freshen up before the rehearsal. Put Emily on the phone.”

      Her brother huffed a noisy sigh. “I thought first-borns were supposed to be the responsible ones.”

      “I am responsible. I’m on time and this is the first vacation I’ve had in three years. If you weren’t getting married, I’d be working right now.” The steep roof of what she guessed was the lodge and event center came into view. “You’re way too uptight. Go have sex with your fiancée or something to relieve some of that stress. Nobody likes a groomzilla. See you in about an hour.”

      Muffled female laughter got cut off when Travis ended the call without a goodbye. At least her future sister-in-law had a sense of humor, even if her little brother was acting like a tight-ass.

      As she drove the final quarter mile to the lodge, only thoughts of lounging by the massive fireplace, being pampered in the spa, and catching up on her reading filled her mind. A recharge before she dove into the biggest project of her career would hit the spot.

      Thank god, this wedding is only taking up a day and a half of my vacation.

      Vehicles took up all but a few reserved spaces in the parking lot. Huge mounds of snow bordered the space in strategic areas, hinting at the reason Em and Travis had chosen rural Maine for their destination wedding. That said, the couple might’ve had to forego her participation if a ceremony on skis had been part of their plan.

      It’s a good thing I love you, Travis.

      Gretchen pulled up to the valet stand, shut off the engine, and popped the trunk. Leaving the keys in the ignition, she climbed out of her rental.

      A young man hurried toward her, the embroidered logo and name on his coat announcing he worked at the resort. “Would you like help with your luggage, ma’am?”

      Ma’am, shma’am. I’m forty, not eighty-five.

      She gave him a curt nod. “Yes, please. I’m with the Brooker-Pane wedding. I was told to mention it for some special perks.”

      “Yes, ma’am.” He tapped on the headset discreetly tucked under his cap. “Bell service for the Brooker-Pane event. One guest. We’ll have you unloaded shortly, ma’am, if you’d like to step inside. Keys?”

      “Thank you. They’re in it.” Glad for her fleece-lined boots and gloves, she rounded the front end of her car and stepped onto the cleared sidewalk. Both sets of automatic doors whooshed open when she approached, bathing her chilled face in a rush of warm air.

      Another uniformed employee with a full beard and bushy eyebrows exited the check-in counter and crossed the high-ceilinged lobby toward her. “You must be Ms. Pane, the groom’s sister and maid of honor. Welcome to Donahue Falls Resort and Event Center. Let’s check you in while your bags are unloaded and moved to your accommodations. Follow me please.”

      The rustic décor drew her attention while she trailed after her guide. Exposed log walls and wrought-iron chandeliers fit the traditional ski-lodge theme, but she could easily imagine variations of the breathtaking granite fireplace for a number of her upcoming design consultations. Framed photographs of moose, pine forests, and a dozen other nature scenes hung along the perimeter of the lobby instead of taxidermy deer, ducks, and other critters like a typical hunting lodge. No bear rugs lay on the slate and hardwood floor. Considering the weather, the woven coir rugs in high-traffic paths seemed like a logical solution for protecting the finish and lightening the housekeeping crew’s duties.

      Rather than leading her to the crowded reservation counter, he ushered her into the concierge’s office. His fingers danced on the wireless keyboard in front of a monitor for several seconds before he gestured at a table with coffee and hot-water dispensers, an assortment of teas and the usual condiments, and a small refrigerator containing bottled water. “Would you care for something to drink while we get you checked in?”

      “I would, thanks.” She prepared a carryout cup of peppermint tea while he clicked and clacked some more on the keyboard.

      “Hm.” His puzzled tone sent a warning shiver up her spine. “Gretchen Pane, correct?”

      “Yes. Is there a problem?” Abandoning her cup on the table, she returned to the counter.

      “It looks like there’s an issue with the suite you were originally assigned to.” He glanced up for a moment and then studied the screen again. A nearly silent snort accompanied a twitch of his lips, indicating a bit of humor related the issue. “It seems the last guests to stay there damaged the, um, furniture and a small section of wall. Repairs are underway, but they’re not finished in time for your reservation. The good news is you’ve been switched to a luxury cabin that opened up from a cancellation this morning.”

      Well, I guess I won’t be spending the next week in the spa—because there’s no way in hell I’m traipsing back and forth through four feet of snow in twenty-degree temperatures.

      She sucked in a calming breath, determined not to take out her disappointment on someone who had no control over the situation. “Okay. I obviously didn’t bring any food with me, other than a few snacks. Is room service available in the cabins? And what kind of amenities?”

      Relief showed in the man’s posture and his genuine smile. “Yes, ma’am. Our app includes direct links to the front desk if you have any questions and to the restaurant for room-service ordering and delivery. It also has the hours of operation and menu. The cabin’s kitchen is supplied with dishes, utensils, and cookware, plus a dining table that seats four. There’s a whirlpool bath plus a walk-in shower in the bathroom. The bedroom features a king bed and a fireplace, in addition to the one in the living area. You’ll have a view of the beginner’s ski run from the kitchen and living room. The bedroom side of the cabin is nestled into the woods for plenty of privacy.”

      Maybe she would survive without the spa after all. “That sounds perfect.”

      “Excellent. I’ll let the bell—” The concierge looked up from the keycard machine at a knock on the door. “Yes?”

      The valet glanced toward his feet and then toward his co-worker. His sheepish expression set off more alarm bells in her head. “Sorry to interrupt, but we need Ms. Pane’s assistance outside. Nobody knows how to drive a manual transmission, and we have a line of cars waiting to unload.”

      A laugh bubbled out of her throat before she could censor her reaction.

      The people whose job requires parking cars of all kinds don’t know how to drive a stick? You’re kidding me, right?

      At least they didn’t wreck it.

      She swallowed the smartass retort aching to get out since it would only make the poor under-trained guy more embarrassed. “I’ll be right there. I need the key to my cabin. With the way things are going, you should probably give me an extra copy, just in case.”

      Giving a nod, the concierge ran another plastic card through the device. Then he slid them into a cardstock sleeve, handed her the packet, and pointed to a laminated map taped on the counter by the monitor. “You’re in the Red Maple cabin. It’s located near the southwest corner of the parking lot. I’ll tell the bellhop to put your luggage back in your car and meet you at the cabin to unload and carry it in for you. The valet can direct you to your reserved parking spot.”

      She slid the keys into the side pocket of her leggings for safe keeping. “Thank you for your help.”

      He smiled, most likely because she hadn’t freaked out over the change in her reservation and the inability of the staff to park her car. “Of course, Ms. Pane. Please let us know if you need anything at all. We’re here to make your stay at Donahue Falls Resort an exceptional one.”

      The young man who’d come to find her hadn’t been exaggerating. Eight vehicles waited behind her rental, stuck in line for the most ridiculous reason on the planet.

      He rushed to open the driver’s door for her. “Everything’s reloaded in the trunk, Ms. Pane. You’ll want to follow the exit signs until you come to the end of the parking lot. Make a left. Go until you have to turn left again. At the end of that row, you should see a reserved space for Red Maple. Someone will meet you there to take care of your bags.”

      “Okay. Thank you.” She slid behind the wheel, more than ready for few minutes of relaxation before the wedding rehearsal and dinner.

      “Enjoy your stay, ma’am.” He hurried around the rear bumper to the sidewalk, possibly for fear of retaliation for having to do things via the self-serve method.

      He proved much better at giving directions than getting her car out of the way of the new arrivals, and she popped the trunk again for another helper in a resort uniform. In under five minutes, he unloaded her car again and moved her belongings into the cabin’s spacious bedroom.

      She handed him a generous tip, with the plan to make her brother pay her back for her troubles. Eyeing the suitcases lined up by the closet, she shook her head. “First up, a soak in the tub with the jets on.”
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      A glance at the digital clock on his dashboard told Geoffrey Reston he had roughly eighteen minutes to shower, dress, and hoof it to the lodge for his best friend’s wedding rehearsal. He wouldn’t be late if he arrived in twenty-eight minutes, but he preferred being early to being on time.

      He aimed a glare at the car parked in the spot that should’ve been his as he pulled into the closest available space.

      Stop at the front desk after dinner to ask about getting access to my parking place.

      After a quick grab of his garment bag and carryon from the backseat, he jogged toward his cabin, hoping his hiking boots didn’t fail him on the packed-down snow. The rest of his belongings would have to wait until after tonight’s activities. The closing on his house had taken too damn long, putting him two hours behind schedule. It was one of many in a long line of snags that had complicated his day, but things could only improve from here, right?

      He shifted his hold on his luggage to dig the keycard from his coat pocket as he climbed the steps to his cabin. Soft light glowed through curtained window adjacent to the door, a small favor that would save him five to ten seconds from not having to feel around to find a wall switch.

      The lock disengaged on the first try, and he pushed inside. A brief study of the layout sent him into the hall to the left.

      He ditched his bags at the end of the bed and rushed through removing his coat and stripping out of his worksite clothes. The mattress called to him, but no way in hell was he going to skip out on his best friend to take a nap.

      Shaving kit.

      As he carried his shower supplies to the bathroom, the door opened, revealing a deliciously curvy woman as naked as he was. Her mouth formed a perfect O and her eyebrows arched toward the pile of mahogany silk on her head. She didn’t, however, screech or attempt to cover herself—not the voluptuous handfuls with beckoning nipples or the dark curls at the top of her toned thighs. Confidence rolled off of her in waves, and it was sexy as fuck.

      His dick responded with an urgent twitch, pulling every drop of blood in his body its direction. In a matter of seconds, he sported an erection as hard as the granite used to build the fireplace in the Donahue Falls lodge. It reminded him to tighten the abs he’d been neglecting the last few months because of his job. Did she notice his usual six-pack had gone a little soft around the middle? Or had the ink on his chest and arms distracted her?

      Her tongue slipped out to wet her plum-colored lips.

      He barely squashed a moan from the hope that zinged through his balls.

      A wicked smile spread across her face, a sure sign she knew exactly what thought had gone through his heads—both of them. “Hello there. You must be one of the amenities. Did the concierge send you to my cabin to make up for all the trouble? Because I have to say that’s very generous of the resort.”

      Despite his best effort, he couldn’t stop his gaze from straying to her magnificent breasts and lower. Was she as wet as he was hard?

      He swallowed to keep from choking on his own spit and forced his brain into function mode. “I think there’s been a mistake. This is my cabin. Red Maple. I don’t have time to help you straighten out your accommodations right now, but I’ll gladly help you move your things to wherever you’re supposed to be staying later.”

      “That won’t be necessary. I’m not moving out.” She waved her hand toward a trio of matching suitcases lined up by the closet. “The bellhop carried them inside for me, so I’m obviously in the right cabin. I’d really love to stay and chat…or something else perhaps, but I have to leave for an appointment at the lodge in about ten minutes. And clothing is mandatory.”

      Her casual shrug caused a ripple of movement through those amazing mounds of womanly flesh.

      He failed to avert his gaze when she turned toward her suitcases, giving him a view of her equally perfect ass.

      I’m so fucked.

      If I want to be. Maybe.

      Who am I kidding? There’s no maybe about it.

      While he wouldn’t mind sharing a bed with her, he’d planned on some personal time to get a jumpstart on a big contract his new business venture had landed a week and a half ago.

      Just walk past her to the bathroom. No looking—and definitely no touching.

      Shaving kit in hand, he headed toward the open door. “It sounds like there was a glitch in the reservation system. We can walk to the lodge together since I have an event to attend at six o’clock too. I’ll be ready in eight minutes.”

      Not waiting for her to respond, he closed himself inside. Adjusting the water’s temperature control to cold, he pulled on the handle to start the shower and braced himself before stepping into the tiled stall. The icy spray took his breath away for several seconds, but it served its purpose by making his hard-on run for cover.

      After a quick wash, shampoo, and rinse, he turned off the water and grabbed a towel from the shelf. Goose bumps covered every inch of his skin—probably a suitable punishment for gawking at the vision who could end up being his roommate for the week. In his defense, he didn’t have much of a social life, not since his last semi-serious girlfriend had dumped him two years ago.

      He rubbed the plush towel over his hair and beard a few more times and tossed it over the rack. A dab of product and a finger-comb of his hair were enough to finish the job since he’d made time for a haircut and beard trim yesterday between appointments.

      All her luggage was still present when he returned to the bedroom, but the dark-haired beauty had vanished. At least she wouldn’t see his shrunken head.

      Focus. Suit, shirt, and tie.

      As he finally slipped on his boots, the lady reappeared, her skin now almost entirely covered by a form-hugging pair of pants and matching jacket a shade or two lighter than his navy dress pants. Black lines whirled and wove their way through the field of blue, creating the illusion of a layer of lace over the material. The feminine detail looked damn good on her. The pair of high heels dangling from her fingertips didn’t hurt, either.

      “Seven minutes and fifteen seconds. Impressive.” Her slow visual assessment of him warmed his dick again. “I just need to put on my coat and boots and grab my purse.”

      He grunted and slipped on his wool overcoat and scarf instead of letting the knowledge that he had a condom in his wallet convince him to blow off his commitments for the evening. Getting laid wasn’t worth screwing up his friend’s wedding.

      As she put on her gloves, he shoved his dress shoes into the bag with his gag gift for the groom and double-checked that he had his keycard and car keys. “Ready?”

      Her now-loose hair cascaded over her shoulder when she nodded, tempting him to run his fingers through it. The playful sparkle in her eyes warned him she was about to hit him with another bit of honesty. “Yes, but we need to go or I’ll be late.”

      Leading the way out of the cabin, he hoped the icy blast of winter during their walk deflated his eager cock again. The sidewalk had been mostly cleared, but the gentleman in him offered her his arm. “In case it’s slippery.”

      He stifled a groan at his unintentional double entendre, even though she let it pass without comment and grasped his hand instead of his arm. Their breath created wispy clouds that quickly dissipated as they hurried along the well-lit walkway, and their synchronous gait struck him as completely natural, like they were in tune with each other in every way.

      There I go, romanticizing sexual attraction.

      He’d done it before, but he refused to fall victim to it again.

      She’s just having fun getting a reaction out of me.

      The muffled sounds from the main entrance of the lodge grew clearer and more intrusive with every step toward the massive structure. By the time they reached the first set of automatic doors, the noise level reminded him of a big-city hotel with conversation and laughter everywhere.

      Giving his hand a firm tug, she aimed toward the concierge office. “It’s only ten ’til six. Let’s see if we can take care of our double-booked problem before I have to head to my appointment.”

      “Okay.” He continued beside her, despite his itchiness to arrive early for his own event.

      The same employee he’d spoken to less than half an hour ago greeted them with a smile several yards from the open doorway. “Mr. Reston, is there anything I can do for you?”

      Geoff’s companion’s huffy sigh didn’t go unnoticed by the concierge. She undoubtedly didn’t appreciate the assumption that he was in charge. “Mr. Reston and I have been booked into the same cabin. We have separate reservations for separate accommodations. Can you please find a solution that doesn’t involve one of us sleeping in a snow fort?”






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.


OEBPS/images/g-marks-the-spot-cover.jpg
Mellanie Szereto

USA Today Bestselling Author






OEBPS/images/logo.jpg





