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Chapter One

				Dana hitched up her dress, dodged the groups of people milling around in the lobby of Timber Lodge, and ran for the long hallway. A crowd had gathered in hopes of catching a glimpse of one of the U.S. men’s downhill skiers, but what they’d gotten instead was a front row seat to the most humiliating moment of Dana’s life. Positive the laughter in the room was at her expense, she only wanted to escape.

				Escape from the embarrassment of wearing a wedding dress with no groom, no wedding, and no idea what she was going to do now.

				A figure stepped in front of her exit. She bumped into a man’s unmovable chest. Stumbling to the side, she gazed up into a pair of dark eyes. Her barricade stared at her intently, while holding her arms to keep her from falling.

				“S-sorry,” she mumbled, pulling away from him as he attempted to keep her there.

				She spotted an open door, ran, and slipped into the empty banquet room. She gazed at the vases filled with pastel pink flowers atop the tables, the unlit candles, and the ivory colored lace draped over every flat surface. Everything perfectly decorated for a quaint reception. The guests who were coming had quietly slipped away after her fiancé, Jace Kendall, announced he’d changed his mind about getting married, because he wasn’t in love with her anymore.

				She removed the diamond necklace from the jewelry box that Jace had thrust into her hands, to soften the fact he’d dumped her on her wedding day, before he’d hightailed his way out the door. “I’m going to annihilate him.”

				She tossed the box to the floor, dug her phone out of the clutch purse she’d bought specifically for her wedding day — while dropping the jewelry inside — and rang her father. “Daddy. I’ve got an emergency and need you to do something for me.”

				“What’s going on? You sound upset,” her dad said. “Weren’t you scheduled to get married right now?”

				A knock sounded on the outer door. She raised her gaze, ignored the rude person interrupting her, and continued. “Jace walked out on me, said he didn’t love me the way a man loves a woman and  …  ” she sniffed, “I want you to fire him. Kick him out of his office, and make sure someone else takes over his job.”

				“He’s one of my best employees,” her father said. “You’ll get past this setback.”

				She squeezed her eyes closed and opened them again at the accusation in her dad’s voice. “But, Daddy. He left me.”

				The door opened and a man decked out in skiwear entered. He stood staring at her, and she glared while continuing to talk on the phone. “No, I don’t want you to fly here from Italy.” She paused to listen. “No, I don’t want you to fly me away to Barbados. I want to get married. I want to become Mrs. Somebody today. That’s what’s supposed to happen. At twenty-five years old, I’m supposed to get married. At twenty-eight, I’m having my first baby. It’s my life schedule, Daddy. You know how I’ve planned all the important events in my life. Jace ruined everything.”

				Her father sighed, sounding at a loss. “Do you want to come back home? I can send Pete there to run the shop.”

				Dana’s father would never understand her need for order. Too busy traveling with his fourth wife and Dana’s three half-brothers, he’d even failed to find time to attend the wedding of his only daughter from his first marriage. She blew out her breath. “No! No, I’m sorry I bothered you  …  just go do whatever you’re doing. I’ll handle this myself. Bye, Daddy.”

				She disconnected the call and turned her attention to the man standing in the room with her. “What?”

				“Are you okay?” He stepped forward, studying her in what appeared to be a mix of fascination and trepidation.

				She grabbed her bodice and hitched her dress, squaring her shoulders. He acted as if he’d never seen a woman whose whole world had crumbled into a gazillion little pieces only moments ago. “I’m fine.”

				Dressed in a two-piece gray ski suit, with goggles sitting on the top of his head holding back shoulder-length black hair, he let his gaze take in the full length of her dress. His eyes, the color of mahogany, were heated and intense. A quiver traveled up her spine, not exactly unpleasant, but definitely unwanted. Right away, she pegged him for a player.

				“If you’re looking for the lobby, go out the door, turn right, and keep walking. You can’t miss it. It’s that huge room that’s packed with everyone laughing and talking.” She tapped her foot, itching to shed the dress and throw away anything that reminded her of Jace.

				“I came here to check on you.” He held his hands out to the sides of him. “I’m the guy you plowed into when you ran down the hallway. You looked like you were in trouble. I thought I’d see if I could help you with anything.”

				“There’s nothing you can do for me except go.” She kicked off her shoes and reached behind her, searching for the hidden zipper on the floor length, eggshell white gown she’d had specially made a year ago for this exact day. “You can leave and shut the door behind you.”

				He tilted his head. “You’re shaking. Are you sure you’re all right?”

				“Yes, dammit.” She grabbed her elbow and forced her other hand further down her back, trying to reach the tiny hook on her dress. “This is all Jace’s fault.”

				“Who?”

				She clamped her lips together and muffled her scream. Her eyes burned with unshed tears, and anger bubbled to the surface. She would not cry.

				“What can I do?”

				“Nothing,” she snapped.

				He tilted his head and his gaze dropped to her dress. “Babe  …  let me help. You’re upset.”

				She studied him for a few blinks, turned around, and presented him with her back. “Fine. Undo my zipper for me, but hurry. I feel like I’m going to be sick, and I hate throwing up.”

				Her need to remove any remembrance of her planned marriage trumped any modesty she may have felt over standing in her underwear in front of a man she’d never met before. She wiggled her shoulders in impatience. “Please, hurry.”

				“I’ll have you out of here in no time.” His hand skimmed her back as he deftly undid her dress, including the eyehooks.

				She shivered, blaming the chill on her emotions, and shimmied out of the wedding dress. The material pooled at her feet, and she was finally free from the suffocating dress that reminded her of everything she’d lost today. She glanced down at her body. The five-hundred dollar lingerie set that’d arrived yesterday from her stepmother was all wrong. There was nothing sacred or pure about her thoughts at the moment.

				A low whistle reminded her she wasn’t alone and the man wasn’t leaving. She sighed in self-pity, because trouble seemed to keep jumping out and tripping her lately. She couldn’t get a break.

				Not in the mood to deal with another skier whose only goal was to screw every snow bunny that flooded the lodge this time of year, Dana tried to ignore him in hopes he’d go away. During the workweek, she had lots of practice pushing away the attention of men. Running the shop downstairs put her right in line to deal with every male in the lodge.

				Except, as she paced the banquet room, she couldn’t help glancing at the man who’d stayed to help her.

				He was one of the sexiest skiers she’d seen visit the lodge. The long black hair hung haphazardly to his shoulders, the patch of whiskers under his lower lip accented full lips, and dark eyes surrounded with even darker lashes made him drool-worthy. Normally, his looks would’ve grabbed her attention.

				If she didn’t hate every single man on Earth at this moment.

				She planted her hands on her bare hips. “You’ve had your fill. There’s no more to see, so you can leave.”

				He seemed to gaze at her ivory colored lingerie with too much interest. She half turned. If he said one thing about the garter belt, the pantyhose, or her lack of clothing, she’d stab him with her four-inch Jimmy Choos.

				He took a step toward her and stopped. “You’re crying.”

				“I am not.” She swiped her cheeks, upset to find wetness. She never cried. Not since she was twelve and broke her arm at Mount Shasta during ski camp.

				He reached into the back pocket of his ski pants and extracted a handkerchief. She sniffed. Crying over Jace was a waste of good tears. She should be putting this energy into a backup plan.

				“May I?” the skier whispered, motioning with the cloth, then stepping forward when she refused to answer and dotting her cheeks dry.

				She gazed into his eyes and was surprised to find only concern. “What kind of man carries a handkerchief?”

				“One that never knows if he’ll meet a beautiful woman who’ll need one.” His gaze softened.

				“Really?”

				“No.” His mouth curved upward. His perfect white teeth practically sparkled. “I use one to clean the moisture out of my goggles when I ski.”

				She wrinkled her nose. “Please tell me this doesn’t have your sweat on it.”

				“Don’t worry. I haven’t hit the slopes yet.”

				“Oh.” She dropped her gaze. “Well, thank you. That wasn’t necessary, but it was  …  nice.”

				He hooked his thumb under her chin and lifted her gaze. “Will you be okay?”

				The tenderness in his voice and the gentle touch undid her. She threw herself at him, burying her face in his neck, and sobbed.

				She cried for her disappointing day, her pathetic wedding with no family and only the acquaintances from her father’s business present to wish her well. Most of all she mourned for her failed life.

				“Shh.” He rubbed her back. “It can’t be all bad.”

				Aware of the heat from the palm of his hand, Dana cried harder for her lost opportunity. She’d planned her life down to the most minuscule details in an effort to make sure she never ended up the way her parents had. Now it was over, and she had no idea what she was supposed to do next.

				“Do you want to tell me what happened?” The man leaned back and held her by the upper arms, not letting her go.

				“It doesn’t matter. There’s nothing I can do about it, not that I want to have that jerk back in my life.” She blew her nose with the borrowed handkerchief. “Thanks for the shoulder and the h-handkerchief . ”

				“My name’s Juan.”

				“Dana.” She inhaled a deep breath to compose herself. “I appreciate the help with the dress  …  and the hug. I’m okay now.”

				Juan frowned. She moistened her lips and tilted her head. He seemed familiar. Probably one of the men she’d sold equipment to, or passed by on her way downstairs in the lodge on her way to work over the last couple of months.

				“Listen, I don’t want to leave you while you’re upset.” He glanced around the room. “Why don’t you put the dress back on, and I’ll buy you a drink at the bar. It’ll help you relax.”

				“Ugh.” She walked over and sat atop a table pushed up against the wall. “I don’t want to wear that thing ever again. I don’t care if I have to walk up to my room wearing  … “ she raised her arms, “nothing. I refuse to have anything to do with Jace Kendall. Do you know him? Because I wouldn’t be against you taking a bat to his car or decking him.”

				“No, I don’t recognize the name.” Juan cleared his throat. “You should forget about him. It sounds like you’re better off with him out of your life.”

				“Yes, I am.” But she didn’t believe it. Jace had been the answer to her prayers for the last two years. “I suppose I better go up to my room.”

				“Dressed like that?” His brows rose.

				“I’m not touching the wedding dress.” She pointed to the floor where the yards and yards of expensive lace lay discarded. “Besides, I’m hideous.”

				“You’re lovely, and I don’t think walking out there into the lodge is wise considering the place is filled to capacity with men desperate to look at a beautiful woman.”

				“I doubt that.” She shrugged. “Don’t you think if men were willing to be with me, I would’ve gotten married today instead of being dumped at the front door?”

				Juan winced. “He’s a fool.”

				“He didn’t even wait until we stepped in front of the minister before he chickened out. He screwed up my whole life. If I don’t get married today, I’ll never be able to reach my next goal.”

				He made a sympathetic noise.

				“Not only that, Now I’m probably never going to experience what it’s like to have a hon — ” She clamped her lips together, then mumbled, “Never mind.”

				Juan shrugged off his coat, walked over, and sat beside her. She shook her head, unwilling to believe she was sitting here, when she should be slipping upstairs to enjoy her honeymoon. Jace could rot in hell for all she cared.

				“Here. Cover up. You’re shaking.” Juan slipped his coat over her shoulders. “I’ve already missed most of my slope time. You can borrow my coat.”

				She pushed the sleeves of the coat to her wrists, noticing it was one of her daddy’s products. “Thanks. I’m sure I won’t be the only woman caught running up the back stairs in her panties. I run into at least one woman a week sneaking out of the rooms the Olympic team uses.”

				“Is that so?” He unzipped his pants. “You can wear these too, I have spandex underneath. It’ll be safer. No one looks at a man half undressed going up the back stairs.”

				“I don’t know why you’re being so nice to me.” Dana sighed. “But I do appreciate it. I’m not the spoiled brat Jace said I was. He was just  …  ”

				“An asshole?” He cussed, struggling with his zipper.

				“Yes. Incredibly stupid and egotistical too.” She glanced down at the front of his pants. “What’s wrong?”

				“Damn thing’s stuck.”

				She pushed his hands aside. “It’s the zipper. Happens all the time. Metal zippers rust over time, especially when subjected to the moist, cold weather the clothing is intended for  …  big mistake. That’s why Reese Enterprise uses plastic or coated zippers in all outerwear clothing.”

				“Huh?” His hands stilled and he glanced at her.

				“It’s not important.” She pushed his hands away. “Here, I’ll help.”

				“We need a pair of scissors.” He peered down at the front of him. “Or maybe you can rip it.”

				She tugged, but it only drew the zipper tighter, making it catch more. Without anything to use, she leaned over and opened her mouth.

				“Whoa  …  ” Juan sank his hands into the hair piled on the top of her head. “I’d like nothing more, but having your mouth on me when you’re upset probably isn’t the smartest decision.”

				She paused with her opened mouth above the zipper and gazed up at him. “You don’t want me to try and bite the string in half?”

				He chuckled and patted her head before removing his hand and leaning back. “Be careful with those teeth, babe.”

				She lowered her head, caught the edge of the material, and ground her teeth back and forth. It was harder than she’d imagined. She grunted and worked the string over to her eyetooth.

				The zipper grew taut and she reached up and tugged at the material. She stilled with her hand against his crotch. There was a reason for the lack of space between the fabric and the man. A very big reason.

				Warmth flooded her face. Her skin tingled. The bulge underneath the pants fascinated, yet shocked her. A heady sensation, considering she could almost feel the heat radiating off him on her cheek.

				The door opened and a flash went off in the room. She frowned at the same time the string gave way and she jerked away from Juan, spitting the remains of the thread off her lip. She stood and glanced behind her.

				A robust, angry man in a coat with the USA Olympics emblem scrolled across the chest stood inside the doorway. Two photographers snapped pictures behind him, blinding Dana from inspecting them any further. Juan jumped off the table and stepped in front of her, blocking her from view.

				“Oh, shit,” Juan muttered.

				“What are they doing?” she whispered, zipping Juan’s coat to her neck. She wasn’t sure if that helped, because on the bottom half, she still wore her thong and garter. “Who are they?”

				Juan straightened, keeping his hand on her hip to keep her hidden behind his body. “It’s not what it looked like, Coach Lindhurst.”

				“It was exactly what it looked like, and it’ll be on the front cover of Sports Illustrated in the morning thanks to your carelessness. You were supposed to meet with the press a half-hour ago. Looks like that won’t be necessary. They’ve got their pictures, and I imagine more than an article or two to fill the damn magazine, thanks to you and your entourage.” Coach Lindhurst growled. “I’ve warned you. Your sponsor warned you. One more scandal and your benefactors would pull their money. I’m going to have to put you on reserve, dammit. You’ve really screwed up this time, Santiago.”

				Juan stepped forward, stopped, and glanced back at Dana. He gave her a hint of a smile before turning around. “Yes, Coach. If I could request another meeting, I can explain what happened here. It’s a simple misunderstanding. One that shows that the lady behind me is innocent, and shouldn’t be involved with any gossip that comes my way. She’s had a bad day, sir.”

				Coach Lindhurst shook his head in disgust. “You had one more month to return and win another gold, and you threw it away because of some woman who wants a piece of — ”

				“Stop. Seriously, don’t go there, or we’re going to have problems between us. I’ll talk to Wyden. I’ll get my sponsor back,” Juan said. “Can you keep me on the roster until then?”

				“It’s out of my hands. You had two warnings. Three marks and you’re out. Balden will go in your place. You’re immediately on reserve.” Coach stared Juan down, cursed, and headed toward the door.

				She scrambled out from behind Juan. “Wait!”

				“What are you doing?” Juan whispered.

				She ignored him, stepped over, and picked up her wedding dress, holding it in front of her. “Juan’s right. There’s a simple explanation for what you saw. You see, we’re getting married. He was helping me into my dress, and I was helping him out of his suit. You can go to the lobby. There’s a minister waiting for us. We’re already late though, so if you’ll excuse us, we need to finish getting dressed.”

				Juan walked over and ushered everyone out of the room, a look of bemusement on his face. Dana crossed her arms and cradled her elbows in her hand. It didn’t take a genius to figure out Juan was on the Olympic team, and he was in deep trouble. She owed him for being so kind to her.

				The more she thought about actually marrying him, the better she felt. She’d stay on her schedule, and figure out what to do later when she had time to think over her rash decision. She’d prove to Jace and her father that she was not spoiled. She’d help Juan for the goodness of the United States.

				“Thanks, babe, but I can take it from here. This is my fault and I only have myself to blame.” Juan ran his hands through his hair and groaned. “I’ll figure out some way to make it back on the team with a new sponsor. This isn’t the first time I’ve had to go in front of the board and prove myself to them.”

				She took off his coat and pushed it into his chest. “Get dressed.”

				“What?” He slipped his arms in the sleeves. “I said you could take the jacket. I’ve got plenty.”

				“We’ll have to hurry or the minister will leave.” She stepped into her dress and turned around. “Zip me up.”

				“You’re not serious?”

				She patted her hair. “I take it you need an excuse for what that man saw in here today to get back on the Olympic team, and I have a deadline. We’re getting married.”

				“We can’t.” He tilted his head and looked up at the ceiling. “This is not happening to me.”

				“Yes, it is.” She grabbed his hand. “I’m Dana Reese. My daddy is Colton Reese of Reese Enterprise. You know, the owner of the most popular line of ski equipment. He’ll sponsor you, and be happy you took me off his hands. Trust me.”

				“Are you serious?”

				“More than you’ll ever know. I won’t let Daddy or Jace ruin my life schedule.” She laughed hysterically. “Let’s go get married.”

	
Chapter Two

				Each of the Olympic panel members’ voices echoed in Juan’s head long after the meeting was over. He closed the sliding door of his suite and escaped to the balcony. The cold wind slapped him in the face, somewhat relieving the tension headache he’d developed when he’d said “I do” earlier to a woman he didn’t know anything about — other than her name and the fact that her father owned the biggest ski equipment company in the world, and half the clothing factories in Europe that catered to winter-wear. He leaned over the railing, letting the snowflakes land on his overheated face.

				One minute, Coach was putting him on reserve, stripping his chances of participating in the Olympics. The next minute, people were congratulating him on his nuptials and bolstering his drive to be a two-time gold medalist for the men’s downhill ski team. With only one month to go, and twenty practices to keep himself in top shape, he needed to get his head in the sport.

				He’d succeeded in straightening out his professional life, and jumped right into fucking up his personal life. He looked down at his left hand. The simple gold band constricted his finger. The piece of jewelry would throw off his grip on his poles, not to mention the odd feeling of having something foreign on his hand.

				He felt like shit not having a ring for Dana, but he’d never planned to get married today.

				Married?

				He groaned. Buying a house in Tahoe, he could see himself doing. Hell, purchasing a yacht to cruise the isle with room for two or three women to sail with him, he’d do without thinking about it. But marriage?

				Not for him. He wasn’t sure if he’d ever find the one woman who’d make marriage worth it for him. Just thinking about spending more than a couple of days shut in a hotel room with only one woman gave him hives, and left him feeling guilty. His motto to spread himself around meant exactly that. And he sure didn’t want to chain himself to a woman who loved someone else.

				Marriage was a sacred union in his eyes. A one-time deal made with a woman who stole his heart and made him blind to everything else. He wasn’t ready to settle down. His wife would be the one woman he spent the rest of his life with, and she’d have to be the one.

				Even though Dana was the most beautiful woman he’d ever met, he knew nothing about her. Although, seeing her with her mouth going at his zipper earlier, he had an idea that he’d like to get to know her better.

				She’d grabbed his attention when she ran past him in the lobby, almost knocking him against the wall in her hurry. The cream-colored lace dress hadn’t registered. It was the way she’d hitched the hem to her thighs and ran, her shapely calves flashing him. Then he’d noticed the way her ass swished out of the room.

				Any man would’ve noticed. It only made sense that he’d follow her and take another look. He’d expected to find a woman luring him to a private room. When she’d asked him to unzip her dress, well that was par for the course. That’s what all females offered him. He could undress a sexy snow bunny in the dark with his eyes closed.

				Married?

				Hell, she’d thrust her hand out to shake his after the ceremony as if they’d agreed on a business deal instead of a life together. He ran his hands through his hair and groaned. She’d even turned her head when he’d leaned in for a kiss.

				Not only had he gotten married. He’d hooked himself up with a sexy prude. What had he ever done to deserve that kind of punishment?

				“Aw, shit.” He straightened and shoved his hands in his coat pocket. “What do I do now?”

				Tomorrow, his new married status would be plastered over every newspaper, in every sports magazine, and talked about on all the news channels. Juan Santiago, notable playboy and sexiest man in the upcoming Winter Olympics, veers off-course and head-banks on the rockiest course of his life. He’d be ruined.

				Cold and miserable, he went back inside his suite and found Dana sitting on the edge of his couch. He walked to the other side of the room and sat on the love seat across from her. She’d changed clothes.

				Skinny jeans, bunny boots, and the softest, tightest, palest pink, angora sweater hugged the plush curves he’d already seen earlier when she’d stripped down to barely anything. She’d let her hair down. Straight blonde streaks reached her elbows. His gut tightened, and his body betrayed him. He really did want to get to know her better — in a purely sexual way, of course.

				“Daddy faxed the papers to the hotel. I picked them up in the office for you and set them on the table.” She crossed her legs and slid her hands between her thighs. “He  …  uh  …  included a wedding present too, and his sponsorship papers are signed.”

				“Okay.” Juan couldn’t stop staring.

				Dana darted her gaze from the floor to him to the door. He softened. Their rushed vows before the minister, the papers, the press conference, everything was finally catching up with them both. She was nervous and probably regretting her impulsive decision.

				He stood. “There’s a spare bedroom. If you tell me where to find your luggage, I’ll get you settled in.”

				She sat forward. “Wait.”

				“Yeah?”

				“I know this is weird.” She scooted to the edge of the couch. “You needed help, and I  …  I need time to figure out a new schedule. But I’m feeling a little guilty. I mean, marriage? We don’t even know each other.”

				“I know.” He relaxed. “Me too.”

				“I work here, so I have my own room.” Her smile didn’t quite meet her eyes. “We can talk tomorrow when we’re both thinking straight.”

				“You’re not staying with me?”

				She shook her head. “There’s no reason to push myself on you further. Besides, I don’t think your coach would want me causing you more stress. I get that you’re the star of the team. Everyone in America is counting on you to bring home the gold.”

				Everything she said was true. Yet, she was his wife. Having her stay in her own room when he was responsible for her sat wrong with him.

				In his family, marriage was forever. Guilt and disappointment in himself made the situation worse. Yet, it was obvious that she was alone. She’d had her world tipped upside down today. She shouldn’t have to suffer alone.

				“I only ski for two hours a day. Why don’t you stay with me — in the spare room — and when we’re both free, we can talk.” He walked over, held out his hand, and smiled when she allowed him to pull her up from the couch. “You can go direct a bellhop to help bring your things to my  …  our suite, and I’ll order room service for dinner. I don’t know about you, but getting married makes me hungry.”

				“You’re being so cool about all this.” Her shoulders sagged and she let her hair fall forward. She tossed her head in a perfect blend of flirtatious and feminine grace. “I promise. In a few days, I’ll have an answer to both our problems. I’m good at figuring out solutions for tense situations. You’ll see.”

				“I’m sure you’ll figure it all out, babe.” He gave her one of his killer smiles.

				Her chin lifted. “And whatever happens, or whatever Daddy’s papers say, I’ll make sure he continues sponsoring you.”

				“We’ll work it out. Don’t worry. Go get your things brought to the suite, and I’ll order dinner to come in an hour.” He walked her to the door, put his hand low on her back, and encouraged her to leave.

				He shut the door behind her, took two steps, and ripped off his coat and threw it with all his strength across the room. This called for some serious backup.

				He pulled out his phone and called Crista Johnson, one of the few of his women friends that he could count on to be straight with him.

				When Crista answered, he said, “Hey.”

				“You better have a good reason for calling me, Santiago,” Crista said.

				He laughed, relieved to catch her answering the phone. “Come on, sexy. I knew you were sitting by the phone hoping I’d call.”

				“I’ve been truly gifted.” Crista snorted. “What kind of trouble have you gotten yourself into now?”

				“Why would you ask that?”

				“I know you.” She sighed. “You seem to only call when you’re having woman problems or you’re in the hospital because you banged yourself up.”

				“That’s not true,” he muttered.

				“Totally is, dude,” she said. “Speak to me.”

				He closed his eyes for a beat. “I’ve totally screwed up.”

				“Let me decide that,” she said gently. “Doesn’t matter how big of problem you have, with your smooth moves, we can figure out a way to get you back on course.”

				“I got lowered to reserve.”
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