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Opposites not only attract, they combust!


Parker Knight was going through the motions… and then he met her.

In sweet, sexy Emily Stevens and the rundown resort she runs with her father, Parker sees the chance to reclaim the life he once lost and take care of the first woman who makes him feel … everything. He wants her in a way he’s never desired a woman before and yearns to sample the treats the sexy baker has to offer.

But Emily doesn’t trust charming city guys, especially one who is going to leave when his time off is over. No matter how good he makes her feel, in bed or out.

Parker has his hands full, not only with a wary Emily but with someone who doesn’t want the lodge to succeed, and if things keep getting worse, not even a Knight can save her.


Chapter One


“Hey, handsome.” The pretty barista with green eyes and light brown hair leaned over the counter, giving Parker Knight a good glimpse of her ample breasts, peeking out from the deep vee of her black shirt.

Pity his dick wasn’t interested.

“What can I get for you today?” she asked, wriggling her eyebrows, obviously offering more than coffee.

Behind him, his brother Sebastian snickered.

“I’ll take a medium dark roast,” Parker said, ignoring his sibling.

As he ordered coffee only, silently declining her proposition, she flashed him a disappointed smile and turned around to make his drink.

“Come on, she’s cute,” Sebastian said as they walked to the counter where they would pick up their cups. “She looks about your age, she’s obviously into you. Would it kill you to give her the time of day?”

Parker shook his head. “I’m not interested and it wouldn’t be fair to her to make her think otherwise.”

Sebastian groaned. “Then who are you interested in? Because in the last couple of years, I can count on one hand the number of women you’ve been with.”

“Says the one-time player,” he muttered under his breath. “I didn’t know you were keeping track of my sex life.” With a roll of his eyes, Parker turned his attention to his phone, checking email until his name was called.

When he picked up his coffee, he noticed the phone number handwritten onto the cup and groaned.

Still laughing as they exited the shop, Sebastian turned to him. “Ready to meet with Ethan?”

Parker paused. “Not really.” Considering his oldest sibling, the one who ran their company, had been a raging asshole lately, why would Parker want to deal with him?

Granted, Ethan had his reasons. It had only been eight months since Ethan’s wife, Mandy, had passed away from an accidental overdose, and since then they’d discovered that not only had she been abusing drugs and cheating on Ethan, she’d also been stealing from the company to finance her habit. Ethan had taken the news hard and he was no longer the same person he’d once been. True, he’d never been Mr. Happy-Go-Lucky, but he’d never been quite the pain in the ass he was now.

“I hear you,” Sebastian said. “But it’s not like we have a choice, so let’s go. He called the meeting for nine a.m.”

A short while later, Parker and Sebastian had joined Ethan and their sister, Sierra, the company’s social media coordinator, in Ethan’s office.

Ethan sat behind his large mahogany desk, glaring at them as they entered. “You’re late.”

Sebastian glanced at his watch. “It’s a minute after. Calm your shit,” he muttered.

Parker glanced at his oldest sibling. As usual these days, Ethan’s appearance was a shock. He looked nothing like the man who used to come to the office, hair cut short and maintained monthly, expensive suits and ties befitting the executive he was. Now? His hair was long, overgrown … much like Parker’s had been in his skiing days, and he didn’t always wear a suit to work. Hell, sometimes he looked like he’d pulled out the first thing he’d laid eyes on in his closet and dressed.

“Come on, man, can’t you at least get a haircut?” The words were out before Parker could censor them.

Sebastian chuckled.

Sierra hid a grin behind her hand, which had a big-ass diamond on it along with her wedding band, having gotten married a few months ago to Sebastian’s best friend, Ryder Hammond.

“Bite me,” Ethan muttered with a scowl. Parker couldn’t tell if the look was due to his haircut comment or the fact that this had become his permanent resting dick face.

In another lifetime, Ethan would have laughed at the comment. For Parker, it was easier to joke than face the truth. Ethan looked exhausted and Parker’s heart squeezed in his chest, feeling bad for his brother.

“Sierra and I already went over a few social media concerns that I had. Sebastian, you have Keystone under control?”

“No issues,” Sebastian said.

Knight Time Technology supplied high-tech security for smart buildings and state-of-the-art corporate parks, and Keystone was a multimillion-dollar defense contractor establishing a new, secure headquarters in northern California. The same project Ethan’s now deceased wife had nearly lost for them because she’d been working with the supplier, using substandard material and pocketing the difference so she could support her drug habit.

The owner, Stephan Romano, had given them a chance to fix the problems, and when they’d come through, thanks to Sebastian, he’d given Knight Time Technology the contract on other corporate headquarters he was building, as well.

“Good. Parker.” Ethan met his gaze. “I need you to go to Denver to scope out a place for our annual corporate retreat. We’re going to the mountains this year. Jenna had an appointment to tour the lodge and see its amenities but she was rushed into emergency gall bladder surgery so she can’t make it. I know it’s not your normal job but we could use someone with the knowledge of ski resorts to make a decision. That’s you.”

The order – not, he noticed, a request – took him off guard. Parker wasn’t the scout for corporate retreats and his brother damn well knew it.

In fact, Parker hadn’t been back to the slopes since he’d been hurt during the qualifying trials for the Olympics, shattering his knee and destroying any hope for the Games that year. He’d competed four years before, when he’d been eighteen, and had two bronze medals to show for it. Four years later came the injury, then surgery and nine months of rehab and he’d returned to the sport, only to be sidelined by a car accident that had broken his leg, again taking him out of competition.

An accident that had caused more than damage to Parker’s body. Given everything that had transpired that day, he’d been emotionally and physically broken. He hadn’t had it in him to qualify against much younger skiers another four years later and was forced to let his dreams and hope for the future go. The thought of returning to the mountains was emotionally terrifying.

“Hey, man. I can take the flight out and handle it,” Sebastian said, shooting Ethan a narrow-eyed glare. If Ethan was too self-absorbed to realize what he was asking of Parker, Sebastian wasn’t.

“I can do it,” Parker said, ignoring his churning stomach. Facing his fears wasn’t necessarily a bad thing.

“If you’re sure…” Sebastian trailed off.

“I am.”

Sierra rose and placed a hand on his shoulder, squeezing once. She also understood that what Ethan was asking wasn’t as simple a request as it sounded.

Ethan cleared his throat. “You and Sebastian can go. I need a word alone with Parker.”

Sierra frowned at Ethan. “I think you need the vacation,” she said to him. “Your mood sucks.” Without waiting for an answer, she spun on her heel and walked out.

Sebastian turned to his oldest sibling. “She’s got a point, bro. We’ve been patient but you need to check the attitude and fix yourself. Even I’ve fucking had it.” He walked out the way Sierra had gone, leaving Parker alone with Ethan.

“What is it?” Parker asked. He had more patience for Ethan’s moods because he knew what it was like to have his entire world shattered.

“The accountant red flagged certain transactions coming out of your personal account.” Ethan picked up a folder from his desk, holding it in his hand.

Anger stirred in Parker’s gut. “Why didn’t Ashley bring this to me instead of you?” Ashley, Sebastian’s wife – they’d married in a small, family-only ceremony a few months ago – was a forensic accountant who had come back into their lives and later their business – after nearly a decade and was now working with Knight Time Technology.

“It wasn’t Ashley who flagged the payments. It was Frank at our outside firm. And he couldn’t reach you. Thought I’d just relay the information.”

Parker swallowed hard. At least his family wasn’t betraying him. “It’s none of your business, Ethan.” He curled his hands into tight fists. The thought of his oldest sibling, who’d been like a father to him, knowing his failures wasn’t a good one.

Ethan ran a hand through his overlong hair. “You’re my brother. What affects you affects me. And this?” He pointed to the folder, which, Parker knew without looking, listed payments he had made to the London family.

Large payments.

Guilt money.

“It has to stop,” Ethan said.

Parker shook his head, the pain of that time returning full force. “Their daughter died, Ethan. I owe them.”

Ethan’s expression turned angry. “That’s how they want you to feel. You were driving the car but you were broadsided by another vehicle. It wasn’t your fault and you have to quit acting like it was.”

Parker pinched the bridge of his nose and groaned. “I hear you. I may even agree with you but they need the money. Between their mortgage, Rina’s student loans, and her medical bills from the time of the accident until she died, they’re in serious debt.”

Ethan shook the papers in his hand. “Wrong. First, if someone dies, the student loans are discharged. Second, they had decent insurance, and third … they’re not using the money on anything remotely resembling helping their family. Read the private investigator’s report.” He held out the file.

Pissed now, Parker snatched it from his brother’s hand. “You had no right to go digging into what I do with my money.”

Ethan raised an eyebrow, not at all concerned that he’d gone looking into things that didn’t concern him. “Family,” he said, as if that explained his actions.

Parker opened the folder and began reading through, and what he saw turned his stomach. High-end cars, vacations abroad, shopping at expensive stores, private school for their other child … basically the Londons were living a life of luxury on his dime. Or Benjamins, as the case might be.

“I’ve tried to say no once before but Elana, Rina’s mother, cried about how hard their life was without her, how much money they owed. George, her father, acted like he hated coming to me at all but it was a last resort… Even if they’ve been using the money for frivolous things, their daughter is gone. I’m not. I owe them.”

Rina had been his college girlfriend, his best friend, the woman he thought he would be spending the rest of his life with until she’d been killed in the car accident that had ended his chances at the career that had been mapped out for him since he’d started skiing at five years old.

Ethan placed a hand on his shoulder. “I’m sorry. They’ve been taking advantage of your guilt – survivor’s guilt – and using the fact that you have money to profit off their daughter’s death. But you don’t have to pay it, Parker.”

“Is this why you’re sending me to scout locations? So you can handle this for me? Because I’m an adult. I can make my own decisions just fine.”

“I know that. I really do need you to handle finding the perfect place for the retreat. Who knows mountain resorts better than you?”

Parker allowed himself to relax. Ethan wasn’t trying to undermine him. Just to take care of him in his overprotective way.

“Fine on the retreat, but as far as the payments, it’s my choice to make.”

Ethan’s scowl merely deepened. Parker knew it wasn’t because his brother hadn’t gotten his way but because he didn’t agree with Parker’s choices. Well, tough. Ethan didn’t have to live with the guilt. Parker did.

*     *     *

The sight of the snow on the Colorado mountains soothed Parker’s soul in a way he hadn’t experienced since his life’s passion had been taken away from him. Even the fact that he’d hated the place he’d gone to scope out for the company’s next corporate event didn’t bother him in the least. The so-called lodge had been more like a ski resort, all chrome and white, too sterile, too much luxury for Parker’s liking. He preferred rustic wood and fireplaces. He’d find something else. Eventually.

Instead of heading home, he decided to take another day or two and drive around, get his fill of the back roads and snowy mountains.

He had a room at the Ritz-Carlton booked for tonight in Denver but had driven three hours to the resort he’d hated, then spent the afternoon touring back roads in the rental car, enjoying the scenery and the peace of mind he found here.

He drove on until his rental car started driving weirdly and he didn’t want to end up stranded on the side of the road. He pulled into the nearest gas station he came upon. The only one in the small town of Montlake, Colorado, according to the sign that greeted him.

A man about his age came out to meet him wearing coveralls. He had grease on his hands and had obviously been working on a car when Parker had pulled in.

“How can I help you?” he asked.

“Car’s acting odd. I’m afraid of getting stuck if I drive any farther.”

The other man wiped his hands on a rag and nodded. “Drive it into the bay and let me take a look.” He gestured to the large garage with room for his car.

While the man checked it over, Parker sat in the small office, going through email on his phone. The amount of busywork that accumulated while he was away was staggering, and he called his assistant, letting her know he expected her to handle things while he was gone. He’d been training her for a while now and she was more than capable of taking the reins. He didn’t want to deal with bullshit while he was away.

He fucking hated the paperwork and dealing with clients that came with his job. He’d never intended to be a behind-the-desk guy. Hell, he’d never thought beyond his skiing career, yet he’d known it would have ended sooner or later, but by then he’d have had a plan. Forced retirement at twenty-two hadn’t been on his agenda. Yeah, he’d managed to finish college while skiing, Ethan would have kicked his ass otherwise, but it wasn’t until he’d retired from the sports scene that he’d gone to school for his MBA and into the family business.

The mechanic returned, coming into the office through a door that led to the garage. “I’m sorry to tell you there’s a problem with the axle. It’s not safe to drive and needs a new part.”

“It’s a rental,” Parker muttered.

“And there’s nothing nearby. You can call the rental company and look into how they want to proceed or I can order the part. Regardless, it’s going to be a few days, I can guarantee you that from experience.”

“Fuck.” Parker ran a hand through his hair, in no mood to deal with the company and their telephone representatives. “Tell you what. Order the part and I’ll handle the rest on my end later on today. In the meantime, can you recommend somewhere for me to stay that’s nearby?”

The man rubbed a hand over his bearded face. “The only place close is the Ruby Rose Inn. It’s a bed-and-breakfast about a mile down the road.”

“Do you think they’ll have a room?”

He sighed. “They’ve got one foot in the grave, so to speak. The place isn’t really up and running but I’m sure they won’t turn you away since they have the space. Tell you what. I’ll drive you up the road with your things and you can see what Emily and her dad can do for you.”

“What about the station?” Parker gestured to the pumps and the open garage bays.

The other man shrugged. “I’ll lock the doors. Besides, I’ll only be gone five minutes max. Guaranteed I won’t miss anyone.”

Small-town living, Parker assumed. “Thanks. I appreciate the ride…”

“Matt. Matt Banks,” he said, holding out his hand for a shake.

“Thanks, Matt. Parker.” None of that Mr. Knight bullshit was necessary for him.

He grabbed his suitcase from the trunk of the car and let the other man drive him to the aptly named Ruby Rose Inn. The wood-framed structure was painted a deep red with white trim and snow covered the surrounding bushes and grass. But the closer he got, the more he realized that the outside looked as if it had seen better days. The paint was chipping and the roof was old.

But at least it had a roof, he thought, as Matt pulled the car to a stop.

“If you have a problem, give me a call and I’ll come back to get you. Though I can’t see Emily turning you away. She’s a sweetheart,” he said, a look of longing in his gaze as he spoke of the woman who owned the inn.

There was a story there, Parker thought. Or Matt wanted there to be one.

“You coming in?” Parker asked as he opened the door and climbed out.

“Wish I could but I can’t leave the place unattended for that long. Tell Emily I said hi.”

“Will do.” Parker retrieved his suitcase from the back. “Thanks for the ride.”

He looked up at the inn and hoped like hell the owners took pity on him and gave him a room for the night.

*     *     *

“Men suck.” Emily Stevens pounded the dough for the bread she was making for her dad and glanced up at her best friend, Harper Sanders.

“Did the asshole call again?” Harper raised an eyebrow, a talent she’d always had and Emily envied.

“He did. I’m thinking of changing my number except he knows where to find me, so what good would it do?” She shivered at the prospect of seeing her ex-husband again. She never knew when the bastard would show up to harass her.

“You could file for a restraining order.”

She looked at her friend through lowered lashes. Where Emily was thin … but for the tummy pooch she still had, Harper was curvy. Where Emily was blonde, Harper was dark haired. And gorgeous. And her best friend in the entire world, bar none. They’d been inseparable until Emily moved to Chicago to try her hand in the big city. The city … and the man she’d met there had all been a mistake.

“I can’t prove emotional abuse and you know it,” Emily reminded her friend. “I just have to hope Rex gets the hint and moves on.” To some other unsuspecting woman who thought he was the amazing man he appeared to be on the surface.

She’d moved back home and away from the son of a bitch almost a year ago. She’d filed a petition of separation and had to live apart from him for one more year before the divorce would become final in the state of Illinois, where they’d married and lived. Unless he came to his senses and didn’t contest the damned thing. So far he was ignoring the fact that she wanted out, showing up on occasion to pretend he was a misunderstood great guy who wanted his wife back.

She knew better.

Hell, he knew better.

He was a lawyer who didn’t like to lose, and by her walking out, he considered that a loss. Being rid of him in any way, she considered a win.

Emily wanted the life she had now – living in her small town, baking for Harper’s Coffee Shop, and lying low.

“Look, we can talk to my brother. Gary’s your lawyer and you know he’ll help you,” Harper said.

Emily shook her head. “He already told me the process is playing out. He said to document any bad behavior, but other than that, Rex calling me or coming by isn’t harassment.”

Harper pulled on her long black hair and groaned. “I call bullshit. I’m going to talk to Gary.”

Since Harper was stubborn, Emily didn’t argue. “I’m through with the opposite sex.” Had been for longer than she’d been separated, in fact. But there was no use dwelling on things she couldn’t change … or bring back to life.

She shaped the bread and slid it onto the tray and into the oven before turning back to her friend. “No more men,” she said one last time for good measure.

“How’s your dad?” Harper asked, ignoring Emily’s comment.

Harper was still trying to fix her up with people – not an easy feat in their small town where Emily knew everyone, thank goodness. Harper even gritted her teeth and pretended she was okay with Emily going out on another date with Matt Banks.

He asked her fairly often, as Emily was in town every day since she brought her baked goods to Harper’s Coffee Shop on a daily basis and he owned the gas station and repair shop across the street. Problem was, Harper had had a thing for Matt since forever and the man was oblivious. Emily’s first and only date with the man had been before she’d known Harper liked him that way.

“Dad’s good,” Emily said. “Still ignoring me when I try to talk him into moving to Florida.” Near her sister, Amy, and her family. “It’ll be good for him to stop worrying about this place. It’s a money pit.” She loved her dad and wanted him around for a long time to come, not worrying himself to death about how he could make this place succeed and fulfill her mom’s dream. “Anyway, the winter is almost over, so I have the spring and summer to convince him to move there by next fall before the weather turns brutal again.

“Do you really want him to leave you here alone?” Harper asked.

Emily shook her head, a lump in her throat. “But I worry about him and the memories here as well as the cold, the hard work…” Ever since losing her mom, she was ultrasensitive and worried about her father.

“I get it. I really do. But you won’t be able to stay here if he leaves. He’ll have to sell and–”

“I’ll rent a place. Somewhere with a kitchen so I can still supply you with baked goods–”

“Hello?” a male voice called out from the front entryway.

“Are you expecting anyone?” Harper asked.

Emily shook her head. “Dad didn’t mention anyone coming by, either.” But they did occasionally get people who needed a room who would stop by. And they let them stay although they never operated at full capacity. There were too many fixes and problems that needed taking care of before they could be a full-fledged B and B. They just didn’t have the money for the repairs they needed.

“Coming!” Emily yelled out. She wiped her hands on the apron she’d tied around her body, protecting her clothes, and headed out to the main part of the house, where people would congregate … if they were a fully functional bed-and-breakfast.

Emily walked into the room and came to a stop, Harper barreling into her from behind.

A man stood in the doorway, suitcase at his feet. From the designer shoes with the Gucci buckle to the obviously expensive jeans to the shearling-lined jacket, everything about him screamed city slicker. Just like Rex.

Her gaze came to his revealing blue eyes in a drop-dead gorgeous face, strong jaw, full lips, and distinctively handsome features. But his good looks didn’t erase the fact that he was everything she’d come to distrust in a man.

“Can I help you?” she asked coolly.

He met her gaze with a friendly one of his own. “I’m looking to rent a room.”

“I’m sorry but we’re not open for business.”

“Yeah, Matt mentioned something about that but–”

“You came here anyway, hoping to charm me into giving you a place to stay,” she said as if it were a crime.

“Hey!” Harper nudged her in the back. “No need to be rude to the man. He’s hot.” She whispered the last part in Emily’s ear.

He narrowed his gaze, probably not understanding her chilly tone. “Actually my car broke down and it needs a part. Matt has to order it and I need a place to stay while I call the rental place and figure out what happens next.”

“No.” Emily was adamant. This sexy, good-looking man wasn’t staying in the room next to hers.

“But you’re the only inn within hours and I’m shit out of luck if you don’t help me. Please.” He treated her to what she supposed would be a panty-melting grin that worked on any woman who hadn’t been subjected to a con man’s charm before. She didn’t trust his good looks or smile.

“Emily–” This from Harper behind her.

“Hey, darling daughter of mine. What’s going on?” Emily’s father joined them, walking down the stairs from where his bedroom was located. Emily’s large room and the other guest rooms were on the opposite side of the house.

James Stevens was in his late fifties, he was strong, fit, and he liked to do more than he should around the house. He and Emily looked nothing alike. She’d gotten her blonde hair from her mom, God rest her soul. Her dad had brown hair and a scruffy beard. And he loved having guests. The bed-and-breakfast had been her parents’ dream – until her mother got sick and things fell apart during her illness.

“Mr.– Oh! We don’t even know your name,” Harper said. “His car broke down and he needs a room.”

“I’m Parker Knight,” he said, giving Harper a grateful wink. A wink that turned Emily’s insides to mush, not that she’d let him know that.

“James Stevens, and this is my daughter, Emily. And her friend, Harper.”

Harper, the traitor, treated him to a friendly wave.

Parker chuckled and grinned at her before turning back to the older man. Emily refused to admit what that wink – at her friend – did to her insides.

“Your daughter said you aren’t renting. But I’m really in a bind.” He appealed to her father instead of Emily, obviously because she’d already turned him down. “So can you make an exception? Please?”

Her father turned to her, a frown on his face. “Emily Ann Stevens, I’m disappointed in you. How could you turn away someone in need? You know we rent to a person or two at a time. We just can’t handle a full house.” He turned back to the man named Parker. “Of course you can stay. Emily, show the man to a room, please.”

Her stomach cramped as she realized she wasn’t going to win this battle. The hot city guy was here to stay. For a couple of days or more, she didn’t know. As far as she was concerned, one day was one too many.
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