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Chapter 1 

	Makenna

	What the hell was happening? I was supposed to be going to the backcountry. Hiking, backpacking, and white water rafting. You know, the really rough shit. But no, I was in a fucking air-conditioned luxury jeep with a group I was pretty sure didn’t have the same expectations that I did. What had my cousin been thinking when he said Nash Hayes would be the perfect guide? I was going to kill him.

	My cousin, that is.

	Okay, maybe both.

	“Look, Amy, a deer,” the woman sitting next to me said to her snotty, entitled teenage daughter, who was permanently attached to her cell phone.

	“Animals stink,” Amy mumbled without looking up. Blonde hair streaked with blue and green highlights curtained most of her face.

	Okay, I liked her hair color, but I could do without the attitude.

	Her frazzled mother sighed deeply, then looked toward her husband, who only shrugged. I opened my mouth, then snapped it closed. No, I wouldn’t ask who was running this family—them or their child.

	I glanced at my watch—again. We’d been on the road two hours. Two long, agonizing hours. Our group consisted of the couple with the surly teenager, an elderly couple who were enthralled with the journey and each other (they were kind of cute, actually), and four high school aged girls who giggled every time our guide, Nash, looked their way before we left. And then there was their chaperone. Thank goodness Nash was meeting us at the camp rather than riding with the group or my ears would start to ache.

	Not that I could really blame the silly teenagers for giggling. Nash Hayes wasn’t hard on the eyes. He was around six feet, maybe three inches. He had black hair, dark green eyes, and a rock hard body that gave me whiplash the first time I saw him. I mean….damn! The guy had muscles on top of muscles.

	Not that I was interested. Nope, men were at the bottom of my to-do list. Way at the bottom. Like whale shit on the bottom of the ocean, bottom.

	I’d been wrung through the ringer during a messy divorce from a man I thought I would grow old with—at least until I caught him in bed with his assistant—like he’d had a real job and needed an assistant. Pffft. Yeah, the job thing never really happened for him, but I didn’t find out that little tidbit until later—much later.

	Dammit, I’d caught them bare-assed naked. Our bedroom, in our bed, on our fucking sheets…fucking! Expensive organic, and apparently orgasmic, cotton sheets that he insisted we buy. Correction, that I bought since I had all the money.

	I made the bastard chocolate chip cookies! I’d even gone all Suzy Homemaker and shit, and even wore a frilly apron. So what if the cookies had burned a little. Okay, a lot. At least I’d made the effort to be more like a homemaker.

	I was pretty sure burnt cookies weren’t the reason he’d had an affair. His assistant had only been one in a long line of women in our thirteen-month marriage. Eric had been an asshole, but I’d worn blinders. How could I have been so stupid?

	No, I wouldn’t go there. I closed my eyes for a moment and counted to ten. This was why I was going on a hike into the backcountry. Hiking had a way of clearing my mind. When I opened my eyes again, I was somewhat calmer. Still angry, but under control. Eric was completely out of my life. I would move on. This trip would be my catharsis.

	I frowned. Except it wasn’t.

	I glanced at the other hikers. There was no way these people were experienced. But then, I’d been fooled before. Like the time there was an eighty-two year old man in my group of hikers. He’d shown us all up. The guy was really agile.

	The driver turned onto another paved road. A couple of miles later, he pulled to a stop in front of what could only be described as a country resort. Before me was an expansive log building with a wide verandah, complete with wooden rocking chairs. What the hell?

	I sniffed. I wasn’t ready for retirement. I was only twenty-five. This was not what I’d signed up for. I wanted to scale mountains, ride the rapids, and camp in a tent under wide open skies. I felt as if I was on a ride at fucking Disney World.

	Our guide came bounding down the steps to greet us. Testosterone and muscles. A deadly combination. It would clash and win against estrogen any day. Nope, Nash Hayes was definitely not hard on the eyes. The girls giggled. Even the snobby teenage girl with the blue and green hair perked up. I rolled my eyes and prayed for patience.

	“I hope the ride wasn’t too hard on any of you,” he said as everyone began to exit the vehicle.

	Hard? He had to be joking. Nope, he looked serious as hell. And super sexy. He wore a black T-shirt and snug-fitting blue jeans. Maybe I didn’t blame the girls for giggling.

	I reminded myself that I’d sworn off men. This trip was to forget how I’d fallen for Eric’s charm, not add more complications, but Nash Hayes and I were going to have a talk as soon as I caught him alone. I wanted to find out exactly what my cousin had signed me up for.

	Except as the day wore on, Nash always seemed to be surrounded by people. At dinner that night, our group had their own table.  I was seated on the far end. When the meal ended, he reminded everyone to bring their cameras tomorrow. The Jeep would meet us out front at eight in the morning with another guide. We would return at noon for lunch. The afternoon would be spent poolside.

	Something definitely wasn’t right, but every time I tried to question him, the teens would interrupt with questions of their own, then he disappeared after the evening meal, and I lost my chance.

	My stress level was practically through the roof. If I didn’t do something, I was going to absolutely lose my fucking mind! Believe me, no one wanted to see me when I got all crazy.

	There was only one way to clear my head. I went to my room and changed into my dark blue shorts and white v-neck T-shirt. After I slipped on my tennis shoes, I headed downstairs and took off on the lighted path. Two miles was nothing to me, and that’s how long the loop was, but I didn’t want to keep running in circles.

	Adrenaline was still fueling me. I needed a beer. Maybe alcohol would calm me down. Not that I drank that much. Maybe a few beers or mixed drinks with my friends on the weekends. I’d only gotten really plastered a few times, but when I woke up the next morning, the guy never looked as good as he had the night before. Funny how that worked. So, I swore off drinking binges.

	I walked inside the dimly lit bar that was within the resort and ordered my beer. I glanced around at the rustic, but high-end décor: wooden beam rafters, stacked stone fireplace for those cold winter nights, and small intimate tables.

	My gaze skidded to a halt when I spotted Nash sitting by himself at one of the tables, drinking a beer and munching on chips and salsa. When the bartender brought my beer to the counter, I took it over to his table, sitting in the chair across from him. I didn’t care that I was sweaty, or that my pinned up blonde hair had started to tumble down.

	He looked startled for a moment, then casually took a drink of his beer. “Makenna, right?”

	Well at least he remembered my name. “Everyone usually calls me Mac.”

	“We have an early day tomorrow,” he said.

	I cocked an eyebrow. “Really? What time? Eight o’clock, isn’t it?” Yes, I knew I sounded as if I was ready to start an argument. Maybe I was.

	He eyed me for a moment. “Are you upset about something?”

	The guy was a fucking genius. “I did not sign up to ride around in a jeep and take pictures.”

	I was a stress eater. It was a good thing I exercised a lot. I reached into his bowl of chips. I figured Nash owed me that much, then dove into the bowl of salsa.

	His eyes widened. “I wouldn’t do that if I were you. It’s pretty hot.”

	My eyes narrowed. I deliberately opened my mouth and stuck the chip inside.

	Oh my God, he was right. It was freaking hot, as in liquid fire. Rather than grab my beer like I wanted and put out the flames inside my mouth, I reached for another chip, loaded it, and stuck it in my mouth. Not that it really mattered. The insides of my mouth were scorched. One more definitely wasn’t going to hurt. I refused to let him see my discomfort. “I like it hot,” I told him.

	He leaned back in his chair and studied me for a moment. “What else do you like?” he drawled, his raspy voice wrapping around me.

	I casually took a drink of my ice cold beer, forcing myself not to swish it around inside my mouth. Instead, I swallowed, then leaned forward just a little in my chair, resting my arms on the table. “I like it rough. Really rough.”

	A flare of desire lit his eyes as his smoldering gaze slowly traveled over me. I could almost feel him caressing my body. For a moment, I couldn’t breathe. I quickly pulled myself together.

	I cleared my throat. “I feel as though I’m being handled with kid gloves. My cousin told me you were the best backcountry guide around, but apparently he was wrong. I want to get my hands dirty. I want to sweat.” It was my turn to let my gaze slowly roam over him. “But you’re not making me sweat.”

	Yes, I was aware of the double entendre, but I was so frustrated I couldn’t stop myself. My bff, and business partner, always said I was bad about pushing beyond the limits. Of course, Samantha was being nice. I always thought about it as more like open mouth, insert foot.

	He leaned forward in his chair. I suddenly found it hard to breathe. It was as if he filled my space, even though there was plenty of room between us. His gaze locked with mine. “I can make it rough, if that’s what you like. I’m pretty sure I can make you sweat, too. Is that what you want, Mac?”

	I needed to pull it back a few degrees. I reached for a chip, thought better about it, and instead curled my hands around my beer. “I’m experienced.”

	He grinned. Not just any grin. It was the kind of smile that pulled me closer, making me want something I shouldn’t be wanting. I cleared my throat and decided to clear the air as well.

	“I’ve never hiked in Colorado, but I’ve hiked just just about everywhere else. My partner and I own our own outfitting company. We’re thinking about expanding to this area, but I wanted to get a feel for it first.

	He frowned. “Your cousin didn’t mention any of that. I was supposed to show you a little bit of the wilderness.” He eyed me skeptically, as if trying to size me up. When his gaze met mine once again, I had a feeling I didn’t measure up.

	I squared my shoulders. “I should never have left this up to him,” I said. “I’m partly to blame for the confusion. When I told him I’d contacted James Scottsdale to take me out, I thought he was going to have a heart attack. He explained James would not be suitable, and said he would take care of everything. I’m sorry he failed to mention that I wasn’t a novice. If someone could take me back tomorrow morning, I would appreciate it. I’ll see if I can find another guide.”

	His hesitation was brief. “If you’re serious about being experienced, I have another group going out for a few days. It will definitely be rough, and you’ll definitely sweat. It doesn’t matter where you’ve hiked or gone before, this will probably be the hardest trip you’ll ever make. It’s so difficult that I take along an extra guide just to get the ones home who can’t make it.”

	I bristled. “What? Do you think I can’t do it?”

	He shook his head. “What are you? Five feet, five inches, maybe? One hundred fifteen or twenty pounds? You look—soft. No, I don’t think you’ll last twenty-four hours.”

	I gripped my bottle, tempted to throw it at him, but then I probably would have to look for another guide, and I’d probably have to wait for another group to head out. I didn’t really want to start all over. “Oh, I’ll last. When do we leave?”

	His eyes narrowed, then he apparently came to a decision. “No, forget I said anything. I won’t have you getting hurt.”

	My blood began to boil hotter than his damned salsa. “Then like I said, I’ll find another guide. Maybe Mr. Scottsdale will be more accommodating.”

	He frowned. I mean a really dark kind of frown. As if he was a thundercloud about ready to let loose with a few bolts of lightning aimed right at my head. Oops, I had a feeling I’d pushed the wrong button.

	“We’ll be hiking and rafting down the rapids. Are you ready for that?” he ground out.

	“Yes.”

	He seemed to calm just a fraction, and then expelled a tortured sigh. “I have another guide taking over this group. I’m meeting the other guide tomorrow afternoon. We’ll leave at two. If you’re not ready, I’ll leave without you. If you get hurt, it’s on you, not me.”

	My glare should’ve turned him into a pile of ashes, but what did he do? He had the audacity to suddenly smile. Not the kind that said we were going to be best buds on the trail, but the kind that said I’d better not fuck up or he’d send me packing quicker than I could blink.

	Knowing I would immediately regret it, but unable to stop myself, I reached for another chip. I very deliberately loaded it with the salsa before sticking it into my mouth. I only prayed I didn’t start coughing because it was so damned hot.

	Our eyes locked as I slowly chewed, finally getting it down, then came to my feet. “You might as well know this now, I don’t believe in giving up.” I turned on my heel and left the bar.

	I opted not to take the slow-as-grass-growing elevator. One glance over my shoulder told me that I was alone. I raced up the stairs to the next floor and down the hallway. Once I was inside my room, I went to the ice bucket and grabbed a cube, sticking it in my mouth. Oh Lord, that felt better.

	As I sucked on the ice, I only hoped I wouldn’t have blisters on the inside of my mouth tomorrow. Eating the salsa had been really dumb. The second and third loaded chip had been pure idiocy. What had I hoped to prove? That I wasn’t very smart? I had a feeling I’d accomplished exactly that.

	I popped another ice cube into my mouth. God, would the burning ever stop?

	If I was truthful, the salsa wasn’t the only thing that burned. My body was on fire. When he’d looked at me, I could almost feel his hands squeezing my breasts, tugging on my hard nipples.

	I closed my eyes. “I will not have sex with Nash Hayes. I will not have sex with Nash Hayes…” Maybe if I repeated the mantra enough, I would start to believe it. He was definitely hot, but I had a feeling he would burn more than the salsa, and I was tired of the scars that men left behind. 

	Maybe if I just let him scorch me…

	Nope, I was treading dangerous water.

	Not that I was trying to be celibate or anything. After all, I was divorced. I just didn’t want to get involved with anyone right now. Samantha said I was skittish. Maybe my business partner was right, but who could blame me?

	When my cell phone began to ring, I pulled it out of my pocket. Speaking of Samantha. “Hi, Sam. Is everything okay?”

	“Nothing going on here, I just thought I would check in and see how your day was shaping up. I’m surprised you have cell service. “

	I grimaced. “That’s because Michael booked me in the tourist group. He failed to tell Nash that I was experienced and wanted to see the backcountry.”

	“Bummer. What are you going to do?”

	“I met with him tonight and got everything straightened out. Tomorrow we’re leaving the resort and meeting up with his other group. I don’t think he’s convinced that I can handle the wilderness.”

	Sam chuckled. “I’m sure it won’t take long to persuade him otherwise. It’s not your fault you look soft.”

	I frowned. “I do not look soft.” I bumped my fist against my thigh. It was tighter than a drum. I was definitely not soft.

	“Yes you do. You’re all curves, blonde hair down to your ass, incredibly long legs, and big blue eyes. You look as if you should be wearing hoop skirts and carrying a parasol.”

	“Southern belles are a lot tougher than they look, and so am I.”

	“So what does he look like?” she abruptly changed the subject.

	For a moment, I didn’t speak.

	“That good looking, huh?”

	“I was only trying to think of how to describe him.”

	“So, is he cute or not?”

	Sam never missed a beat. She made a good partner. “Yes, if you must know, he’s very good looking. Tall, dark hair, intense green eyes, and lots of delicious muscles. There, are you satisfied?”

	Sam giggled. “And how long are you going to be alone with him?”

	“Just until we get to the camp. Probably a few hours at most. I’m not sharing his tent, and I certainly am not going to jump his bones.”

	“Remember, Eric isn’t typical of all men. He was a sleaze ball. I knew there was something about him that I didn’t like the moment I met him. I couldn’t quite put my finger on it. Just when I thought I had him figured out, he would go off in a different direction, and I’d be confused again. The guy knew how to manipulate people.”

	“Well, he definitely manipulated me.”

	“I still don’t think you should’ve given him the house or the cash settlement.”

	“It was the only way he would agree to a divorce without causing a shit storm and drawing everything out. I wanted a quick end to our marriage. I never really liked the house anyway, and the money was a paltry sum. At least he didn’t have access to my inheritance, since my aunt made sure he signed a pre-nup. Not getting more money really pissed him off.”

	We talked a little longer before ending our conversation. I was relaxed when I started getting ready for bed. Samantha had that effect on me. We’d become best friends in high school and stayed that way through college. It was only natural that we would go into business together.

	As I crawled beneath the covers, my thoughts returned to Nash. He was definitely hot. I knew I would have to be very careful around him. I didn’t want, or need, a man in my life.

	




Chapter 2

	Nash

	Makenna was something else. From the first time I saw her in the group, I knew I wanted her naked body curled next to me in my bed. She was a little bitty thing, but there was something sexy as hell about her. All her curves were in the right places, and she had legs that went on for days. It didn’t take much imagination to picture her in a short dress and stilettoes.

	She’d looked pretty damn good when she’d walked into the bar. Yeah, I’d noticed her. Every man in the room had. They couldn’t help it. Not that I could blame them. She looked pretty damned hot in her short-shorts and white T-shirt. I could tell she’d been out running. Her tanned skin glistened. Every man in the room would probably have a wet dream tonight thinking about her naked body lying beneath them.

	Well, fuck. Now I had a killer hard-on. Too long without sex. I’d been wrapped up getting the tours started, and I hadn’t let myself relax. As soon as this one was over, I’d go to a bar, find a woman, and get laid.

	I grabbed a chip and scooped up some salsa, then grinned. I’d tried to warn her about the salsa, but I knew the moment she wasn’t going to listen. There’d been a look of determination on her face. As if she was silently accepting my challenge. Then she reached for another one, and took her time taking a drink of her beer. Stubborn woman.

	So, maybe she would last in the wilderness.

	Or maybe her stubbornness would get someone hurt. I frowned, not liking that thought at all. I’d have to be careful where she was concerned. Either way, I had a feeling I was going to be in trouble. I had a strict rule that guides, including me, did not get involved with anyone in the group. No romantic liaisons allowed. Makenna was off-limits.

	Damn, why the hell had I made that stupid rule anyway? And why did I agree to take her with me tomorrow? Dumb question. Because I wanted to fuck her.

	


Chapter 3

	Makenna

	I was waiting on the verandah when Nash came out. When he started to reach for my backpack, I grabbed it. I might as well set my rules from the start. “I carry my own weight.” I started down the steps.

	“And you carry it very well,” he mumbled behind me.

	I stopped, glancing over my shoulder. He barely looked my way as he walked past. Was I reading more into his words? Or was he just commenting about my ability? Either way, I decided it was best to ignore him. I tossed my backpack into the back of his Jeep, then climbed into the passenger side. We didn’t speak again as he started the vehicle and took off.

	We’d driven for about twenty-five miles without talking when Nash turned onto a side road that could barely be called a road at all. It wasn’t much more than indentations of previous vehicle tracks. It didn’t look as if it was driven over that often.

	“It’s going to get rough from here on out,” Nash told me. Then he grinned. A different grin from the angry one last night. This one made my toes curl. “But then,” he continued. “You said you like it rough.”

	He was throwing my words back at me. I let my gaze slide over him, then met his eyes once again. “Do you have a problem with that?”

	He laughed. “Nope, I don’t have a problem with that at all.”

	The rest of the drive was made in silence. At least I’d discovered one thing about him—he didn’t waste words.

	I began to relax as I enjoyed the scenery. Mountains loomed in front of us, tall and majestic. It was late summer. Some of the leaves on the trees were already changing colors from deep greens to shades of gold and burnt orange. There were aspen, oak, and ash trees. Tall pines that reached toward the sky. I didn’t see any wildlife, but it was mid-afternoon, so they probably weren’t out and about.

	Nash was right about the ride getting rougher. I reached up and grabbed the strap above my head. I held on tight, so I wouldn’t get bounced out of the vehicle. Not that the jarring movement bothered me. I was used to being jostled when I would go exploring in the backcountry. Still, I was glad when all the bouncing stopped, and we pulled into a makeshift parking lot next to an open safari-type vehicle. I assumed the other hikers in the group had come up in that.

	Nash shut off the engine, and we both got out, going to the back of the Jeep to get our backpacks. I grabbed mine, and slipped my arms through the straps, as Nash did the same with his.

	“The encampment is a few miles from here. Are you ready?” he asked.

	From the look on his face, he probably thought I was a marshmallow and would think that was too far. What? I certainly didn’t spend my days in air conditioned, high-end stores shopping.

	“Lead the way.” If he thought I was going to be intimidated by walking a few miles, he would be sadly disappointed. I usually ran every morning before work. Our office building in Texas was small, as was our staff. We only had ten people at the main office, or think tank as Samantha and I liked to call them, and four stores scattered around Texas. One of the rooms in the building had exercise equipment, but not just any kind of equipment. It looked more like the set for ninja warrior, minus the water features, of course.

	Both Samantha and I knew the benefits people would get from just a ten minute break from working to get in a little exercise. Not that Samantha was that into physical exertion. She exerted her brain more than her body, and she was damned good at it.

	The trail to the camp had apparently been traveled many times because it was easy to follow. The surrounding countryside was covered with trees, but not so dense the trees were all you saw. We’d probably been walking a couple of hours when we reached the top of the mountain. Nash came to a stop. I stood beside him, scanning the landscape.

	“It’s breathtaking,” I whispered, so as not to disturb what I was seeing. The mountains surrounding us were magnificent, with sharp peaks that looked as if someone had taken a chisel to them, and canyons carved out below by the rushing river. Looking down the mountainside, there was an abundance of tall trees, and the river winding through it all, white frothy water crashing over the rocks.

	“I’m always in awe of the scenery by the time I get to the top of this mountain. It’s by far not one of the highest, but the view is magnificent. He pointed off to the left, near the river. “See that plume of smoke?”

	I studied the area until I saw a thin wisp of gray smoke spiraling toward the sky. “Yes, I see it. Is that where we’re headed?”

	“That’s it, and hopefully they’ve caught some fish. I’m starved.” He started down the other side of the mountain, and I followed.

	I hope they’d caught fish, too. I could feel my stomach starting to rumble. I’d chosen to have a light lunch since I knew we would be doing some hiking. Lunch had worn off a long time ago, and I damn sure wasn’t going to ask Nash about taking a break and chowing down on one of my energy bars. I would put up with the rumbling.

	“How many are in the group?” I asked.

	“Only four, plus three more guides. I think smaller is better. Two of the guides will leave partway through the hike to take some of the equipment back.”

	I had to agree with him there. Smaller groups always seemed to work together better, and if you didn’t work together as a team, everything could fall apart very fast. Hiking in the backcountry could be exhilarating, but it could also be very dangerous.

	“At least you won’t be the only female,” he continued. “Rachel is thirty-two years old and a very seasoned hiker. She and her husband probably covered most of the trails in Colorado.”

	“Is he in the group as well?”

	Nash was silent for a moment before he continued. “Two years ago, they went deep into the backcountry. Just the two of them. He took a fall. Subdural hematoma. By the time she got help, it was too late. This is her first hike since he died.”

	A cold shiver ran down my spine. That was a chance you took when you veered into uncharted territory. I knew that, but it never stopped me from going where I wanted. Exploring was in my blood. I could no more deny the need to see the vast countryside then I could stop breathing. I was a product of my parents’ love for adventure. I stumbled, then quickly regained my footing. My heart went out to Rachel. Loss of a loved one hurt like hell.

	Only good thoughts, I quickly told myself. “And the others?” I asked.

	“Chris is twenty-nine, a park ranger. Jared is thirty-five and works a nine-to-five in the city. He’s an executive for a big corporation. Scotty is thirty, and works with Chris. Don is forty-one, a veteran guide and damned smart. My other two guides are Jess and Ethan. They’re both twenty-eight. All of them experienced. We’ll head out in the morning. We’re going to raft down the river most of the day, until we get to our next location. Have you ever been white water rafting?”

	“No, everything I’ve done so far has always been on land, but I was hoping to get some rafting in, and I came prepared. It looks exciting.” Tingles spread over my body. This was exactly what I’d been looking for.

	He stopped walking and turned, wearing a frown. “Just don’t fall in and drown. It won’t look good for my business.” He began walking again.

	I glared at his back. “I’ll make a point not to. Heaven forbid I might hurt your business by dying.” I was just beginning to think Nash might be okay, and that I would really enjoy hiking in Colorado, but then he opened his damned mouth and ruined it all. At least I didn’t have to worry about jumping his bones. That was the farthest thing from my mind.

	My angry gaze skimmed over him. He had a nice rugged build from this angle. Today he wore deep green shorts, the same color green short-sleeved shirt, and hiking boots. My gaze strayed to his strong, muscled legs. Not bad, not bad at all.

	Maybe jumping his bones wasn’t the farthest thing from my mind, but I would control my urges.

	By the time we got to the river, I was sweating. The terrain had been rougher coming down than it had been going up, so the backs of my legs were burning. It was the good kind of burn, though. The kind of pain that meant I’d pushed my body. I stopped at the river and slid my backpack off my shoulders. Nash had said he could make it rough, and he could make me sweat. Of course, I think we’d both been thinking about something entirely different.

	I rolled my aching muscles a couple of times before I squatted down to the water’s edge. It was ice cold as I splashed my face, then scooped some up in my hands and took a drink. Pure, fresh water. “You certainly can’t get this in the city.”

	“That’s why I come out as often as I can. Sure, the city’s pretty great, too. I like a soft bed and ordering out dinner as much as the next person, but after a while, I have to get back to nature. It’s as if my body gets out of sync. You probably don’t understand what I mean.”

	I slowly came to my feet, stretching. Until I caught his stare. I quickly brought my hands back down. His eyes said he wanted me. Heat rushed through my body.

	Down, girl, down.

	I cleared my throat and my mind at the same time.

	What had he said? Oh yeah, about his body being out of sync. He looked perfectly fine to me. Better than fine. I resisted the urge to splash more cold water on my face.

	I actually did understand what he was talking about when it came to how different the country was compared to the city. “I know exactly what you mean, because I feel the same way. I love getting back to nature. It feels as if I’m part of something incredible.” There, that was a nice safe topic.

	Our gazes locked. I couldn’t have looked away even if I tried. I’d never felt so nervous and so excited at the same time. At that very moment, I wanted Nash like I’d never wanted anyone else. He finally broke eye contact, and the moment was lost.

	“We’re not too far from camp now. Are you ready?”

	I nodded. I don’t think I could’ve uttered a word, even if I tried. At least not one that would make any sense. I was glad when he slipped his arms into the straps of his backpack and began walking toward the camp. I grabbed mine and quickly adjusted the straps to a comfortable position, then followed.

	This kind of thinking was going to get me into deep trouble. I had no idea why I felt like a jittery schoolgirl around him one minute, and I wanted to kill him the next. Maybe I should’ve just gone to the Bahamas until my head cleared. Relax on the beach, watch all of the nearly naked, muscled male bodies strolling…

	Sheesh, when was the last time I’d gotten laid?

	Hmm…

	We weren’t having sex even before I caught Alex in bed with his secretary. We’d both been so busy that we fell into bed exhausted. Of course, now I knew why he was so exhausted. I snorted.

	“You okay back there?”

	“I’m fine. But like you, I’m starving.” For sex and food. Before anything else could be said, we arrived at the camp. The first thing I heard was the sizzle of hot grease as the delicious aroma of frying fish wafted around me. My stomach began to rumble even more. I watched as the man cooking over the open fire removed the fish from the skillet and added more.

	He glanced up, noticing Nash, then me. His smile of welcome changed to a frown. He handed one of the other men the tongs, then walked toward us. I guessed him to be the other guide, Don. He had a full beard and he walked with a lumbering stride. He reminded me of a mountain man.

	“Figured you’d be getting here pretty soon. I’m guessing hungry as a bear, too.” He spoke to Nash, but his gaze kept straying to
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