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A HIGH-PITCHED SCREAM cut through the silence surrounding Luke Remington. He halted and brought his binoculars up, even while knowing the sound was a bird of prey. Nothing looked out of place against the frozen backdrop of snow and ice and the towering pines that dotted the Alaskan mountainside. No movement to indicate life, the human kind anyway. 

He dismissed the beauty of the majestic eagle soaring overhead and sucked in air cold enough to burn his lungs. His gut, and the fresh shoe prints in the snow, told him he was getting close to the survivor of the plane crash. He knew the direction the pilot had taken would lead straight to a river. 

And a dead end. 

He hoped the pilot wasn’t stupid enough to try and cross the river to the other side. It would be suicide. Even if some of the water was frozen, the ice would never hold up beneath the weight of a person, even a small one. A sense of urgency came over him. If the person was foolish enough to leave the crash site, then they just might be crazy enough to try and cross over a frozen river. 

The darkening sky revealed the signs of an approaching snowstorm. That was nothing new for this time of year. Lately it snowed every day, sometimes twenty-four hours a day for days on end. There were days when he couldn’t leave his cabin. Those were the only occasions he regretted the isolation of his mountain home. When he couldn’t come and go as he pleased. So why was he going out of his way to rescue someone who was probably going to end up invading his privacy for the next couple of months? 

Luke knew the answer to that because it was the right thing to do. He might be a loner, but he was still human. He’d seen the small Cessna go down, and couldn’t ignore the fact that there might be survivors. Only he hadn’t counted on that person being stupid enough to leave the crash site. 

He took a deep breath, exhaling a cloud of white air. It was a good thing he’d thought to bring his backpack with him because he knew the extra warm clothes would most likely come in handy. He began to follow the small footprints left behind in the snow, again. 

His instinct told him the pilot was a woman. 

* * * *
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CHARLIE WAYNE CAME to an abrupt halt and stared in disbelief at the raging river in front of her. Of all the rotten luck! She glanced both ways. A sick feeling settled in her empty stomach. She couldn’t see any way around it. At least nothing that didn’t involve getting wet. 

Why isn’t the blasted thing frozen over like everything else in this godforsaken wilderness? She glanced down at her feet and frowned at the inadequate sneakers that were fast becoming caked in ice. She could barely feel her toes. Shivering violently, she strained to see to the bottom of the dark, churning water in an effort to determine if it was shallow enough to cross. One thing was certain, it was far too wide for her to try and jump over. Even with a running start. 

The thought of getting wet appealed to her about as much as returning to the wreckage of her plane. Which Charlie knew she should never have left. She knew what the rules of survival were. And she had broken the most important one. Only staying could have meant her death, too. She’d been way off course. She hadn’t had time to radio in a mayday call with her location. And the thought that no one knew where to begin looking for her had convinced her to leave the wreckage and take her chances. 

The sky was turning a dismal gray. She knew from years of living in the north that it was going to snow and the temperatures were going to drop. The last thing she wanted was to become a frozen Popsicle for some carnivore to munch on when spring arrived. It was bad enough that disappearing would probably give her agent a heart attack. Charlie couldn’t help wondering if she was going to make her next singing engagement. Now that her comeback tour was well under way, Charlene Benton was becoming a household name again. 

Charlie pulled herself back to her immediate problem. It was already late afternoon and she’d have to find some kind of shelter before dark. The thought crossed her mind that if she turned around and headed back to the plane she’d be safe for another night. And in the morning she could try a different direction. 

She searched the sky again for any signs of smoke that would reveal the possibility of a cabin nearby. She knew she was in a remote area, which the empty skyline emphasized with stark clarity. With a heavy sigh she turned to start walking again, and came face to face with a large, white dog. 

Correction, wolf! 

Her heart fell as fast as the blood freezing in her veins. She halted so swiftly that she lost her balance. One foot slipped down the muddy embankment into the icy water, but Charlie hardly acknowledged the freezing temperature. For a timeless moment she and the wolf squared off like two adversaries sizing each other up before a fight. 

A feeling of doom settled in the pit of her stomach when she realized that if the wolf charged she’d have no alternative but to jump into the icy river, facing one death to escape another. Freezing or drowning would be a welcome alternative to being torn apart and eaten by a wolf. A chill ran down the length of her spine that had nothing to do with the frigid weather, as their gazes remained locked. 

What is it waiting for? 

As if reading her mind, the large beast crooked its head to look at something in the opposite direction. Was there a pack lurking somewhere beyond the trees? Fear galvanized Charlie into action. She turned to run, knowing that if the wolf decided to come after her it would be over in a matter of seconds. There was no way, as numb with cold and as exhausted as she was that she could outrun a predator. 

Especially a hungry one. 

In her haste to get away she fell several times. She cursed with frustration. The snow, knee deep in places, slowed her down. But Charlie was determined not to let it keep her from putting as much distance between her and the wolf as fast as possible as her survival instincts kicked in. She could hear movement behind her but wasn’t certain if it was the animal or the blood pounding in her ears. 

“Wait!” 

Charlie heard the command but didn’t believe it. It had to be the wind playing tricks on her. She pushed herself harder, but all at once the wolf was upon her. A heavy force hit the back of her body with a strength that knocked her to the ground. She screamed, expecting to feel her flesh savaged by canine teeth at any second. 

Something snagged the hood to her parka pulling it away from her head. Charlie was sure the animal was going for her jugular. She screamed again, not realizing her face was in the snow until it rapidly filled her open mouth. 

She turned her head, and cried out desperately. “No!”  Maybe the sound of her voice would frighten the animal away. “Get away from me!” she screamed, hearing the sound echo throughout the surrounding mountains. 

The sheer weight and size of the animal was crushing, holding Charlie nearly immovable. She was helpless against its strength. Suddenly and without warning she was flipped onto her back. Her hands were pinned to the cold ground above her head. And she realized it was a man and not the wolf pinning her down. For a moment she could only lie there in stunned silence and gasp for air. 

Charlie relaxed beneath him when she realized he wasn’t a threat to her. Where had he come from, and where was the wolf? She tried to move her head to see, but the hair he’d released when snagging her hood was wrapped around his gloved fingers preventing her from moving. He was slightly winded, looking her over with mild interest as he held her against the frozen ground. 

“Why didn’t you stop when I called out?” he said above her, his voice laced with more annoyance than concern. His hands shifted slightly, allowing her to move her head. 

“The wolf,” she whispered. She held herself stiffly beneath him. Her gaze darted everywhere around them. The wolf, where had it gone? 

“The wolf,” he said and Charlie’s gaze was drawn back to the man. He was looking down at her, not an inkling of concern in his tone. “Won’t hurt you.”  He got to his feet, bringing her with him. 

“Who are you?” 

Charlie brushed at the loose snow covering her clothes. Then pulled the hood up and tucked in her hair. She watched his gaze fall to the socks covering her hands. The faintest hint of a grin spread across his chiseled mouth but disappeared in the time it took to blink. 

“Luke.” His tone was flat. 

Movement out of the corner of her eye caused Charlie to look at the wolf again. 

“Lady won’t hurt you,” he repeated, obviously noticing her unease. “Look, we’re losing valuable daylight. We need to go.” 

The impatience and hardness of his clipped words caused Charlie’s head to whip back in his direction. Go? Just like that he expected her to go with him? Okay, she really had no choice, but he could at least be sensitive to her situation. 

As their gazes locked it was unclear what was going on behind those watchful eyes of his. They narrowed on her slightly. She began to wonder about him, wondered if he was dangerous. Her gaze ran over his tall form, made massive by the heavy insulated snow jacket he was wearing. She couldn’t tell what color his hair was because all that was visible was his rugged face. Most of that was covered with a neatly trimmed black beard. Eyes the color of dark chocolate stared at her set in a face that could be handsome if he softened it with a smile. 

“I won’t hurt you, either.” 

Did she look worried? Charlie forced a smile, when what she really wanted to do was spin around and run the other way. She was completely alone with him and at his mercy, lost somewhere in the wilds of Alaska. She had no choice but to trust him, or die. 

“I’m sorry if I gave you the impression you frighten me. I’m very thankful that you came along. I didn’t know what I was going to do come nightfall. How did you find me?” 

“I saw your plane go down. When I came across the crash site I realized someone had survived. Your tracks were easy to follow in the snow.” His gaze raked over her with amazement. “I’m surprised you survived without so much as a scratch.” 

“I was lucky,” Charlie admitted. She shuddered a little as she recalled her frightened, helpless feeling when the plane’s engines had stalled, forcing her to crash. Practices during flight school hadn’t compared to the real thing. 

“Very lucky,” he agreed. “Why didn’t you remain at the crash site? Search and rescue would have eventually found you.” 

“I know that’s what you’re supposed to do, but I couldn’t count on anyone finding me.” Charlie brushed a loose strand of hair out of her eyes. “I was way off course.” She’d flown back and forth to Skagway enough over the years to know that. “None of my gauges were reading correctly, and before I was able to get off a distress signal they went completely dead.” 

He acknowledged that he was listening to her with a brief nod of his head. Then cast another brief glance at the sky. “We need to get going.” He turned and began walking. 

“Going where?” Charlie had to practically run to keep up with his long, brisk strides. “Is there a ranger’s station close by?” 

“I’m not a ranger.” He continued to walk without sparing her a glance. 

Charlie didn’t know if she liked the sound of that or not. She struggled to keep up.  “Are you taking me to a ranger’s station, then?” 

“No.” 

It was clear he didn’t want to talk but Charlie didn’t let his sharp, one-word answers discourage her. “Do you have some kind of transportation near here?” Her tone was hopeful. 

“No.” 

She clenched her teeth. He certainly wasn’t very informative. She was beginning to get annoyed. She fell to her knees and quickly got up again when he didn’t even notice. She was panting by the time she caught up to him again and more than a little frustrated. In spite of the fact he’d come looking for her, she got the impression he’d leave her if she didn’t keep up. 

“Look, can you please slow down? I can’t keep up.” She wasn’t going to whine, but they’d been walking for hours already. “Where are we going?” In her opinion, nowhere fast. When he didn’t say a word she grabbed him by the arm to get his attention. “Luke...” 

He swung around and glared down at her. 

She caught her breath. 

“I’d forgotten how talkative and troublesome females were.”  

His expression said he wasn’t joking. Charlie’s mouth dropped, she couldn’t believe what she’d just heard. “Excuse me?” 

“Look, I’ve been living alone in these mountains for three years and have gotten used to not talking to anyone. To not being touched.” His glance took in her sock-covered hand on his arm, before traveling back to her eyes. “Now I’m going to be punished for being nosey, and checking out a damn plane crash.” 

Charlie could only stare at him in stunned silence. She didn’t know what to say. If he feels that way why did he even bother? 

“Look, lady—” 

“My name is Charlie.” She stood her ground in spite of his firm tone. And she would not cry. 

Luke released a heavy sigh. “I’m not interested in knowing your name or anything else about you. I’m taking you to my cabin, which happens to be about two miles in that direction.” He indicated the direction with a careless sweep of his arm. 

Charlie’s gaze followed the same route. She frowned. “All I see is snow and snow-covered trees. No roads of any kind, no paths, nothing to indicate we’re heading anywhere near civilization, much less a cabin. Where is this cabin, in a cave?” 

The next thing she knew he was glaring down at her. His mouth thinned. “What?” 

“Are you going to chatter all the way? Because I’m warning you right now, if you sap your strength I’m not carrying you. And before you ask, I don’t have a phone.” 

How did he know she was about to ask him that? Charlie gave him a scowl. “Now why doesn’t that surprise me?” She did her best to keep her tone light, feigning a smile. “What about a pigeon?” 

“Look, we can talk later.” He sounded aggravated, his tone sharper than the cutting edge of a hunting knife. 

“Fine,” Charlie snapped, tight-lipped. 

He pulled his arm away and bent to a backpack he’d obviously dropped in his pursuit of her. She hadn’t noticed it until now. She wondered what they were going to do after it got dark if they didn’t reach his home. The backpack was the size of a small car but she doubted it contained a blow up house with a fireplace in it. 

She was frozen to the bone. Thinking about a roaring fire and a cup of hot cocoa wasn’t helping. On top of that, snow had gotten down her back when her hood had been pulled off during their struggle. Her goose bumps had goose bumps. She ripped off the frozen socks on her hands, and pulled the sleeves of her parka down over them. She watched in curious silence as Luke pulled out a stack of clothes and something that resembled a rain poncho in an ugly shade of green. It reminded her of something she’d seen her brother wearing once in a picture of him taken when he was in boot camp. 

“Two miles can seem like ten in these mountains. It’s going to start snowing harder and the clothes you have on aren’t adequate. In these frigid temperatures it won’t take long for frostbite and hypothermia to set in.” 

Charlie’s eyebrows arched high with astonishment. Her mouth fell open when it dawned on her what he was getting at. “Surely you don’t expect me to change my clothes out here, like this!” Her arm made a sweep of the openness of the surrounding area. “Two miles or ten miles doesn’t make any difference to me. I’m in good shape,” she insisted, which had absolutely nothing to do with the fact he wanted her to change clothes. 

His eyes narrowed, his gaze ran over the length of her almost as if he was trying to see through her clothes. “Are you cold now?” 

Charlie nodded reluctantly, but only because she had a feeling he already knew the answer. 

“How cold?” he asked. 

She was numb she was so cold. “A little,” she lied, unable to meet his eyes. He didn’t know her. Maybe he wouldn’t recognize the signs that gave her away. 

“You’re lying,” he said without a second thought, dashing her hopes. “We don’t have time to argue over this. Put these clothes on and the rain poncho, which will keep you from getting damp again as the snow continues to fall.” 

Her eyes clung to his stony gaze. She was looking for understanding, but only found steadfast determination. She knew it wouldn’t be to her advantage to fight him on this. He looked about 

as solid as one of the pines towering over them and just as unbending. 

“What about you?” She was hedging and they both knew it. 

“My jacket repels water and I’m used to these temperatures.” 

Charlie realized he wasn’t going to give an inch. She reached up and unzipped her lightweight parka and slipped it off before shaking her hair around her for the little bit of warmth it would offer. Luke just watched until he finally noticed her fingers were so numb she couldn’t undo the buttons to the flannel shirt she was wearing. He pulled his gloves off with his teeth, shoved them in a pocket then brushed her hands aside with an impatient growl. 

Charlie caught her breath and accepted his help with reluctance. Her eyes looked everywhere but at him. She welcomed the rush of heat filling her frozen cheeks. His warm fingers worked deftly at the buttons, and when he was done he pulled her shirt open. She thought his hard mouth curved into a slight grin, but it was so fleeting she must have imagined it. 

She had a second flannel shirt on just like the first. Luke quickly got rid of that one, too. He stepped back when he came to the sweat suit. Was he wondering if he’d reached the last layer? Wordlessly, Charlie reached for the hem, and pulled the top over her head. Then, just as quickly kicked off her sneakers and wiggled out of the bottoms. His brows shot up, but he remained silent. 

“This is the last layer,” she said, making no effort to remove her cashmere sweater and ski pants. She shrank back with a cry when he reached forward to touch her. However, all he did was test the dampness of her clothes. 

“You can leave these on. Just slip the clothes I brought over them. But take off those socks and replace them with these.” As he spoke he rummaged through his bag until he found what he was looking for, a pair of thick, wool socks. 

Charlie did as she was told. She sighed with gratitude from the warmth that came with putting on new layers of warm, dry clothes, even if they were miles too big on her. Luke helped her with her socks and sneakers. 

He glanced up at her from his position at her feet. “How does that feel?” 

“Wonderful.” 

Before straightening he stuffed the clothes she’d removed into his bag. “Good, let’s get going.” He slipped the rain poncho over her shoulders. 

The sky darkened at an alarming rate. The snow began to fall harder. For a moment Charlie watched powdery flakes land upon Luke’s beard, before carefully tucking her hair beneath the hood of the poncho. 

His eyes met hers briefly as his fingertips brushed against her cold cheeks. For a second his movements faltered, his dark eyes frozen on hers, and then he turned away. 

Chapter 2

Charlie didn’t know how long they’d walked only that she was certain she couldn’t go on much longer. It was snowing hard. She could barely make out Luke’s bright red jacket in front of her. If he was worried about her keeping up he didn’t show it. 

Her stomach growled loudly. The last thing she’d eaten was a bagel and cup of coffee the morning before. The persistent hunger pangs cut through the silence, making her that much more aware of their stark surroundings. When Luke finally stopped, she was so preoccupied with thoughts of food that she plowed right into him. 

“Sorry.” 

We’re almost there.” He pointed straight ahead. “Are you going to make it on your own steam?” 

Charlie wondered if he was having second thoughts about carrying her if she needed it. She nodded, and almost fell to her knees. Thank God. A few minutes later his small cabin finally came into view. At least she hoped it was his cabin. By the time it took them to finish their journey and walk up the steps to the porch they were cloaked in the most frightening darkness she’d ever known. 

The ghostly howls and hoots of the forest creatures as they came out to forage for food under the protection of darkness didn’t help calm her fears. She almost let out a hysterical laugh when the thought of the abominable snowman popped into her head. How many times had her brothers frightened her with those made up stories when they’d been growing up? She stumbled as they entered the cabin, but Luke’s quick reflexes stopped her from falling. 

His deep voice cut through the darkness. “Wait here until I turn on a light.” 

Charlie found herself released as soon as she found sure footing. She closed the door behind them, and turned back to get her first look at Luke’s home. Primitive. That was the only word she could think of to describe the unfinished log walls and the jagged stone fireplace which dominated one whole wall. She glanced down at the rough stone floor and decided she liked his home. It was basic, getting back to nature. A life that suited a rugged mountain man. Him. 

She was mildly surprised that he’d turned on a small brass wall lamp over the mantle of the fireplace. She’d half expected to see him standing there with a kerosene lantern. “You have electricity but no phone lines?” Her gaze followed him as he moved to turn on a matching lamp on the other side. It wasn’t a bright light, but cast a dim, almost romantic glow in the room. 

He ignored the skepticism in her tone and bent to start a fire in the hearth. “I have a generator.” 

Charlie glanced around the interior of the one-room structure. There were no doors that indicated there were other rooms with the exception of one that she guessed led to the bathroom. A wooden ladder led up to a tiny loft. From her angle Charlie could see a bed and a chest of drawers. Nothing else. 

Just the necessities decorated Luke’s home. There were no pictures, no pretty curtains in the windows, nothing to show that it was more than just a hunter’s cabin out in the middle of nowhere. The main room was sparsely furnished with a camel-colored sofa and matching recliner that looked like leather. A large chest sat on a braided rug as a coffee table in front of the couch. 

The kitchen area was furnished with a small drop leaf table and two chairs. There was a stove, a refrigerator, and a sink all against one wall. A small counter was the only thing that separated the kitchen from the rest of the downstairs. 

Yes, he appeared to have all the necessities with a few exceptions. Charlie glanced at him. He was quiet, watching her. Does he regret my being here? Invading his privacy, his space? It was hard to tell by his granite expression. 

“Come thaw out by the fire.” 

He didn’t have to ask twice. Charlie moved as close as she dared and held her hands out toward the dancing flames. She closed her eyes as they licked at her frozen body, warming her from the outside in. She didn’t question Luke when he began to slip the rain poncho over her head. 

“Get too close to the fire in this thing and you’ll be hotter than you bargained for.” 

“Sorry.” She chuckled softly. She’d forgotten the poncho was made out of heavy plastic. She shook her hair free before he had a chance to step away. As if they had a life of their own the silky strands reached out to him, brushing against his face and curling around his fingers. 

Luke’s expression changed, his eyes darkening. Charlie watched his nostrils flare, slightly mesmerized over the transformation that came over his handsome face. She caught her breath as he slowly brought his hand up, bringing her hair beneath his nose. He inhaled deeply. Then, as if he realized what he was doing he dropped his hand and gave his head a slight shake. He moved away and hung the poncho on a peg on the back of the door. While there he removed his own jacket and thick wool sweater and kicked his boots off onto the mat by the door. 

Charlie glanced down at her wet, muddy feet. “I’m sorry, I should have...” 

Luke waved her off. “Don’t worry about it.” 

“This feels wonderful,” she admitted, referring to the fire. “I was frozen to the bone.” 

“You would have been a lot colder if I’d waited until morning to search for you. It would have been a miracle if you’d survived the night at all.” 

“Give me some credit. At least I was smart enough to throw on some extra clothes.” She smiled. “And I did survive last night.” 

It had been a nightmare. She’d grabbed everything she could find and piled it on top of her for warmth. To keep from freezing to death she’d remained awake, getting up every once in awhile and jumping around to get her blood circulating. She doubted she would have been able to do it a second night. 

Luke nodded. “The temperature drops drastically during the night, exposure to it for a long time can be fatal. You wouldn’t have been so lucky a second night.” 

His comment caused Charlie to shiver. “You don’t like to mince words.” 

Luke’s gaze shot down to the inadequate covering on her feet. She wondered what he was thinking and watched his jaw clench. She didn’t have to wonder long. “Frostbite isn’t picky.” 

His eyes traveled slowly up the length of Charlie, making her warmer than the fire. She knew she was reading more into it but it had been a long time since a man had looked at her as though he liked what he saw. 

“You’d better remove those wet sneakers.” 

She tried to avoid looking at Luke, uncomfortable now that he’d shed some of his clothes and she saw how solid and powerful he was. She couldn’t help but admire his large physique. The jacket and sweater he’d removed hadn’t been hiding anything. He was built just as broad shouldered as the garments had implied. 

He was a handsome man. She wasn’t usually attracted to men with facial hair, but in jeans and a red flannel shirt Luke was surprisingly appealing to her. His thick, black hair was shiny and slightly long, hanging just below his shoulders. When he ran his hands through it like he was doing now she couldn’t help but wonder if it felt as silky as it looked. Her gaze moved over the shape of his strong jaw and the thick corded muscles in his neck before the sensuous smoothness of his mouth drew her interest. 

What would kissing him be like? Charlie felt a warmth sweep through her that had nothing to do with the blazing fire. What was she doing? It wasn’t like her to let her imagination run wild with silly notions like that. She bent to untie her sneakers. 

“So, what’s next?” 

She removed one shoe, then the other, placing them on the stone platform in front of the fire to dry. It wasn’t until she removed the last layer of damp socks that Charlie realized Luke hadn’t answered her. She turned her head in his direction, meeting his watchful eyes. She caught her breath at the look in them and halted, before rising to her full height of five feet five. Not very impressive when he was well over six feet. The way his eyes were staring at Charlie made her feel vulnerable. She got the impression that it wasn’t her he was seeing at all. 

Then he realized she was looking at him, waiting for his reply. He didn’t look the least bit embarrassed that she’d caught him staring. “A hot bath will do you some good.” 

That wasn’t what Charlie meant. She smiled, and turned her frozen rear toward the fire. 

“No, I mean when do you take me into town?” 

“The nearest town is thirty-one miles down the mountain from here,” he said in a hard voice. 

“So? You have a vehicle, don’t you?” 

It didn’t take long before her backside began to thaw out. She started to peel off the sweat suit he’d given her earlier. But when she felt cool air touch her bare midriff she realized the top was clinging to the one beneath. 

“Will you help me, please?”  The last thing she wanted to do was show Luke she wasn’t wearing a bra. 

Chapter 3

Help her? Luke hesitated. His gaze fell to her exposed flesh. Smooth and soft came to mind. Earlier she’d looked about as shapeless as Frosty the Snowman. Until she’d begun removing her clothes and he’d seen how shapely she was. He’d hoped that when he got her here in a more intimate situation he’d find that he’d been mistaken about her allure. But with each layer she removed he was able to see how right he’d been. Charlie had a nice shape with curves in all the right places. 

He didn’t want to get any closer to her than he had to. Her being there scared him. He hadn’t been alone with a woman in years. And that long, wild hair of hers... For a split second she’d reminded him of someone, the image so fleeting that he let it go. Because he didn’t want to remember. 

“Are you going to help me?” Charlie put her arms down far enough to poke her head over top, and make eye contact with him. “Please?” 

There was no disguising the impatience in her tone. Their gazes clung. She was pretty, even if her face was a little red with windburn. The sparkle in her green eyes complimented the catlike slant of them. They were fringed with the longest, thickest lashes he’d ever seen on a woman. His eyes were drawn to her generous mouth and he wondered if it tasted as sweet as it looked. 

It suddenly occurred to Luke that he was going to have to put up with her for the next two months. It would be at least that long before the snow melted enough for him to take the old logging road down the mountain into town. Then he remembered about his truck and frowned. Maybe he could whittle a sled and send her down the peak on that. 

It occurred to him they were still standing there, in stony silence. It was clear she wasn’t any happier over the situation than he was. Yet in spite of her piss and vinegar there was something about her that appealed to him, reached him on a purely male level. Just thinking about the size of his cabin and what that was going to mean was enough to make him wish he’d never set out in search of survivors. When he’d seen her plane go down the afternoon before he should have minded his own business and ignored it. There were other people living there in the mountains, one of them could have found her. Now he was stuck with her. 

He moved toward her reluctantly, his mouth pressed into a grim line. It took great effort to keep his mind on what he was doing. He reached down and caught the hem to the sweat suit, conscious that his knuckles grazed her soft skin. It was warm and satiny smooth. He ignored her soft gasp, and the sudden unexpected lust heating his blood. In one smooth motion he brought the outer shirt up and over her head while she held the other one down. As he pulled the top away from her hair the crackle of static electricity could be heard over the logs snapping in the hearth. 

“You do have a vehicle, don’t you?” she asked. 

He tossed the top onto the sofa without looking, wondering how she was going to react to what he had to say. Did she have a temper? No use beating around the bush. “I have a truck but it’s not here.” 

His words halted the movement of her hands, thank God, which were at the waistband of her pants. Her eyes went round with mild surprise. “Not here? How do you get to town and back? How do you get around?” 

She started to wiggle out of the extra pair of sweat bottoms with enough hip action to give a man heart failure. Sweet Jesus! Luke clenched his teeth and quickly turned away from her. His cock was swelling with rapid excitement. What the hell was the matter with him? All of a sudden he was hot, from the inside out. 

“I don’t,” he said tersely. He wished he’d purchased the snowmobile Frank Howard had tried to talk him into buying for emergencies when he’d gone into town just before winter. He could have gotten her there on that. 

“I don’t understand.” 

Not until he was safely on the other side of the room did Luke dare to face her again. She’d stepped out of the bottoms and tossed them onto the couch. The look in her eyes revealed her confusion as she gathered her hair into a makeshift bun at the back of her neck. She twisted it into a knot with her lips pressed together, exposing a frustration he could relate to. 

His gaze moved over her quickly, a big mistake considering his state of arousal. He liked the fact she had a nice shape, full and softly rounded. Curves designed to fit perfectly in the hands of a man. Nevertheless, those thoughts would get him nowhere but into trouble. Luke had made up his mind a long time ago there’d be no one else for him after Susan. He’d closed the door on relationships and intimacy the day she died. 

“I left my truck in town to be serviced. I won’t get it back until spring.” 

“Spring!” Charlie gasped with disbelief. “You mean we’re going to have to walk the thirty-one miles to town?” 

Luke almost laughed at her naiveté.  “Hardly, that would be suicide. There’s no way out of here until the snow melts.” He could tell the moment the meaning behind his words sank in. She obviously didn’t like it
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