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      LINDSAY

      

      I’ve always wanted to visit Alaska.

      Even before my late brother was stationed here, filling me with stories of his adventures in the north. Begging me to visit him so we could go on those adventures together. It always sounded like a fantasy land. The vast wilderness, the wildlife, the mountains.

      Did I mention the wildlife?

      “There’s seriously a moose in my way,” I mumble to myself, because no one else is here. It’s just me standing next to my rental car, suitcase in hand, staring at the front entrance to the Mountain View Lodge that is very blocked by a giant moose.

      Slowly, I set down my suitcase and dig my phone out of my pocket. No one will believe my moose story without proof.

      But the picture doesn’t turn out. It’s blurry, and the moose that seems so massive in front of me right now is a tiny blip on the photo.

      I take a few steps forward, never taking my eyes off Bullwinkle. If I wasn’t seeing him and his enormous antlers for myself, I’d think I was crazy.

      I snap another picture. Then another.

      Bullwinkle, who was happily chomping on a decorative bush, turns his head in my direction. He’s the size of a freakin’ wooly mammoth. I bet he could scoop me up with that rack, but I’m not eager to find out.

      He takes a step in my direction.

      Oh shit.

      Slowly, I shuffle backwards. Would it do any good to hide in my car, or would this beast just trample it like a tin can? I don’t know if I have any other option. I definitely can’t outrun him.

      “Careful,” a deep male voice says from behind, startling a gasp from me. “He thinks you’re a threat.” It’s an odd time for that soothing tone to send tingles throughout my chest, but it does anyway. If I weren’t in danger of being trampled, I might let myself enjoy it a little more.

      “Me? I’m hardly a threat. I’m a third grade teacher. Would you tell him that he’s going to be famous when I show my class his picture? As long as he doesn’t flatten me into a pancake. Maybe he’ll listen to you.”

      Hands curl around my arms, slowly dragging me back toward my car. The moose never stops watching us. “I don’t think he cares about being famous.”

      “His loss.”

      The moose snorts a few times, the sound of it echoing. Reminding me how alone we really are. I wonder if Brandon considered this possibility when he made his dying wish. Is death by moose common up here?

      “Where is everyone else?” I ask, my heart doing double-time. The man saving me right now might turn out to be serial killer. For all I know, he could chop me up into moose-sized bits. Do moose eat meat? I make a mental note to look it up later. One of the kids in my class will no doubt ask.

      “They’re out,” the man says, not offering the reassurance I sought. At least the moose hasn’t marched our way. If only those eyes would focus on something besides me.

      “Every single person is out?” I question, wishing I were a horror writer. This whole scenario would make an intriguing opening to a book.

      “That’s why people come here.” The more he speaks, the more tempted I am to look over my shoulder to see who owns that smooth voice. It’s that voice that’s lulling me into a false sense of security. But I’m too afraid to take my eyes off Bullwinkle for even a split second. “To go out and explore.”

      “Right.” It’s why I came here. To take a guided hike to a glacier. A glacier that is clearly not right next to the lodge. Maybe I should’ve kidnapped Violet and brought her with me so I wouldn’t be alone with my tour guide in the middle of nowhere. Too late now. “Why isn’t Bullwinkle out exploring?”

      “He’s hungry.”

      “Then feed him.”

      The man’s low laugh does funny things to my pulse. “Feeding moose is illegal.”

      “Why?”

      “Because it could domesticate them. Make them unable to fend for themselves.”

      The moose seems to know we’re talking about him because he takes two steps in our direction. Double shit! I jump back, my shoulders colliding into hard muscle. Ugh. Feels like I hit a brick wall instead of a man. They sure grow them big up here. I gulp a swallow, desperate to remember my life is at stake here.

      “Stay calm.”

      “That will help?”

      “Better than giving him a reason to feel more threatened.” His fingers curl tighter on my arm. “How are you at running?”

      “Terrible.”

      “If he comes any closer, you’ll have to be a little better than terrible.”

      My heart pounds in my ears, and honestly, I’m not sure if it’s the imminent danger we face or the intoxicating cologne this stranger is wearing. Probably both. “Which way will we run?”

      “What?”

      “Which way? East, west⁠—”

      “Away from the moose.”

      “That doesn’t help me⁠—”

      Bullwinkle snorts loud enough to shut us both up. With one stern gaze our way, he turns a sharp right and trots off toward the trees. One by one, I allow my muscles to ease their ferocious tension. My heartrate is still off the charts, though, as if I ran a mile and barely escaped with my life.

      “Thank you for…” Something rare happens. My sentences stops, uncompleted. I forget what I was about to say because I’m absolutely stunned by the man who saved me. He’s…gorgeous. Tall, built, and sea green eyes that could put me into a spell with very little effort. I long to trace my fingers over his beard.

      He belongs on the cover of Alaska Hunks—if it were a real magazine.

      “You just get here?” he asks.

      I try and fail at least three times to spit out a simple answer. Finally, I surrender and nod. Are you kidding me? I’m actually tongue-tied for words—me, the one my friends joke never shuts up. I search for my suitcase, desperate to take me eyes off the man who’s making me a complete fool.

      “I’ll get that for you.”

      “You, uh, a guest?”

      “No.” The man lifts my heavy suitcase as if it weighs nothing and marches toward the lodge entrance. I’m too busy staring at the flex in his bicep to realize I’m being left behind until he opens the front door and waits.

      “You work here?” I ask once I catch up.

      “I’m Reed Harrison.”

      My pulse doubles, then triples. I know that name. “As in the Reed Harrison?”

      “I’m not the famous one, if that’s what you’re wondering. That’s my brother Ryker.” Reed struts behind the front counter and hovers over a keyboard. “I’ll get you checked in. Keira and her family are out this week.”

      Embarrassingly enough, words are still failing me. My heart pounds and my nipples tingle as I watch those sea green eyes fixate intently on the computer screen. Reed Harrison is my personal hiking guide.
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      REED

      
      This wouldn’t be the first time I’ve had to rescue one of our guests from the wildlife. Too many of them are stuck in that tourist mindset. A mindset that gives them a false sense of security. If I had five bucks for every guest who thought it was a good idea to get closer to a wild animal to take its picture, I’d be filthy rich.

      “Name?” I ask the woman who’s gone oddly mute since the moose ran off into the woods. For a while there, I didn’t think she’d stop talking.

      When she doesn’t answer me, I look up from behind the front counter. It’s the first time I really see her. Soft, sandy brown curls fall on her shoulders, brown eyes the color of melted chocolate, and lips that should be illegal.

      The polite thing to do would be glue my eyes back to the damn computer—one I’m not used to operating. But since Kiera, Lane, and their kids decided to take a fishing trip in Kenai, the rest of my brothers and I are stuck manning the front desk.

      But I can’t seem to avert my gaze.

      My eyes sweep over that light pink t-shirt with the white curly word Alaska scribbled across her generously sized tits. Every curve makes my mouth water. “Miss Sunshine, I need your name so I can get you checked in.”

      She blurts a giggle. “I suppose I’ve been called worse.”

      The way her eyes sparkle in amusement promises trouble for me. I’ve always been attracted to funny women. It’s okay. Just steer clear of her. The last thing I need is to get tangled up with one of the guests. I don’t want to prove Kiera, or any other sister-in-law, right on the matchmaker front.

      I’m the only Harrison brother not married. I’m single and plan to stay that way indefinitely. Women are too much trouble, and I haven’t met one who didn’t lie straight to my face.

      “Lindsay Carmichael,” she says once the chipper giggling gets under control. “My name is Lindsay Carmichael, and I’m here for the guided⁠—”

      “—Guided hike,” I finish, my chest clutching in what I can only assume is panic. She’s my client. The lone woman Kiera booked even though I asked her—more like demanded—she not accept. But Keira, loving sister-in-law that she is, has matchmaker in her blood. And I’m the last one she can tinker with.

      So here we are.

      “You want to see a glacier?” My eyes sweep her curvaceous body again, but it’s a mistake. All it does is make me picture what she’s hiding beneath those clothes. Dammit, this is going to be a problem.

      “Yes, I do. I figured since Alaska has over a hundred thousand of them, I could see one.”

      “Right.” I switch my focus to the screen, inwardly cursing at how damn complicated this software is to navigate. Kiera made it look like a breeze when she gave me a brief overview. But every button I click seems to mess something up. Maybe she’ll think twice about letting me cover the front desk in the future.

      “There’s over six hundred glaciers in Alaska that actually have a name,” she says proudly.

      “Read that on a brochure somewhere?”

      “I did my research. Teacher, remember?”

      “Well, we won’t be going to one of the named ones.” I finally figure out how the hell to get her checked in and toss the keycard on the counter. Now that I’ve gotten a good look at Lindsay, I understand why my fingers were tingling earlier when they gripped her arms. I thought it was the moose, but now I know that wasn’t the case.

      I’m fucked.

      Glacier hikes aren’t my usual gig. I have to coordinate with Lincoln to get a plane ride halfway out. Then we have to hike the rest of the trail. There’s always a risk of weather rolling in. Most guests opt out of hiking up to one and instead settle for a flight when they can see it from the air. “You know I can’t promise we’ll make it to the glacier.”

      “Why not?”

      I stifle a grumble. Didn’t Kiera go over this with her? “I can’t control the weather.”

      Lindsay reaches for her phone in
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