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For all the brats who dream of a lumbersnack Dom 
reminding them to drink their water 
and bending them over when they don’t… 
Cheers, this book is for you.







Author’s Note

Dear Spicy Reader,

Welcome to the next book in the Starlight Haven Lumbersnacks series! This story is a low-stakes, high-heat romance about a single mom and her journey with an online Dom. To make this book as realistic as possible, and to honor the kink community, I did a lot of research and worked with beta and sensitivity readers who live (or have lived) a D/s lifestyle.

That said, this is still a work of fiction, and I did take some liberties for the sake of the story. Please don’t use this book as a how-to guide or a model for real-life D/s relationships. If you’re curious about D/s dynamics, BDSM, or kink in general, I encourage you to do your own research, connect with community resources, and always prioritize safety and communication before seeking a Dom/sub of your own.

Now, on to the content of this spicy book! If you like to be surprised and don’t need to know the content, please skip this list and move on to the next page.


	D/s dynamics (consensual power exchange)

	Punishment (spanking/edging)

	Toy play

	Role-play

	Light choking

	Derogatory language

	Oral/deep throating

	Rough sex

	Light humiliation/degradation

	Anal play

	Talk of parental death

	Talk of divorce/cheating in past relationships (not between the FMC/MMC)



Now, who’s ready to meet Lindsey and her hot, domineering lumbersnack?!

Xoxo,

Kayla







The Dirty Lumbersnack

Ingredients (1 serving):


	2 oz bourbon or whiskey

	1 oz maple syrup or honey

	1 oz fresh lemon juice (or bottled)

	½–1 oz peach juice or peach schnapps (optional “peachy twist”)

	1 egg white (optional for froth; can use aquafaba or skip)

	Ice



Optional garnish:


	Lemon slice, peach slice, or sprinkle of cinnamon



Instructions:

Fill a shaker with ice, then add bourbon, maple syrup, lemon juice, and peach juice/schnapps (if using). Add egg white or aquafaba if you want some frothy action. Shake vigorously for 15–20 seconds. This is optional, but you can dry shake first (without ice) to maximize froth, then shake again with ice. Once shaken, strain into an old-fashioned glass filled with ice. Garnish with a lemon or peach slice, or a light sprinkle of cinnamon. Enjoy!







Axe Marks the Spot Vibes Playlist
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[IMAGE ALT TEXT]: Dom is sitting in a chair close to the camera. Only his jaw and lips are visible. He’s wearing a black button-up shirt with the sleeves rolled up to expose his forearms, and a few buttons are undone to show off his muscular chest.

Auto Captions:

Did you drink your water today, baby?

I’ll take your silence as a no. Such a defiant woman you are.

I know you’re sorry, but a sorry doesn’t keep you hydrated. I’m only looking out for your well-being, you know that, right?

Hmm, well, I think you want to be punished, don’t you? What privilege should I take away from you for disobeying me?

You don’t know?

I’m thinking no underwear for a week, your bare p*ssy brushing against your clothes while you work, the rough fabric of your jeans the only touch you’ll receive until you can’t take it anymore. Until you’re begging me to let you touch yourself.

Hmm…No, no, that won’t do. You’d like that too much, wouldn’t you?

You’re such a beautiful and naughty little sl*t. [End video]


[image: ]
[image: Three icons: a heart shape, a speech bubble, and a circular arrow with an upward and downward arrow inside it.]

100,222 Views

Username @DomInTheWoods

view all 100 comments
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[image: A stethoscope shaped like a heart, with the earpieces at the top and the chest piece at the bottom, forming a heart shape in the middle.]

1

Lindsey

YOU KNOW THAT LIMBO between exhausted and horny? That state of being where you want to face-plant into bed, but you could really go for a good orgasm…or two?

No? Just me?

“Mom!” Kas yells, scaring the shit out of me to the point where I jump, hand flying over my chest as my heart beats rapidly.

“Goodness, Kasandra. I’m right here.”

My eight-year-old rolls her eyes at me from across the picnic table. It’s her new favorite way to express her annoyance, one I’ve tried and failed to nip in the bud.

“I’ve been calling you for five minutes,” she chides.

“You have not been,” I assure her.

“She yelled it five times.”

I flick my gaze to my brother, Nathan, who’s sitting next to Kas. His scruffy face is lit with a smile, but there’s concern in his earthy brown eyes as he takes a bite of his funnel cake.

I hold back a sigh and give my attention to Kas, who’s shifting on her butt excitedly as if she’s ready to take off and run somewhere. Which is odd to me because she hates running.

“I’m sorry.” I exhale and put a smile on. “What do you need, honey?”

“Uncle Nate said there’s a kids’ obstacle course. I was asking if I could go.”

“I thought you wanted to watch the speed pole climbing.” I check the time on my phone. “It starts in thirty minutes.”

“You want to watch that, Mom.”

Nathan chuckles, and I bite the inside of my cheek. My kid is becoming sassier every day, a trait I fear she inherited from both me and my smart-ass brother.

“I’ll take her. You can go watch loggers climb poles.” He waggles his dark eyebrows at me, and I glare at him.

“Yeah, Mom,” Kas adds, Nathan’s innuendo thankfully going over her head.

I take a sip of my sweating lemonade, the cold condensation on the cup feeling good against the heated skin of my hand. It’s July, and while it’s fairly cool in our little mountain town of Starlight Haven during the summers, it’s still hot enough that I’m sweating even while wearing a tank and shorts.

I look from my bouncing kid, who’s had too much sugar today, to my younger brother, who’s observing me with interest. I’m still getting used to the fact that he looks like a logger now. The once clean-shaven, ex-corporate businessman used to wear button-up shirts, slacks, and loafers. Now, he’s in a T-shirt that sports the logo of the logging company that Morgan and Fox, his partners and soon-to-be husband and wife, own and a pair of jeans with red suspenders. His tapered brown hair is still neatly styled, but the beard and laid-back look throw me every time. It’s been a year and a half since he met them, and yet it feels like he’s transformed overnight.

“Okay, but you have to promise to stay in your Uncle Nate’s line of sight.”

“I’m eight,” she groans.

Nathan holds in his chuckle, but a bit of a snort breaks through. God, this kid. I should be grateful she inherited my and my brother’s cheek over the stick-up-his-ass personality of my ex-husband, Jeremy, but sometimes it’s a lot. Especially when I’m tired, overworked, and in desperate need of…well, release.

It’s been years now since I’ve had sex that wasn’t with a silicone dick. Two years, to be exact. I feel as if my pussy is gnawing at the bars of my self-imposed chastity.

God, Nathan is right. I do want to watch loggers climb poles. And it would be nice if I was climbing one of their poles, too.

“Sis?”

I flush, and I snap my eyes to his. I should not be thinking about that right now. What the hell is wrong with me?

You’re exhausted and horny, remember?

I push back the thought and shoot Kas the classic mom-eyebrow, head tilted just enough in question. “And you won’t try to ditch your uncle?”

She sighs. “I won’t, but Starlight Haven is safe. Lowest crime rate in California, remember?”

Nathan tugs on Kas’s ponytail and chuckles. “She is right about that.”

“Regardless, you stay in sight of your uncle, or you’ll lose your video game privileges. Got it, Kas?”

“You wouldn’t!”

She’s right, I probably wouldn’t enforce it with how things have been going for me lately, but I nod and keep my features stern. “I would.”

Kas presses her lips together. It’s no secret she loves her video games and would dramatically “die” without them. Or so she’s said before. I often think it makes me a bad mom, letting her play them so young, but I’m doing the best I can. After a long day of working in the ER, I don’t have the energy to force her to go outside all the time. I guess I should be glad she wants to go to the obstacle course now.

“Okay,” she says finally.

“Alright, then, have fun.”

Kas jumps up. “Let’s go, Uncle Nate!”

“Go wash your hands and face and use the bathrooms first—there aren’t any over by the course. The portable bathrooms and sinks are right there,” Nathan says, pointing to an area behind me in his line of sight.

Kas takes off without complaint, and I sigh. “I’m glad she listens to you, at least.”

“She listens to you, too.” He smiles softly, polishing off the last bite of his funnel cake and brushing the powdered sugar from his hands.

“Only after arguing with me.”

I take another sip of my lemonade as Nathan stares at me. “You okay, Linds?”

“Yep, I’m fine.”

“Liar. Tell you what—why don’t I watch Kas for the rest of the afternoon? I bet you can finally meet a lumbersnack to throw you around.” He waggles his eyebrows at me teasingly.

I laugh. “I forgot I told you that.”

“You’ve only been talking about it since you moved here. Truthfully, I think you wanted to come to the games today more than Kas did.”

Nathan’s right. Kas didn’t really want to come to this event at all. I convinced her with the promise of funnel cake and other sugary items. Plus, Fox and Morgan’s company, Starlight Lumber & Logging, hosts the games. The couple doesn’t participate in it anymore, but they are a huge part of setting it up and getting sponsors for it.

“Linds? Are you really fine?”

I look into my younger brother’s eyes. We’ve always been close—even more so after the death of our dad three years ago from a stroke and then my divorce from Jeremy. In many ways, he’s become more than just a brother. He’s a friend and a solid male presence in Kas’s life.

But though we’re close, I’m not going to share with him that I’m not only exhausted but in need of a good lay, too. I’m also not going to tell him that the reason I haven’t put myself out there in the past two years is because I’m still dealing with hang-ups from my ex. That’s not stuff I want to talk about with Nathan, especially when he has such an amazing relationship with not one but two people. A relationship I can’t help but feel jealous of sometimes.

“I really am,” I assure him. “I’m just tired.”

He taps his fingers on the table. “I don’t believe you, but maybe if I get you liquored up tonight, you’ll spill the beans.”

“Tonight?”

“Okay, yeah. Definitely not fine if you forgot.”

“What’s tonight?”

“Kas has that birthday sleepover at Moira’s, and you’re going out to Moose’s Bar with Fox, Morgan, and me. No backing out.”

I want to smack my forehead. “I totally forgot.”

“Obviously.” He chuckles.

“Maybe instead of watching the speed climbing, I’ll just go home and nap. I could use the sleep instead. I can pick up Kas’s room, too, while she’s with you.”

“Nope. Not happening. And why are you cleaning Kas’s room? She’s old enough to do that on her own.”

My stomach sours and gurgles, the acidic lemonade turning into heartburn. Nathan’s question is valid, and I know it’s not meant to be mean, but it only reinforces this idea I have of myself: I’m not a great mom. I probably let Kas get away with too much, but she’s been through a lot between her dad and me breaking up and then moving to a small town. I think it also hurt when her grandma left. The two of them had become close. My mom tried her best but deemed small-town life not for her. She moved back to our home city, Santa Solana, at the beginning of the year.

“I—wait, where is Kas? She should be done by now.”

Nathan points up ahead. “I’ve got eyes on her. She’s talking to some kids.”

I peer in that direction and see she’s chatting with a boy and girl her age. My heart warms at seeing it, and a bit of my stomachache eases. Besides her best friend, Moira, whose birthday I forgot about—which reminds me, I need to get the kid a gift—she doesn’t have many friends. She’s like me in that way, too.

I turn back to Nathan to find him still staring at me. But I don’t want to get into why I clean my kid’s room, so I divert. “Okay, fine. I’ll go to the speed climbing event now, and still meet you all at Moose’s later. But only if you stop asking if I’m okay.”

Nathan looks hesitant at first but eventually nods. “Fine.”

“Uncle Nate!” Kas runs up to the side of the picnic table. Her short auburn hair swishes around her cherubic face. “Tyler and Sara are here for the course, too. Can we go now?”

He glances at the two kids behind me with a smile and stands. “Of course we can.”

I stand, too, and move from the table over to Kas, who’s bouncing on her feet and looks more than happy about her new afternoon plans. I thought Kas only wanted to play video games and hang with Moira, but maybe that’s because I don’t get her out enough to be with more kids. I’m just so busy and tired from working three twelve-hour shifts a week and picking up extras.

I wipe off a bit of powdered sugar still on her cheek. “Have fun, and don’t get hurt.”

“If I do, you’ll fix me. You’re a nurse.”

My heart clenches, and I pull Kas in for a hug. She goes willingly, and I’m glad she hasn’t hit that phase yet where she finds me embarrassing. “I’d rather not have to fix you. Now go, have fun.” She lets out a little excited noise and runs toward her friends.

Kas yells for Nathan, and he bumps my shoulder with his. “Go have fun, Linds. You deserve it. And you’d better not go home!”

I watch them leave while debating if I should defy my brother or stay. I could get some cleaning done, maybe even take a bath instead of having a nap.

But then I remember I need to get a gift for Moira. Ugh, Mom life.

I walk out of the open-sided tent and head toward the parking lot instead of the speed climbing event. There’s a toy store not far from here, but I’m not sure they’re open today—the downside of living in a small town is the stores are all closed on random days and times, even on Saturdays.

I pull my phone from my purse to look it up and get only two steps before I run into something hard.

A startled yelp escapes me as a solid weight slams into my body, knocking me off-balance. Gravity yanks at my spine, the ground tilting away beneath me. But before I can fall, strong hands clamp around my biceps. Air rushes past my ears, my stomach flipping with the sudden shift in direction.

In a split second, I’m upright again, feet planted, chest flush against a sturdy and warm chest. I squeeze my eyes shut and inhale a breath, the scent of cedar and spicy vanilla wafting into my nose.

“Are you okay?”

The deep male voice thrums through my body like the vibrations of a guitar string. If my pussy could meow, I think she’d be doing it. I was horny before, but that voice mixed with his warm body and touch has clicked the lock of my self-imposed chastity belt wide open. I don’t even know what he looks like, but in a way, I don’t think I even need to.

“Miss?”

Did he just call me miss? I think I love him already. People usually call me ma’am now that I’m over thirty.

I take in another breath and open my eyes, but part of me wishes I hadn’t. If I didn’t have thick thighs and he wasn’t looking at my face, he’d have seen me squeeze my legs together because holy lumbersnack.

Determined hazel eyes stare into mine. They’re a mix of blue and green with flecks of golden brown and a dark-brown ring around the iris. The midday sun above us only adds to their power, drawing me in and making me forget my own name and the fact that I’m pressed against a strange man who I’m staring at like a cut of Wagyu beef.

“Do you need help?” His light-pink lips, framed by a well-trimmed dark-brown, nearly black beard mixed with silver hairs, say the magic words that finally break me from my spell.

“No, no. I’m fine.”

He makes no move to pull away, but I don’t, either. His hands on my biceps squeeze gently as he studies me with those beautiful eyes of his. My nipples, which, like my vagina, have a mind of their own all of a sudden, harden against what feels like a very muscular chest. Heat rises to my cheeks, and I step back, forcing him to drop his grip.

“You sure?” his velvet voice rumbles.

“Yeah, I’m sorry. I wasn’t looking where I was going.” I cross my arms over my tank-top-clad chest and look down at the ground. While I’m curvy everywhere else, my boobs are small, so I only wore a thin bralette under my shirt. If I leave my hands down, this insanely attractive man will see my headlights.

“It’s okay. I wasn’t, either. I’m glad you’re okay.”

He clears his throat with a sound almost like authority. The tone of it has my gaze snapping to his without thinking. His eyes are partially closed now to block out some of the sun, and to avoid looking at the rest of him or falling into a trance staring at his eyes, I focus on his nose. It’s a nice nose. A perfect nose. Is having a nose fetish a thing?

“Miss?”

“Uh, yeah?” My voice comes out in a weird and squeaky tone that has him chuckling.

“Are you sure you’re good?”

I dare a glance at his eyes once more but force myself not to look anywhere else. I think I’m going to find every single body part, down to this man’s ankles, attractive. At least I’ve already seen his eyes, right?

“I’m good. Just tired.” I don’t know why I told him that—I felt like I had to justify my weird behavior, I guess.

The stranger’s hazel pools study me, and after a second, it’s almost as if he’s staring at me with disapproval. I dip my chin to the ground and drop my arms from my chest, hiking my purse up my shoulder and slipping the phone I’d managed to hold on to into the main pocket.

“Sorry I ran into you again,” I mutter. “Have a nice day.”

I hear a sound slip from his mouth as if he’s about to say something, but I don’t wait to hear what it is. I walk off, not looking back. And while I’m not positive he’s watching me walk away, I swear I feel the weight of his stare on my back. My skin prickles, and my nipples, which haven’t gotten the memo to chill, become so stiff they hurt. I cross my arms over my chest again, weaving my way through people.

When I get to my car, I pull out my keys then stop and look at my reflection in the driver’s side window. My medium-length brown hair mixed with blond highlights is ruffled and a bit frizzy from the summer heat and my run-in with Mr. Perfect Nose. My chest is heaving from the mad dash I made to get away, and despite the light makeup I put on this morning and the flush on my cheeks, I do look tired.

There are imprints under my eyes from lack of sleep, and the spark my brown pools once held is long gone. Not only from being exhausted, but from the last several years of my life, too.

I could listen to Nathan, stay here, and…hell, maybe Mr. Perfect Nose/Pretty Eyes is single. I did want a lumbersnack to throw me around. And that man…just by the strength of his hands and chest, I know he could throw even my plus-size frame around. That voice, too…

Shivers run up my spine, and I close my eyes to collect myself. I should turn around and go watch the games. I should listen to my brother and take advantage of the time I’m child-free. But that nagging voice in my head drowns out my needs and desires. I’m a mom first, and I’ve been slacking. I forgot about this slumber party, and Kas can’t show up empty-handed.

I also can’t forget my little A-frame cabin is a mess. It’s gotten bad this week after I worked a couple of extra shifts to help pay off the lawyer fees I accumulated fighting dumbass Jeremy for primary physical custody and child support.

I nibble on the inside of my cheek. It’s something I tend to do—biting my nails is another—when I’m stressed. However, there are no nails left to bite at this point.

My phone pings, snatching me from my thoughts, so I fish it out of my purse. It’s a text from work asking if I can take a morning shift next week. I quickly respond that I can, grateful for the extra money, then decide it’s a sign I need to tackle my responsibilities—no lumbersnacks or sex for me. I have shit to take care of that’s more important.







[image: An axe striking a tree stump, with grass around the stump.]
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Dane

“DANE, MY MAN. THERE you are!” Levi says, stretching his long-ass arms over his dark-blond head. He’s one of those guys who’s tall and gangly and looks like he’s probably not that strong. But I’ve seen him split an eighteen-inch oak log with no problem.

He bends over and stretches some more before standing back to his full height. “I was beginning to think we’d lost you to the woods forever.” He chuckles.

“Funny.” I grin dryly. I throw my duffel with all my gear onto a folding table they’ve set up in a tent for competitors that’s mostly empty now except for two other guys and Levi. “I ran into someone.” Literally.

“A hot someone?”

I think of the woman I ran into—body made of curves and soft lines with hard nipples pressed against my overheated chest. Her eyes reminded me of rich cognac, and I’d happily drink her in all damn day. My dick comes to life in my shorts at the thought, so I try to think of something else, like the speed pole competition I’m about to take part in.

My gaze meets Levi’s as I open the zipper of my bag. The way he’s grinning has me thinking I said my thoughts out loud, though I know I didn’t.

“How’d you know?” I ask.

He bends down and tightens his knee brace. “I have a sixth sense for these things. Don’t ask further questions.”

I take out some of my gear, including my high-grip boots and climbing spurs. “You’re a weird man, Levi. Sure you’re not the one spending too much time in the woods?”

He chuckles again. “I do spend a lot of time there, but unlike you, I hang out with people in the real world, too.”

“And you think I don’t?”

“Says the man I see only a handful of times a year.”

I could argue with him, remind Levi that I don’t work full-time for Starlight Lumber & Logging like he does, especially during the summer season when work is sparse. He also doesn’t call Starlight Haven home like I do, choosing to find work as a logger in different parts of the country during the year. He has, however, been spending more time here lately, and many consider him a local.

What’s more, I could remind him that I’m not a partier like many of the guys that drift through town for work are, but we’ve had this conversation before, every time he tries to get me to hang out with him. I don’t mind Levi, even though he can be annoying, but I’m not a man who has meaningless hookups at bars or enjoys getting hammered. I haven’t been since I was in my early twenties.

“I’m here now, aren’t I?” I answer, choosing to keep things simple.

“You are, but only because the prize money is good. And you want to keep your Speed Pole Climbing Champion title five years in a row.”

The corner of my lips tips up. “Do I need more of a reason?”

“Yeah, to hang out with people who aren’t virtual.”

My jaw ticks. This is one of those moments I’m finding Levi highly annoying. This line of questioning isn’t new for him, and I know he’s baiting me to get what he wants. It’s his way of digging around in my personal life and an attempt to take a stab at my preferred line of work outside of logging, a line of work he doesn’t understand or try to.

I swallow down my annoyance and give him the same dry smile from before. “That would mean I would have to hang out with you.”

He clicks his tongue. “Yeah, and you’d have fun. Something you should try.”

“And you think I don’t have fun?”

“I mean, maybe. But I think in-person sex is better than virtual.”

I look around the tent, glad the few competitors that were here before have gone, leaving us alone. I’m positive a volunteer will come get us so they can start the competition, though—I was late getting here, and I know our event is set to begin soon.

I sit down on a nearby chair and take off my hiking boots to put on my climbing ones. “Levi, you don’t have to have sex to have fun. And need I remind you, what I do is not virtual sex.”

“So you’ve told me, but that’s hard to believe. Who plays virtual Dom to people online but doesn’t have sex with them, even the virtual kind?”

I tie the laces of my shoes before I look back up at Levi. His arms are crossed over his chest, and there are questions mixed with judgment in his blue eyes. The look reminds me why I prefer my work as a Pro Dom online to be anonymous. Levi only knows because he came across my DomInTheWoods videos on the popular app I use called Loopr and recognized my neck tattoos and voice. He agreed to keep it close to the vest, which is something I appreciate about him.

But I’m pissed he brought it up. Nobody in town knows about said persona and line of work except my friends and the owners of Starlight Lumber & Logging, Fox and Morgan.

I lower my voice despite it only being us here. “You can think what you want, Levi, but that’s not the kind of intimacy we share. Take my word for it or not, but keep your opinion to yourself.” I lace my voice with the tone I use on my clients when they’re being brats. It’s lower in my register and has a darker edge to it.

I don’t miss how the tone makes him automatically straighten.

Levi stares me down for a moment, attempting to retain whatever control he thinks he has over the conversation. But then, like a dog to his master, I see the moment he heels. His eyes soften, and his lips quirk into a smile.

“Damn, man, I won’t say anything. But fuck, I see why people pay you the big bucks.”

I stand and grab the rest of my gear from my bag. “If you want more examples, I’ll send you my price list.”

Levi, clearly still thinking I mean sex despite my declaration and warning, looks me up and down. “I don’t have a thing for men. But maybe I can make an exception for you, Daney-boy.”

It doesn’t get past me that he’s trying to regain some semblance of dominance over me. When he meets my gaze once more, I hold eye contact with him. I don’t say anything, nor do I blink.

Eventually, he shifts on his feet and sticks his hands in his pockets. “Look, man, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to ruffle your feathers. I only wanted to hang out with you and have some fun. I bet you can find that hottie you ran into and invite her out if you want.”

The woman’s image enters my mind again. While she’s exactly my type and obviously had a reaction to me, she ran away faster than a rabbit with a coyote on its tail. Besides that, I’ve got my hands full with work and am not looking for a relationship or a one-night stand. My Loopr account has gone viral more than once, and I’ve got a waiting list for my Pro Dom services.

“I’ll think about it.” I’m being honest, too. I will think about it, but I already know what my answer will be. I’m only throwing him a bone to ease the tension of our conversation and get out of the tent.

Levi turns and picks up his gloves and climbing belt from the folding table as I put my belt around my waist.

“I guess that’s better than a no,” he says.

“Are you both ready?”

Levi and I turn toward the voice of a volunteer, Cheryl, a blond local that normally works at the diner.

“That we are, Cheryl-baby,” Levi says. “Think I can beat Dane here this year?”

Cheryl blushes when she looks at me. “Maybe, but probably not.”

The skin around my eyes crinkles in amusement, and I nod at Cheryl in thanks while Levi groans and pats his hand over his heart.

“You wound me.”

“He is the champion four years running,” Cheryl reminds him.

“Five,” I say confidently.

“Hey! You haven’t won yet,” Levi says. “I’ve been practicing. I’ve also put in way more logging hours than you have this year.”

Levi’s words are true, but I’m good at logging games, especially speed pole climbing. I know I’m going to win; there’s no doubt in my mind.

I pat Levi on the back and then grab the rest of my gear. “You can try.”

“Oh, Dane. I’m going to do more than try.”

[image: ]
“You’re going down, Dane!” Levi calls from the pole next to mine. On my other side is a man I don’t know, probably an out-of-towner who came to try to win the prize money. All some of the guys here do is compete in competitions like this and even participate in world championships. But the ninety-foot speed pole climb is the only event I compete in, and I only do it here in Starlight Haven.

I’m sure these guys know it, too. A lot of them might even have come here specifically to beat me and my record of four-point-seven-three seconds. Which I set last year and intend to beat by at least a half a second this year.

I think the man next to me says good luck, but I don’t acknowledge him or Levi, who’s talking to the man next to him. I inhale a calming breath as the announcer comes over the PA system to give us a ninety-second warning. I do a quick triple check of all my gear, making sure my fall-arrest harness is good for my descent after I win.

I secure my flipline, a rope to stabilize and assist my climb in my gloved hands, wrapping it securely around the pole. The buzz of the crowd cheering around the perimeter spikes my adrenaline, and a thirty-second warning is given. I hear grunts of the men around me, near battle cries, but I remain focused. Lifting my right leg, I secure my foot on the pole with my climbing spur.

Ba-boom. Ba-boom. Ba-boom. My heart accelerates in my chest, and I feel my pulse in my throat. It’s easy to forget how much this competition excites me since it only happens once a year, but it returns to me quickly, lighting every nerve ending in me from the soles of my feet to the roots of my hair. I inhale again, and my muscles tense, ready and waiting for the final countdown.

“Competitors ready?” the announcer asks rhetorically. “Three—”

My hands grip my flipline, and everything in me screams Win!

“Two—”

My calves tighten, and I relax my jaw so I don’t grind my teeth.

“One—”

I fill my lungs with air and focus my eyes on the wood grain of the pole.

“Go!”

My muscles bunch and release as I explode upward off the safety cushion beneath the pole. I drive my left foot up, sticking the spike on my high-grip boot into the wood. My right leg follows, and I repeat the process, my mind almost going blank as I climb upward, eating up each foot of the pole in seconds.

I breathe hard as I exert myself, loving how the dry mountain air burns my lungs. I feel alive, blood pumping through my veins, and sweat prickling at my brow. My arms and legs strain as I push my body upward and upward until I’ve hit the finish at the top of the pole.

The whole thing is over in a matter of seconds. I exhale and release the grip of my spikes on the pole, falling ninety feet toward the ground in the safe way I was trained, taught by my late dad many years ago.

The moment my feet hit the cushion at the bottom, the sound of the excited crowd is deafening. I don’t even need to hear the announcer say that I broke my own record to know that I did it. I knew I would before the competition began. When I set my mind to something, it will always happen.

I wipe the sweat off my forehead and take in several breaths to calm my burning lungs. As the world comes back to me and reality fills my ears, I realize the crowd has gone quiet, and the announcer is calling for medical attention.

Turning toward the commotion, I see Levi in a crumpled heap on the mat by his pole.
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Lindsey

MOOSE’S IS CROWDED, NOT that I should’ve expected anything less. Not only is it a Saturday during the summer, but with the annual Lumberjack Games and the axe throwing tonight, it’s even busier than usual.

“You showed!”

I hear Nathan’s voice over the thrum of the crowd that’s well on their way to being drunk—if not drunk already—and country music playing from the old jukebox in the far corner of the bar.

I tuck a piece of hair I straightened for my rare night out behind my ear and plaster the biggest smile on my face I can muster. I’m already itching to go home and rest. I never did get to take that bath I wanted.

By the time I was done getting a gift for Moira then picking up the house, I had to run back to the games to meet Nathan and get Kas. Both were none the wiser that I ever left in the first place, though Nathan did look suspicious.

Kas was so hopped up on sugar and excitement that she didn’t stop talking about it until I dropped her off at Moira’s. She even mentioned a summer obstacle course program that one of the loggers is running, which starts on Friday. The kids she was hanging out with are doing it, and she wants to sign up too. Count that as another surprise for the day—one that I’m happy about.

“I showed,” I reply, stepping up to the booth where Fox and Morgan are sitting. Nathan hugs me, the rough stubble of his facial hair scratching my cheek. When I pull back, Fox is standing. He towers over my five-foot-eight frame, and I won’t lie, he still scares me a bit. He’s not only tall but also covered in tattoos. His long blond hair is up in a bun at the top of his head, showing off the geometric shapes spanning the skin of his throat and up to his ears. I’ve learned his gruff and grumpy demeanor is simply part of who he is, though the more I get to know him, the more I see it’s a mask for the sweet man he is underneath.

That part of him shines through most when he looks at his wife, Morgan, and now my brother, something I also had to get used to. I love that Nathan found love, and I’m fully supportive of him coming out as bisexual, but it took me a bit of getting used to having him date then get engaged to a married couple. Especially after Jeremy cheated on me while we were married.

But their relationship and how they started is completely different from what happened to me. It’s not even in the same ballpark. There was no cheating involved. The love between this polyamorous throuple is truly beautiful.

“Nice to see you, Lindsey.” Fox hugs me briefly after I greet him back. He’s roughly pushed aside when Morgan slides out from the booth and pulls me in for a tight hug. Her warm body wraps around me, and the scent of her shampoo tickles my nose, a scent that reminds me of sunshine—a good descriptor for Morgan.

When I first met her, I told Nathan she was sunshine personified, the exact opposite of her husband. She’s open and friendly, someone that I’ve come to consider a friend. She’s even come over for girls’ nights with me and Kas. This summer, she’s also taken Kas to work with her on days I needed unexpected childcare and bought a video game console for their cabin so Kas could teach her and Fox how to play with her and Nathan.

The loggers have really become part of our family in the last year, and Kas loves her aunt and uncle. Or so she’s started calling them already. The first time it happened, I swear I saw Fox tear up, but he quickly masked it with his usual half smirk.

“Thank god you’re here!” Morgan says, squeezing me even tighter. “I needed more femme energy in this bar. It’s full of burly dudes who smell.”

“Hey! I smell good,” Nathan chides from next to me.

“Only sometimes,” Morgan says quietly in my ear so Nathan doesn’t hear. I chuckle and squeeze her back, feeling better about coming to the bar already. Maybe I did need to get out of the house and see them.

Morgan leans back from the hug and checks me out. “Hot as usual. Love that dress.”

“Thanks.” Truthfully, the dress is nothing special. It’s a simple rose-colored sundress, but the bell sleeves are cute, and the short-cut hem shows off my legs and very round ass.

“Come sit next to me, Linds. Fox, you be a good boy and sit next to Nathan.”

Fox stares at Morgan, and they share a look that’s almost like Fox scolding a child who’s being bratty. Nathan says something that sounds like “you’re asking for it” under his breath, but I ignore it. I’ve learned that the three of them have their own language and inside jokes. It can be a little annoying sometimes but only because I can get envious of what they have.

Fox maintains stern eye contact with Morgan for another moment, but then Nathan slides in the right side of the booth, tugging Fox with him. The two of them settle in next to each other, and Fox doesn’t waste time draping an arm around Nathan’s shoulders, pulling him into his side and laying a kiss on the top of his head. My heart squeezes, and I decide that I need a drink. Stat.

Morgan takes my hand and gestures to the table. “We got a pitcher of beer. That work for you, or do you want to get a shot?”

I meet her hazel gaze and wonder if I looked that obvious. I’ll have to do better at schooling my facial features.

“Beer is fine.”

“You sure?” She squeezes my hand. “Or we can have Moose crack out a bottle of wine—I know you like a good dry red.”

I snort thinking about the owner of this place—who is, in fact, named Moose—having a bottle of wine in this dive bar. He’s a big man with a round belly who wears shorts all year, even in blizzards.

I shake my head and slide into the booth so Nathan is across from me. “Beer is good.”

Morgan accepts that answer and sits beside me, taking the empty glass they had waiting for me and filling it with the bubbling yellow-colored beer.

“I was about to text you when you didn’t show up on time,” Nathan says.

I meet his eyes and take a sip of the hoppy liquid. “Sorry, my dress was in the dryer.” It’s true that it was, but I was also waffling between playing sick and following through on my promise to come.

“I’m glad you came.” He smiles while leaning into Fox.

“I am, too!” Morgan chirps. “It feels like we haven’t seen you in a while.”

“Sorry, work has been so crazy. Especially with the games in town.”

“Big baby-men coming to get splinters removed from their fingers?” she asks.

I laugh. “Funnily enough, yes. A guy came in last night complaining that he was in so much pain he needed to be seen right away. When I removed the splinter, you would have thought I was cutting off his finger.”

Nathan and Morgan laugh along with me while Fox’s chest shakes.

Morgan clears her throat. “Speaking of overreacting men, I’m surprised you didn’t get called in to help with Levi. He can be a bit of a handful.”

“You can say that again,” Fox grumbles.

“Levi?” I ask.

“Yeah, the competitor who broke his leg today at the speed pole competition. It’s the first time we’ve ever had an injury like that while hosting the games, but I can’t say I’m shocked. He works for us as a logger. I told him he wasn’t ready to go up against men like Dane. He should have done the forty-foot climb instead of the ninety.”

My stomach flips, and my eyes skirt to Nathan’s. He’s watching me carefully, and I know I do a crap job of hiding the fear on my face. Fear because I know I’m caught.

“You went home after Kas and I went to the obstacle course, didn’t you?” Nathan asks.

I’m busted.

I pull the pitcher of beer toward me and refill my glass, taking a sip.

“Linds—”

“Don’t be mad,” I cut Nathan off. “I got a lot done and did exactly what you told me to do. I had an afternoon to myself.”

“Did you rest at least?”

“Define rest.”

Nathan sighs, his face visibly tense with disappointment. It reminds me of Dad, even though I know he doesn’t mean it in the way Dad did. Nathan loves me, and I know he’s not disappointed in me, just that I didn’t do what he hoped I would do.

“You know what, I think we need that shot,” Morgan says.

“I’ll get them,” Fox adds, standing.

“I’ll come with you, baby.” She scoots out of the booth but not before shooting a “behave” look at Nathan.

With the couple gone, Nathan and I are left alone. I take another sip of my beer before I meet my brother’s eyes. They’re the same earthy-brown color as mine and Kas’s.

“You lied to me.”

I stare down at the wood grain of the table we’re sitting at, tracing one of the knots with my finger. “I didn’t want you to get angry that I left.”

Nathan reaches across the table and tugs my hand into his. “I’m not angry. I just—you’re starting to freak me out.”

I pull my hand back and sit straighter in the booth. “Freak you out?”

“You’re different. Not just tired, sadder. Is something going on with Jeremy that you’re not telling me?”

The name of my ex-husband makes me flinch. “Nothing he isn’t known for doing already.”

“Does he want Kas to come down for the summer?”

I shake my head. “He’s too busy with his girlfriend and some new deal he landed for a fancy NBA player. She’ll continue to visit him one weekend a month—that’s the agreement as of now.”

“Too much, if you ask me,” Nathan says.

I nod, agreeing. But while I hate Jeremy and the woman he cheated on me with, I’m not going to deprive Kas of her dad. He may be a dick to me, but he loves his daughter, and Kas likes the one weekend a month she spends there.

“Then what’s going on?”

The truth is on the tip of my tongue. I should tell him that it’s more than being overworked and overtired—I feel as if my life has gotten away from me.

And while I’m sure Nathan knows, Mom leaving us hurt. I understand why she moved back to Santa Solana, but it really messed up the pattern we’d fallen into and brought up some abandonment issues I’ve never addressed after Jeremy cheated. Not to mention, with it being summer and Kas not being in school, I’ve had to find childcare for her, which has taken more money from my paycheck. Between that and the lawyer bills I’m paying, I’m drowning.

The house is often a mess, and I feed Kas cereal or Pop-Tarts for breakfast and frozen food for dinner instead of home-cooked meals like Mom used to.

On top of that, I’m so goddamn lonely. I miss being touched, held, kissed.

I take a breath through my nose and force a smile for my younger brother. Since he was a kid, I’ve always tried to be strong for him, show him that I’ve got it all together. With age, that hasn’t changed.

“Like I said, just tired.” He cocks his head at me, the “really” look now plastered on his face. I sigh.

“The summer is just a little rough is all. Kas not being in school puts pressure on me financially since I need childcare without Mom here. I’ve been paying Rina’s daughter, JoJo, from next door to help out. It’s been difficult, and I know that sounds selfish because I’m not entitled to Mom’s help.”

“That’s not selfish, Linds. Not at all. And I hope you don’t think Mom left because she felt like you were taking advantage.”

A nagging voice in my head that’s been saying that since she left comes to the surface. “I wouldn’t blame her if that is why she left. She already raised us and took care of Dad when he was alive. She deserves to have time to herself now.”

“That may be true, but you know it’s because she didn’t like the small-town life here. She missed her friends and the ocean. You know she probably would have stayed if you were honest about needing help. You told us you were fine.”

“I’ll be okay. I just need to make it till the start of the school year at the end of August.”

“Until then, let me know what days you need help. I’ll take Kas as much as I can.”

“You already take care of her when I pick up extra shifts and helped so much last school year.”

“Make a calendar, and tell me what days,” Nathan insists. “You know Fox and Morgan love Kas, and I can do my marketing work for Morgan and Fox while I watch her.”

“Are you sure?” I exhale.

“Positive. Make the calendar tomorrow and email it to me.”

Fox and Morgan return with two rounds of shots collected in their hands. Morgan slides in next to me and throws an arm around my shoulders, using her free hand to push a shot toward me.

I stare at the layered brown-and-white shot. “What the heck is this?”

Morgan shakes me playfully. “I went safe and got some slippery nipples since Moose and his bartenders didn’t know how to make a lemon drop. The weirdos.”

The name of the shot is ridiculous, and I find myself smiling again, my conversation with Nathan and my problems starting to slip away. Morgan’s infectious energy also helps, and I’ll admit having my brother’s help more during the next month and a half will ease the pressure I’ve been feeling.

“Couldn’t have just gotten us vodka?” Nathan asks, picking up the shot and staring at it.

“Where’s the fun in that, Wolfie?” Morgan sing-songs.

Fox picks up a shot and, without a word, downs it. All of us watch him as he swallows then slams the empty glass on the table.

“That tastes like shit.”

There’s a pause before we all break out in laughter and quickly follow his lead, drinking down the concoction.
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[IMAGE ALT TEXT]: Dom is standing close to the camera, only his bare chest visible. The image is in black and white, and his muscles are taut and flex as he speaks.

Auto Captions:

Did you get your steps in today, baby?

No? That’s alright. Life happens. But you and I both know your goals matter, and I know how badly you want to meet them. So let me ask you: What are you going to do differently tomorrow?

Waking up earlier? Mm, I like that. That shows commitment. And you know what? That pleases me. But forget about me for a second; how does that sound to you?

Does waking up early tomorrow feel like something you can actually stick to?

You think…or you know?

You know. That’s what I thought. Good girl. [End video]
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Lindsey

MY BODY BUZZES WITH laughter and alcohol. I don’t think I’ve been this drunk or had this much fun in years. The last two hours have been filled with jokes, stories of Morgan and Fox’s interesting life, and even me blabbing a bit about my asshole ex.

Maybe I should let people in more often. I might regret opening up tomorrow when I’m hungover and looping what I said on repeat, but for now, I’m enjoying the moment. The moment that is currently occupied by Morgan sharing a recent obsession: people who don’t show their faces online but use their voices and bodies to make the internet go wild.

Right now, she’s showing me a masked man—a shirtless masked man, I might add—in a Scream mask on her phone. He’s ripped and leaning back on a couch, eight-pack glistening with what looks like baby oil.

“I didn’t know you had a thing for men in masks,” Nathan says curiously, eyes moving from her phone to his fiancée’s glassy eyes. He’s sitting next to me after getting another pitcher of beer, and Fox and Morgan are sitting with each other, Morgan leaning against his broad shoulder. She’s drunk, like me, and so is Nathan. The only one who isn’t is Fox. He stopped a while ago so he can drive us all home later.

She waggles her eyebrows. “You know I don’t go online much, but a friend of ours asked me for an opinion on a video of his, and I went down a rabbit hole.”

“Wait, wait, wait. Is that your friend?” Nathan points at the man in the mask, his short video looping on Morgan’s phone.

Morgan shakes her head. “He doesn’t do the mask thing. He films videos from the mouth down, and, on a rare occasion, from the back. He’s a professional Dominant who offers online services like helping people develop routines and discipline through consensual control. His Loopr videos get him a ton of clients.”

“What?” Nathan sits up straighter. “That’s a thing?”

I sit up straighter, too, because I didn’t know it was a thing, either, and now I’m curious. I do know a bit about kink and BDSM. I’m an avid reader if I can find the time, and it’s a common theme in romance novels.

“I don’t know how many people have set up his type of business model, but yes. Pro Domming is a thing,” Fox says.

“Fox and I have known him awhile,” Morgan adds. “He worked for us, and now he’s a friend.”

“Does that mean he lives here?” Nathan asks, his tone curious.

Morgan goes to answer, but Fox cuts her off. “He likes to keep his privacy as much as possible, so we won’t be answering that.”

Morgan’s cheeks flush as she makes a motion of zipping her lips before turning her gaze to me.

“You’re quiet over there, Linds. What about you, do you like men in masks?”

Nathan groans. “Fox, baby, I’m going to the bathroom. Come with me so they can chat. I don’t need to hear this.”

A second later, Nathan and Fox are walking off, leaving Morgan alone with me.

She moves to my side of the booth and bumps my shoulder. “So do you have a thing for men in masks?”

I shrug. “I’ve never thought about it. I’m not really on social media much.”

“Me, either, but I see the appeal. Especially with these faceless videos. Not knowing who someone is, especially if you imagine them chasing you. There’s something fun about anonymity, you know?” she says. “I think that’s why my friend’s business does so well. While it sounds counterintuitive to trust a Dominant you’ve never seen or met, sometimes that makes it easier to be yourself.”

I think about what she’s saying. “I guess I could see that.”

Morgan scrolls away from the masked man, and the next video is of a man chopping wood. The shot is close, so I can only see his body and not his face. He’s shirtless, sweat glistening from his muscles as he effortlessly slices through a massive log as if it’s butter.

I shift in my seat and lick my lips.

“Hot, right?” Morgan says.

I focus on the man on the screen. His corded muscles bunch and release as he hacks another piece of wood effortlessly. Morgan is right—it is hot. More than hot.

Morgan scrolls through his videos and stops on one where he’s close to the camera with his shirt on, though some of the buttons are undone so a smattering of dark chest hair is visible over his muscled pecs. He runs his fingers sensually over his bearded jaw. The video is in black and white, so it’s obvious there are silver threads in the coarse hair and that tattoos mark his neck. I trail down his chest to note the name of the account. DomInTheWoods.

Then it clicks—this must be the friend Morgan spoke of, the Pro Dom. She scrolls to another video, and this time, he has a belt in his hands. He’s bending and tugging on it. I imagine if I could hear the sound, it would be snapping. Across the screen, captions scroll:

You want to be my good girl, don’t you?

You want to please me?

Surrender to me?

I shift in my seat, the hairs on the back of my neck standing on end. I do not want to get turned on right now in a bar sitting next to Morgan, especially over something I didn’t even know turned me on. He’s snapping a belt, for goodness sake.

Sure, I read my romance novels, and I know Nathan has started to walk on the wild side now—evident from things I’ve accidentally overheard when I came to their cabin earlier than I was supposed to once. I’ve never made that mistake again. But I’ve never felt like this before thinking about…I look at the video of him snapping the belt again. Well, that.

I bring my attention to Morgan. She’s watching me instead of the video with a tiny smile playing on her red-painted lips. “Would you ever be interested in exploring submission with someone like DomInTheWoods?”

My eyes saucer at her question, and the heat in my body increases a few degrees. “I um…well, I—I’ve, um—”

“Oh, have you already dabbled in kink?”

I shake my head. “I know about it from reading, but that’s it. But there is something appealing about surrender,” I say before I can think it through. “It would be nice to not have to always think so hard about everything and everyone.” Admitting that out loud is freeing, but I also feel as if I’m going to throw up.

“Lindsey,” Morgan says, and my eyes meet hers. “I can understand that feeling. I think a lot of women can. I can only imagine what that must be like as a single mom and ER nurse. You do a lot for not only your family and friends but for the community as well.”

I find myself blushing at her praise but push it away. For some reason, the idea of a hot stranger online praising me is easier than Morgan doing so in real life over things I should accept praise for.

I clear my throat. “I enjoy doing it.”

“I know that.” She pushes back against my defenses. “But it doesn’t mean you can’t surrender some of the weight sometimes.”

I run my finger along the rim of my beer glass. This is essentially what Nathan was saying to me earlier when he offered to help with Kas. I know she’s right, but why is it so hard to accept help and let go?

Morgan’s hand lands on my shoulder, and I meet her soft hazel gaze. “Not saying you should jump into anything—experimenting with kink isn’t for everyone—but this is just my friendly little nudge to maybe check out Dom’s page on your own time. If anything, he’s hot to watch.” She waggles her eyebrows playfully, and a laugh loosens from my chest.

Morgan shows me another video of him. In this one, the camera is focused on his spread legs. He points to the ground and snaps his fingers, the caption reading: Be my best little sl*t and kneel for me.

My breath catches in my throat as the video loops. This time, my eyes focus on the way the veins in his hand pulse when he snaps his fingers. Would I like kneeling like that? Getting turned on by the degrading language is new, too.

“If you do end up interested in his services, tell him I sent you. I think he’s got a waiting list, but he’ll do anything for a friend of mine, and he owes me a favor.”

Morgan’s words break through my lust-filled haze. I look up at her to see a knowing half smile on her face. I realize, too, that I have my hand clutched to my chest as if I’m about to jump inside the phone and ravish the man.

“Thanks.” My voice sounds squeaky when I talk, so I clear my throat. “I don’t think that’s going to happen, but I appreciate it.”

Morgan moves to speak, but Fox’s tattooed hand that reads M I N E lands on her shoulder. She closes her mouth and turns her head to look up at him, and I give my focus to him and Nathan, who looks a bit flushed.

“You two ready to call it?” Morgan asks Fox.

He nods then looks at me. “If you’re ready, Lindsey. I don’t want to rush you.”

“Nope, I was just thinking it was time for me to go home.”

We all make our way from the bar, a drunk Nathan and Morgan telling jokes as Fox drives. But I’m only half paying attention, because the entire way home, I can’t stop thinking about DomInTheWoods.








[image: An axe striking a tree stump, with grass around the stump.]

5

Dane


To: info@dominthewoods.com

From: morgan@starlightlogging.com

Date: July 16, 12:46AM

Subject: Possible new client

Dane, I’m drunk, so if this doesn’t make sense, call me tomorrow.

I don’t know if she’ll email you, but if you get a message in the next twenty-four hours from a woman, please take her on. She’s someone close to me. Don’t worry, I didn’t reveal who you are or that you work for us sometimes, but she does know that I know you and that you probably live around here. But I kept your identity a secret! Anyhoo…

This can be that favor you said you owe me for helping you set up your website and giving you a job when you first moved here. She’s the best, and I think she needs your guidance and support. I won’t say her name in case she gives you a fake one, but she’ll probably say she doesn’t know why she’s emailing you (just a guess [image: A smiling face emoji with one eye closed in a wink.] ). I also told her to tell you that I sent her.

HOPE TO SEE YOU SOON, YOU HOT LUMBERSNACK!

P.S. I know you’re busy, but don’t be a stranger. I like your face, and I want you to meet me and the grumpy man’s new soon-to-be-husband. Okay, g2g, Fox wants to spank me for calling him grumpy and taking forever to send this email that he said I could have texted.

Bye bye bye (Sung like that boy band song) xoxoxooooooooo Xooooooooooooooo

Morgan



My lips tug into a smile as I read Morgan’s email. I will say that after the day I had, it made my night. Or I guess morning, considering it’s nearing one AM.

I spent the afternoon at the hospital, waiting to make sure Levi was good. He fractured his tibia, but thankfully, it was non-displaced, so he won’t need surgery. He’ll be staying in the hospital on painkillers until tomorrow.

After I left, I spent the day catching up on work and filming simple content I’ll post over the next couple of days. With the eventful day I had, I feel almost as if I didn’t even win the speed pole competition—or that it even happened. When I remembered, I poured myself some expensive cognac a client sent me as a thank-you gift and set myself up by the fireplace, responding to comments I’ve been neglecting on my socials.

I start typing back a quick response to Morgan’s email. It will be difficult to take on a client with the ones I already have, but I do owe Morgan.

When I first came to Starlight Haven, she and Fox gave me a job. I had prior experience in logging since my late dad was a logger, but they hired me, no questions asked. Even if I didn’t have experience, they would’ve given me the job because I












































Praise for Axes & O’s


“Everything I crave in a good MMF: blazing hot spice, beautifully complex characters, and kink that’s both hot and heartfelt. And can’t forget that broody lumberjack.”

—Sara Cate, USA Today bestselling author




“Sweet, seductive, and hella kinky. Kayla knows exactly how to make readers swoon endlessly and blush profusely. An adventure in the woods not to be missed.”

—Elliott Rose, author of Chasing the Wild




“Steamy, snowed-in, and deeply tender. Kayla has a way of blending raw emotion with irresistible spice, and this one is no exception.”

—Bailey Hannah, USA Today bestselling author









ALSO BY KAYLA GROSSE

Starlight Haven Lumbersnacks


	Axes & O’s



Brother Puckers


	Trick Shot

	Puck Shy



The Cowboys of Night Hawk


	Rein Me In

	Rope Me In



Standalones


	Scrooged for the Holidays

	Stuffed with Cole

	Struck by Eros

	Silver Foxed

	Whirlwind

	Change of Pace

	I Like You Like That
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