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1


Evan


I’m in that deeply meditative no-brain space where I wish I could live my life when my fucking radio goes off with a sizzle and twang. Then I hear Cole’s voice, “Yo, meet me at the tool shed asap.”

What the fuck? I turn off the rotary sander and slip the dust mask from my face. “Why?” I demand, not happy about the interruption. If he’s antsy simply because it’s Spring and wants to go check fences, I will fucking kill him. It’s my day off.

“Intercept,” he responds and I groan. I can’t ignore that as much as I want to. It’s probably nothing serious, but we’re a tight-knit SEAL battalion and we guard each other’s backs. Always. I set my safety equipment aside and flick off the lights in my workshop. If I’m lucky, I can still finish this table today. I’ve got a spot at the arts festival in Henderson this summer, and I’m trying to get enough inventory together.

I jog down the trail to the old tool shed. It’s more of a landmark than anything else. We certainly don’t keep any of our tools in there — they’d rust out in a few days the way the roof leaks. I’m trying to shake the sawdust out of my hair with my fingers when Cole approaches. “Hurry up, Cole. I want to get this table finished before dinner.” 

“I didn’t invite them. If it cheers you up, the Lieutenant says they’re women.” He sounds fucking eager. Looks like someone needs to get laid.

 “Why would that cheer me up? It’s not like we get to keep them.” Despite the rumors among the team, I am not a monk. But in my experience, my life is considerably more peaceful and enjoyable without women in it. I don’t hate them, they’re just… disruptive.

We head down to the lake and it’s not long before we find the two women looking like very wet nymphs. Or they would if they weren’t approaching hypothermic shock. I sigh, knowing my table is going to have to wait. There are two of them, but my eyes are glued to the one with apricot hair. She has dimples that she’s bravely trying to keep on display. 

Cole announces our presence with, “Ladies? You two take a dip in the lake?”

I’m glad he said something because I’m mute. I want to sweep that woman up and kiss her into next week. I must be coming down with a bug because this is not me.

“Fuck, Chloe. I’m starting to hallucinate big gorgeous men. Save yourself and go on without me,” the other one says. My heart clenches. Her name is Chloe. It suits her.

I look over at Cole, praying we’re not about to break our bond fighting over a girl. I’m relieved to see his eyes are only for the dark-haired charmer. “We need to get them warmed up pronto. You take Chloe and I’ll take the other one,” he says to me without taking his eyes off the woman.

I nod, trying not to show my relief or I’ll never hear the end of it. We’re brothers in every sense of the word, including giving each other shit all day long.

She could be hurt though, so I suggest we call for an ambulance, but Cole vetoes that. I need to get Chloe back to my house where it’s warm. If she needs medical attention, I’ll rope in the Lieutenant myself. As long as I don’t have to go into the city. I hate the fucking city. But if Chloe needs me, I know I’ll go. What the fuck is happening to me?

My girl’s bravery is slipping, so I walk up to her and swing her over my shoulder. It’s a short but rocky walk from here to my house, and I don’t want her to fall. 

Chloe is not amused. “Emma! I’m being kidnapped!” she yells. I grunt with laughter. She’s too cold and weak to put up much protest, so I concentrate on getting her home as fast and safely as possible.

My place is one of the few with electricity. If you’ve ever tried to hand-sand wood straight from the sawmill to a satin finish, you’ll understand why I need power tools. Digging the trenches to lay the lines was a lot less work than that. So I take one hand off Chloe’s legs to open the door, and then I carry her straight into the bathroom. I crank the wall heater on high and carefully slide her down until she’s sort of on her feet. She’s mostly leaning on me for support, but I rather like it. If you tell any of the guys that I’ll deny it until I’m blue in the face. 

Keeping one arm around Chloe, I put the stopper in the tub and start the hot water. It was actually a fairly warm day outside for this time of year, but not for taking a swim in the icy runoff that fills Blue Lake. And definitely not in cotton clothing that’s caught the wind and chilled her even more. 

“Angel? I need to get these clothes off you so we can warm you up, okay?”

She half nods, her eyes cast down on the tiled floor, so I decide that the quick approach is going to be easier on her. I tug her wet t-shirt off and have to bite my tongue not to moan when I see her cute little pink lace bra barely containing her luscious breasts. Her thick nipples are hard, I’m guessing from the cold and not arousal, unfortunately. I drop a kiss on top of her head as I undo her bra with one hand and take it from her body. Her hands come up instinctively and I tug one away. 

“Need you to hang on to me, angel.” 

She nods and grips my bicep. Her fingers are weak and suddenly I’m worried. I bend to undo her jeans and drag them from her long legs. 

Testing the water, it’s too hot for her, so I turn it off and add cold until my elbow can tolerate it. I’ll add more hot as soon as she’s in and acclimated. “Okay, Chloe. Can you step in or do you want me to lift you?”

“I…” She looks confused and tries to bring one leg up, but she’s shivering so hard she can’t navigate. So I pick her up by the waist and lift her into the tub. I help her sit. Then I’m kneeling at the side, turning on the taps again. I want the water level higher and warmer. 

“Lean back, angel. Like you’re going to wash your hair. I’ll make sure you don’t drown.”

“Promise?” She tries to smile and I see another flash of her dimples.

“Promise.” I slide one hand behind her neck. It’s really because I can’t bear not to touch her. When the water’s up to her chin, I shut off the taps. Her color is already looking a lot better. I breathe out a deep sigh of relief.

“You’ve seen me naked, maybe I can at least know your name?”

“Hmmm?” I stare at her blankly. Didn’t I tell her? Oops. “Sorry. I’m Evan.”

“Are you a lumberjack?”

“Uh, no. What made you think that?”

 A slender arm reaches out and plucks something off my shirt. “Sawdust.”

“Oh. No. I make furniture in my spare time. I was a SEAL. Now a bunch of us do private security and other stuff.”

Chloe raises a skeptical eyebrow. “Is there much call for private security up here in the mountains?”

“You’d be surprised,” I answer dryly. I certainly was. I thought I was going to have lots of time to carve and make furniture, but I’m having trouble finding a free day to get any of that done.




Chloe


I think I’ve died and gone to heaven. The really good version that has hot guys and bubble baths. Definitely not my grandma’s dour vision of the hereafter. 

Evan is gorgeous. He has the sweetest brown eyes that remind me of melting chocolate and this lustrous dark hair that is desperate to curl, but he keeps it too short to let that happen. And his focus is entirely on me. I’ve never had a guy look at me this way. Of course no guy has ever seen me naked before either, so that might have something to do with it. 

He looks away from me for a second to dip his hand in the tub water. He frowns and I start to sit up, but I stop abruptly when my breasts emerge. It’s not like he can’t see into the water, but somehow it feels a tiny bit more modest than being bare-ass naked out of it. 

“It’s cooling off, Chloe. We need to get you out of there.” He stands up and goes over to a built-in storage unit where he pulls out a mammoth fluffy white towel. He comes back and throws it over his shoulder. “Do you need me to lift you out?”

“No. I’m sure I can do it now on my own. But... Will you turn your back?”

“Sorry, princess. I can’t risk you falling, but I won’t stare at you, I promise.”

He focuses his gaze on the wall just past the tub, and I sigh in resignation. I got myself (and Emma) into this fix by taking pictures, even though I knew it was risky, so I have only myself to blame. I sit up and try to pull myself out of the water, but my arms aren’t feeling up to even that simple task. Before Evan can grab me, I twist onto my knees and get up like a little kid. Simple, but effective. As soon as I’m standing, he wraps the towel around me and lifts me out. 

He plops me down on a stool I hadn’t even noticed and proceeds to wring out my hair and then dry my feet with another towel. When that’s done, he gets out a small hair dryer. While he uses it to dry my hair. I’m panicking. Why does this man with hair less than an inch long own a hair dryer? Does he have a wife or a girlfriend? Is she about to walk in on us? I feel sick. 

“Chloe, are you okay? You don’t look so good.” He’s worried, reaching around to my forehead, feeling my pulse.

“I’m fine. It’s just… are you married?” I blurt it out in a rush of needing to know.

His frown clears. That might even be a little bit of a smirk I spot in the mirror. “No. No girlfriend either, or anything else. Completely free and unencumbered.”

“Then why do you own a hairdryer?”

Tiny lines at the corners of his eyes crinkle up as he laughs. “Because my mom and sister came to visit last year and I thought a hairdryer might help them view this place as more civilized.”

“Oh. Did it work?”

“Not really, no. But we had a nice visit anyway, and they said they’d come back one of these days.” He shakes his head. “They want me to come visit them in the city but I can’t stand the crowds.”

“I know what you mean. I hate it too.”

He smiles gently, continuing to brush out my hair even though I know it’s already


