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      RAVYN

      

      “You’re sure about this?” Bianca, my bestie, says to me. She jingles the keys still dangling in the ignition, a mixture of sympathy and seriousness in her eyes. She’s the friend I’d call if I ever needed to hide a body. “I can still turn this car around.”

      Despite my fluttering stomach and sweating palms, I can’t back out now. I can’t. We’ve come all this way. The car is literally parked outside our destination, the Mountain View Lodge. Still, I’m wavering again and I do the one thing I know will cement my decision. I glance into the backseat at my sweet, sleeping little boy. “I’m sure.”

      Bianca kills the engine. The rental car, barely large enough to hold the three of us and our luggage, gives an awkward little shudder before it goes still. I’ll admit, I doubted the little car, but it made the trip. And my nonexistent budget. Staying at the lodge for a week—not to mention the cost of plane tickets—nearly wiped out my savings.

      But it’s time Nolan meets his father.

      “It’s going to be okay,” Bianca says in her wonderfully reassuring voice. I’ve come to rely on her particular brand of calm and commonsense ever since we met in college. She’s the only friend who knows my entire crazy story. I swear, it rivals Romeo and Juliet.

      Except in this version, Juliet has a kid.

      One that Romeo doesn’t know about.

      “Let’s get checked in,” Bianca says.

      I was supposed to marry Denver Harrison a little over six years ago. We were crazy in love, and honestly, there’s never been another for me since we parted. If soulmates exist, Denver is mine. I knew it the first moment I met him.

      But our families hate each other, to put it mildly.

      When my dad found out that I was going to elope…well, let’s just say that he forbid it.

      “I can come back for the rest of the bags,” I say to Bianca who’s graciously helping a super sleepy six-year-old out of the car. I’m antsy, but not to get settled. I keep scanning the area, looking for any signs of the man who will always own my heart. “Let’s just get in our room.”

      For years, I’ve dreamed of this reunion.

      But now that I’m here, I’m not ready for it.

      “He’s going to be happy to see you,” Bianca reassures me. “Surprised, but happy. You said he understood, right?”

      About Mom, yes. The rest… “What if he’s moved on?”

      Bianca points her eyes at the top of Nolan’s head, making her point. Even if Denver is with someone else, he should still meet his son. Had my mom not been sick when I found out I was pregnant, I’d have gladly cut myself off from my family to build a life with the man I still love.

      But it wasn’t that simple.

      Mom found out she had cancer the same day I found out I was expecting.

      Eloping with Denver would’ve meant never saying goodbye to my mom. Nolan never meeting his grandma. Despite how shitty the whole arrangement was, if I had to do it all over again, I wouldn’t change anything. My mom understood my heart better than anyone, but she didn’t deserve to be deprived of me or her grandson.

      “Welcome ladies!” A cheerful woman greets from the front desk. A quick glimpse behind the counter reveals a young boy glued to a tablet. A friend for Nolan? “And gentleman.”

      Nolan flashes the woman his bashful I’m-super-sleepy smile and ducks behind my legs. It’s been a long day of traveling. Hopefully he’ll sleep like a log tonight, despite the everlasting daylight. Nolan’s never been to Alaska. After my mom was diagnosed, we moved to Seattle so she wouldn’t have to fly constantly for the treatments Alaska couldn’t offer.

      “We need to check in,” Bianca says to the woman with the name tag Kiera.

      “Is Denver here?” I force the question out before I completely lose my nerve. Time isn’t something we have a lot of, and I don’t want to waste a minute. Even if he hates me for the secret I kept.

      “He’s on a guided hunt,” Kiera answers, her smile kind as she taps away on the keyboard while my heart sinks. “He’s due back later this evening. If everything went as planned, anyway. Dinner will be better if he gets back in time, so we’ve all got our fingers crossed. Reed means well, but he’s just not made for the kitchen.”

      Denver doesn’t believe too much in social media, but I’ve stalked the Mountain View Lodge website since it went up. I know he leads guided caribou and sheep hunts. But there’s little else in his bio outside of a single dated picture of him with a caribou. Nothing about his chef skills, but I’m not surprised. He always did love to cook.

      “Are you a friend?” Kiera asks.

      “Y—yes.”

      “I’ll tell him you’re here when he gets back.”

      “Oh no. You don’t have to do that. I’m sure I’ll run into him.”

      Kiera nods, and a glimmer of what I suspect is understanding flashes in her eyes. “Here’s your room key. Just head up those stairs and take a right.”

      “Do we have a hot tub?” Nolan asks with a yawn.

      “No sweetie.” Inwardly, I cringe. My family has a ridiculous amount of wealth, and Nolan has never stayed in a hotel without a private hot tub. I’ve done my best to raise him without spoiling him in the wrong ways, but I don’t have control over the rest of my family.

      “I think I saw a moose when we drove up,” Bianca intercedes, holding out her hand and leading him up the stairs. She’s been doing it the whole trip, effortlessly distracting him when the questions start to get difficult.

      “Really? Where?”

      “Maybe we’ll see it from the room.”

      It warms my heart. I see less and less of my bestie these days, and once that bed and breakfast opens in Daisy Hills, I suspect it’ll be even rarer. But no matter how busy, she’s always made time for me—and for my son.

      Inside the room, Nolan is glued to the window searching for a moose that may or may not be lingering in the trees. Bianca winks at me.

      “I’ll grab the last of our bags,” I say, feeling restless. Part of me wants to hike up into the mountains and find Denver right now. Another part of me wants to hide in my room until we leave. I’ve never loved a man the way I love Denver. Love like that is only supposed to exist in fairytales.

      “Go,” Bianca mouths with a shooing motion while Nolan is still intently focused on his moose search.

      I barely make it down the steps before the familiar deep timbre of a voice embedded in my memory fills the lobby. My heart leaps, races, and stops in an erratic cycle. Then repeats. My gaze lands on the man I’ve never once forgotten: Denver.
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      DENVER

      
      “How was the hunt?” My sister-in-law asks from behind the front desk. I hardly remember what life was like at the lodge before Kiera showed up and put Lane in his place. Married and two kids later, it’s like she’s always been a part of our family.

      I’m one of only two brothers who isn’t married. Admittedly, the thought makes my heart ache. Ravyn Danvers was it for me. The One. No matter how many weeks, months, and years go by, no one will ever replace her.

      “Everyone’s heading home happy,” I answer, eager to get to the kitchen and start dinner. I love taking our clients on guided hunts—love the thrill and peacefulness of the great outdoors. Some people can center themselves in the vast wilderness. But I’ve always found my center best in the kitchen.

      “Denver?” Kiera says, stopping me before I can spin on my heel toward the kitchen.

      I wink. “I promise, I showered all the blood and guts off.”

      Kiera shakes her head, amused. “You have a friend here.” She nods her head, pointing behind me.

      A glance over my shoulder stops my heart.

      I’m certain I’m seeing things.

      Maybe I spent one too many days in the Alaskan wilderness and I’ve come down with a crazy fever with hallucinations. The woman I’m seeing can’t be Ravyn Danvers. After we parted ways, it was pretty clear that her father forbid contact.

      Ever again.

      For what it would’ve cost her, I couldn’t argue. I let her go so she could be there for her mom. So how the hell is she standing at the foot of the stairs now? My heart plummets, certain of one thing. Her mom has passed or she wouldn’t have risked coming.

      I don’t think.

      I cross the distance in three strides and capture her lips before she can disappear on me.

      I don’t give a fuck if she’s here with some other guy—or hell, even if she’s married. And I’ll be damned if I beg for forgiveness later either. We melt into each other as if we’re the last survivors on Earth and our continued existence depends on our lips.

      Her lips move against mine in perfect rhythm, as if we’ve never been apart. As if I kissed her only yesterday. I don’t hold back. I pour every emotion I’ve endured since I last saw her into my hungry lips. She belongs in my arms. She belongs to me.

      I don’t know what crazy miracle has brought her to me. All I want to do is steal her away. Take her to my cabin and make love to her for a week. Explore her delectable curves with my tongue. Worship her body with my hands.

      Ravish her first, talk second.

      Before I can slip my tongue between her lips, common sense knocks me upside the head. Just because she’s here doesn’t mean she’s staying. Why is she here? It takes more willpower than I’ve had to use in a long time to peel my greedy lips away. We’re both panting.

      Her dark eyes are hooded and her lips are swollen. The flush in her cheeks reminds me of long nights spent tangled together. My dick twitches, remembering just how fucking perfect it feels in her tight pussy.

      “It’s really you,” I say.

      “Yeah.”

      “How—”

      “Mommy?” The small voice comes from the staircase. A tiny hand wraps around the cedar log railing. Mommy. The word clenches my chest. So she has moved on.

      Ravyn flashes me a glance—one filled with apology, regret, and…fear?

      “Mommy, I found the moose.” The boy’s shy voice hints at excitement. I dare a look over her shoulder, and my breath freezes in my lungs. The resemblance is absolutely uncanny. That kid has Harrison written all over him.

      “Is he—” I can’t even spit out the whispered question because the pleading look in Ravyn’s eyes begs me to hold my tongue. That alone tells me everything I need to know: the boy is mine.

      Pain squeezes my heart at the secret Ravyn’s kept from me—for six years.

      “Mommy, I need my train. I left it in the car.”

      Overwhelmed by emotions I can’t stop from pinballing in my chest, I storm off to the kitchen without another
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