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DESCRIPTION

Olivia had been looking forward to this hike for weeks, and nothing was going to stop her from enjoying a day of waterfalls, woods and hopefully a few great photos of wild animals. She wasn’t counting on getting caught alone and lost up in the Colorado mountains in the midst of a storm though.

 

Lumberjacks Jaxon and Nathan had expected a quiet night in their cabin, just like all the others during their month-long shift for felling trees. When a knock at the door reveals a gorgeous, wet and cold redhead, the men are happy to take her into the safety of their cabin...and their arms.

 

With the sun setting down, the sparks start to fly, and Olivia finds herself drawn to her unexpected saviors. But who will keep her warm at night?
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CHAPTER 1

 

Olivia

 

One of the best parts about going out when you’re staying at a hotel and have only packed for 2 days is that you really don’t have to waste much time trying to figure out what to wear. 

With my choices limited to my jeans and a white t-shirt, all I have to do is fuss over my hair. I hadn’t even packed makeup because who needs one to go hiking? But my hair was always a point of frustration for me. 

On one hand, I know it’s gorgeous and many women would kill to have my long, strawberry blonde hair. But on the other, it’s so annoying. It’s straight and refuses to curl, but it also won’t stay actually straight either. I have a lot of hair, and it’s always all puffed up and has these weird kinks all over the place. 

Usually, I just throw it up in a ponytail or messy bun, but when I go out – especially when I go out with Sarah – I try to make it look half decent. So I borrowed her straight iron to try to tame it, but of course, it’s not doing anything I tell it to.

I sigh and give up. Shouting through the bathroom door, I check to see how Sarah’s doing.

“You almost ready yet?” I holler. The girl is naturally gorgeous, but she takes a while to get herself all prepped and ready to go. 

Whenever we go out people think we’re sisters and I can see why. We do look similar – it’s our smiles, I think. We both have these huge, straight smiles thanks to our parents forcing us to be metal mouths for years in elementary school. We’ve been friends that long. That might have even been one of the first miseries that we bonded over, making us as close as sisters. 

Growing up together I guess it shouldn’t be surprising that we have a similar style too. She has long jet-black hair though, and it always looks perfect. And she definitely has more or a party girl personality than I do. I prefer nature to busy bars or clubs. 

Which is why we’re here in the first place. Tomorrow we’re setting out on a beautiful 11-mile hike through Elk Creek Falls in Colorado. 

Since moving to Denver 5 months ago, all I’ve wanted to do is get out of the city and explore some of the mountains this state is so famous for. And finally, finally, I get to go exploring. 

Sarah agreed to come with me, which is crazy exciting because we haven’t seen as much of each other since I moved and she stayed put in our tiny little Utah hometown. 

Everyone was surprised that it was me who moved away first, given Sarah’s slightly more wild side. Most people think Utah’s a totally dry state, which it isn’t, but it also isn’t the place to be if you want to spend a lot of your early 20s climbing up on bars to dance.

But it was my job that offered me a position in Denver. She’s been searching for one ever since, and we’re both really hoping that she finds something soon. But until then, a weekend hike is what we’ll have to accept.

Since I know she’s just doing the hike for my benefit, I agreed to go out and find a local pub to pass a few hours at tonight. It’s not necessarily my scene, but it’s the least I can do. And I’m actually looking forward to it. We always have a good time when we go out. Sarah really is a fun person to just spend time with. 

I knock on the door to try to hurry her up. 

“Yup, yeah!” she yells. “I’m almost ready!”

I can’t help but laugh, figuring this means I probably have another 20 minutes to wait. I settle down on the bed with my new camera to play with some settings. I’m hoping to get some good practice in tomorrow and maybe come away from the weekend with some nice shots of deer, and if I’m lucky maybe some big horned sheep or a black bear or something. All of the above should stay nicely at a distance, which is why I have a good lens to work with. 

I hear the door open finally and look up to see Sarah. 

Her jaw drops when she sees me and I burst out laughing. 

“We’ve done it again!” she cries, looking horrified. 

“Come on, don’t worry about it,” I get up quickly and start hurrying her towards the door. “It’s just a small-town local pub. I’m guessing we won’t be the only girls there in jeans and white t-shirts.” I’m still laughing. We’ve accidentally twinned again, which Sarah hates.

I don’t want to wait another hour as she figures out something new to wear though, so I practically push her out the door. She didn’t pack as light as I did and who knows how many options she’s got in that suitcase of hers. 

Luckily she doesn’t argue, and we head down to the lobby to ask where the best place to grab a drink is. 

“There’s just the one pub,” the receptionist says. “Just turn right and walk for about 2 blocks. You can’t miss it.”

“Thanks,” I smile at the young man and head out the door with Sarah in tow. 

“Just one pub?” she sighs dramatically. “I thought I was finally going to see what it was like to go out in a proper city!”

“This isn’t a proper city,” I laugh. “It’s just a tiny town, not Denver. Don’t worry though, you’ll be living there soon enough.” 

I reassure her and we walk the 2 blocks, arms linked.

The guy was right, we couldn’t have missed it. For a small town, the one pub is busy. And loud. Sarah is positively giddy. I’m a little less so, but happy for her. We find our way to the bar and order a couple of beers while we scope out the place. 

“This isn’t so bad,” Sarah says, looking around. “The men here sure are different from the boys back home…”

She’s not wrong, I think as I glance around. They’re different from the men I’ve met in Denver too. They’re more…manly here. There’s a lot of flannel and plaid, tattoos and work boots. You can tell this is a logging town. 

I know the industry has been hit hard in the last few years but looking around here you wouldn’t know it. 

I glance at Sarah and she’s smiling flirtatiously at a guy sitting across the bar. She doesn’t waste time, this girl.

Neither does the guy. It only takes him one swig of his drink to get up and come over. He’s good looking but way too cocky for my tastes. You can practically smell his arrogance from a mile away, but Sarah likes that kind of thing. 

She’s already giggling and slapping his arm, which of course he’s flexing to the best of his ability. 

Suddenly Toby Keith starts































