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Angelina is tired of having her heart broken by insensitive bad boys like Reed. A solo hike in the mountains is the perfect way to mend her broken heart—until she slips fifty feet down a ravine.
Reed is determined to set things right between them and show Angelina exactly how attentive he can be when he puts his talented mouth to work. He just has to rescue her first—before the storm rolls in and strands them both.
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Visit Claire Embry's website for updates and subscribe to her newsletter for exclusive content, giveaways, and special offers!
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  Chapter One


While looking out at the stunning views of Goblin Valley, Angelina Dobrovski slid her pack off her shoulders and set it on the dusty ground. At 7,000 feet elevation, she could see all the way across to the other side of Devil’s Ridge. Incubus Peak stood tall to the north and Demon River flowed through the valley, snaking its way toward Mount Hellion. Diablo Creek trickled behind her, the natural hot springs causing tendrils of steam to rise in the air. 
The landmarks in August Volcanic National Park were named after sinister things that went bump in the night for good reason. The earth was especially volatile here where steam vents, fumaroles, and mud pots bubbled up to hint at the turmoil lurking beneath the surface. A volcano had been sleeping in the park for centuries and it wouldn’t take much to wake the sleeping beast.
Just being here felt like an act of rebellion. The campgrounds in the area had already closed for the season and Angelina had the place to herself, just the way she liked it.
Even though she’d hiked this trail a dozen times before, the panoramic views got her every time. Unfortunately, today she wasn’t looking at how the sunlight bounced off the peak or the vivid greens of the red fir forest or the varying textures that made up the rocky basin in the distance. She was thinking about a certain green-eyed devil who had singlehandedly broken her heart.
She’d been so lost in thought that she’d taken a step forward without paying attention. Suddenly, the fragile ground crumbled beneath her boots and she scrambled for purchase, trying like hell to keep from falling down the cliffside and into the chasm below that had been dubbed Satan’s Kitchen.
After dropping a harrowing fifty feet, she landed on a narrow shelf, barely wide enough to stand on. With her heart in her throat and her pulse pounding, she gasped for air.
This was it. Her demise. She’d come here to escape the shredded ribbons of her love life and had walked herself right into the mouth of a monster. The mountain didn’t care if she tumbled a thousand feet to her death. It stood proud and unyielding and didn’t concern itself with frail human life.
Letting her guard down had been a rookie mistake. Being up here in the wilderness was no different than being at the ocean. You turned your back on it for a second and it could swallow you up and rip you under and swirl you around.
She wasn’t the one conquering the mountain. The mountain had reminded her who was boss and had conquered her.
Angelina hadn’t respected the wilderness the way she should have. And now she was paying the price. All because of a man. A sinfully sexy man who let his dick lead him into trouble and into the arms of another woman. One who couldn’t possibly love him the way Angelina did.
She’d marched up the path in anger and had forgotten to be in awe of the power of this place. And for that, she wholeheartedly placed the blame on Reed. Even though he’d deserved it, she hadn’t given him the chance to explain himself. Now she’d never know for sure if what they had was strong enough to go the distance or if she was just another notch on his bedpost.
The sweat on her forehead began to evaporate and she shivered. The crispness in the air reminded her that summer had relinquished its sweaty grasp and autumn was settling over the area. In spring, wildflowers would sprout and bloom, filling the meadows with golden sunflower-like mule’s ears and white California corn lilies, reminding everyone who passed by of the perpetual circle of life.
Would she live to see another spring? A new generation of fawns frolicking through the woods? Newly fledged birds testing their wings after leaving the nest?
Unsure of her fate and frustrated with the helplessness of her situation, Angelina shook her head and repositioned her feet.
This wasn’t how it was supposed to end. Wouldn’t she know, deep down in her soul, that this was how she was meant to go out? Breathing her last breath while clinging to a cliffside? It would be a hell of a way to go.
And it was all Reed’s fault for distracting her.
He was as wild as these woods and she’d been a fool to think she could tame him. They were going to do the long-distance thing and see how it went from there. She would stay in California to continue the work she loved and he would pursue his dreams of adventure in another state. And somehow, he hadn’t even gotten on the plane yet before being propositioned by another woman.
Remembering the good times they’d had together wasn’t difficult. Reed could make her laugh like nobody else—when he wasn’t being a gigantic pain in her ass. He could be hardheaded and stubborn as all get out, but when it came time to loving her, he knew exactly where to touch her to make her cry out in blissful surrender.
Her mind working frantically to devise an escape, Angelina crouched down and hugged her knees. This wasn’t how her story was going to end, if she had anything to do with it. Out of spite, she’d figure out a way off this mountain, just so she could confront Reed and give him a piece of her mind.

      [image: image-placeholder]Ever since he’d pulled up to the trailhead and seen Angelina’s car sitting all by its lonesome in the parking lot, Reed Spieth had been grinding his back teeth. What was she doing up here on Devil’s Ridge all alone? Sure, she’d spent plenty of time hiking solo, but this wasn’t the best time of year to be acting recklessly. He climbed mountains for fun and she studied them, that was the deal. 
She’d taken off like a woman scorned and he had a feeling that she didn’t want to be followed.
Well, tough shit. He was following her into the forest, all right. And when he found her, he was going to get his hands on her hot little body and ask questions later.
She might be as stubborn as he was, but there was something about her that gave his insides a thrill. She aroused feelings in him that no other woman had before.
But that didn’t mean they were meant to be together. He had other things planned for his life besides being a one-woman man. Whipped because he couldn’t get a certain blue-eyed brunette out of his thoughts.
Aw, hell. Who was he kidding?
She was all he could think about. When they weren’t together, all he did was fantasize about all the things he wanted to do with her. And now he was worried out of his mind about her running off into the wilderness without the benefit of a clear head.
Several miles later, he followed the trail as it curved around a cluster of Western white pines and immediately saw her pack sitting on the ground. Angelina was nowhere in sight.
Reed muttered a curse and strode over to inspect the footsteps in the dirt.






  
  Chapter Two


“Lina?” 
Angelina blinked, let her eyes drift closed again, and snuggled closer to the rocks. The sound of the breeze blowing through the trees sure sounded a lot like her name. But she wasn’t going to give in to hallucinations just because she was up shit creek without a freakin’ paddle.
Exhausted from trying to climb her way up with only the loose and crumbly shale to grip onto, she tried to conserve her energy. Maybe her circumstances would look better after she rested her eyes for a few minutes.
“Lina!”
When she heard her name a second time, she bolted upright and then quickly remembered where she was. One false move and she would plummet down into the ravine like a skydiver without a parachute.
Leaning against the rock face and careful to keep away from the edge, Angelina looked up toward where the masculine voice had come from.
“Reed?” It sounded like him, but it couldn’t be. Could it? Finding her here would be like the old needle in a haystack scenario. She simply wasn’t that lucky.
A man’s face peered over the edge. “No, it’s the Easter Bunny,” he answered dryly.
Yep. It was definitely Reed, sounding cockier than he had a right to and a little bit angry, too.
What did he have to be angry about? He wasn’t the one hugging the side of a mountain for dear life.
God, he was a breath of fresh air. In more ways than one. He looked absolutely scrumptious, standing above her looking so serious. His slate gray T-shirt clung to every muscle of his torso and his biceps bulged under the short sleeves. Too hot-blooded for sleeves, he always dressed for a warm summer day, no matter the temperature.
“How did you find me?” As soon as the question left her lips, his head disappeared and Angelina feared she’d imagined him. “Reed?” she asked hesitantly. Had he taken one look at her predicament and turned tail in the other direction?
No way. If there ever was a guy to face danger head-on, it was Reed Spieth.
“I’m getting the rope out of my pack,” she heard him explain. “When I drop it down, tie it around yourself…”
As he rambled off instructions for her rescue, Angelina went from being terrified of the mountain to being terrified of her body’s traitorous reaction to the deep, sexy sound of Reed’s voice.

      [image: image-placeholder]Once he had Angelina on solid ground, Reed didn’t give her a second to appreciate the stable dirt beneath her boots. 
“We need to talk,” he told her firmly as he rolled up the rope and stashed it back into his pack.
The scowl came automatically. Angelina marched over to her pack to unzip it and keep her hands busy. She’d packed hastily, tossing supplies into her pack without much thought, but at least she’d remembered to bring water.
Reed’s rugged good looks always had a way of unnerving her, and the way he was standing there with his big hands resting on his lean hips had her feeling all kinds of turned on. He’d obviously done what he could to keep worry from distorting his handsome face, but the clenched jaw and concerned look in his jade-green eyes gave him away in a heartbeat.
Any other time, she would have gladly grabbed onto that tight ass of his and shown him how happy she was to see him. Not after what she’d caught him doing the last time she’d seen him.
It was too bad. She’d really thought they had something. Wasn’t that always the way?
Yep, if she wasn’t so annoyed by his accusatory tone, she would have jumped his bones right there on the forest floor.
“We don’t talk,” she shot back. Two minutes ago, she’d been clinging to life while clinging to a ledge and now suddenly he wanted to talk. “Since when have we ever talked?”
It had always been that way between them. Fight or fuck. No middle ground. No whispering of sweet nothings or long, soul-bearing conversations. Yelling and balled-up fists and heated words fighting, or sweaty, rip-your-clothes-off, can’t-get-enough-of-your-lips fucking.
Instead of arguing with her like he normally would, Reed remained quiet. Too quiet.
“The last thing I remember is being at Sullivan’s for your going-away party and walking in on you and another woman.” The second
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