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Mountain Men of Whiskey River





Take Me To The River – Axel and Emelie


Take Me To The Cabin – Pheonix and Jenna


Take Me To The Lake – Cash and Hope


Taken by The Mountain Man - Cole and Jana


Take Me To The Mountain – Bennett and Willow


Take Me To The Cliff – Jack and Sage 


Take Me To The Edge – Storm and River


Take Me To The Valley – Evan and Calista













  
  
Blurb




What's a girl to do when she finds a sexy giant bathing in the river? 

Emelie

Who leaves their girlfriend in the woods after a fight?

My now EX-boyfriend, that’s who. One fight, okay, a BIG fight, because I found out he was cheating on me while we were camping, and poof! He left me in the woods.

So, I start walking to town, only I get turned around and end up at the river, where I meet Axel. This guy is HUGE.

With a storm rolling in, I have no choice but to trust him and take shelter in his cabin since I’ve been walking for hours AWAY from town.

Several days of rain wash out the road, and it looks like I’m stuck here with my giant. Only he’s nothing like I thought he’d be. He’s quiet, watchful, smart, and funny.

Axel

I’ve lived alone for years, and I’ve been okay with that until she finds me bathing at the river one day.

She’s small, cute, and talks a lot, but I find I don’t mind it.

When the storm washes out the only road into town, and she’s stranded with me a while longer, I am grateful for more time with her.

I like her in my space, and I like showing her what I do and how I survive out here. I like her in my bed.

After years of living alone, I find little appeal in it anymore.

Can I convince her to stay when her ex-boyfriend shows up at my door?

Can I ask her to give up a life in town for one in the mountains with me?

To all those who think of running off to the mountain and leaving everyday life behind, even just for a weekend. 








  
  

Chapter 1 


Emelie





That cheating bastard!   

I've been looking forward to this camping trip with my boyfriend, Chris, for months.

Months!

He promised me a weekend away in the mountains to reconnect and unwind.

So, when his phone goes off, I'm a bit annoyed. We were supposed to unplug. I left my phone in the car, but Chris insisted on bringing his in case of an emergency. It seemed like a good idea at the time, but now, I see he had other plans.

As I sit in the tent while he's gathering firewood, I wonder when I became so gullible.

Chris has been cheating on me. For a while now, judging by how far back these texts with Roxy go. The most recent?

Roxy: How boring is the family camping trip? I can spice it up for you.



Attached is a photo of her tits. I'm not so pissed off that I can't admit she has a nice rack, but I am a bit vindictive.

Me: Nice rack, but this isn't a family camping trip. I've been his girlfriend for a year, but don't worry, he’s all yours after this.



I turn the phone off, resisting the urge to smash it on the ground, and instead grab my jacket to go for a walk. It's early fall here in Montana and cold up in the mountains. It's great camping weather and perfect for couples who want to snuggle up to stay warm.

That idea now has my stomach rolling. Chris returns to the campsite just as I step out of the tent. I look at him a bit differently now. He doesn't look at me lovingly like he did when we first got together. No, he looks at me more like a sister. 

Family camping trip, my ass. 

"Hey, I got us enough wood for the night. What are you making for dinner?" he asks.

I look at him blankly. Did he always talk to me like this? Was I always so blind? I shake my head because he's staring at me, waiting for an answer.

"I'm going for a walk," I tell him, knowing I need to clear my mind before we talk.

"No, you need to make dinner," he says, like he thinks I'm joking.

"Maybe Roxy will come and make you dinner. I found your phone because she was blowing it up, trying to improve your family camping trip. Now, I'm going for a walk to clear my head."

I'm only slightly satisfied with the shock that crosses his face. Without giving him a chance to talk, I take off. He yells after me, saying she’s just a friend, but I saw the whole text chain, including him sending her dick pics. He never sent me dick pics, and we've been dating for a year. 

I'm unsure where I'm walking, but I follow one of the three small paths leading from the campsite.

Chris is my boss’s son. Well, he’s more than that. His parents have been my foster parents since I was a teen. When I turned eighteen, his dad gave me a job, and Chris asked me out.  

I didn't want to date him at first, but he spent six months winning me over. He always brought me lunch at work and knew how tight money was with my roommate and me, so he ensured we had groceries.

When my roommate got a new job out of town, he insisted I move in with him instead of the roommate I found online. We started dating, and he was the perfect gentleman.

Work has been busier for both of us, and I guess we got into a rut. But I barely have time for Chris, so how does he have time for another girl?

That's when I realize I don't want to stay with him. It'll suck moving out, but it's what needs to happen. If I head back to the campsite now, we can go into town tonight and start moving on with our lives.

I'm not sure how long I've been or how far I've walked, but I turn around and follow the narrow path back to the campsite.

Except, I don't remember walking this far. I was lost in my head. A few minutes later, the trail opens up, and I pick up my pace, knowing I’m approaching the campsite. 

Only when I get there, it's empty. The tent is gone, and so are the bags, mine included.

Am I in the right spot?

If it weren't for the pile of wood Chris brought up earlier next to the fire pit, I would think I’d stumbled onto an empty campsite.

The cheating bastard has left me alone in the woods. My heart races, I can’t catch my breath, and I start to panic.

Closing my eyes, I take a few deep breaths. What do I need to do? Knowing I have a few hours of daylight left, I’m sure I can make it to the main road before nightfall. I have to make it because there’s no way I’ll survive a night in the woods alone with nothing.

If I can make it to the main road, I may be able to get someone to give me a lift into town and let me borrow their phone to call for help, though I'm not sure who I would call.

Okay, which way did we come up from in the car? I look around, knowing it's not the path I just came from. Two other paths lead from the campsite, each going in separate directions. Both paths have footprints because Chris went down one of them to get wood for the fire.

I take a minute to think. I was so mad and don't remember which path it was. Thinking it’s the one to my right, I head down the one on my left to get back to the parking area.

It’s getting windy and a bit chilly, so I pick up my pace, as I want to make sure I get to the road in time.

"Who the hell leaves someone alone in the woods?" I ask, not that anyone can hear me. If someone answered me, I'd probably piss myself.

I'm such an idiot not to see this before. There were so many signs. When I was around, Chris always turned his phone upside down, and he worked late at the office when no one else did. 

He stopped posting about me on social media and told me he took his profile down after someone hacked it, and that's why it no longer had a relationship status showing. All big red flags now.

Stupid. Stupid. Stupid.

Do his friends know? Is that why he stopped inviting me to hang out with them?

I stop on the path, take a deep breath, and let out a loud yell.

A few birds scatter because I scared them, but I feel a little better. I start walking again because I have to be getting close to the road by now. A good ten minutes later, and still nothing. I don't remember it being this far to the car. 

Around the next bend, I hear sounds. Yes, the parking lot! It isn't until I get closer that I recognize the sound of running water, like a river.

Only we didn’t pass any rivers on our way from the car...

Crap. I picked the wrong path, didn't I? Only then do I realize there are no footprints on the trail. That’s just great. I’ve spent all this time walking the wrong way.

Now, I’ll never make it back to the campsite before dark, much less the parking lot, and who knows what’s in these woods. I sigh and head toward the water because all this hiking has made me thirsty. 

The river is bigger than I expected. It's relatively clean, and I dip my hand in to get something to drink. The water is relatively warm, considering the cold weather.

Now, which way do I follow the river? It flows down the mountain, which should lead to town. Following it will take me in the same direction as the trail, so I may have been heading the right way and missed a turn-off.

I follow the river and try to remember how to start a fire with two sticks. I never really mastered the technique, so the chances of getting a fire going to keep warm are slim to none.

I'm going to die out here, and no one will ever find me. Great. As far as ways to die, this wasn't on my radar.

All the emotions from today finally hit me. My anger evaporates, but a bit of self-pity filters in, and before I know it, I'm crying. I don't bother wiping away my tears. Who’s going to see me out here?

The thousands of trees could care less, and the random squirrel or bird runs away, so I have no one to impress.

When I finally look up, I'm shocked to see a shirtless man in the river ahead of me. I'm startled for a moment, but I must be close to town if he's here.

I walk closer to ask for help. I shouldn't trust strangers, but what choice do I have? I'll die by morning if I don't ask for help. Even if he kills me, I would have been dead anyway. But with any luck, he’ll save me. 

The first thing I notice is that he's tan, which is surprising, considering he’s in Montana. Maybe he works outdoors with his shirt off. He sure has some hard-earned muscles. He hasn't spotted me yet, so I take full advantage, letting my eyes run over him again.

"Hello?" I call out to get his attention.

His back goes ramrod straight, and he doesn't turn as I take a few steps closer.

"I'm lost. I was camping with my boyfriend. Well, now my ex-boyfriend since I caught him cheating. I went for a walk to cool off, and when I got back, he was gone with all our stuff. I thought I was walking back to the main road, but I guess not," I ramble. 

He finally turns, and I get my first good look at him. I was right about the muscles. He has muscles I didn't even know existed, and his chiseled arms and chest pulse with strength and power. Nasty scars blend with black ink tattoos on his golden skin. Tribal designs wind down his arms and over his heart. I’m sure they have meaning to him. 

His long brown hair clings wetly to the side of his face and neck.

When he speaks, his voice is deep and gravelly. "Turn around." 

"Um, if you're going to kill me, I'd rather see it coming if you don't mind." I squeak out.  

He cocks his head to the side as he studies me before shaking his head. "I need to get dressed." He nods to a pile of clothes on the riverbank.

"Oh." 

He's naked in the river.

My cheeks heat as I turn my back, giving him privacy to get out of the water. I hear him sloshing through the river behind me and the water dripping off him as he walks up the riverbank. I hear rustling, so I assume he’s getting dressed.

"Okay," he growls.

I glance over my shoulder to see he’s wearing worn-out jeans but is still shirtless. I turn to face him fully, noticing how huge he is.

I've always been small at five-four, but this man has to be pushing seven feet tall.

I’ve found a sexy giant in the river. Is this the part where he carries me off to his cave?








  
  

Chapter 2


Axel





She's so tiny. 

Petite and perfect.

I've been living in my cabin in the woods for years, completely okay with being alone.

Until today.

Until her.

What kind of asshole left her out here in the woods? Doesn’t he know bears and wolves could tear her apart? Let's not forget the snakes and spiders with enough venom to kill her in a single bite.

Glancing at the sky behind her, I see a cold front with heavy rain moving in. We're running out of daylight, and I need to get her back to my cabin, where she’ll be safe.

"Come. My cabin is this way." I hold my arm out for her to follow me.

She hesitates, and rightfully so. She doesn't know me, and I could easily overpower her. She's right to be scared.

"I promise you’re safe with me. I have food and a fire to stay warm. As soon as the storm passes, I’ll take you wherever you need to go."

The words taste bitter in my mouth because the thought of taking her back to this ex-boyfriend who left her here doesn't sit right with me. 

She looks at the river and bites her bottom lip, which drives me crazy. How would I feel if I were the one biting that lip? My cock gets hard for the first time in a very long time. I picture gutting the deer I caught last week to get it to go down. I’m sure she’ll run the other way if she sees me hard.

She straightens her back and tries to appear confident. " I don’t have much of a choice. So, thank you." 

I grab my pack and shotgun from the nearby rock. Her eyes widen when she sees the gun.

"The gun is only for protection. Bears and wolves live in these woods," I tell her. 

She relaxes slightly and heads in the direction I indicate. She takes the narrow path slower than I would, but I don't mind. No, it doesn’t bother me one bit because the view of her ass is worth it. Her jeans are skintight, and I get an even better look when she steps over a fallen tree. I send up a silent prayer of thanks, thankful I hadn’t removed it from the path yet. 

Before we reach my cabin, the rain starts. I debate picking her up and running the rest of the way, but something tells me she wouldn't like that, and I don't want to upset her.

That's a new feeling for me, and I'm unsure how to react, but I’ll try not to shock or worry her.

It's another minute before we reach my cabin, and we’re both soaked. Her blonde hair is matted and clinging to her clothes, and her cheeks are flushed. Is she not used to the brutal Montana weather? She can’t be from around here.

Another pang hits my heart at the thought of her leaving. I push it aside. Right now, I need to get her warm and dry. 

As we step inside, I see the cabin through her eyes. I hope she likes what she sees. We enter through the back door into the main living area. It’s a huge open space with a kitchen in the corner, complete with an island, giving it a bit of separation. 

A small dining area opens into a large living space with a stone fireplace I built by hand, and a hall leads to the three bedrooms.

The walls are all made from the logs I used to build the house and the wood floors I laid myself. I’m proud of this home and never thought I'd have someone to share it with. Since I don't have friends over, this woman is the first person I've ever had in my space.

"Wait here," I tell her as I slip off my boots and store my gun. 

I rush off to my room to find her some dry clothes. All my stuff will swallow her up, but at least it's dry. I grab a shirt, a long sleeve t-shirt, sweatpants, and socks and lay them on my bed. Then, I head down the hall, turn on the water heater, and hurry back out to find her exactly where I left her. She looks even smaller, soaking wet.

Teeth chattering, she says, "I'm sorry. I'm dripping water all over your beautiful floors."

A puddle of water pools at her feet, and her lips have a blue tinge. She must be freezing, but I can’t help the pride swelling in my chest that she noticed my floors.

She watches me walk toward her but doesn't move or back up. Kneeling, I unlace and remove her hiking boots. I almost topple over in surprise when she places one hand on my shoulder to steady herself. She's willingly touching me? She could’ve reached for the counter on her other side, but she chose to lean on me. When was the last time someone willingly touched me? I can't remember. 

She lifts her foot from the boot, and I remove her sock before setting her foot down and moving to the other one.

"I’m going to start a fire to warm this place up. I set clothes out on the bed for you. Take a warm shower and get in some dry clothes. First door on your right." I point to the hallway, and she nods and scampers away.

Turning to the fireplace, I quickly start a fire and place her boots where I keep mine by the door. Then, it hits me. I'm still in my wet jeans, and they aren't too comfortable, especially when I'm fighting getting hard, which is happening constantly around her.

But she's in my room, where my clothes are, so I can't get any. Taking her socks, I place them in the washer, and checking the drier, I find a pair of sweatpants. I duck into one of the other bedrooms, slip them on, and place my wet jeans in the washer.

I may have moved out here to live alone, but there were a few things I didn't want to give up. So, I installed solar panels to power things like my washer and drier, fridge and freezer, TV, lights, and fans. It also allows me to change things as needed and keep a small water heater when I can't make it to the river to bathe.

I've never been so happy to have hot water at the house as I am now.

Once the fire is going well, I grab a towel, clean up the water on the floor, and toss it in the washer.

As the crow flies, the main road and nearest campsites are almost ten miles away. She must have been walking for hours and probably hasn't eaten. I’ll ask her when she comes out.

The weather radio said this storm is a cold front that will pass through over the next few days. It's common for a storm to flood the only road in and out of here. I’m used to it and only go into town once a month. It’ll be tricky getting her back to town any time soon. 

Camping wasn’t a good idea unless they were leaving and heading home when they had their fight. Maybe the boyfriend took everything to the car, thinking she'd meet him there? 

Ex-boyfriend. I remind myself. No one has a claim to her anymore. 

I have to think of something else because I don't like the idea of her with another man. I don't know what’s come over me, making me feel like this. It’s all new, and I'm unsure how to handle it. 

My breath hitches when she steps out of the bedroom in my clothes. Even though they’re incredibly baggy on her, she still looks as beautiful as when I first saw her on the riverbank. 

The blue tinge is gone from her lips, and her long, blonde hair isn't plastered to her face. Now, her cheeks are nice and rosy, her caramel brown eyes are on me, and she looks breathtaking. 

I clear my throat. "It's supposed to storm for a few days, and the weather station has been warning about a cold front." I nod to my weather radio, which I keep on hand for this reason. 

She doesn't say anything, so I keep talking.

"I’ll wash your clothes so you can wear them tomorrow." I walk to the bedroom, pausing in the hallway to tell her, "Sit by the fire and warm up. I’ll be right back."

As I open the door, her scent fills my room. It’s honeysuckle and sunshine, a smell that fills me with a strange warmth. I glance around my room, and nothing looks out of place. She cleaned up any water she dripped on the floor on her way in. I like that she’s considerate, but I miss the chance to care for her in this small way. 

Walking into the bathroom, I see she’s hung her clothes over the clawfoot tub. This bathroom is the one luxury I allowed myself. Working up here is grueling, and my muscles get sore, especially during the winter. The tub is big enough for me to stretch out and soak in, and the glassed-in shower has a massage showerhead.  The bathroom is finished with a beautiful countertop and expensive tiles on the floor.  

After I gather her clothes and the towel she used, I put them in the washer and start it. I’ll put everything in the dryer before bed.

I head back to the living room to find her standing by the fire, soaking up the heat. While she doesn't realize I’m there, I watch her every move. She looks at the photos above the fireplace, which show the different stages of the cabin being built. 

I want to ask her what she thinks as she gazes around the space, but I don't want to break the comfortable silence.

"Are you warm enough?" I finally ask, stepping into the living room. 

"I’m getting there. Thank you." She smiles at me, and I feel like I’ve won the lottery. 

"Let me give you a quick tour. Out here, it's important to know where everything is." 

I have her slip into a pair of my dry boots and wrap a blanket around her as we step onto my front porch. It's covered, but it still gets wet in a rainstorm. 

"That path there will lead down to my gate, where I keep my truck. If you follow it in the truck, it will take you to a country road. Going left takes you into the town of Whiskey River. Unfortunately, the road isn't drivable in storms like this."

She nods and looks around. I point out where the shed and the woodpile are if she needs them for any reason.   

Back inside, I tell her the basics in the kitchen. "You can help yourself to anything you like. Anytime." Then, I show her where I store the guns and ammo. 

"You mentioned bears and wolves?" she asks curiously.

"They don't tend to come too close to the house now, but they have in the past. Best to be safe." I lead her down the hall and show her the two bedrooms on the left that I use for storage, the guest bath, the washer and dryer, and the water heater. She's already seen my room, so I don't think we need to be in there together. 

I notice her crossing her arms over her chest like she’s cold. Her nipples strain against my shirt, and goosebumps cover her arms. 

"Come on, Little One. Back to the fire to warm up." 

"I'm not cold," she says. 

I look down at her crossed arms, and her cheeks flush when she realizes what I see. 

If she isn't cold, she's...

Oh. 

Oh!

She's as turned on as I am.
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