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Mountain Man’s Savage Heart by Hazel J. North

I’ve resupplied this isolated firewatch tower through every season for years. She’s been here for one day, and already, I don’t want to leave.

Charlotte

Everyone thought I was crazy for taking a solo posting at a remote firewatch tower. No Wi-Fi. No neighbors. No luxuries. But to me, it’s a dream. The mountains and my poetry journal are all I need out here.


I didn’t expect the first supply run to arrive by horse. I definitely didn’t expect the man leading it to look like that… big, bearded, and so reluctant to stay that it makes me want to give him every reason to.


Vance

I’ve made this mountain supply run for twelve years. Same trail. Same tower. Same solitude. Then I arrive to find a new ranger out here.

Charlotte’s curvy, adventurous, and completely at home in a place that breaks most people in under a week.

She’s supposed to be just another ranger to resupply and leave behind. But when the water pump fails and I’m stuck here for days, leaving is the last thing I want to do. Ever.

Mountain Man’s Savage Heart is a short and steamy instalove romance featuring a reclusive mountain man who finally meets the one woman worth the risk when they’re stuck together in a remote firewatch tower. No cliffhanger, no cheating, and a guaranteed HEA. This book is part of Rugged Loners of Timber Peak Valley, a steamy instalove romance series set in a small mountain town full of rugged, protective recluses.


Chapter One

Charlotte

Even though it’s still early and I’ve just opened my eyes, the mountains are already showing off. Golden light spills over the ridgelines in the distance, and the sky is so blue that I know it’s going to be another gorgeous day. A big eagle soars high before dipping behind Timber Peak, and I can’t stop smiling, even though the view is only part of my happiness. Ever since arriving here two weeks ago, the silence has been addictive too.

I snort. People assumed I’d go crazy out here, but I’ve never felt better. Every morning, I have to catch my breath because this feels like an amazing dream I don’t ever want to wake up from.

My mother feared that my taking this job was a sign of a quarter-life crisis. My college roommate, Bex, sent me a care package packed with snacks and magazines I haven’t even flipped through once. And my old supervisor laughed when I told him where I’d be posted, then stopped laughing when he realized I wasn’t joking.

“Timber Firewatch? Charlie, that place is genuinely remote. Like, horse-access-only remote,” he said.

“I know, that’s the whole point,” I told him.

And it is. It really, truly is.

I’ve spent my whole life feeling like I was watching the world instead of participating in it. Coffee shops, commutes, small talk about the weekend, everyone moving through the motions… God, it felt like suffocating in slow motion. It was all so mundane that I felt I was disappearing one day at a time.

Up here, I’m not disappearing. Hell no, up here, I’m the most awake I’ve ever been. I wasn’t made to fit into the standard life of playing it safe and making safe choices. As if the only goal was to arrive at the end of my life ‘safely’ when none of us are getting out alive anyway. So what’s the point of living by the book if your soul craves to live differently? It never made sense to me.

And I don’t want to color outside the lines just for the sake of it. Believe me, I’ve wished many times that I was built to fit into a standard life. But deep down, I knew I wasn’t. And honestly, is there anything wrong with that? If we were all the same, life would be an absolute snooze fest.

I get up, brew a coffee, and flip my journal open to yesterday’s half-finished poem. I’ve been trying to get it right for three days, and I’m still not there. But I have time. That’s the thing nobody tells you about spending weeks in isolation. You have so much time.

The moment I uncap my pen, my radio crackles on the windowsill behind me.

“Timber Firewatch, this is dispatch. Over.”

I grab the receiver. “Charlotte here. Over.”

“Today’s supply drop has an ETA of late afternoon instead of midday. Over.”

“I’ll be here. Thanks, Lander. Over and out.”

Late afternoon!

My heart skips a beat. Since I left the valley two weeks ago, I haven’t seen another human being in the flesh. My only sign of life has been daily check-ins with Lander through the dispatch radio.

The man or woman carrying my supplies probably left the trailhead at dawn yesterday morning and camped under the stars last night. They’re riding two days through mountain terrain just to bring me more powdered milk, pasta, rice, and propane canisters. I’m super grateful that there’s someone out there wanting to do this. At the same time, I wonder what kind of person signs up for that specific job. It must be someone who loves solitude and mountains as much as I do, right? I hope they’ll have a bit of time to stay and talk.

I try to go back to my poem, but the words won’t come. My pen hovers over the page uselessly. All I can think about is the supply drop. Of course I knew when I’d get fresh supplies, but suddenly, it’s all very concrete now that I have a time slot too.

I close my journal fruitlessly. It’s fine. I have work to do anyway, like checking the weather.

The thermometer outside reads fifty-two degrees. The sky is clear, and the wind is almost nonexistent. I log the temperature, humidity, wind speed, and direction in the observation book.

Next, I pull my chair up to the Osborne Fire Finder, which is a big circular map table that sits dead center in the cab. I rotate it slowly, working through the full three-sixty the way I do every morning now, my eyes tracking the treeline, the ridges, and the long, shadowed valleys.

Nothing to see here. Just the mountains of Timber Peak Valley being beautiful and unbothered. Phew. No smoke is always a relief.

I pick up the radio to call in the data.
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