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either are the product of the author's imagination or are used
fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead,
businesses, companies, or events is completely coincidental. All the
towns, cities, National Forest, roads, and rivers in this book are real as
is the chili recipe, which is my mother's. The hotel in Elk City is probably
real, I have not been to it, but I have been to the only restaurant,
during the 1980s, and have not been back since, so I do not know if it
still exists. The hot springs are real, but I have taken fictional liberty,
describing it and the restaurant as I saw them in my mind, because I
have not been there, although I have been just about everywhere else.
Also, I know of no such waterfall that I describe in the area. If there is
one, I’d love to see it. There is no Anderson Mountain that I know of.
The Dixie bar and restaurant I describe are the ones before they
burned down and to my knowledge, it does not exist, but I could be



wrong as I have not been there since about 15 years ago from this
year of publication.
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“Brad, please!” Lyn Taylor said. “What do you want from me?

We've gone over this a thousand times. I'm a guide. I guide men on
hunting trips. It’s my job and I like what I do.” She was so exasperated
over this same old conversation with Brad Anderson. The man was
currently her fiancé, but she was having second thoughts about
marrying him.

She turned away and walked over to the window of his small
lumber office. The October sky became obscure with grayish-black
clouds and a light breeze began to blow. Lyn wrapped her arms around
herself, not only for the comfort, but also to protect herself from the
cold chill the wind brought with it.

Ignoring Brad's stare on her back, she turned her attention to the
activity below in the lumber yard. Logging trucks came and went in
every direction. Forklifts and giant cranes clanged and screeched
moving logs and lumber as if there were no tomorrow. She had to admit
that if she married Brad, she wouldn't be hurting for money. Being
owner of Anderson Lumber Mill in Idaho County brought Brad and his
family wealth well above the survival level. The survival level she,
herself, would never achieve being of the middle-class working majority.

But it wasn't about money or survival level or what class she
would belong to. Being married to Brad was about control—his control
over her. He wanted someone who would be subservient to him, not his
equal. She wondered if she was in love with him, had been at all,
because she certainly wasn't in love with his lumber mill and what it did
to the land she loved. She cared about him as a person; had known
him for a very long time since he was great friends with her father, but
caring wasn't enough for him. He wanted more and she couldn't give
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him more. Sooner or later she would have to tell him how she felt. But
not now. Now wasn't the time or place and she wasn’t prepared. When,
she didn't know, but it wasn't going to be now.

The same old conversation had moved from arguing over the
benefit of logging, which she never really understood, to her job as a
guide. In her opinion, the cutting of trees left the land looking like
mincemeat when the clear cutting was done. Raping the land was more
like it. Brad's company was responsible for the clear cut patches, not
only on Anderson Mountain, but all over the Nez Perce National Forest
and he was really proud of what his company did. Lyn shook her head
as she looked out the window, because she didn't understand the need
for cutting down that much wood at one time.

Lyn's job was Brad's biggest problem. The longer they saw each
other, the more he became jealous of the men she guided. He’d never
shown jealousy before, nor did she give him cause to be so. Lately
though, he was getting more and more jealous, and she didn't know
why he would be.

After a few minutes, she turned around to face Brad again. “You
know how much is at stake this year. I finally got my father interested in
life again. It’s been six years since mom passed away. He's guiding one
of the groups from Texas.”

Lyn saw his face light up. “Wait.” She put up a hand to stop him.
“I know what you're thinking. That since my father is working again, he
can take over running Taylor's Outfitters and Guides and I can quit.
Settle down and get married like a nice, obedient wife.”

“The thought had crossed my mind. Why not?” Brad replied
blandly. “I asked you to marry me a long time ago, and you said yes.
Now you keep saying you're not ready. It seems to me to be a perfect
time.”

She watched as he got up from his oak chair behind his massive
oak desk and walked toward her. When he reached her side, he put his
arms around her.

Lyn slowly pushed him away. “I'm still not ready. And I'm not going
to quit,” she said, probably a little too harshly, as she saw the hurt look
in Brad's eyes.

“Know what I think?” Brad asked as he walked back to his desk
and promptly sat back down. “I think you have found someone. Why



else would you push me away from you?” His tone grew louder and
ugly. “You used to love it when I put my arms around you.”

“Damn it. I told you I haven't been seeing anyone else. You're
pushing me and I don't like it. You're also trying to change me. Tell me
when I'm ready to do something. Just stop it, Brad.” She knew her
voice grew angrier as she spoke, but this conversation with Brad
always goaded her with bad feelings about marriage and lumber
companies.

Brad looked back at the papers on his desk, tuning her out. His
bottom lip pouted out a little. To Lyn, he looked like a puppy who’d just
been scolded with a newspaper for messing on the floor. She wondered
if he would ever be able to understand what she talked about or how
she felt about anything. When he tuned her out, he was dismissing her.
She hated it when he did.

Maybe, after this hunting season and her father got into the
business full swing again, she would have the nerve to have a serious
talk with him about her feelings – and marriage.

“I hope you win the bid for the large tract of timber the Forest
Service will be opening up on the Nez Perce Trail at the end of the
week.” Lyn could only wish him the best. She calmly waited for his reply.

“You are changing the subject again,” Brad mumbled without
looking up from his paperwork.

“Yes, I am. I don't want to talk about this anymore. At least not
now. You're mad, I'm mad and it won't solve anything this way.”

“Okay. How did you know about the tract and the bid?” he
challenged.

She watched him as he shuffled through the cluttered mess of
papers in front him, refusing to look at her. She knew it was his way of
keeping his anger under control, because she also knew if he lost his
control on the situation, he would hit something. She had seen him lose
his temper and he ended up hitting the wall or a tree or something, but
never her. At least not yet. “Michelle told me about it.”

“Oh, right. I forgot you have a friend who works for the Forest
Service. She didn't, by any chance, tell you who else would be bidding
on it, did she?”

Brad looked at her then, hopeful. A big smile displayed across his
face and she couldn't help but notice it was fake. It was the kind of



smile he used when he wanted something from her and he thought she
would give it to him.

“No, she wouldn't do that. And even if she did, I don't think I would
tell you or anyone else who owned a lumber mill. I can't believe you
would put me in that situation.”

“I don't want to have another argument with you. It's obvious you
won't do what I want. I guess we'll have to discuss this later.” He held
her gaze for a moment, smile completely gone. Looking back down at
his desk, “I've got work to do. Let me know when you would like to
finish our conversation.”

He dismissed her again and it grated on her nerves, but he was
right, he had work to do and so did she. She picked up her purse and
coat, and quietly left the room. Once outside, she stood at the top of
the stairs with Brad's office behind her and looked down at the parking
lot below once more. She took several deep breaths to calm her
rattling nerves.

Men!
Always trying to change you and run your life for you. They think

they know what is best for the love of their life. But she didn't consider
that to be love. She hoped she didn't meet someone as controlling and
demanding as Brad Anderson again in her life time.

Lyn put her coat on because she was chilled, not only from the air
around her turning colder, but also from their cold conversation. She
walked down the metal steps, shaking her head to free her mind of
Brad and his controlling way of life. It was time to think about all the
things she had to do to get ready before the next elk hunt she was
guiding tomorrow.
 

Lyn tingled with excitement and anticipation as she drove her
father's blue '66 Chevy truck east on Nez Perce Trail road to pick up
the next group of hunters. She had been busier than a beaver building
a dam for the last three weeks since the hunting season had begun.
Now that she got her father interested in life and the family business
again, she hoped she could relax a bit and get some respect as a
guide, the respect her father told her she would someday achieve, from
guiding men.

She scanned the horizon and found it to be a normal overcast



October sky. A snow storm had been forecast earlier. If it failed to
snow, she knew it wouldn't really be unusual for Idaho weather. Luck
was usually on her side on her first day of guiding and the snow didn't
make an appearance on her hunts at least until the second day. She
hoped her luck held out again.

After a few minutes of letting her mind wonder about the men she
was going to guide on this elk hunt, she parked in a turn-around space
beside a small river. She opened the door, grabbed her black leather
and tan backpack, got out and locked the door. Before she crossed the
narrow wooden footbridge a few hundred yards above the Red River
laid out in front of her, anticipation and trepidation filled her. She hoped
fear of heights wouldn't surface before she could get across that tiny
little bridge. Lyn walked slowly to the beginning—to the first wooden
plank in front of her and stopped. Take several deep breaths, Lyn , she
scolded herself. Think of something else. Right, clear the mind, think of
something else. What?

For one thing, she could think about what she knew the
gentlemen's reactions would be toward her when they found out she
was their guide and how she was going to handle the situation. Each
time was different. Once in a while, she guided a great bunch of men
who enjoyed having a woman as their guide, but most of the time, she
had to prove herself because she knew they believed a man was better
at it and knew the area better than she did. But by the end of a trip,
she was almost always complimented on her knowledge of the area
and how good a guide she was at finding the game they came to hunt.
They told her she was a professional, and usually every man came
away with a kill they came for.

Well, no time for speculation, she mused as she placed one foot in
front of the other and headed across the bridge. She had a job to do
and hadn't she told Brad yesterday it was important to her, that she
loved guiding hunting trips? Besides, it was too late now for the men to
turn away from their hunt, she couldn't or wouldn't either and she
wouldn't let a slight fear of heights keep her from doing what she loved.

The money was non-refundable once she arrived at the place
where she picked up the hunters. They would either like her or hate the
idea of a woman on a hunting trip in what they called 'their' wilderness.
She’d almost decided to wait to tell them she was their guide until later



that day as they headed further up the mountain and closer to the drop
camp, but knew they would be even madder if she didn't tell them right
away. So at the beginning of every hunt, she had to explain herself
before they headed up the trail by horseback. She didn't want to wait
to see their reaction when they got to drop camp; it was better to get it
out of the way now.

As she walked further on, she watched the five men standing
around the horses and their hunting gear. She saw a few worried looks
and out-right stares aimed in her direction. Lyn knew men firmly
believed that women and hunting didn't mix, and a look on the face of
one of the men made her really nervous. Why? She knew what she was
capable of doing, had been doing for quite some time now, but for
some reason, she would have to prove herself extra hard with this
group.

She was getting closer with each step she took and knew the
inevitable confrontation with the men was fast approaching. The one
with the cold hard stare was shaking Lyn to her core, but she couldn't
let them see it. If she wanted to earn their respect as a woman hunting
guide, she’d better get a grip on herself and look and act like a
professional. Prove her worth, one might say.

Mentally scolding herself for being so nervous, she stepped off the
last wooden plank of the bridge, glad she’d tried to conquer her phobia
and had won once again. No sweat was popping out on her upper lip
this time. Facing her fears, whatever they were, was the best way to
battle against them. She won another small battle with herself and
smiled as she headed for Carl, her father's long-time friend and right
hand man in the family business: Taylor's Outfitters and Guides.

“Hi, Carl. Are we all set to go?” She saw the concerned look in his
eyes. A look she was all too familiar with on their first day of guiding
when the men learned for the first time a woman was going to be their
guide. “I'm all right, Carl. Really. Everything will be fine.”

“Yes, I hope so—.” Carl didn't get a chance to finish what he was
saying before he was so rudely interrupted.
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

~ CHAPTER 2 ~
 
“Excuse me!” A loud, deep, sexy voice said behind her. “Where is

our guide?”
Lyn slowly and calmly turned around, mentally trying to prepare

herself for what was an inevitable confrontation. Instead, thoughts of
what she was going to say flew away like the wind when she came
face-to-face with the same intense brown eyes that mirrored her own.
For a few seconds, they had her mesmerized. She very lightly shook
her head and managed to look at the whole person behind those eyes.
But the man blatantly staring back at her made her uneasy. Why were
men capable of making someone nervous just by a look?

Men had greater nerve in public than women when it came to
looking over the opposite sex, and they made a woman feel as if she
were a piece of meat in a supermarket. This tall man started at her
head and finished at her toes, bringing his head back up to stare at her
face once more. This time, she decided she could stare back just as
hard and unyielding. Lyn wondered who would look away first. It wasn't
going to be her; she wanted to get a good look at such a devilishly
handsome man. Brand him in her mind.

He ended up being the first to look away; from her to Carl and as
he did, she continued her appraisal of him. He had dark brown hair that
rested at the back of his neck, inviting kissable lips above a smooth
shaven chin and a slight scar along his left jaw line. Her perusal didn't
stop there.

His gray chambray shirt was open at the neck, revealing a small,
dark mass of coarse, curly hair on his chest. She wondered for a
second if her hands would find it very soft and silky at the bottom of
what looked to be a very flat and well-muscled stomach. A red and
black-checkered wool jacket completed his upper torso ensemble. She
blinked several times and continued her mental adventure on down to
his waist.

His black denim jeans showed off his well-defined legs and his
smooth tight hips. Wonder what his butt looked like, she mused, but
didn't linger on the thought as she moved her eyes downward to look at
his feet. There, she saw nice, expensive black Dexter hiking boots. Lyn



wondered for a second what Brad would say or think if he saw what
she was doing—and in public in front of other men. Thoughts of Brad
tugged her back to reality.

When Lyn brought her eyes back up to his, she found he had
turned sideways and smiled at her. His voice told her he was annoyed
with her yet his eyes and smile said something else altogether. What
had come over her? What had made her look him over the way he had
done to her? She had never done anything so bold as that before,
especially in front of anyone else. Lyn blushed. His smile widened; he
enjoyed seeing her embarrass herself in front of him, she just knew it.
He was getting the best of her and she hated it.

This time, when he spoke, it was in a calmer, softer voice, “Can
you tell me where our guide is?”

Lyn inhaled a sharp breath before she spoke. She ran her hand
through her hair and replied, “I am.”

“Really!” he drawled. “You don't say. A woman is our guide,” Nic
exploded. He turned to his companions. “Can you believe it?”

He didn't wait for anyone to answer as he turned back to face
her. “Well, I'm not sure I can believe it. Lady, we paid a lot of money for
this hunting trip and I'm not about to throw it away on some broad who
thinks she knows how to guide. Besides, how could you know the
difference between the lines on the palms of your hands to the trails the
animals make in the forest?”

Carl opened his mouth to defend her, but Lyn stopped him. “I can
handle this, Carl. It 's about time I do.”

Lyn returned her attention to the handsome stranger, turning on
her most charming smile. “First off, I'm not a broad. Secondly, I'm sorry
you feel that way. And thirdly, I'm Lyn Taylor,” she said and held out
her hand for him to shake it. She really expected him to take it, thinking
him to be a gentleman by his looks. But she found his looks to be
deceiving when he didn't take the hand she offered him. She dropped
her hand back to her side. “And you must be—?”

“I don't think there's a need for introductions. I believe we are
owed an explanation and a refund. Your brochures didn't say anything
about a woman guide, so I'd say that's false advertisement.” Nic stood
with his arms folded at his chest, staring down at her, glaring.

“I see.” Lyn wanted to scream at this dim-witted twit who was too



handsome to fit his disposition. On the inside, she was boiling like a
volcano about to explode, but on the outside, she made herself appear
calm. Things never got settled in screaming matches. She knew she
could handle herself better because she was a professional and, for the
hundredth time, needed to prove it to yet another man.

She folded her arms across her chest. Lyn looked at the other
men and they all seemed to be waiting for an answer. Even Carl, who
stood quietly behind her to her left near his horse, pretending to check
the saddle. Minutes ticked by as she thought of what to tell this bullying
stranger. Even though she would love to tell him where he could go with
what he felt was owed to him, she couldn't risk losing the money from
this trip.

The business had been lagging for the past six years after her
mother, Victoria, died and her father, Sheldon, soon lost interest in
everything around him. Even the business. Since her plan to get him
involved again seemed to be working so far, she couldn't let her father
down. Couldn't lose the trust and respect from him in how well she and
her brother, Chris, had been taking care of Taylor's Outfitters and
Guides.

She had to ask herself how he would handle the situation like this.
It didn't matter though, because he wasn't a woman struggling to prove
herself capable of doing a man's job in an ever changing world, albeit a
little slow at doing so.

As much as she was beginning to dislike this man, she had to
convince the big oaf to stay. Again, she inhaled a few deep breaths and
cleared her throat, “I'm sorry you think we didn't advertise in good faith.
We never say who the guides are, we have so many. The hunters who
hire us are usually ones who return many times and once they get used
to a certain person guiding for them, they can, at the time of booking,
ask for that person again. You have never hunted here before or used
our company; so therefore, you have no idea who the best guide would
be for you. But apparently, you feel unfortunate to have gotten me and
I am sorry.”

Lyn paused to see if she was getting anywhere with him. His jaw
muscles stopped twitching and his stance was more relaxed. His eyes
were a bit more calm; but still looked like tiny swirling dirt devils on a
plowed farm.



“I think it might be better if I told you of my experience in guiding. I
started ten years ago and took over running the business six years
ago. During those six years, I did most of the guiding with the help of
my brother, Chris, who also guides hunts. I assure you, you will get
your money’s worth. We have had some most satisfied customers. I'm
sorry to say your deposit is non-refundable because supplies and
staples had to be purchased and camps set up. The brochure did say
you would have to cancel two weeks before in order for your deposit to
be returned.”

“I see. Is it too late to get another guide?” Nic asked.
“I'm afraid that would be impossible. We've been booked solid

since opening day several weeks ago. All of our guides are on other
hunts at the other two camps we have. Besides, we have five guides,
so I'm sorry there isn't anyone else for you.”

He didn't speak again for a few minutes. Lyn gave him time to let
what she said sink in and she noticed he was trying to figure a way out
of this. She also noticed he was no different from any other man who
had her as their guide for the first time. But he seemed the most
agitated by it. Did he hate women in general or didn't like them out
hunting and doing what he considered a man's job?

As he turned to look back at the other men, she let her gaze fall
to his back side. Hmmmm, mmmmm, she was right. He filled out those
jeans real nice. She loved to look at a man's butt; it was what turned
her on about them. Mentally, she compared his to Brad's. Whatever
Brad put on his lower torso, he never seemed to have a butt that would
fill out any pair of pants. She wondered what had attracted her to him
in the first place.

But this man filled out his jeans so...so..., she couldn't think of the
right word, but it didn't matter, because she brought her head back up
as she saw him turn to look at her. She didn't want to be caught
staring at his back side.

She saw him glance at Carl, back at her and knew what he was
going to ask before he said anything.
 


