Kyra's eyes fluttered open. She fully expected to see trees or the sky, since she sort of remembered passing out. Her vision was blurry at first and her eyes could not focus on anything. Blinking furiously her vision started to clear up and finally her surroundings came into focus and she saw...the inside of a log cabin? She closed her eyes shut tight and shook her head, trying to clear up her confusion. She winced. The shaking made her head throb. “Great, I've got a headache,” she thought to herself, starting feeling just a bit sorry for herself.

She opened her eyes again and scanned the room she was in. It was definitely a log cabin, made of heavy brown oak logs. The room looked nice and cozy and she was comfortably warm under the blanket she was hugging. She noticed a dresser across the room and a well used chair in the far corner. There was no other furniture, yet it didn't feel as though the room was empty. The lack of furniture seemed natural. It seemed right somehow. “Where am I,” the thought going through her mind over and over again. She sort of remembered walking through a forest, so she expected to wake up seeing trees, maybe the sky, but certainly not the inside of somebody's cabin.

Fear started to set in. Exactly whose cabin is this? For a second she thought that maybe they finally captured her, but she discounted that thought immediately. She wouldn't be kept this comfortable if that were the case. A cold and clammy dungeon would be closer to what to expect if that had come to pass. She looked down at herself again and where she was. The bed was large and comfortable. She was still wearing her clothes and the blanket with which she was covered truly was comfortable and cozy. Whoever brought her here had to be friendly and not one of her enemies.

Deciding to check who else she was sharing this cabin with, she climbed out of bed and quietly walked to the door and opened it. The bedroom she was in opened into a short hallway with a living room to the left. Kyra stepped out of the room and walked into the living room as quietly as she could.

She didn't get a chance to look around the room. Her eyes fell on the floor in front of the fireplace. There was a man lying in front of it. Dead? No, she saw the steady rise and fall of his chest indicating he was sleeping. He looked peaceful, too.

She stood there for several minutes observing him. He had dark brown hair and had a muscular build. He hadn't shaved in a few days which made him look several years older than he really was. All in all he was quite handsome and she wondered what his eyes would be like. She chastised herself for even wondering such a thing at a time like this. Though blue eyes would be nice she thought to herself again. Should she wake him up, or let him wake up of his own accord?

She didn't have to wonder for very long or even decide on a course of action. As if on cue his eyes opened as if he sensed her inability to make a decision and he decided to make it easy on her.

XXXXXXXXXX

As Lance opened up his eyes he held his breath with a start. She was standing at the other end of the room of him, pretty much staring at him. He had hoped to wake up before she did because he wanted to avoid what was happening just now: caught sleeping like that. He felt a bit foolish.

Caught off guard and not knowing what to say just now, he sat up and smiled at her. “Hi there, I see you're awake.” he said, stating the obvious. It seemed like a good way to start. “How are you feeling? Are you okay?”

Kyra managed a small smile. “I'm okay, aside from a slight headache.”

“Why don't you have a seat?” Lance suggested, indicating another well used and worn chair across the room. “My name is Lance, by the way.”

Kyra smiled her thanks, walked over to the chair and took a seat. “I'm Kyra,” she began. She then took a deep breath, wanting to ask a great many questions but was unsure where exactly to start. “The last thing I seem to remember was walking through what I think was a forest. Then everything becomes vague and the next thing I know is waking up in your bed.” She looked puzzled and Lance got the distinct impression that confusion was not a feeling she felt often and she seemed to have a hard time displaying the emotion. “Where am I? How did I get here?” she continued.

Lance recounted the events as he knew them. He told her how she came stumbling out from the trees in a daze and collapsed onto the trail. He told her how he tried to wake her and when that failed that he brought her over to his cabin a few hours ago. “Then you woke up just now and that's it.”

“What's this waterfall where you found me called again?” she asked. She tried to assimilate all the information he had given her but it was rather overwhelming. The part where she apparently collapsed bothered her a great deal. She was not prone to collapsing at random. She also couldn't recall what possibly could have caused that.

“The waterfall is called Silverton Falls. It really is a beautiful area. You should see it someday.” He smiled, hoping his feeble attempt at humor would put her at ease.

“Thanks for rescuing me,” Kyra said in reply to all this. In fact she was grateful for his help. If only she could put it to words. She still couldn't think very clearly.

An uncomfortable silence descended upon the room and Lance felt awkward. He got up and went over to a cabinet. He got two cups and poured them each a cup of water. He handed Kyra a cup. “You're probably thirsty. This is fresh glacier water and as such saturated with minerals. A cup or two of it should clear up your head in no time and take the edge off your headache.”

Kyra gave him a warm smile. “Thank you, Lance. You really are very kind to help me. Tell me, how exactly did you bring me here?”

Lance grinned. “Since you were unconscious, I carried you here. Walking wasn’t an option for you.” He stated this matter-of-factly, realizing his strange sense of humor might be lost on her and instead have the opposite effect. It wouldn't have been the first time it happened.

Kyra couldn’t help but chuckle at that. Of course he carried her. She should have known, it only made sense.

“Did you see anybody else when you found me?” she asked suddenly quite worried. She tried to keep the fear out of her voice at least, but didn't entirely succeed either.

Lance looked a little puzzled. Was somebody after her? “No, I didn’t see anybody. I listened for a while for any sound, thinking you might have been with somebody but I didn't hear anybody. You were the only one there.” 

Kyra breathed a sigh of relieve and sat back down on the chair, giving Lance a smile of thanks. Doubt still gnawed at her though. She didn’t know Lance at all and if he truly would be able to hear those who were after her. She tried to mask this feeling of doubt as best as she could. She would not give Lance any reason to ask more questions on the topic. She could not answer any of them in order to protect him, but being forced to evade any questions would come over as rude. Luckily for her, Lance didn't press the matter as he sensed her not wanting to talk about the subject and het let it drop.

“What is it like to live here in the mountains?” she asked after a few minutes of silence had passed. This stranger had piqued her curiosity and she wanted to know more about him. And he has blue eyes too she noted, changing colors depending on what he talked about. Mood eyes, she realized and smiled at it. Not many people had mood eyes. She was one of very few herself with such eyes. “What is it like to live here in the mountains, Lance?” she asked a few minutes later. Lance smiled brightly in response and his mind seemed to wander off when she asked the question. He became more relaxed and she noticed with surprise that his eyes turned every so slightly turquoise, her favorite color. “I don't actually live here year round,” he started. “It gets very cold in the winter months. That, coupled with extraordinary amounts of snow and the dangers of avalanches make this area very inhospitable in winter time. I spend a great deal of time here in the spring and summer, though I don't live here permanently. I wish I could, though, but I'm afraid worldly responsibilities prevent me from living my life as a hermit here.” He smiled at the thought. The idea of being her all the time, just him, nature and the animals he considered better friends than most people he knew, was vastly appealing to him.

“Being here in the midst of the forest with mountains in the backyard gives me a profound sense of peace and belonging. The mountains don't care about my problems and the issues the world deals with. They were here long before I was born and they still will be here long after I am gone. With that knowledge comes perspective. My troubles may seem huge, but really they are not. It is one of the reasons I come here so often. To remind me of those facts.”

“And,” he continued with a grin, “animals are much better friends than most people I know. They listen well, don't put up with crap and don't hold grudges longer than necessary. Among other things.” He smiled after he gave his opinions on people in general and looked as if he had just shared a secret truth with her that nobody else would be privy to. Oddly enough, she saw the truth in his words. People in general were not the smartest species around, or the easiest to get along with. With that simple proclamation he just made she came to the conclusion Lance would be worth the time and effort getting to know. And those eyes. She also noticed she stopped chastising herself for being so drawn to his blue eyes. Blue most of the time anyway.

“Lance? Could you please bring me back to where you found me? It is imperative that I go back as soon as possible.” She didn’t mention the part where she feared for both of their lives while she was with him. He did not deserve to be put in danger because of her. She most likely owed her life to him. She could never repay him as it was. The least she could do is get as far away from him as possible and as fast as possible, to spare his life.

Lance looked at her for a second, seeing a very intent look on her face. He realized he would not be able to argue the wisdom of her request, but he had to try anyway, to make himself feel better. He knew her answer already though. “Are you sure you’re up for it? It probably will take us half an hour to an hour to get back to Silverton Falls, and the terrain is quite rugged. Do you feel you have enough strength to make it?”

Kyra replied with a steady and firm voice, “Yes, I feel fine. I will make it.” In truth, she wasn’t so sure. She felt very weak still and the idea of an hour struggling over rugged terrain did not appeal at all to her. She imagined the feel of the duvet again and wanted to remain in bed more than anything in the world. She didn’t even so much as glance at the duvet, lest she gave away her true feelings to him. To emphasize her point, she stood up and went to get her jacket, ignoring the weak feeling in her legs. “Let’s go now, please.”

