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      She came to close his factory. He’s determined to open her heart.

      When tough-as-nails CEO Jordan Harris arrives in Getaway Bay to sell her struggling cheese plant, she’s ready to make the hard call—no matter who gets hurt. But Travis Thomas, the loyal plant manager, won’t let her walk away without a fight.

      A surprise storm strands them on a deserted island, forcing two opposites to rely on each other to survive. As sparks fly and walls fall, Jordan starts to see the man behind the numbers—and the heart behind the business she planned to shut down.

      But when rescue comes, will she save the factory... or the love she never saw coming?

      Enemies to lovers. Forced proximity. One last chance at something real.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

        

      

    

    
      Jordan

      Selling her father’s pride and joy was the last thing Jordan Harris wanted to do. Nothing could make her excited about it, not even the Getaway Bay, Hawaii meeting spot for the arrangement.

      Plus, she hated the humidity. Hated with the passion of a thousand particles of hot sand.

      Her first time in the Hawaiian Islands shouldn’t be filled with negativity, yet she couldn’t help it. Nothing was going the way she wanted and now that she was getting closer to the meeting, she had to worry about her hair and the way she looked.

      Jordan sighed, tracing her fingers nervously through her fighting hair. She never allowed the natural curl to come out. After only six hours in the island’s humidity since landing on Oahu and then another flight to the big island, she had a nervous frustration that she had lost control of the mass. Once she lost it, she would never be able to regain it. She tugged on a curling tress and scowled, pulling her rolling suitcase along the marble tile behind her.

      The plush lobby of the luxury resort promised change and possibility with set up lounges, open floor plans, and an easy-going sensation to the formality of the five-star, five-diamond resort. If she weren’t there because of the business trip, she wouldn’t have come. That fact made her sad. Why did she focus on business so much when there was an entire world out there for her to discover?

      She could do anything, if she just had the opportunities that money would offer her. Money without debt would be the best thing for her future – for the future of the employees at Harris Cheese and Dairy, Inc. Jordan owed it to them to at least try to keep the company afloat. Unfortunately, in this instance, she had to sell the company. Afloat meant she wasn’t at the helm. As sad as that made her, she had to tough it out and do what was best for them.

      She tried not to stumble as she crossed through the lobby. Emotionally, she wasn’t ready for the trip. She didn’t want to face what was expected of her. To do what was right. She paused in front of the bank of elevators, taking a shaky breath as she pushed the up button. She ignored her reflection in the shiny stainless steel

      A soft ding announced the lift’s arrival and she nodded at some kind of internal pep talk she hadn’t quite figured out the words to. A man in a navy-blue suit stepped on moments after her. She turned and faced the front of the elevator, smiling pleasantly as he nodded her way.

      A good-looking man with blond hair and striking eyes, he lifted his left hand and adjusted his tie. Twinkling under the lights of the lift, a wedding band caught Jordan’s eye. Of course, he was married. Jordan wasn’t only unlucky in business, but also in love. The man motioned toward the box strapped to the carry-on luggage. “That’s a large chunk of Harris cheese. Do you always travel with it?”

      Startled, Jordan glanced down at the sample box she’d brought with her to display the goods to the potential buyers, Sampson and Stinson. Splaying her hand, she shook her head, mindful that her curls were slowly getting out of control. “No, these are for a potential buyer of my company.” She glanced at him, taking in his curious gaze. “Would you like to try some? There’s no way they’ll eat all of this.” One thing Jordan was proud of was her father’s cheese. He’d known his stuff, leaving a legacy behind she couldn’t possibly live up to.

      Jordan slid the top of the oak-barrel box open and reached inside the shoebox sized container. She pulled out a packet of samples featuring eight of their best cheeses; gouda, Havarti, sharp cheddar, bleu, mozzarella, feta, pepper jack, and a simple mild cheddar. They had other specialties like a wine-infused cheddar spreadable cheese, but to get a real taste for the business, they just needed exposure to the bread and butter of their products.

      The packets held one-inch squares of the cheeses, labeled with their age, name, and the logo of Harris Cheese and Dairy. They were organized in a small cardboard box and then wrapped in more cellophane. She handed one package over to the man who took it with a question in his eyes.

      Jordan slid the lid shut and stood, flipping her annoying hair behind her shoulder. Laughing, she waved her fingers at the cheese packet. “I’m not hitting on you or anything. I can see you’re married. I just love sharing my dad’s cheese. I promise, a little slice of the cheddar and you’ll feel like you were there and wish you had been.” She winked and looked back at the digital numbers announcing the floors they passed.

      “Thank you, that was very kind.” Humor twinkled in the man’s eyes. He glanced up as the door dinged, announcing their arrival on the concierge floor.

      Stepping off the lift, she tipped her hand back at him and smiled. “Have a nice day.”

      “Good luck with your sale.” The man lifted the packet in a wave as the doors slid shut, obscuring him from view.

      Jordan’s smile slipped from her lips. “Thanks.” Selling. That’s right, she was supposed to be selling. For some reason his wishes for good luck slammed it back into reality. Mentioning it to him had been like a mere breath, just part of her words and didn’t really seem to have any real consequence.

      Good luck on her sale. A huge part of her wished it wasn’t going to happen – that part was her heart and didn’t get a huge chunk of playing field in the decision department. She took another huge breath and retightened her grip on the handle of her luggage. Her side purse swung softly at her side. She hadn’t unhooked it from around her neck and right shoulder since leaving Oregon late the night before.

      Approaching the concierge club room, Jordan rehearsed in her head over and over her introduction. Hello, I’m Jordan Harris, CEO and current owner of Harris Cheese and Dairy, Incorporated. Please, try some cheese. No, maybe she wouldn’t lead with try some cheese. She blinked hard. That shouldn’t be her main concern right then.

      The club room doors pushed open with little pressure on the handle. A whisper of the panel gliding across the carpet was the only sound. Should she have knocked or something?

      Inside, the chairs and tables set up in small groups around the room were empty. Even the concierge desk stood isolated with no one in the main seat. Jordan stopped abruptly. Lifting her wrist, she glanced at the dainty silver watch on her wrist. True, she had to be one of the last people alive that actually relied on a watch to tell time, but it was a piece she couldn’t function without.

      Two-thirty-three in the afternoon, according to local time. She’d set the watch to the correct time on the plane when she’d asked a flight attendant what the time was in Getaway Bay. Two-thirty-three. She’d thought she was running a bit behind, but she was still twelve minutes early. Just because she preferred to always be early, didn’t mean anyone else did. It was a discourtesy, but not a deal breaker.

      The buyers weren’t Jordan’s concern. She had twelve-minutes to produce the head manager of the Oregon ranch into the concierge club room when the meeting was supposed to start, or she would be met with a lot of questions from the buyers that she would have no way to answer. While she was raised in the business, she didn’t know the current operations.

      Not only did she want to get the meeting over with, but she wanted to spend as little time with the ranch manager as possible. “Where are you, Travis Thomas?” She tapped the toe of her Mary Jane heels and folded her arms. She couldn’t stare at her watch, and yet, she couldn’t not watch the time. What kind of an impression would it leave, if they weren’t both there on time?

      Plus, now that she was there in the club room, landed safely in Getaway Bay, and not rushing or trying to squash her emotions about the sale, Jordan could study the butterflies in her stomach. Travis Thomas. He started at Harris Cheese and Dairy, Inc. as a stable boy and back when the company’s official name was Harris and Son. Just Harris and Son. Back when Jordan’s older brother had been interested in running the business.

      Back before the family fallout when he’d left the family in a lurch.

      Jordan had been in high school, still gangly with shiny braces and frizzy hair she could never figure out how to control. At the farm, she’d helped out, sitting with the cows. Cooing and petting the baby calves had actually been her job. She’d been paid to show up and be around the business, even though she would never actually be on the name plate.

      The business name change had been a slap at Bryson, her brother, and things in the family had been on the rocks ever since. The easiest way to describe it was to say she went from being one of two children to being considered an only child.

      She’d escaped the family drama around the animals and great people at the farm. Travis had always been there, friendly and helpful, moving up through the ranks. Always off-limits and that was fine by Jordan. She didn’t believe in mixing business with pleasure. She couldn’t. There was too much at stake with regards to the business. As long as she stuck to her plan, everyone would be fine.

      Every summer since, she’d seen him at the company and, annoyingly, he’d only gotten better looking with age with his dark hair and even darker, somber eyes. He didn’t seem to have much regard for her, though, which was fine. It was all fine. She didn’t care that he pretty much ignored her whenever she was around. Jordan didn’t need to worry about Travis and what he thought of her. She didn’t need to worry about him at all. She needed to focus on selling the company and improving the lives of those around Harris Farms.

      Squashing the butterflies flapping around her stomach, Jordan focused on the upcoming meeting. She needed Travis there for one thing – to be her expect on the ranch. That was all. Then he could go back to Harris Farms and Jordan could do something else. She couldn’t go back home after selling the family business and property. She had nowhere to go back to after she sold the land and everything.

      Stepping further into the room, Jordan looked around. Cream colored walls and carpeting subdued the bright splashes of coral and sea green on the pillows arranged on the couches. A trio of flat screen televisions hung discreetly from the wall perpendicular to the concierge counter. Set up on the cream and gold granite were a coffee service and a glass dome covered silver tray filled with cookies and brownies.

      Loose leaf tea in large glass containers took up the space on the other side of the counter with glass coffee mugs etched with the Sweet Breeze logo.

      How was it possible that Jordan was all alone in there? Not one sign of anyone else coming or preparations for a meeting. Nothing.

      The smell of hibiscus flowers subtly gave the room a tropical feel while being fairly neutral in atmosphere. Her hair stopped fighting her, and Jordan reached up, running her fingers through the long strands again and again. She had to at least try to get the tresses into some semblance of straightening.

      Her phone buzzed and she released the handle of the luggage to check her phone. Pulling the cell from the side pocket of her small purse, Jordan rolled her eyes at the text from Travis.

      

      
        
          
            
              
        I’m in the lobby. They won’t tell me where to meet you since I don’t have a room here. Can you come get me?

      

      

      

      

      

      

      She had to seriously run and fetch Travis like she was some kind of messenger girl or something. The only way she knew it was Travis revolved around direct texts from him for more information before leaving for the business trip. He hadn’t called her by her name or even said anything remotely charming.

      Her lessons learned; 1. Travis was better looking than he’d been when he first started at Harris Farms; 2. His charm hadn’t stayed with him.

      Jordan couldn’t help wondering what else had changed.

      She glanced at her wrist again, noting that only a minute had passed on the dime-sized face. Okay, she had time to run down to the lobby and retrieve Travis. She wouldn’t mind checking in with the receptionist to see where the concierge was. Maybe they had a different room on the club floor for meetings. If that was the case, then Jordan needed to find out where that room was.

      Why didn’t Travis have a room at Sweet Breeze? Where did he think he was staying? He wasn’t staying with her. Maybe she needed to get him a room, too. He was there for business. The company could certainly pay for him to have a room while he was there on business. She thought for sure the accountant had given him the information he needed, but it was the first time she’d overseen any business trips for Harris Cheese and Dairy, Inc.

      

      
        
          
            
              
        I’m on my way.

      

      

      

      

      

      

      What if he had texted her to go out to eat or something? She thought she’d banished those girlhood crushing fantasies a long time ago, but apparently not. Even a fleeting thought of a possibility had her shaking her head. She didn’t need to be ridiculous.

      Jordan tucked the cellphone back into the side of her purse and turned back to the door. She had only a few minutes to get downstairs, snag Travis, check with the receptionists, and get back up there with time to set up the cheese. She could do it. There wasn’t a lot to do.

      She took a deep breath and stepped smartly into the hallway and back toward the elevators. Watch out, Travis Thomas. Jordan Harris is all grown up and not taking any lip from anyone. Hopefully, her hair didn’t get any crazy ideas.
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      Travis

      Travis Thomas ran his fingers through his thick, wavy hair. The one trait his Italian grandfather hadn’t been responsible for. No, Travis’s thick hair came from his mother’s Irish side. His temper came from his grandfather.

      “I’m sorry, sir. We don’t have any reservations in the concierge club rooms for this afternoon.” The blonde receptionist smiled prettily at him, as if she knew just how to curve her lips and bat her lashes. Of course, she did. She worked in hospitality. They were trained on making sure the guest was always taken care of.

      Nodding tightly, Travis lifted his beeping phone. Jordan Harris would be right there. Adding to Travis’s frustration was the fact that he’d had to contact Jordan at all. The woman had no idea what she was even doing and yet, there she was, running the show.

      How was that just? He’d worked for years to get into the position he was in and now he had to answer to the teenage girl who had stared after him with doe eyes as he’d worked in the stalls, the girl who had gone off to college and returned with a Master’s Degree in Business but no experience working with the people or running a company. Both things Travis had extensive knowledge in.

      Smiling distractedly at the receptionist, Travis turned from the granite counters and hiked his backpack higher on his shoulder. They were only supposed to be there a couple hours for the meeting and then Travis planned on returning home.

      A text from Bartholomew, his assistant-supervisor, kept Travis from anxiously scanning the lobby of the resort.

      
      
        
          
            
              
        It wouldn’t be the first time you were railroaded by the Harris family.

      

      

      

      

      

      
      Travis closed his eyes and nodded, clenching his jaw at the memory. When the elder Harris had died within the last year, Travis had expected to be made into Operations Manager of the entire Harris company. He’d been preparing for the position his entire time with the farm. The jarring announcement that Jordan would be taking over and calling the shots had split open all of Travis’s dreams.

      The boss’s daughter hadn’t been there during their discussions and plans. She wouldn’t know what was needed in the spring or in the fall. The last thing she would know to watch for was the lowing of the cows when they were anxious about the weather or a predator. No, Jordan Harris would look at her graphs and her spreadsheets and she would turn the entire company on its head.

      Exactly as she was doing now.

      Travis moved across the lobby and leaned against a column made out of some kind of rock – not marble and not granite, but filled with a shiny material that made it look iridescent. He rubbed at his forehead, tired after the long day of travel and not looking forward to the night he had ahead of him in
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