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      ELYSE

      

      “What do you mean I didn’t get the job?” I’m sure I’ve heard the woman behind the front desk of Mountain View Lodge wrong.

      “I’m sorry, you weren’t the candidate we hired,” she says kindly.

      I squint my eyes to read her nametag better. “Kiera, I’ve traveled a very long way for this job. I can assure you...” I dig through my bottomless purse until I come up with my phone. I should really learn to travel lighter, but that’s a worry for another time. “…that I have the email to prove it.”

      I can feel the pity lingering in Kiera’s eyes as I scroll through my inbox. She thinks I’m wrong, but I’m going to show her I’m not crazy. I didn’t fly all the way to Alaska to work for the Ryker Harrison only to get turned away at the front desk. Not when I have the congratulatory email to back up my claim.

      My fingers are still trembly and nervous at the prospect of meeting the social media sensation, but eventually I find the email I’ve bookmarked. “Here.” I hand Kiera my phone. “Proof.”

      When I first saw the post on Ryker Harrison’s website about a summertime assistant, I didn’t hesitate to apply. So what if I’ve never really been the outdoorsy type? I’m a quicker learner. Besides, I’ve lived vicariously through Ryker’s Alaska Living videos for the past three years. Obviously, I absorbed something besides the way his biceps pop when he casts a fishing line. Or the way his smile can literally melt hearts. The truth is, I’m willing to do whatever outdoorsy things he asks so he won’t regret hiring me.

      With any luck, he’ll fall madly in love with me in the process.

      I just need to get through this small hiccup at the front desk so I can get to work.

      “Oh boy.” Kiera slides my phone back to me. “Elyse, was it?”

      I nod.

      “I’m afraid you were one of ten candidates sent the same email by mistake. We sent out a retraction within an hour.” Kiera’s chair rolls back as she stands. “Maybe that email went to your spam?”

      “A retraction?”

      Kiera nods. “Ryker’s assistant showed up yesterday.”

      “That can’t be.” I swiftly scroll through my junk email, my heart sinking when I see the we regret to inform you email for the first time. Tears form at the corners of my eyes. “This is, um,” I clear my throat, “embarrassing.”

      Not only am I not going to be working alongside the sizzling hot social media celebrity who’s won the internet, I’m also without a way home. Less than two hundred dollars remains in my bank account. Part of me was convinced I’d marry Ryker and never need to fly back. Worst case scenario, I was going to save my paychecks to cover the return trip at the end of the summer.

      “H—how much is a lodge room?”

      “Can you wait right here?” she asks, ignoring my question.

      I nod. It’s not like I can afford more than a night at the lodge, and then I might have no way to get back into town. How the hell am I going to earn enough money to fly home? I cringe at the thought of having to call my brother after the big fuss I made about taking this job in the first place. I don’t want to intrude on Will’s newfound happiness with my best friend over money troubles.

      “Elyse?” Kiera calls from a doorway opposite the front desk. “Can you please come here?”

      I swallow back my tears, hoping against hope that they’re going to tell me they hired the wrong assistant. That the job really is mine.

      “Elyse, this is my husband, Lane Harrison. He’s in charge of the hiring.”

      “I’m sorry about the mix up,” Lane says. “Ryker already has his assistant position filled. We had an email glitch, as my wife said. Our sincerest apologies for the mix up. I hear you’ve come a long way.”

      I bite my lower lip, hoping to ward off the tears, and simply nod.

      “That being said, I have another offer for you.”

      Hope ignites in my heart. “I’ll take it.”

      “You might want to hear what it is first,” Kiera says with a gentle smile. From what I’ve read up on the Mountain View Lodge, it’s owned by six Harrison brothers, and women are scarce. But I think Kiera might be someone I could call a friend. I’ve liked her since the moment I met her, even though she was delivering news I didn’t want to hear.

      “Dylan has been on my case for an assistant,” Lane explains.

      “Great!” I don’t care what brother needs help. Simply being allowed to stay gives me the opportunity I need to get closer to Ryker. Maybe I won’t be spending all day, every day with him, but it certainly helps being on the same property. Hell, being in the same time zone gives me a leg up where I didn’t have one before.

      “He’s a fishing guide,” Kiera adds.

      “Fishing?” I’ve never gone fishing in my life, and to be honest, I’ve never had the desire. The idea of handling slimy worms or spending all day sitting in a boat waiting for something to happen sounds utterly boring to me. But no way I’m going to turn down my only opportunity to stay. “Sign me up.”

      “It doesn’t pay much,” Lane adds, “but it includes free room and board.”

      “Perfect! Thank you so much, Mr. Harrison. You won’t regret this, I promise.”

      Lane and Kiera share amused smirks. “We only hope you don’t regret it,” Lane adds with a chuckle.

      Kiera touches my arm. “Dylan can be…”

      “A pain in the ass.”

      “Difficult.” Kiera looks to her husband. “Why don’t you go fetch Dylan? I’ll show Elyse to her room.”
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      DYLAN

      
      “Good news,” Lane calls out to me as soon as he enters my fishing shed. “I’ve hired you an assistant.”

      Slowly, I set the lure down I’ve been tying and look at my brother. I’m sure the words are a hoax. I’ve only been after him for a year. Hell, I asked him yesterday and he laughed in my face. “It better not be a talking bass,” I retort, remembering the Christmas gift he and Kiera got me last year. Everyone thought it was funny as hell—except me.

      Lane claps me hard on the shoulder. “It’s a real live human. Come see for yourself.”

      Maybe he’s telling the truth. “Took you long enough,” I mutter, abandoning the lures for later. If I really have an assistant, I’m turning over this tedious task to them first.

      “You could try thank you,” Lane says as I lock up the shed and follow him to the lodge.

      “I’m too suspicious for that. Why didn’t I get to interview anyone?”

      Lane shakes his head. “You can’t find an ounce of gratitude, can you?”

      I know there’s something he’s not telling me. But before I can drag it out of him, my attention is snagged by the curvy beauty waiting by the front desk. My heart lodges in my throat, and I suddenly can’t find words. I’m not even sure why I’m here until Lane speaks up.

      “Elyse, this is Dylan.”

      My gaze sweeps quickly over her curves, wishing I had more time to admire every inch of her. She looks amazing in those skinny jeans and silky white top. Her coppery hair brushes the edges of her shoulders, drawing my attention down to the low cut of her blouse. She reaches a hand out to me and I take it without thinking. An electrical current tingles at our touch, shooting right up my arm and straight down to my dick.

      “Dylan, this is your new assistant.”

      “Excuse me?” I’m certain I’ve heard Lane wrong. Though there are plenty of things my wild imagination has already played out in my head, Elyse as my assistant fishing guide isn’t one of them.

      “You wanted an assistant, I hired one for you.” Lane claps me on the shoulder as he heads for his office. “She’s yours for the summer.”

      Elyse wriggles her hand free from my grip. “There was a slight misunderstanding when I arrived,” she explains. “I thought I was working for Ryker. Lane offered me this instead.”

      Slowly, the pieces fall together. Elyse, like so many other young women, applied to be Ryker’s assistant. Lane must’ve felt bad that she showed up thinking she’d landed the job. Now I’m stuck with her. “Have you fished before?”

      “No.”

      I fold my arms over my chest. “Do you know anything about fishing?”

      “I’m a fast learner.”

      What a cluster fuck. The only reason I’m not telling her to get lost right now is because the thought of never seeing her again feels wrong. I don’t know who this stranger is, but she feels…important. I can’t explain it, but every instinct churning in my gut is telling me not to send her away.

      But she won’t be any use to me as an assistant. She has no experience where it counts. If I have to spend more time helping her than my clients, I’ll be run into the ground with exhaustion. As it is, I’m barely surviving now. Surely there’s another position Lane could find for her instead. “Wait here.”

      I slip into Lane’s office, and close the door behind me. “Is this a joke?”

      “Hardly.”

      “Lane, she’s never even gone fishing before.”

      “So teach her. Isn’t that your job?”

      I grip the edge of the chair opposite Lane and lean forward. “Usually people pay me to teach them. Not the other way around.”

      Lane leans back in his chair, folding his hands in his lap. Not the least bit intimated by my stance. He’s the only one it doesn’t work on. “Well, good thing it’s not coming out of your pocket then, isn’t it? Besides, you have a few days before your next group arrives. Should be plenty of time to show her the ropes.”

      “I thought you said we couldn’t afford an assistant.”

      “We
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