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DESCRIPTION

	 

	Miranda is a small-town nurse who had to grow up quickly when she lost her mother in her teens, becoming the adult to her father who has never recovered from the loss. 

	 

	Jacob is a confirmed bachelor whose easy-going lumberjack lifestyle leaves his parents frustrated and begging for him to settle down. 

	 

	When their fathers enter into an agreement that throws Miranda and Jacob together into an unconventional engagement, they decide to turn the tables on their parents to teach them a lesson. Miranda, the science nerd in high school, will have to team up with Jacob, the high school jock, if they are going to pull off a ploy that will convince everybody they are in it for real and push everyone to the edge as the Big Day approaches. 

	 

	But what if the ruse becomes too real? Will Miranda and Jacob find, in the end, that the joke’s on them?

	 

	 


 

	Bride For The Lumberjack

	 

	 

	CHAPTER 1

	 

	Miranda

	 

	I roll over, my hand reaching for my cell phone to shut off the offensive alarm that is so rudely interrupting my sleep. Why did I agree to work a double shift yesterday? The next day is always hell. Oh, yeah. Angie’s daughter had a recital. Being single and having no kids, I’m always the first person anyone tries to hit up to fill their shift. I guess I shouldn’t complain, though. After all, I need the money.

	Walking into the living room, I find my father asleep on the sofa, the television on some random channel. Sighing, I turn it off and place a blanket over him. As I tuck the edges around him, I can smell the whiskey. Sniffing slightly, I can also detect the scent of cigar smoke. I know what that means. It’s probably a good thing I took that extra shift.

	I start the coffee brewing before I take my shower. Afterward, I shrug into my robe, pulling it tightly around me against the chill in the air. It’s cold this late September morning. I should probably turn on the heat, but I always put it off as long as I can. Once I turn it on, it’s a slippery slope from there. Montana winters can test a person. We have a Franklin wood stove. Normally, our neighbor’s son would cut us a few cords of wood from their property and give to us each year, knowing our finances are tight. Sadly, he graduated from college several months ago and has moved across the country, so we’re on our own this year.

	Pouring myself a cup of coffee, I wonder how good or bad Poker Night was. My guess is it was bad. If it had been good, he would have come home last night waking me and the neighbors up with his cheers. No. My hopes are low.

	After eating a slice of toast and a banana, I finish getting ready. Pulling my auburn hair into a ponytail, I apply the most basic of makeup. As a nurse in the emergency department at Bourneville Medical, I know all of my efforts will probably be erased before lunchtime. It hardly seems worth the effort.

	As I start to walk out the door, I pause and gaze at my father’s sleeping form. He is snoring softly, his face slack in sleep. I wonder how long can he continue like this? How long can we continue? Between his gambling debts and my student loans, we’re barely able to make ends meet. For every step forward, it seems like we take two steps back. I can’t really be mad at him, though. I miss her, too.

	Walking out to the car, there is a slight coat of frost on the windshield of Old Bessie. That’s what I call her, our beloved Buick Regal circa 1998. She’s been a loyal family member, but I’m afraid her days are becoming numbered. I wipe the light layer of ice off the windshield and windows before getting in and trying to coax Old Bessie to life. With much reluctance, she coughs and sputters until her motor kicks into a steady rhythm, and I sigh with relief. At least she’s trying to help out.

	 

	***

	 

	It’s pretty quiet when I arrive at the hospital and clock in. That’ll change as the day gets going. At least it’s the day shift. I’m always leery of the night shift. That’s when the crazy stuff always happens: drunk drivers, domestic abuse, drugs, other unmentionables. The worst thing is that in a small town, I will likely run into them in the grocery store afterward. I know more than I ever want to know about what goes on behind closed doors in Bourneville.

	“I hope you got a good night’s sleep once you finally got home last night.” Jenny, my best friend and co-worker, says as I enter the breakroom to put my lunch in the refrigerator.

	“You heard, huh?” I say grimacing.

	She nods. “Car full of teenagers after the Friday night football game. From what I hear, it’s lucky there were any survivors at all.”

	The driver of the car was killed instantly. I think about the teenage girl who was flown by helicopter to Billings, her injuries too severe to be treated at Bourneville. “Let’s hope all the rest of them make it.”

	The morning passes with a variety of cases. One patient arrives with the onset of a heart attack. Another decided, in a drunken state, that it would be fine to pet the raccoon that kept visiting his outdoor cat’s food dish. After six separate intramuscular injections of the rabies vaccine and financial counseling on his insurance coverage (or lack thereof), I think he is now regretting his bold move the night before.

	“You have a patient in Room 2, Miranda,” one of the nurses says as she passes by me. I hear her mutter “lucky you” as she walks away.

	Taking the chart from the door, I flip through it. It doesn’t look too bad. Knocking on the door, I wait for the patient’s acknowledgment before entering.

	“Come on in,” the voice says from behind the door.

	As I walk in, I look up from my chart to see that my patient is none other than Jacob Stinson. Dear Lord, he’s gotten even more handsome, as if that were possible. He raises his head as I enter, pushing a light brown lock from his forehead to reveal startlingly blue eyes.

	“Mr. Stinson, I’m your attending nurse. My name is …”

	“Miranda Riley,” he finishes for me. “I remember you from high school.” He grins charmingly. “You were in my Biology class.”

	I was in quite a few more, but the only time he ever talked to me was to pick on me. I’m surprised he even knows my name. I was a science nerd. After my mother died of an aneurysm when I was a freshman in high school, I buried myself in science and healthcare studies, wanting to help people since I had been unable to help my own mother.

	Shaking the dark thoughts from my mind, I find Jacob studying me curiously as if knowing my thoughts went elsewhere. “So, you hurt your ankle?” I ask, trying to get my brain back on track. “What were you doing when the injury occurred?”

	“Would you believe me if I told you I was trying to save a puppy from a falling tree?” he asks. Damn! That’s so cheesy it’s almost cute. Almost.

	I look down at my notepad, ignoring him. “The truth will help more.”

	Sighing, he gets serious. “One of our crew was in the fall line, a newbie. I made a mistake on the cut, and it was falling a few feet from the mark. When I realized what was happening, I ran up and pushed him out of the way. I almost made it out, but I tripped and got caught by some of the branches.”

	“Is that why you have blood on your shirt?” I ask. “Looks like it’s not just your ankle that’s injured.”

	Jacob glances down at his shirt. “I really hadn’t noticed it.” He unbuttons his shirt, pushing the material aside. “Is it bad? Am I gonna live?”

	I have to tear my eyes away from his muscled torso. He has a gash across one side, but it’s already beginning to clot. Still, I have to mess with him a little. “I’ll let you ask the doctor that question. I’m leaning toward not.”

	Lord, please don’t let him tell my supervisor what I just said! I couldn’t help it though. His ego needed a shake-up!

	“Are you coming back?” he calls as I walk out.

	I look at him over my shoulder. “If he says you’re gonna live, I’ll be happy to discharge you.”

	When I close the door, I lean back against it. I am so fired if he rats me out!

	Angie, another nurse, comes up to me. “Who is that? He’s so cute!”

	I roll my eyes. “Trust me. He knows it.”

	“What’s wrong with a little confidence?” She tucks her arm into mine. “Seriously! Who is he? I’ve lived here for five months and haven’t met one guy worth a second look.”

	“His name is Jacob Stinson. He was a year ahead of me in high school.” I really wish she would leave it alone. She’s quickly getting on my nerves.

	Angie’s gaze flits toward the room he’s in, her eyes taking on a predatory light. “Maybe you can introduce us?”

	That’s it! I pull away from her. “I barely know him. You’d do better on your own.” Knowing her, she’ll try it. She can say she hasn’t met anybody, but it hasn’t been for a lack of effort. They’ll make a great couple.

	A few minutes later, Dr. Allred comes out of Jacob’s room, signaling me over.

	I walk up to him. “How’s the patient?”

	“He said for me to be sure and tell you he’s gonna make it. Apparently, you were a little doubtful,” Dr. Allred says with a grin. “It’s just a sprain. I’ve given him a prescription for an anti-inflammatory and pain reliever for his ankle, plus an antibiotic for the cuts he sustained. His ankle needs to be wrapped and his wounds cleaned. After that, he’s good to go.”

	I take the chart from the doctor and knock before entering the room.

	“Did the doc tell you not to call the coroner yet?” he asks with a laugh. His shirt is now all the way off, and he’s down to his boxers. I want to turn and run out of the room. I have to remind myself I’m a professional. I’ve seen plenty of men in less than this and never felt awkward. So why is this so unnerving? It’s not like I’ve ever liked him. He always seemed too full of himself when we were in high school. I doubt much has changed.

	“Yes,” I tell him as I take some gauze pads and douse them

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
