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      KIERA

      

      Alaska.

      I’ve never been anywhere more beautiful in my life.

      Or terrifying.

      This dirt road, winding its way up into the vast nothing of the mountains, definitely qualifies as terrifying. I’m banking on my GPS and its unflagging promise that there’s a lodge just one more mile ahead. If it’s wrong, I’ll likely get eaten by a bear.

      That’s not really how I want this whole adventure to end.

      In the beginning it was an adventure. An exciting one I spent months preparing for. For months, I worked three jobs, picking up every extra shift I could. I lived on ramen and scrambled eggs, saving every penny so I could follow my boyfriend on his crazy Alaskan dream. I thought showing up a week early was going to be a wonderful surprise.

      It was a surprise all right.

      For all three of us.

      Drake can have the floozy I caught him in bed with. I never should’ve trusted him. I ignored all the signs, blinded by the rapturous way he talked about fulfilling his dream to live in Alaska. I left behind all my friends, sold my car, and booked a one-way ticket.

      And now I’m stuck here.

      My rental car bounces along the rutted dirt road. I keep my fingers curled tight around the wheel. Tomorrow I have to take it back—in one piece. I can’t afford to keep it another day. I’m down to the last hundred bucks in my bank account, and I’ve been finding out the hard way that money doesn’t last long in the Last Frontier.

      I need this job.

      I risk a glance at my GPS as the road narrows and there’s still no sign of the lodge. When I look back up, I see the moose and scream. I slam on my brakes, but it’s not enough. I’m forced to swerve into the ditch to miss the beast.

      My shaky hands cling to the wheel as the moose saunters off into the woods, completely unaffected by my near-death experience.

      I don’t know how long I sit there paralyzed, but eventually warmth returns to my pale cheeks and my heartrate slows to something close to normal. I try to back the car out of the ditch, but the tires just spin. My knuckles are whiter than the snow on the mountain tops as I pry them from the wheel. “Okay, Kiera. Think.”

      Trembling hands make it hard to cradle my phone, but I manage. According to the GPS, the lodge is half a mile ahead, around a sharp curve. I squint my eyes, searching through the windshield for some hint of the massive log structure. But the woods are so thick I can’t see far at all.

      “Alaska, please don’t kill me. Not today.”

      I douse myself in bug spray, grab my purse and lightest bag, and prepare to march into the woods. I barely shove my door open when I hear the roar of a diesel engine. I’m not sure whether to feel relieved that I’m about to be rescued or terrified that I just made an axe murderer’s day.

      A massive truck pulls up alongside my car.

      Getting out of my car, I fold my arms and wait for the stranger to round his truck. I don’t know who I’m expecting—maybe some old gold miner with a white beard down to his elbows or a gruff man with a round belly full of moose meat—but it certainly isn’t the gorgeous man who greets me.

      He’s tall with the shoulders of a linebacker, a dark beard with hints of red, and all sex appeal. In his jeans, boots, and camo jacket, he’s everything an Alaskan man should be. If he’s an axe murderer, I’m suddenly thinking it’s not such a bad way to go.

      “What are you doing out here?” he asks, eyebrows drawn in obvious disapproval. It’s his harsh tone that knocks that sex appeal down a notch.

      “I have a job interview. At the lodge.”

      “And you drove that?” He points to my rental. It was the cheapest car I could get, and as a consequence, the most compact, tiny car they offered. Not ideal for back roads into the mountains. But it was this or walk.

      I fold my arms over my chest. “Couldn’t exactly take a bus out here.”

      “Get in.”

      “Excuse me?”

      “Get in my truck. I’ll take you to the lodge.” It’s the deep timbre of his voice that has my nipples tingling. As rude and irritating as this rugged man has proven to be in the two minutes I’ve known him, I can’t deny I’m insanely attracted to him. “Unless you want to miss your interview?”

      I scan my surroundings, realizing my odds of survival are slightly higher if I go with the annoyed hunky Alaskan man. “Let me just grab my bags.”

      “You won’t need them.”

      Slinging my lightest bag over my shoulder, I spin and narrow my gaze at him. “You don’t think I’m cut out for this, do you?”

      “I know you’re not.”

      “Then why bother with the ride?” I shouldn’t be so bold when everything is riding on this job. It comes with room and board, and that’s enough to help me sleep at night. Anywhere else I’ve applied has given me grief for not having an address. But it’s hard to get an address without income.

      “I’m giving you a ride so you can call a tow. Get in.”

      My fists clench at how easily I’m being dismissed, but I get in his truck anyway. Forget death by bears or moose. The mosquitos have decided my bug repellent is delicious. “Just who do you think you are, anyway?” I ask when he hops into the driver’s seat and closes the door.

      “Lane Harrison.”

      My heart stops in my chest and all my blood runs cold. “You’re interviewing me?”

      “No point anymore, is there?”

      After two deep breaths that do little to steady my ragged breathing, I pivot in my seat. Desperate times. “I came out here for an interview, Mr. Harrison. I know I may not look like much to you, but I promise you’ve never met a harder worker. Put me to the test. I promise I can handle anything you throw at me.”
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      LANE

      
      The last thing I need is a distraction.

      Kiera Michaels promises to be just that if I hire her. But we’re desperate to have someone help out inside the lodge so the rest of us can do what we do best outside. When my brothers and I inherited it from our uncle, none of the staff stayed on board. None of them had any interest in returning without seriously unrealistic demands.

      For the few weeks we’ve been open, the six of us have had to take turns answering phones, doing laundry, and cooking. While we’re floating above the chaos, barely, we each have other duties that are being neglected because of it. One day soon, it’s going to bite us in the ass.

      Kiera is the only applicant in weeks who is remotely qualified. Her resume promises she doesn’t need any training.

      So, why does she have to be so damn attractive?

      With my history, my brothers will kill me if I hire her. Of course, they’ll kill me if I don’t. All of us are sick of scrubbing toilets. What a cluster fuck this is.

      “Was that my interview?” Kiera asks when I pull up to the two-story log structure and cut the ignition.

      I inhale and let it out slowly. I should stick to my guns and have her call the tow. Hell, I should call her that tow. But we desperately need some help. “One week.”

      “Excuse me?”

      “I’m giving you one week to prove that what you said about your work ethic is true.” That should give me enough time to find a replacement. And I’m certain after the rigorous daily task list I give her, she’ll be running before the week is over. No sane person would willingly take on the job of three people for the long haul.

      “Challenge accepted.” There’s a victorious twinkle in those hazel blue eyes that threatens to undo me.

      “Follow me.”

      “Where should I put my things?” she asks when I stop at the check-in counter.

      “Under the desk.”

      “I’m sleeping under a desk?”

      Dammit, why does she have to be so adorably amusing? It takes all my willpower to fight a smile. “No. I’ll show you to your room after you finish today’s tasks.”

      “You’re putting me to work right now?”

      “Do you have a problem with that?”

      “Nope.” She shakes her head so quickly her hair swishes with her movements. I yearn to thread my fingers through those honey locks and draw her in for…Knock it off, Lane. You know what happened last time you crossed that line.

      “It’s an extensive list.” I reach for a clipboard of tasks normally split between my brothers and me. A few of the items have been checked off already. The rest…my brothers will be thrilled. “Everything without a checkmark still needs to be seen to today. We have guests in six of the ten rooms. None of them have been cleaned yet.”

      Kiera’s eyes darken and her lips pinch into a straight line. “I thought this job was to manage the front desk.”

      “It is. That’s your main task. To answer phones, check clients in and out, and book reservations. But in between all that, I need you to see to the rooms.” Feeling more like an ass than I’d like—despite how this is really for Kiera’s own good in the end—I decide to cut her some slack. “Don’t worry about cooking. Denver’s having too much fun with that right now anyway.”

      “Who’s Denver?”

      “One of my brothers.”

      “One of the Harrison brothers?”

      “Yes, there are six of us.” I wave for her to follow me and lead her on a tour. “I’m the lodge manager and handyman.” I leave out a laundry list of other tasks I do, including my construction specialty. At least for a day or two, I’ll have some extra time to work on my cabin.

      “Oh good. I’m not really too good with power tools.”

      I stop so suddenly Kiera plows right into me. A cloud of bug spray and lavender rush my senses. The sensation of her body pressed against mine, however brief, makes my pulse double. “You like to crack jokes.”

      “You have something against jokes?”

      With a light chuckle, I say, “No. It’s…amusing.” Because any other word that’s
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