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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 come to mind isn’t appropriate for a boss to say to his new employee. “Dylan is a fishing guide. You’ll be alleviating him of laundry duties this week.” I run down the list of my brothers and what each of them does, doubting she’ll remember everything I’m throwing at her.

      “So where are they?”

      “Working.”

      “Lincoln’s out flying his plane with guests on board?”

      I check my watch. “He should be landing about now. Any minute the guests in room seven will get an up-close encounter with some bears.”

      “Somebody paid for that?”

      I swallow my laughter this time. It’ll do no good if Kiera knows the effect she’s having on me. The sooner I can put her to work and put space between us, the better. “We offer guided tours for hunting, fishing, and wildlife viewing. Bears fall on that list.”

      “I’d like to see the liability waiver on that one,” she mumbles under her breath.

      “It’s seven pages long.”

      “Only.” Kiera shakes her head as I force my feet forward to finish the tour.

      Once we’ve made the rounds in the lodge, I circle back to the front desk. Reaching over the ledge, I fish out a special key from the top drawer. “This is the master key,” I explain to Kiera, yanking it back before her fingers snatch it. The graze of her soft skin against mine leaves an invisible sear along my hand.

      It’s not too late to call that tow. If I had any sense, I would. Because keeping my hands to myself when it comes to Kiera Michaels is going to be a helluva problem.

      “I’m entrusting this to you. Don’t lose it.”

      She posts hands on her hips and actually glares at me. “I won’t.”

      “Start with laundry,” I instruct, knowing it’s the quickest way to put space between us. “Rooms six and ten checked out this morning. The rest need clean towels.”

      “Got it.”

      “Then,” I add, “Five more rooms need fresh bedding.”

      “Five more?” Realization dawns on her face. “Some of the Harrison brothers need a housekeeper too?” I wait for the argument. The pushback. Instead, she simply says, “Got it,” and struts down the hall toward the first room without so much as a pout. I do my damnedest to tear my gaze away from the sexy sway of her hips, but I’m only a man.

      This is going to be harder than I thought. She hardly batted an eye at the two-page long list. She hasn’t asked about lunch or breaks. Hell, she hasn’t even asked about pay. It makes me wonder what set of circumstances sent her to the lodge.

      I shouldn’t care. More than one of my brothers would remind me of that if they caught me staring at the amazing ass that’s walking away from me. But even their warnings won’t likely save me now. I’m drawn to Kiera in a powerful way, and I don’t know how long I’ll be able to fight my attraction to her.
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      By the end of the day, I’m dead on my feet. My muscles ache, my stomach is growling, and I desperately need a shower. But the list is even longer tomorrow because now I own the whole damn thing. I groan. Maybe I’ll just skip the shower and steal what few hours of sleep I can.

      When I moved to Alaska, I thought the days of back-breaking labor were over. Of course, I thought Drake was being faithful all those months on his own.

      Now I know better. Oh, Kiera. You’re such an idiot.

      So busting my ass at this hunting lodge in the mountains might be necessary for the foreseeable future if I don’t want to end up homeless. At least the scenery isn’t too shabby. I was even able to make Lane laugh twice today. I don’t know why he prefers to be all moody and serious. He has a killer smile that could melt panties.

      Standing outside the room promised to me, I stare at the key in hand, remembering the heated graze of Lane’s fingers when he handed it to me.

      I’m worn down to the bone, but tonight, I’ll be imagining those heated fingers all over my body. I can’t help it. My attraction to Lane Harrison is stronger than anything I’ve ever experienced before. It’s probably just lust from a months-long drought. Whatever the cause, I can’t deny the insatiable desire I feel for the man.

      Inside the room, I’m surprised to find all my bags neatly stacked beside the bed. In all honesty, I’d forgotten about them. The car keys on the nightstand make me hopeful that one of the Harrison brothers managed to get the car out of the ditch and to the lodge unscathed.

      I force my tired body into the shower, thankful I’ve scored a private bathroom inside my room. Though all the guests have them, I wasn’t sure what kind of arrangement I’d be stuck with. The hot water soothes my aching muscles, but it does little to tamp down my lust.

      Wrapped in my towel, I’m tempted to drop straight into bed without worrying about clothes. Run my hands over my naked body, pretending they’re Lane’s hands. But before I’m given the chance, I hear rapping on the door. “Kiera?”

      Lane’s deep voice makes my nipples stand to attention. It also apparently paralyzes me, because instead of searching for clean clothes, I just stand there, staring at the cedar door, blinking.

      “Kiera, I brought you something to eat.”

      My stomach growls on cue at the mention of food. I answer the door, opening it just a crack. Some heavenly aroma I can’t quite pin drifts into the room. Seems Denver is having more than just a little fun in the kitchen. “Thank you.”

      “Can I come in?” he asks. “To set this down?”

      I step back and open the door before I remember I’m in nothing but a towel. Lane’s eyes widen, then darken. He strides into the room and drops the tray onto the small table crammed in the far corner. “I thought you might be hungry,” he says to the wall.

      On instinct, I close the door. It’s not to trap him inside, I swear, but to hide from his brothers in my compromising attire. I get the feeling it’d be hard to explain this situation should any of them stumble upon us unexpectedly. “It smells wonderful. I’m starving.”

      Lane turns slowly, scrubbing a hand over the back of his neck as he looks everywhere around the room but at me. “There’s more in the kitchen. Help yourself.” It’s not the good job today I’d hoped for. “We’ll start at six tomorrow. Meet me at the front desk. Don’t be late.”

      He rushes toward the door so quickly that the woosh of air lifts my towel. I nearly lose my grip on my towel, letting out a squeak in the process.

      “Lane?”

      Hand on the door knob, he waits but doesn’t turn his head. I can’t blame the man. I’m not some skinny magazine-worthy model. I have more curves than any woman that’d likely catch his eye. More than that floozy Drake hooked up with. I push away the irrational rejection his refusal to look at me is stirring inside me. I shouldn’t care that my boss won’t look at me in nothing but a towel. Could be that he’s simply being polite and as professional as this situation allows.

      It stings anyway.

      “Thank you for getting my bags. And my car.” I don’t know if it was him, or one of his brothers, but I know he was responsible either way.

      Lane nods. “See you in the morning.” Finally, he glances at me over his shoulder. I catch a dark flicker in those already obsidian eyes. Dark and forbidden. “Wear more than a towel?” His smirk suggests a joke, leaving me to wonder if I imagined his heated look after he struts out of the room, nearly slamming the door behind him.
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      It’s been three days, yet the image of Kiera from that first night is seared into my mind: the curvaceous woman wrapped in a soft white towel, sexy legs on display, honey blonde hair darkened by water, and a hint of smudged mascara at the corner of one eye begging for my thumb to wipe it away…

      Every night I’ve dreamed of returning to her room and stripping away the towel; of giving in to the forbidden temptation.

      “Got anything else?” Kiera asks, appearing in the doorway to my office. Her lavender scent floats toward me, causing my dick to twitch. In those black crop pants and silky blue shirt, all of her curves are on display. I practically have to sit on my hands to keep myself from lunging at her. This is ridiculous.

      I’ve given her the work of at least two, maybe three people, and not only is she keeping up, she’s ahead of schedule. Three days and Kiera has made managing the lodge look easy. “You’ve double checked rooms seven and eight for the hunting party?”

      “Triple checked.”

      “Coffee?”

      “Fresh. Blueberry muffins too.”

      “Blueberry muffins?”

      Kiera shrugs. “Denver said he was trying out a new recipe.”

      I shake my head, scrubbing my hand over the back of my neck. “As long as he’s ready for the Collins party⁠—”

      “He says he will be.” Kiera steps into my office, reaching for the empty coffee mug on my desk. “Want a refill?” I hardly register the question when she leans over, giving me a peek down her shirt.

      “No, I’m good.” I’m desperate to push out of my chair and storm out of the room before I do something reckless; like push Kiera up against the wall and devour that pretty mouth. Squeeze those tits that’ve been begging for attention since the first moment I met her. But my dick has decided that now is a great time to start pitching a tent, forcing me to stay seated.

      “I’ll just wait for the laundry to finish,” she says, holding my cup. A glance at those slender fingers wrapped around my mug has me imagining them wrapped around my cock. “Unless there’s anything else?”

      “Any good with social media?” I’m forced to clear my throat and shift in my seat. The second she leaves, I’m heading out to the cabin. I can spare a couple of hours of hard manual labor, and right now I need the distraction of prepping the shower for tiling.

      “Sure. Facebook page need updating or something?”

      “We don’t have one.”

      Kiera’s eyes widen in disbelief. “You have Ryker Harrison—social media sensation—working here and you don’t have a Facebook page for the lodge?” She shakes her head. “You’re lucky to have me, you know.”

      I don’t know if lucky is the right word. Every day, I’m more attracted to Kiera Michaels. More certain that keeping my hands to myself will become impossible. It’s only a matter of when I slip up. My brothers already love her—and not just for the work load she’s lightened—but for the unexpected way she’s made everything flow so effortlessly since she arrived. I’ve never seen anyone successfully wrangle all of us with such ease. If I get tangled up with her and it doesn’t work out—but it will.

      “I hear the Collins party,” Kiera says. “I’ll go get them checked in. Then I’ll fix the social media travesty.” She spins on her heel, drawing my eyes to the curve of her hips.

      I squeeze my eyes shut, imagining anything and everything not voluptuous woman. Whatever it takes for my dick to calm the fuck down so I can greet our newest guests. I draw a breath, and then another. Greet guests. Head out to cabin. I can do this.

      Kiera’s cheerful voice drifts to my open door. I’ve never been this hung up on a woman before. I’ve always been able to take them or leave them—which is how I ended up in the work predicament before. One that caused some very hard feelings.

      But Kiera…I don’t know that I could ever leave her.

      “I didn’t know this lodge came with a beautiful woman,” I hear a deep male voice say. I instantly stiffen, jealousy I have no right to feel coursing through my veins like bubbling lava.

      Emerging from my office, I scan the party of four hovering around the desk, ogling Kiera. I don’t like it. I don’t like it one fucking bit. “Gentleman,” I say loudly, approaching. “Welcome to Mountain View Lodge. I’m the oldest, Lane.” I greet each one with a forced smile and firm handshake, wishing we didn’t need the business so badly. I really want to tell the youngest one to back the fuck off.

      “You’re all checked in,” Kiera says sweetly, handing over keys. “Go straight up the stairs and make a left. These are the last two rooms down that hall.”

      “Is there room service?” The young, smug one asks Kiera.

      “No,” I answer, my tone harsher than it should be to paying guests. “Not at this time. But you’re welcome to grab some dinner in the dining room after five.” I point to the open doorway beneath the stairs. My brothers and I have talked about hiring a chef down the road and adding an official restaurant to the lodge. But budget-wise, it’ll be a couple of years. For now, Denver handles the limited menu and leaves cooking instructions when he’s out on a guided hunt.

      “We can just call down to the front desk if we need anything?” The oldest one asks, no doubt to broker some peace. He might be the only sensible one in the group who recognizes Kiera is off limits. She’s mine.

      “Of course.”

      “Enjoy your stay, gentlemen,” I add. “Denver will meet you out back for a briefing about the guided hunt this afternoon.” I wait until the last guest turns the corner upstairs and vanishes from sight.

      “Everything okay?” Kiera asks, apparently unaffected by their over zealousness.

      “You didn’t deserve that.”

      She tilts her head, studying me with genuine confusion. “What?”

      Worried we might be overheard, I reach for her wrist and gently tug her down the hall toward the cover of the second floor landing. We stop outside the janitor closet. My traitorous mind wants to pull her inside. Knock it off, Lane. “You don’t have to put up with that kind of lewd behavior from our guests. Ever.”

      “Lane, I’m used it to.” She takes a step closer to me and lowers her voice. I don’t miss the way her eyes drop to my lips. “I’ve worked every service industry job imaginable. They all include customers like them. They’re harmless.”

      Trust. That’s what lingers in her hazel eyes.

      Her slender fingers curl around my bicep. “And if I’m wrong, I know you’ll protect me. I know you won’t let them get out of hand.”

      I don’t know when our bodies moved so close together, but the space between us is nearly nonexistent. Her hand slides up to my shoulder, then onto my neck. My heart pounds in my ears. “I’ll always protect you, Kiera. Always.”

      “Good.” She lifts on tiptoes, lips parting in invitation. Desire darkens her soft eyes.

      I’m helpless to resist her pull. Hands cupping her jaw, I draw her in for a hungry kiss I’ve craved since the moment I laid eyes on her. Flashes of that towel dropping to the floor invade my already animalistic thoughts. She moans against my lips as I reach for the doorknob behind her.

      We fall into the janitor’s closet, lips and hungry hands already tasting and searching.

      “Lane,” she pants my name as her hand hovers over the front of my jeans and squeezes.

      Faintly, I hear a couple of my brothers. Their conversation grows louder as they approach. Fuck, they’ll kill me. It takes every ounce of willpower, but I pull back. “We—we can’t.” Because her pleading eyes nearly cause me to cave, I clear my throat and turn my tone to ice. “I don’t fraternize with employees. This won’t happen again.”

      Before I lose my nerve, I burst out of the closet and head straight for the back door. My under-construction cabin is the only hope I have of catching my breath. If I stay, I’ll be balls-deep in Kiera before lunch.

      I can’t have her. But I’ve already decided she’s mine.

      What a fucking mess.
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      That sinfully steamy kiss buzzes on my lips all day. The sparks still ignite every time my mind slips back and replays it all. My breasts smashed up against Lane’s chest of steel, his rough, calloused hands against my cheeks, a hint of coffee and beef jerky on his tongue.

      “Can you keep an eye on the soup?” Denver asks as he reaches for a clipboard I left out for him, pulling me from my lustful fantasies.

      I point my head down at the keyboard, hoping my hair will curtain my flushed cheeks. “Of course.”

      “Thanks. Should just need stirring a couple times an hour until I get back.” Denver is the nicest Harrison brother I’ve met, and I suspect the youngest. He’s sweet, thoughtful, and most any other woman would find him irresistibly attractive. But Lane is the only Harrison brother that makes my pulse triple and core tingle.

      “I’ll hold down the fort.”

      Denver hesitates at the check-in counter, forcing me to look up and risk my reddened cheeks being exposed for what they really are. “I know Lane’s been hard on you,” he says, “but I’m really glad you’re here. We all are. Hope you’ll stick around.”

      It warms my heart to feel like a part of something again. I haven’t had this since I worked at Cup of Joe’s, run by one of my very good friends, Tara, back home. I just hope I don’t screw this up.

      Lane’s words should hurt more than they do. His icy insistence that we can’t repeat our closet make-out session. But he wasn’t able to hide the animalistic desire in his eyes before he fled. His hot, roaming hands promised he didn’t mind my curves one bit.

      The day passes too slowly.

      Lane doesn’t come back, even for dinner.

      Temptation tugs at me to visit him at the cabin he keeps talking about. One I’ve gathered he’s building for himself. But I still have a healthy fear of bears that keeps me inside the lodge. Instead, I claim a bowl of soup and slip into my room. Though I’ve found a routine that’s made managing the lodge much easier, I’m still achy from the amount of work. A yawn escapes, urging me to eat quickly and crawl right into bed.

      Two spoonfuls into my soup, I hear a knock on my door.

      I stiffen, afraid that creep guest from earlier figured out where my room is. I didn’t want to let Lane know just how bothered I was by the stranger’s advances. Yes, I’ve dealt with it before. But I shouldn’t have to. Lane is the first boss who promised to handle anything that made me uncomfortable.

      It makes him even more irresistible than he was before.

      “Kiera?”

      My body shivers at the deep timbre of Lane’s voice on the other side of the door. Soup forgotten, I float to the door. Slickness builds between my legs as I flip the deadbolt open. “Hey.”

      “Just came to check on you.” He smells like pine trees and clean laundry. “Those guests didn’t give you any more trouble, did they?”

      I shake my head. I yearn to invite Lane inside, but I see the fight in his eyes. I’ve never gotten mixed up with my boss before, but I’ve watched others make that mistake. When it doesn’t work out, all hell breaks loose. There’s heavy tension and hurt feelings. Someone usually quits. Someone who isn’t the boss.

      Remembering Denver’s words from earlier, I realize I really don’t want to quit. I like it here, and I need this job. But we’re both mature adults… “Did you get some of Denver’s soup?” I ask, feeling the need to say something to keep myself from jumping him.

      “Not yet.”

      My gaze keeps dropping to his lips, wishing desperately for a repeat. “Did you want to come in?”

      Lane looks over both shoulders, then at the floor in front of him. “I really shouldn’t.”

      “I know.” I step back anyway and open the door. Lane hesitates only half a second before he steps inside.

      I wait with bated breath, not sure what to expect as I flip the deadbolt. Will he kiss me again? Slide his hand under my shirt until he reaches my breasts desperately in need of his groping? I glance at the bed, licking my lips at the thought of his sculpted naked body on top of mine.

      Lane takes a step closer, reaching for my hand. “I don’t want to break your bed,” he says in a low voice that’s nearly a growl. “And I promise, we would break that bed.”

      A mixture of disappointment and thrill swirl inside me. I close the gap between us, snaking a hand behind his neck, my fingers playing at the edge of his hair. I want another taste of him. “What do you want to do then?” I ask, my question more a pant.

      His lips descend on mine, kissing me so hard I think mine might bruise. I don’t care. I need this. I need him. Our bodies mold together. No matter how tightly I pull myself against him, it doesn’t feel close enough. I’ve missed him today. Every minute he was gone felt like an eternity.

      When Lane’s hands cup my ass, squeezing that spot, I groan. His erection pushes against my belly, promising me the pleasure would be endless. “Are you sure we’ll break the bed?” I ask when he frees my swollen lips and nips his way down my neck.

      “Positive.”

      Lane’s hands slide onto my hips, then slowly up my shirt. In a passionate frenzy, my top and bra end up on the floor. I reach for the button on his jeans, but his hand shackles my wrist. Our gazes lock.

      “Not tonight, sweetheart.” The words only sting for a second before he takes a nipple into his mouth. I realize they’re not a rejection, but hopefully a promise of things to come. I surrender to Lane, allowing him to undress me as he fondles my breasts and teases my nipples with his teeth.

      When his hand slides inside my panties—the only article of clothing I still have on—I gasp. My pussy hasn’t been touched by a man in so long. His rough, warm fingers stroke my wet folds. I nearly explode with pleasure on the spot. My legs wobble until I damn near fall over. Lane catches me in his arms and backs me onto the bed.

      “I thought you said⁠—”

      “Shh.” He pulls off my panties, kneeling on the floor. Lane fuses his heated gaze to mine. “I need you to be quiet, Kiera. Can you do that?”

      I glance at the door, making sure the deadbolt is engaged. But I know why he’s insisting. I’m the only woman at the lodge. It wouldn’t be hard for his brothers or guests to figure out who I am. “I’ll be quiet.”

      “Good.” He hooks both my legs over his broad shoulders, pulling my pussy closer to his mouth. “Lean back on your hands.”

      I gasp when he licks me for the first time, carving a path in my wet folds. He takes his time, tasting me, pleasuring me. I’ve never seen a sexier sight than him, between my legs.

      When his mouth fully descends on my cunt, I widen my thighs. The brush of his beard gently scraping my skin nearly makes me scream with ecstasy. I never realized how fucking good this could feel, but I’ll be thinking about it for days to come. I clench the blanket in my hands, desperately trying not to make a sound. Quiet whimpers escape anyway.

      Lane pulls me closer to his face, his mouth hungrier. His tongue moves rapidly around my swollen bud, threatening to send me over the edge of a very steep cliff. Will I soar high above the clouds or crash to my death? I don’t know, and I don’t care. I just don’t want him to stop.

      I swallow my cries, grinding my hips against his face until I come.

      Lane’s satisfied smirk says it all as he rocks back on his knees and pops to his feet, licking his lips with that expert tongue. I expect him to unbutton his jeans and help me break this bed. But instead, he moves to the door. With a wink, he says, “Have a good night, Kiera.”
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      LANE

      

      “You’re getting a little cozy with Kiera.” Dylan’s words are a warning. He hands me a sheet of backerboard I’ve already measured for the shower, waiting for my answer. Out of all of my brothers, he knows best what happened the last time I got mixed up with a woman I worked with. He was there.

      “You going to hand me the drill too, or just stare at me?”

      “Dammit, Lane. Didn’t you learn shit the last time?”

      This isn’t like the last time. “Are you worried you’ll have to go back to scrubbing toilets?” I jab, yanking the drill from his outstretched hand. He’s always been better at standing and watching me work than actually lending a hand.

      “Joke all you want. Just keep your dick in your pants. Things are finally running smooth. Don’t fuck it up.”

      I let the whine of the drill keep Dylan from pressing me any more about Kiera. I’ve thought about nothing else but fucking her. Claiming her as my own. I’ve never wanted a woman in my life in any permanent way. I’ve always been comfortable doing my own thing and having fun when the mood strikes. But with Kiera, it feels different. I can’t picture a future she’s not in.

      “I need an assistant,” Dylan says to me when I run out of screws in my hand.

      “You need help fishing?” I shake my head, gathering another dozen screws from the box. “You just want someone to carry your tackle box and do your bidding so your clients can see you puff your chest and bark orders.”

      “Real funny, jackass.” Dylan folds his arms across his chest and leans against a support. “I need someone who can help with the safety briefs. Answer emails. And yes, help carry equipment.”

      “Not in the budget.” I drown him out with the whine of the drill, hoping it’ll be enough to chase him off. But no such luck. He waits until I’m out of screws again.

      “Ryker’s getting an assistant.”

      “Not until next season. And he’s paying for one himself.”

      “Hey,” Kiera’s voice cuts through the tension, instantly making the cabin feel lighter. Her innocent smile is better than sunshine after a long spell of rain. “I thought you guys might be hungry.” She lifts a covered plate in offering. “Denver made sandwiches.”

      Dylan waves off the offering. “Thanks. Already ate.” He pins me with a warning glare, but whether it’s about Kiera or his demands for an assistant we can’t afford, I’m not sure. He storms off before I can figure it out.

      “I hope I didn’t interrupt anything,” Kiera says.

      “Hardly.” I’m not sad Dylan fled without taking a sandwich. More for me. I slip my gloves off and help myself to one, but before taking a bite add, “You saved me from his incessant whining.”

      “Ah.”

      “You have any brothers or sisters?”

      Kiera shakes her head. “It was just me and my mom. Now she’s gone.”

      “I’m sorry, Kiera.” The urge to draw her into my arms is overwhelming. I don’t want her to experience an ounce of pain. But I’m covered in concrete dust, so I keep my distance.

      “Were you in construction before?” She nods at the pile of boxed tile beside the shower.

      “Yeah.” I’m not eager to talk about it, though. It only reminds me about the fuck-up I made screwing the boss’s daughter. We agreed it was one night of fun, but it didn’t keep her from wanting more. I shake away the memories that won’t serve me now. “Want a tour?”

      “Of course!”

      I lead her back to the front door and walk her around the cabin, unable to contain my excitement for my plans. “I know it looks like an empty shell right now, but it’s almost finished. At least there are walls. After I get that shower in, I just have to finish up the bathroom. Then I’m basically onto flooring, doors, appliances, and final touches.”

      “It’s beautiful, Lane.” She slips into my bedroom, running her fingers along a perma-chinked log. I’m overcome with the urge to strip her down naked and toss her onto the bed.

      I clear my throat instead. “Anything you need help with at the lodge?”

      “Nope. Everything’s under control. No new check-in’s today.” She waves her cell phone at me. “I’ve forwarded calls, too.” Kiera struts up to me, slipping her phone into a back pocket of her dark skinny jeans. She slips her fingers through my belt loops. “I want to thank you for last night, Lane. I haven’t been pleasured like that…ever.”

      My dick lurches at that confession. I should stop what’s about to happen, but I don’t fucking want to. I suck in deep breaths, trying to slow my rapid breathing as she unzips my jeans and slides her hand inside.

      Kiera’s fingers feel like heaven wrapped around my cock.

      “I’m filthy,” I say.

      “It’s okay for what I have in mind.” She pushes down the front of my boxers, until my cock is free. My jeans threaten to fall to my ankles, but I catch them. If any of my brothers decide to make an unannounced appearance, I can’t have my bare ass on display.

      “I really need to get those doors installed,” I mutter.

      Kiera flashes me a wicked grin, wetting her lips with her tongue. She lowers her mouth to my cock, teasing my head with her tongue and soaking up the precum.

      “Fuck, Kiera. That feels so good.”

      When I showed up at her door last night, I had no intention of staying. I never planned to eat that sweet pussy, but I couldn’t help myself. I had to taste her. Devour her. Though I wanted so much more, I expected nothing.

      She takes me into her mouth an inch at a time, sliding up and down my shaft until her pillowy lips graze my balls. Fuck me, my entire cock is in that amazing mouth. I lean against the doorjamb, my legs wobbly as she sucks me without mercy.

      “Lane?” Someone calls.

      “Fuck!”

      Kiera jumps back, her eyes wide. I zip up my jeans with half a second to spare.

      “There you are,” says Ryker. “Hey Kiera.”

      “Hey Ryker.” Her cheeks have a slight flush to them, but Ryker seems none the wiser as she wipes her lips with the back of her hand. That, or he doesn’t care if I fuck our new lodge manager. “Lane was just giving me a tour of his cabin.”

      “Did he tell you I’m next on the list?” Ryker says.

      “After Dylan.”

      “Only because Dylan whines,” Ryker says to Kiera. “A lot.”

      “What’s up?” I ask my brother, fighting to hide my annoyance at the interruption. The sensation of Kiera’s lips on my cock will haunt me until we can steal another moment alone.

      “Need to borrow Kiera for some social media things. Told her I’d help with linking some of my stuff to the lodge’s pages. Should’ve told me we needed to up our online presence,” Ryker adds, clapping me hard on the arm. “You ready, Kiera?”

      “Yep.”

      She and I share a long, lingering gaze. One that promises we’ll pick up where we left off. I intend to do just that, tonight. I can’t wait another day. I need to make Kiera Michaels mine.
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      KIERA

      
      Watching Ryker’s fingers fly across the keyboard, I know I should be taking notes. I really should. But all I can do is study the side of his face as he rambles on about algorithms and pixels. Did he see us? See me giving Lane a blow job? I don’t think so.

      “There. Everything should be good to go.” Ryker hops up from the rolling chair, giving me back my seat with that smile that’s loved by millions. I almost find it funny; the only thing it inspires is my gratitude for dealing with the social media merger.

      “Thanks, Ryker.”

      “No problem.” He moves to the front of the counter and stops. “How are you liking it here? I know it’s full of heathens.” There’s a twinkle in his eye that could bring most women to their knees. I wonder how any of these brothers plan to meet women when I’m the only one at the lodge. Though it’s tempting to play matchmaker, I push away the impulse. It’s way too soon for that.

      “Place is definitely growing on me.”

      “Lane treating you all right?” His tone seems harmless enough, but I can’t quite tell if there’s concern or a light ribbing behind it. Maybe he does know what he walked in on.

      “Yes, he is.” Lane’s treating me more than all right. My pussy tingles at the memory of just how all right. “He’s a good
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