
  
    [image: His Big Axe]
  


  
    
      HIS BIG AXE

      
        DEEPWOOD MOUNTAIN

      

    

    
      
        LEXI HAYES

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Published by No Regerts Press, LLC

      

      

      
        
          [image: No Regrets Press, LLC Logo]
        

      

      
        
        Copyright © 2023 by Lexi Hayes

      

        

      
        This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

      

        

      
        All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or used in any manner without written permission of the copyright owner except for the use of quotations in a book review. For more information,  address: lexi@lexihayes.com.

      

        

      
        Cover Designed by Cormar Covers

      

        

      
        ISBN 978-1-957933-02-3 (ebook)

      

        

      
        Join my mailing list here:

        www.lexihayes.com

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        1. Maddie

      

      
        2. Logan

      

      
        3. Maddie

      

      
        4. Logan

      

      
        5. Maddie

      

      
        6. Logan

      

      
        7. Maddie

      

      
        Epilogue - Logan

      

      
        Epilogue - Maddie

      

    

    
      
        Up Next: His Big Hammer

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 1


          

          
            MADDIE

          

        

      

    

    
      There’s nothing quite like the Montana mountains in the summertime.

      The familiar scent of fresh pine and sweet wildflowers is floating in on the breeze and as I ease out of my car I soak up the comforting aromas, along with the warm afternoon sunshine.

      I’m from the East Coast, where summers can be muggy and downright miserable, so I consider myself lucky to have escaped to Montana for college. UM is where I met Blair Everett—my dorm roommate and instant bestie. Four years ago, she brought me here to her dad’s Deepwood Mountain cabin, and the place is now etched into my soul.

      Real talk: calling the Everett place atop the mountain a “cabin” is like calling Buckingham Palace a “cute townhouse”. Blair’s dad is the former owner of Everett Logging, the largest logging company in Montana. I say “former” because he sold the company a while back for millions. With its three stories, soaring gables, floor-to-ceiling picture windows, and wood and stone everywhere, yeah, the house may have some rustic elements, but referring to it as a cabin is just silly.

      Making my way over to the railing of the multi-level wraparound deck, I break into a wicked smile. The really scenic view has nothing to do with the majestic Montana landscape.

      Bare-chested and glistening with sweat, Logan Everett works in a methodical rhythm as he splits logs down in the side yard. His sun-bleached hair is tousled, falling into his eyes, his attention squarely focused on the wood beneath his big axe.

      If anyone thinks that because Logan used to own the company, he never worked a day in his life felling trees, sawing wood, or operating any of the heavy machinery, they’d be dead wrong. He’s been working with wood since he was a kid—his father hiring him on as a lumberjack as soon as he graduated from high school. Since then, he did every labor-intensive job at the company just the same as his employees until the day he sold it.

      And he has the thick muscles to prove it.

      I’m mesmerized by each swing of his axe, heat pooling between my legs at the sheer masculinity of it all. I can’t help it. Since Blair invited me to spend our freshman year Spring Break with her and her dad, I’ve had a secret crush on Logan. It’s honestly impossible for me not to drool over him. He’s tall, strong as an ox, ruggedly handsome, and the most down to earth, gentle man I’ve ever met. And now, watching him in his element, his body thrumming with primal energy, my heart starts pounding harder in my chest.

      Logan’s axe lands on the block with a final thud, splitting the log before him neatly in two. He straightens, wiping his brow with his forearm, and turns to look up at the house. His gaze lands on me, and a pleased smile tugs at the corners of his mouth.

      “Maddie!” he calls, resting his axe against the woodpile. “You’re early.”

      There’s a familiar flutter in my belly when I hear him say my name. “Logan,” I reply, my voice a bit too breathy. “Traffic was lighter than I expected.”

      He nods. “Blair still enroute?”

      “Guess so,” I say with a shrug. “She had a later start but should be here soon.”

      He rolls his eyes. “She takes after her mother there.”

      I smile. Logan and I both like to give Blair a hard time about her tendency to be late. It’s become kind of an inside joke between us, and his comment just now felt intimate in a way it probably shouldn’t have.

      There’s a loud, deep bark from somewhere nearby, and a flurry of black, white, and rust-colored fur hurtles toward me. “Hank!” I exclaim, as Logan’s massive Bernese Mountain Dog knocks me down onto the deck. I’m instantly covered in aggressive licks and wet nose rubs. He dances on excited paws, tail wagging furiously, his entire body shaking with joy as I hug and pet him. “Hello, boy. I missed you!”

      I glance down at the yard, but Logan is gone. In a moment, I hear the sliding glass door open behind me. “You okay?” Logan asks, suddenly next to me, pulling Hank off me. “Don’t be so damn rough, Hank.”

      I laugh as Hank nudges his enormous head under my palm, demanding pets. “I’m fine.”

      Logan offers me a hand and I take it, electric sparks zooming through my arm at his touch. He pulls me up with more force than I expect, and I bump into his rock-hard body. “Oh,” I gasp, moving away until my back hits the deck railing.

      His gaze locks on mine. I haven’t let go of him, and I’m physically unable to look away from those deep green eyes. I’m still too close, helplessly intoxicated by his heady musk and hot breath. His built chest heaves, and I want nothing more than to taste his slick skin.

      “Yoohoo! Hey! Anybody home’?” Blair calls out, and Logan and I split apart so fast that poor Hank flinches. I swear I didn’t even hear Blair drive up. Go figure, she’s actually on time.

      “Ew! Dad! What did I tell you about walking around without a shirt? No one wants to see all that.” She gestures to him and grimaces. “You’re sweating all over my BFF.”

      “It’s fine,” I protest in a small voice. Logan just mumbles an apology, then heads toward his daughter with his relaxed mountain-man gait.

      Blair clambers out of her red convertible, her long wavy hair so much darker than her father’s as it peeks out from underneath an absurdly large sunhat. She yanks an overstuffed suitcase from the trunk.

      The woman is a boisterous and clumsy ball of energy, insanely driven, a genuine whirlwind of excitement wherever she goes. You’d never think upon meeting her she’s wanted to be a therapist since she was a little girl. But once you get to know her you realize she’s the most kind and empathetic person you’ll ever meet, only ever wanting to help people—not to mention the best listener in the world. I’m lucky to have her as my best friend, despite her flair for the dramatic.

      I smile as she gives her dad a quick peck, holding onto her hat, careful to steer clear of his sweat.

      “Good to see you, kiddo.” A pang of something undefined hits me as I watch Logan with Blair. He’s such a great dad. Shaking it off, I remind myself that I need to get my emotions in check. I’m pining for a man who’s completely off limits.

      “Hank toppled her. Again,” Logan explains.

      Blair shakes her head. “Seriously? I think that dog likes Maddie more than he likes you, Dad.”

      He winks in my direction. “He’s a smart dog. I’m sure he does.”

      My cheeks heat and I hurry over to throw my arms around Blair, giving her a hug. “Hello, my beautiful riot. On time for once?”

      She grins. “Amazing, right?”

      Logan takes my small bag from where it sits outside my car, then looks down at Blair’s suitcases. He glances at her. “Did you pack for two summers?”

      “Oh, hush!” Blair takes off her hat and swats him with it.

      We all laugh, and Blair and I follow Logan into the house. I try not to notice how his broad shoulders and back flex as he moves, or how his jeans cling to his chiseled backside. It’s a struggle.

      Logan starts up the stairs but stops at the first landing to turn to us. “I’m firing up the grill for dinner.”

      Blair immediately brightens, then says, “Maddie’s a–”

      “Vegetarian,” Logan finishes. “Yes, I remember. I’ve got a bunch of vegetables ready to go. Even a new recipe for grilled eggplant and peppers.”

      Warmth spreads through me at his thoughtfulness. “Sounds perfect, Logan. Thanks.”

      He nods his head toward me, his gaze lingering for a moment, before turning to go up the stairs. A strange look flashes in Blair’s eyes as she glances at me, and I can feel a flush creeping up my neck, my heart in my throat.

      Does she know what I’m thinking? That I would happily climb her dad like a towering Montana pine?

      Blair shrugs, her mossy green eyes sparkling with something I can’t identify. “You look like you’re about to overheat,” she says, with a half-smile, and I freeze. “Let’s kick off this vacay with some drinks, shall we?”

      I let out a long breath.

      How am I ever going to survive the summer?
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