
  
    [image: February’s Cowboy Dawson]
  


  
    
      FEBRUARY’S COWBOY DAWSON

      
        COWBOYS OF MUSTANG MOUNTAIN

      

    

    
      
        EVE LONDON

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright ©2026 by Eve London

      All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any means, or stored in any storage or retrieval system without written permission of the author. Violating these rights is forbidden and punishable by the fullest extent of the law.

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

      All brand names and product names used in this book are trademarks, registered trademarks, or trade names of their respective holders. The author is not associated with any product or vendor in this book.

    

  


  
    
      To the Match of the Month Vixens…

      

      Jen Gower & Jackie Ziegler

      Thank you so much for your support!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Foreword

      

      
        Preface

      

    

    
      
        1. Dawson

      

      
        2. Lilah

      

      
        3. Dawson

      

      
        4. Lilah

      

      
        5. Dawson

      

      
        6. Lilah

      

      
        7. Dawson

      

      
        8. Lilah

      

      
        9. Dawson

      

      
        10. Lilah

      

    

    
      
        Torin

      

      
        Other Match of the Month Books

      

      
        Also by Eve London

      

      
        About Eve London

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      

      Thanks for grabbing February’s Cowboy Dawson. I’m so excited for you to meet Dawson and Lilah!

      

      Make sure you don’t miss out on any of my new releases by signing up for my newsletter here. You’ll get a free instalove story when you do!

      

      SWAK!

      

      Eve

    

  


  
    
      
        
        February’s Cowboy Dawson

        Cowboys of Mustang Mountain

      

        

      
        She’s sunshine and curves, and I’m the grump she’s about to push past my limits.

      

      

      I don’t do distractions. I work, I train horses, and I keep my hands to myself.

      Then Lilah Martinez shows up at my ranch.

      She’s younger, confident, and all curves and sunshine where I’m grit and restraint. A trick rider fighting her way out of a bad contract, she needs temporary access to my horses. I say yes and tell myself it’s just business.

      That’s a lie.

      Lilah works hard, rides harder, and looks at me like she knows exactly what I’m trying not to do. The age gap alone should shut this down. Instead, it makes every glance sharper and every quiet moment more dangerous.

      I’ve spent years staying in control. Now all I want is to pin her against my truck, drag my mouth over hers, and show her exactly how bad a grown man can be when he finally lets go.

      The Cowboys of Mustang Mountain carry regrets, rivalries, and reputations they’ve never quite outrun. They’re the men who fix fence lines by day, fight their demons by night, and swear they don’t need anyone. Their pasts are messy. Their scars are real. And their hearts are locked down tight.

      Until the right woman walks into their path and shakes the dust off their hardened hearts. Women who aren’t afraid to push back, dig deep, and call these cowboys out on every wall they try to hide behind.

      On Mustang Mountain, even the roughest cowboy can find a future, but only if he’s brave enough to love the woman who won’t let him walk away.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            DAWSON

          

        

      

    

    
      The bronc didn't trust me yet, but she would.

      I stood in the center of the round pen, arms loose at my sides, watching her circle. She was a three-year-old bay with a white blaze and enough attitude to make her worth the trouble. Her ears flicked back and forth, tracking my position without committing to acknowledgment. That was fine. Trust wasn't something you could demand from a horse—or anyone else, for that matter.

      The morning air bit at my face, sharp enough to sting. February in Montana didn't mess around. The sun was barely up, painting the snow-dusted pastures in shades of gray and pale gold. My breath came out in puffs, and somewhere behind me, one of the barn cats was complaining about the cold from its perch on the fence rail.

      I took a half step to the left. The mare's stride hitched barely, her attention narrowing on me. Good. She was starting to tune in.

      “That's it,” I said, voice low and even. “Just you and me, babe.”

      She snorted, shaking her head, but her pace slowed. Another few minutes and she'd be ready to turn in and face me properly. I wasn't in a hurry. The best work happened when the animal set the tempo, not the other way around.

      My phone buzzed in my jacket pocket. I ignored it.

      The mare's inside ear tipped toward me, a small concession. I waited, counting her strides, letting the rhythm settle between us. When she finally turned her head, I shifted my weight back and angled my shoulder away. It was an invitation, not a command.

      She slowed, then stopped. Then stood there blowing hard, her sides heaving.

      I waited.

      My damn phone buzzed again.

      The mare took a short step toward me. Then another. When she was close enough, I reached out slowly and let her sniff my glove. Her nostrils flared, taking in my scent, deciding whether I was worth the risk.

      “Yeah,” I murmured. “I know the feeling.”

      She didn't pull away, so I ran my hand along her neck, slow and steady, feeling the tension in her muscles start to ease. This was the part that mattered—the moment when a horse decided you weren't a threat. Everything else built from here.

      My phone went off a third time. Fuck. I gave the mare one last pat and stepped back, letting her process. She stood there, watching me with those big dark eyes, and I felt the familiar satisfaction of progress. Small, quiet, earned.

      I pulled out my phone as I headed for the gate to see who the hell felt the need to get ahold of me so damn early. I had two texts from Slade and one from Ruby. Didn’t anyone in this town sleep in on the weekends?

      
        
          
            
              
        Slade: Rodeo committee approved the stock contract. Official notice coming this week.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Slade: Training timeline's tight. We need to start running numbers on which animals are ready.

      

      

      

      

      

      I read them twice, then pocketed my phone and latched the gate behind me. The news wasn't a surprise. Slade and I had been working toward this for months. But seeing it in writing made it real. The rodeo was happening, and the Wilde Creek Ranch was providing stock. Broncs, bulls, the whole operation.

      It was a good opportunity. The kind that could establish us as a serious outfit, not just a working ranch that happened to have some rough stock on the side. But it also meant timelines, expectations, and a hell of a lot of coordination.

      I headed toward the barn, my boots crunching through the thin layer of snow. The sun was higher now, bright enough to make me wish I’d grabbed my shades before heading out so early. Inside, I recognized the familiar sounds of morning feeding. Hooves shifted in stalls and my favorite bronc let out a low huff while waiting impatiently for breakfast.

      I checked the bay mare's feed chart on the clipboard by the door, noted her progress, and started measuring out grain. The work was automatic and methodical. I liked it that way. There was an easy simplicity to mornings like this—me, the animals, and a list of tasks that made sense.

      My phone rang. Ruby’s name and number flashed across the screen. I answered on the third ring, tucking the phone between my shoulder and ear while I hauled a water bucket. “Yeah.”

      “Good morning to you too, sunshine.”

      “It's six-thirty. Did someone die?”

      “I've been up since five. If you want sympathy, call someone else.” Ruby's voice was brisk and amused, the way it always was when she was about to rope me into something. “Did you get Slade's texts?”

      “Just read them.”

      “Good. So you know we're on a clock.” Papers rustled in the background. Ruby had her fingers into everything and coordinated efforts efficiently and without apologies. “I'm working on logistics for the rodeo, and I need to know your stock numbers by end of week.”

      We still had plenty of time, but it wouldn’t do any good to argue with Ruby. Everyone in Mustang Mountain learned that for themselves at one point. “I’ll have them.”

      “I know you will. That's not why I'm calling.”

      I set the bucket down and straightened, wiping my hands on my jeans. “What do you need?”

      “I've got someone passing through town. A trick rider who’s looking for temporary stock access while prepping for her next circuit.”

      I frowned. “Ruby⁠—”

      “Before you say no, hear me out. She's professional, she's got her own rig, and she's not going to get in your way. She just needs a safe place to work and a few reliable horses.”

      “I'm running a training schedule. I don't have time to babysit a performer.”

      “I'm not asking you to babysit. I'm asking you to let her use your arena and maybe lend her a horse or two if she needs it. She'll work around your schedule.”

      I leaned against the stall door, considering. It wasn't that I minded helping someone out. Ruby wouldn't ask if it wasn't important. But I didn’t like taking on more than I could handle and I was already pushing myself past my limit.

      “How long?” I asked.

      “A few weeks. Maybe a month, depending on how her training goes.”

      “Ruby.”

      “Dawson.” Her tone shifted, losing the teasing edge. “I wouldn't ask if I didn't think it'd be fine. She's good. Really good. And honestly, having her around might not be the worst thing. You could use the reminder that other people exist.”

      “I see people.”

      “Slade and your horses don't count.”

      I exhaled through my nose, a slow, controlled breath. Ruby had a way of making reasonable points that were also deeply annoying. “When's she coming?”

      “Today. This morning, actually. I told her you'd be around.”

      “You told her—” I bit back the rest of the sentence. There was no point. Ruby had already decided, and I'd already lost. “Fine. But if she disrupts my schedule, she's out.”

      “She won't. Thanks, Dawson. I owe you.”

      “Yeah, you do.”

      She hung up before I could say anything else.

      I shoved the phone back in my pocket and finished the feeding, my mind already running through the adjustments I'd need to make. Another person on the property meant another set of variables—equipment, timing, space. It wasn't insurmountable, but it was one more thing to manage.

      I told myself that was why I was irritated. That it had nothing to do with the thought of having a woman around.

      By mid-morning, I'd worked two more broncs and repaired a section of fence that had come loose during the last storm. The sky was clear now, bright and cold, and the ranch had settled into its usual rhythm. I was checking the hinge on the arena gate when I heard the sound of tires on gravel.

      I straightened, wiping my hands on my jeans, and turned toward the drive.

      A white pickup truck rolled into view, pulling a modest two-horse trailer behind. It wasn't flashy or full of sponsorship decals. Just the kind of rig someone used for work, not show.

      The truck slowed, then stopped near the barn. I waited, my attention narrowing to the driver's side door.

      When it finally opened, a woman stepped out. I took one look at her, and all the air got sucked out of my lungs.

      She had the kind of curves that made a man forget what he’d been doing two seconds earlier. Dark hair spilled loosely down her back, catching the light, and she wore jeans that looked like they’d been broken in the hard way. Her boots were scuffed, her jacket zipped halfway, and she moved like she was comfortable in her body instead of trying to manage it.

      She shut the truck door and leaned back against it for a second, scanning the ranch like she was taking inventory. Her gaze landed on me and stuck.

      Something in my chest tightened.

      She pushed off the truck and started toward me. Gravel crunched under her boots, and her stride ate up the distance between us. She walked like she knew where she was going, even if she didn’t.

      By the time she stopped a few feet from me, I’d forgotten my own damn name.

      “Dawson Griffith?” she asked. Her voice had a warmth to it that didn’t match the cold air. Easy. Smooth. Like she was used to being listened to.

      “That’s me,” I said, stopping myself before I thanked her for reminding me.

      She smiled then, and her whole face lit up, including dark brown eyes that were almost hidden underneath her cowboy hat. “Good. I was hoping I had the right place.”

      I wiped my hands on my jeans again even though they were already clean. “You need something?”

      “Depends,” she said, tipping her head slightly. “Are you the one training broncs for the Mustang Mountain rodeo?”

      “I’m working on it.”

      “Perfect. I’m Lilah Martinez, and Ruby sent me over. She said you’d be able to help me with some stock.”

      “What kind of stock?” I asked.

      She hooked her thumbs into the front pockets of her jeans. “The kind that can keep up with a trick rider who doesn’t like being told no.”

      “You ride?” I asked.

      Her smile turned wicked. “I fly.”

      Something in my gut shifted. Because if Lilah Martinez was about to become part of my life, the quiet, controlled world I’d built for myself was about to get a whole lot louder.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 2

          

          
            LILAH

          

        

      

    

    
      Dawson let out a rough laugh, then looked surprised at his own reaction. "Sorry, I don't have any horses with wings."

      "That's okay. I've got my own wings. Now I just need a horse to practice with." God, it felt good to stand outside in the cold, fresh air and flirt with a gruff, good-looking cowboy. It had been a while since I'd felt the urge to smile.

      "I'm assuming you had a horse at one point?" He glanced past me to the trailer I still hauled behind my truck.

      "I did." My cheeks heated under his steady gaze. "Up until about a month ago, I had a horse, room and board, and a contract with an outfit out of Wyoming."

      "Want to tell me what happened?" He cocked his head and his brow furrowed like he was bracing himself for a sob story.

      "Not really." I didn't make a habit out of sharing my past mistakes with people, especially when I should have seen the red flags from miles away.

      Dawson shook his head. "Sorry, Ms. Martinez, but I’m not sure this will be a good fit."

      "Why? Because I don’t want to tell you how I lost my horse? Look, I'm not asking for charity." I crossed my arms and met his gaze head-on. "I'm asking for arena access and temporary stock. I'll pay for both. I'll work around your schedule. I won't interfere with your training or your rodeo prep."

      "That's not⁠—"

      "And I don't need your pity." My pulse kicked up, but I kept my voice level. "Ruby vouched for me. If you don't trust her judgment, that's between you two."

      Dawson's jaw tightened. He looked back toward the round pen behind him where a big bay mare had settled near the fence, her ears pricked toward us.

      "Ruby's not the one who has to manage stock rotation or explain why one of my horses got injured practicing stunts."

      "That’s fair." I shifted my weight and gestured toward the barn. "How about this? Give me fifteen minutes with one of your finished horses. Let me show you what I can do, and if you think I'm reckless or incompetent, I'll leave."

      He studied me for a long moment with dark blue eyes, the same deep blue as the spikes of lupine that bloomed all over the hillsides in spring. Then he turned without a word and headed toward the barn.

      I followed.

      There was something comforting about being inside a barn. I inhaled the scent of warm hay and horses and immediately my nerves settled.

      Dawson moved down the aisle and stopped at a stall holding a stocky buckskin gelding. "Meet Rio. He’s eight years old. I use him for ranch work and some arena events. He doesn’t spook. You should be safe with him."

      "Perfect."

      Dawson pulled the gelding out and cross-tied him in the aisle. I grabbed a brush from the nearby grooming kit and ran my hand along Rio's neck, feeling for tension. He stood there relaxed, his ears swiveling toward me.

      "Do you need anything from my tack room?" Dawson leaned against the stall door, arms crossed.

      "Not yet."

      I worked the brush over Rio's coat in smooth, deliberate strokes, murmuring low enough that Dawson couldn't hear the words. The gelding’s breathing deepened. I moved to his shoulder, then his barrel, checking his stance and muscle tone.

      Dawson watched without comment.

      When I finished grooming, I unclipped the cross-ties and led Rio toward the indoor arena. Dawson followed a few paces behind.

      Once inside, I turned Rio loose and let him move. He trotted a lap, snorted, then circled back toward me. I stepped into his space and rested my hand on his withers. He didn't flinch.

      "Are you just going to stand there?" Dawson called from the rail.

      "Patience isn't your strong suit, is it?"

      "Not lately."

      I grinned and vaulted onto Rio's back in one smooth motion. I didn’t need a saddle or a bridle, just my hands tangled in his mane and my legs finding balance. Rio startled half a step, then steadied.
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