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      To the Match of the Month Patrons, especially…

      

      Jackie Ziegler

      

      Thank you so much for your support. We couldn’t do what we love without you!
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      Dear Reader,

      

      Thanks for picking up a copy of July is for Jonas, book seven in the Mountain Men of Mustang Mountain series! We can’t wait for you to meet Jonas and Madeline. If you love their story and want to learn more about Mustang Mountain, sign up for our newsletter here: http://subscribepage.io/MatchOfTheMonth.

      

      
        
        XOXO,

        Dylann & Eve

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        July is for Jonas

      

      

      
        
        United by chance, bound by love.

      

      

      

      
        
        Madeline

        They say love can make a person blind, but I never thought it would happen to me. Now I’m stuck in Mustang Mountain. Abandoned by my ex, disowned by my parents, and with a baby on the way, my only hope of getting my life back on track as a single mom is to gain access to the trust fund my grandmother set up for me. There’s only one catch—I have to be twenty-five and married. My birthday’s next week, but where am I going to find a man who’s willing to wed me?

      

        

      
        Jonas

        When my twin brother Jensen says he needs a favor, I don’t hesitate. But when I find out his “favor” involves marrying a woman who’s carrying another man’s child, I’m ready to run the other way. I don’t need drama in my life, especially not when it comes in the form of a curvy, irresistible redhead. I’m sure she didn’t picture a gruff, growly mountain man as part of her happily ever after. I may not be the man she wants, but I promise my brother I’ll be the man she needs. And once I get a taste of those sweet, full lips… there’s no way I’m letting her walk away.

      

        

      
        Welcome to Mustang Mountain where love runs as wild as the free-spirited horses who roam the hillsides. Framed by rivers, lakes, and breathtaking mountains, it’s also the place the Mountain Men of Mustang Mountain call home. They might be rugged and reclusive, but they’ll risk their hearts for the curvy girls they love.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 1


          

          
            JONAS

          

        

      

    

    
      The chorus of Toby Keith’s “I Love This Bar” drew me in as I pulled open the door to Ace’s Place, my favorite watering hole in Mustang Mountain. I did love this bar. Loved that no matter what the hell was going on in my personal life, I could disappear inside and forget about it for a little while. Loved the cracked leather bar seats and the scent of beer that had seeped into the floorboards over the decades. It was the kind of place where everyone knew your name, but no one bothered you unless you looked like you wanted company. I also loved that it was dim enough inside to hide how rundown the old building was, but the dozens of neon beer signs provided just the right amount of light for me to do a quick survey of the interior and make sure my latest ex was nowhere in sight.

      I wouldn’t say she’d been stalking me, but she kept showing up in the places I usually frequented. Since my Aunt Ruby had been handpicking mountain men from Mustang Mountain to plug as eligible bachelors, my ex had it in her head that I’d be in the hot seat soon. If Ruby thought making me part of her man of the month club would get me to finally settle down, she’d be disappointed. In my twenty-eight years, I hadn’t managed to date a woman for longer than a month or two. As far as I was concerned, there was no reason to start changing things now.

      “The usual?” Ace tossed a paper coaster onto the bar in front of me. Even though he was one of my Mustang Mountain Riders MC brothers, we didn’t know each other that well. He’d only been in town for a couple of years. When his uncle died, we all thought Ace’s Place would close its doors forever. Thank fuck the old man willed the bar to its namesake, and Ace ended up sticking around.

      I nodded, my throat parched and ready for an ice-cold beer. “A couple of the other guys should be here in a few. Put the first round on me.”

      “You got it.” Ace set a tall mug of beer on the bar. “Were you out on a call?”

      “Yeah.” I took a swig of the beer. Damn, it tasted good. “One of the outbuildings at the old lumber mill caught fire. Chief thinks it was probably kids setting off fireworks.”

      “You catch ‘em?” he asked.

      I grinned and shook my head. “Nah. There are too many places around there to hide.”

      Unlike Ace, I’d grown up in Mustang Mountain and was probably more familiar than most about the best places to lie low when avoiding trouble. My twin brother Jensen and I had gotten into our fair share of trouble when we were kids. Now that we’d grown into mostly law-abiding citizens, we were paying back our past transgressions by doing good deeds through the Mustang Mountain Riders MC and keeping an eye on the area.

      “What a way to spend the Fourth of July. It’s a good thing you guys were there to clean up their mess.” Ace nodded, then turned toward a couple of old ranchers who sat at the other end of the bar.

      I couldn’t blame kids for being kids, not when I knew what it was like to grow up with a giant chip on my shoulder that never seemed to budge. But as a volunteer firefighter, I’d learned a hell of a lot about what could go wrong if a prank got out of control. Next time I came across the group of kids I suspected had been involved, they were going to get a few unsolicited words of warning.

      While I waited for the other guys who’d been with me at the fire to trickle in, I glanced at my phone. There was a text from my ex wondering if I wanted to get together for a drink this weekend.

      No.

      And a text from Aunt Ruby asking if I was available for dinner on Sunday.

      Yes.

      The last message was from Jensen, asking me to give him a call as soon as possible. Even though our relationship had been a little strained lately since he’d taken up with Courtney, my high school girlfriend, he was still my brother. Anyone could see the two of them belonged together, and they both deserved to be happy.

      Jensen and I might look the same, but that was where our similarities ended. He was the smart one, the funny one, the loyal one, the one who could be counted on in time of a crisis. As for me, well, I was always up for grabbing a beer with the guys or heading out for a good time. But when it came to the important stuff—the life and death stuff—Jensen was the Pike brother people wanted on their side.

      He picked up without even saying hello. “Jonas. Where the hell have you been?”

      “On a call. Some kids were setting off fireworks by the old mill, and one of the buildings caught on fire. What’s up?” It couldn’t be something with Aunt Ruby or Uncle Orville. If there’d been an emergency, he would have said so on his text or just given me a call.

      “I’m with Courtney at the women’s shelter. We’re trying to figure out a solution for one of the women here and could use a favor.”

      “Just say the word, bro.” Jensen knew I was all-in with helping at the shelter. All the guys at the MC were. Oftentimes, we offered security for the women and kids who were leaving a bad situation or needed protection to get back and forth from court.

      “It’s not one of our normal requests.”

      “What do you mean?” I took another sip of my beer, wishing he’d just get to the point. I’d already put in a full day at the outdoor outfitter shop we ran together, then another couple of hours on the call. I was tired, and the smell of singed pine still clung to my skin, despite the long shower I’d taken at the station.

      “It’s a big ask, but remember, you owe me. And it’s going to be a win-win,” Jensen said. Something was off. I could tell by the undercurrent of nerves in his tone.

      “What do you mean, I owe you? Last time I checked, you’re the one who owes me. Didn’t I come down the mountain last month and haul your ass out of the ditch?” It didn’t really matter who owed who. Jensen knew no matter what might be going down between us, I’d always have his back, just like he’d have mine.

      “Yeah, but I wouldn’t have gone into the ditch if you’d changed out the tires on the truck like you said you were going to.”

      He had a point, and I was too tired to argue. “Doesn’t matter. Just tell me what I have to do.”

      “It’s not for me, it’s a woman at the shelter. Her name’s Madeline and she’s in trouble. Are you in?”

      “Like you have to ask? What does she need?” I didn’t know why he was making such a big deal about doing a woman at the shelter a favor. The guys at the MC pitched in all the time. “Does she need somebody to go pick up the rest of her shit at home?”

      Jensen cleared his throat. “Uh, it’s a little more complicated than that.”

      “Why are you being cagey as fuck?” He was getting on my nerves. “Just tell me.”

      “Yeah, okay. Remember, you already said yes.”

      I practically growled into the phone. “Spit it out before I hang up on you, bro.”

      “Fine. She needs you to marry her.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 2


          

          
            MADELINE

          

        

      

    

    
      This was a bad idea. Maybe even the worst bad idea I’d entertained recently, and I’d been desperate enough over the past couple of weeks to consider a lot of really bad ideas. I fiddled with the paper wrapper of my straw while I waited for Jensen’s brother to show up.

      “Maybe there’s another way…” My voice trailed off as a tall man with a full beard entered the roadside diner. It had to be him. He had the same muscular build as Jensen, the same thick, dark hair. As he came closer, the only visible difference I could see between them was in their eyes. While Jensen’s eyes sparkled with light, his twin’s were full of darkness.

      “We were starting to get a little worried.” Jensen slid out from his side of the booth and gave his brother one of those half-hug things guys always do.

      Jonas’s eyes flashed to me as he pounded his brother on the back. “Got hung up outfitting a group at the shop. Sorry, I should have let you know.”

      “It’s okay, you’re here now.” Courtney, the director of the women’s shelter where I’d been staying for the past six weeks, nodded toward me. “Jonas, this is Madeline. I believe Jensen told you about her situation?”

      Jensen took the seat next to Courtney again, leaving Jonas no choice but to slide into the booth next to me. He held out his hand to introduce himself. “It’s nice to meet you, Madeline.”

      “Nice to meet you, too.” I slid my palm into his rough and calloused hand, flinching slightly at his touch.

      “Sorry,”—he pulled away quickly—“I should have asked before I shook your hand.”

      “It’s fine. I’m just a little nervous, I guess.” That was an understatement. My explanation sounded ridiculous, even to my own ears.

      Courtney offered a reassuring smile as she wrapped her hands around her mug of coffee. “Thanks for meeting us. I believe Jensen covered the details of what we’re looking for?”

      My heart hammered so loud that I was sure Jonas could hear it. I reached for the glass of water sitting in front of me, hoping a sip might calm my rattled nerves.

      Jonas shifted on the bench seat, his hip barely brushing against mine. “Yeah, you basically want to pimp me out like a husband for hire.”

      My hand knocked over the glass. Water raced across the table and poured over the edge. Right into Jonas’s lap. He shot up, bumped his leg on the underside of the table, and uttered a string of four-letter words I couldn’t remember ever hearing in that particular order.

      “I’m sorry.” I grabbed a handful of napkins and scooted out of the booth to hand them to him.

      His jaw clenched as he reached for them. Then his eyes locked on my midsection. “Wait a minute.”

      Jensen slid out of his side of the booth. “I’ll go grab some towels from the bathroom.”

      “Not so fast.” Jonas clamped a hand on his brother’s shoulder. “When the hell were you going to tell me she’s pregnant?”

      Heat swallowed me up like I’d stepped into the center of the sun as Jonas’s gaze raked over my belly. I was only about four months along, but there was no hiding the bulge under the loose maternity top.

      “Can we sit down and talk about this?” Jensen mumbled in a low voice.

      Jonas dabbed at the giant wet spot on his crotch with a handful of napkins. “You didn’t say anything about her being pregnant.”

      I hated being at the mercy of a growly, grumpy mountain man, but Jonas was my last hope. It was either convince him to marry me and gain access to the trust fund my grandmother had left or go crawling back to my parents and beg them to take me in… me and the unborn child I was carrying. Somehow, I’d managed to survive growing up in that house, but I’d do anything to avoid subjecting my baby to living under the thumb of their self-righteousness. Even beg a man I’d never met to take me as his wife.

      “If I could just have a few minutes of your time,”—I bit the inside of my cheek as I reached out and put my hand on Jonas’s arm—“I have a plan in mind that I think you’ll find mutually beneficial.”

      “Sweetheart, unless you’re hiding a million bucks in that tiny bag of yours, I think this conversation is over.” His lips turned up in a smug smirk as he pulled his arm away.

      “You’re already here. What’s the harm in giving her five minutes?” Jensen asked. “I’ll even pay for your dinner.”

      “I’m not staying long enough for dinner,” Jonas said.

      Jensen rolled his eyes. “A beer then.”

      “One beer.” Jonas shifted his gaze to stare deep into my eyes. As much as I wanted to look away, I forced myself not to. “But I’ve got to warn you, I’ve been known to slam them.”

      “Good thing I’m a fast talker.” I offered him a weak smile in return and gestured to an empty table a few yards away from the booth. “Should we sit over there?”

      He covered the distance in a few long strides and held out a chair for me.

      “Thank you.” I slid in as close as I could with my growing belly in the way while Jonas gestured for the server. After he’d ordered a beer and I asked for another glass of water, he rested his elbows on the table and leaned toward me.

      “What’s this mutually beneficial plan you’ve got in mind?”

      I sucked in a slow, shaky breath while I tried to figure out how to start. “I can pay you.”

      “I’m not for sale.” He shook his head back and forth. “I don’t know what kind of trouble you’re in, but it’s got to be something big if you’ve got my brother begging me to marry you. I’m assuming this,”—he nodded toward my belly—“has something to do with your troubles?”
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