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      Dear Reader,

      

      Thanks for grabbing your copy of North! This friends to lovers story is the second in the Matched with a Mountain Man series. If you love a little mistaken identity, I hope you’ll come back for River, the next in the series!

      

      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

    

  


  
    
      
        
        North: A Curvy Girl & Mountain Man Romance

      

      

      

      
        
        Ember

        I’m counting down the days until I leave the small mountain town of Rye Creek behind. My parents want me to work at our new resort where the sun always shines in Las Vegas. The only thing standing in my way is pulling off the biggest wedding my family-owned resort has ever held.

      

        

      
        North

        I’ve never looked at Ember as more than a friend. Then my buddy strong arms me into taking a matchmaking survey, and her name pops up as my perfect match. There’s no way I believe a computer can predict true love. But when I con her into letting me be her plus one at a celebrity wedding, I’m totally unprepared for what happens.

      

      

      Meet the mountain men of Rye Creek and the curvy women who steal their wild hearts. The Matched with a Mountain Man series can be read as standalones. Each book features a happily-ever-after with no cheating and no cliffhangers.
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          NORTH

        

      

    

    
      The sound of tires crunching on the snow made me jerk my head out from underneath the hood of the pickup I’d been working on. My buddy Slate and his girlfriend, wait, make that fianceé, got out of his truck and headed toward the door to my auto shop.

      I wiped my hands on the rag hanging out of my pocket and met them in the small foyer.

      “Hey.” Slate thrust his hand out, then must have decided he’d rather not get grease on his fingers,

      No matter how hard I scrubbed or what kind of soap I used, I could never get rid of the evidence that I spent most of my time with my hands under the hood of a car.

      “What brings you two here today?” I asked.

      Slate glanced to the woman who’d tamed him. He used to play pro football and be a grumpy son of a bitch. Since he met Patience, he’d simmered down. For a guy who used to make a living by tearing up the football field, he sure had mellowed out.

      “I’m hoping you’ll do me a favor.” Patience smiled.

      At one point I thought maybe I’d have a chance with the curvy beauty when she showed up in town a couple of months ago. Slate put an immediate end to that. I had to respect the guy for going after what he wanted. All I’d been interested in was a bit of fun while she was in town, but he’d fallen hook, line, and sinker. Now the two of them were inseparable and planning a fall wedding. Poor guy never even saw it coming.

      “What kind of favor? Is your truck acting up again?” I’d given her SUV a complete check when she’d arrived in town. “I can take a look if you want.”

      “It’s not about a truck.” Slate crossed his thick arms over his massive chest. I was a pretty big guy, but nowhere near the same level of giant as him.

      Patience smiled again and drew her bottom lip into her mouth. “I’m finally starting that new business we told you about. Slate suggested you and the other guys might be willing to fill out my initial survey to help me start building my database.”

      “What new business?” My eyes narrowed. I remembered her talking about some online community she’d been building. But computers weren’t really my thing. Not unless they were running diagnostics on an engine.

      “Remember a few weeks ago when we got together to watch the hockey game?” Slate put his hand on Patience’s shoulder and gave it a squeeze. “We talked about the lack of single women around Rye Creek.”

      My chest tightened. “I remember talking about your wedding and Grayson saying something about how nice it was the two of you found each other.”

      “Exactly.” Slate nodded.

      “Exactly what?” I asked.

      Patience pulled a folder out of her bag. “I’m starting a matchmaking service. If you could fill out the survey, it would be a big help. There’s a copy in the folder or, if you’d prefer, you can do it online.”

      I didn’t bother to try holding back the laugh that spilled out. “Thanks, but no thanks. I’m not interested in a dating service.”

      “She just wants to practice.” Slate cocked his head, giving me the kind of look that told me he wasn’t really asking for my participation as much as he was expecting it.

      Patience set the folder on the counter. “You don’t have to if you don’t want to, but it would be extremely helpful for me to see if my algorithm works.”

      “Algo what?” I asked.

      “The criteria I’ve put in place to match couples. I want to see how off base I am before I start taking on clients.”

      “Come on, North.” Slate rested his hands on the counter and leaned toward me. “It’s just so she can practice.”

      “And you’re going to get the others to do it too?”  I doubted they’d be able to talk River into signing up for some matchmaking test. If anyone was even more against making a commitment than me, it would have to be Rye Creek’s resident bad boy.

      “Forest and Grayson said they would. We’re heading over to drop off info for them next.” Patience slid the folder closer to me. “I bet we could get River to do it if you do.”

      “Damn. Nothing like having my best buddy’s girlfriend laying on the guilt.” I shook my head.

      “Fianceé,” Slate reminded me. He met Patience’s gaze with the kind of sappy smile on his face, and love in his eyes, that I’d sworn to avoid.

      “Fine.” I picked up the folder and opened it. “I’ll do your survey, but that’s it. I don’t want or need any kind of commitment-crazed woman trying to pin me down.”

      Slate and Patience shared a secret smile, the kind that didn’t need interpretation. They both thought I was being narrow-minded and ridiculous.

      “When it’s the right woman, it doesn’t feel like you’re being pinned down. It feels like you’re finally being freed of the crap that’s holding you back, bro. It feels like you can do anything.”

      For half a heartbeat I let myself imagine what that might feel like. But there was no room in my life for a woman. Taking care of my mom and sisters took all of my time and attention, especially now that Mom was recovering from knee surgery.

      Patience wrapped her fingers around Slate’s arm. The two of them needed to leave before whatever had scrambled their brains passed over to me.

      “Yeah, yeah, yeah.” I put a hand on Slate’s shoulder and nudged him toward the door. “I’ve got an engine block to replace. Why don’t the two of you go make dreamy eyes at each other at River’s place?”

      “Do you think you’ll have it done by tomorrow?” Patience asked.

      Knowing Slate would never take no for an answer, I nodded. “I’ll fill it out tonight while I’m over at my mom’s.”

      Patience gave me a sympathetic smile. “How’s she doing?”

      “So far so good. She starts therapy next week. I know she’s not looking forward to it, but it will be worth it.”

      “She’s so young to have a knee replacement.” Patience pulled out her phone. “How’s the meal train working?”

      “Good. Everyone’s been great. Thanks for setting that up.”

      “My pleasure. Looks like Ember’s family is bringing dinner over tonight.”

      “Ember? I thought she was working at their new Vegas resort?” Ember Patterson. That was a name I hadn’t heard in a while. Though she’d grown up in Rye Creek, we’d never hung out in the same circles. She was heir to the Patterson’s chain of resorts and I was a greasy mechanic.

      “She’s back to help with that secret celebrity wedding none of us are supposed to know about.” Patience tapped her phone. “I think she said she’d stop by around six. Does that work for you?”

      “Six is great.” She’d probably send one of her employees over. A woman like Ember didn’t run her own errands.

      “Do you want me to stop over with something tomorrow?” Patience asked.

      “That’s okay. Mom’s got so many leftovers. We probably need to put a dent in those before anything else will fit in the fridge.”

      “Well, let us know if you need anything.”

      “We’re good, but thanks.” I hated being on the receiving end of any kind of charity, even something as simple as a few folks dropping by with meals. Although, if coming up with dinner every night had been left up to me, my sisters would probably be on their fifth night of takeout from Slate’s bar. “I’ll drop your survey off tomorrow.”

      “Thank you.” Patience reached up and flung her arms around my neck.

      I didn’t hug back, not with Slate standing there ready to level me if I even looked like I was enjoying her embrace.

      “Let’s go, babe.” Slate held the door open for her. “If North doesn’t get with the program, that might be the only action he sees until tourist season picks up.”

      “Very funny.” I watched while they trekked back to the truck. Slate walked around and opened the door for Patience then waited until she got settled and closed it behind her. He used to be the grumpiest, growliest guy in Rye Creek. I sure hoped whatever hold Patience had over him wasn’t contagious.
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