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      “You want me to meet you where?” I ask Thunder to repeat himself because I don’t think I heard him right.

      “The old train station. You will see when you get here,” he says before hanging up.

      Since the fire at the clubhouse, we have been meeting in some pretty weird places, but this one takes the cake. The train station hasn’t been in use for over a decade, but the building has been kept up. Currently, it’s being used as a bus stop, and also for special events. It’s downtown next to city hall. Mostly the parking area is designated as free city parking now.

      The town has been working hard to help repair the clubhouse as a thank you for finally taking out the Savage Bones. It’s been slower than everyone would like because Atlas and Thunder are insisting on restoring the building as close to the original as possible. They want to keep all the history while adding a few things, like a larger kitchen, a more secure weapons room, and extra protection all the way around. 

      As I drive through town, I can already see that there isn’t a building not decorated for the holidays. Since we really have something to celebrate this year, everyone is going all out and over the top. Orville, the mayor, ordered more lights and decorations for the downtown area to join in the celebration, and everyone in town has followed suit.

      When I pull into the old train station, a flood of memories comes rushing back. As kids, we always dared to sneak in here at night. This building is one of the oldest still around Mustang Mountain, and every kid growing up here thinks it’s haunted.

      I smile and head to the front door, where I find several of the guys sitting in a makeshift office area with a few desks. Several of them are leaning over one of the men’s computers.

      “What’s up?” I ask as I walk over to join Thunder, Six, Bear, Viper, and Lightning. 

      As soon as they hear my voice, they slam the computer shut, and I stop in my tracks. It doesn’t take a genius to figure out they don’t want me to see whatever they were looking at. So then why have me meet them here?

       “What the hell was that?” I ask, not even hiding the irritation in my voice. At least they have the nerve to look sorry.

      “We have a surprise for you. It seemed like a good idea until Thunder found out. He thinks you are going to be pissed,” Lightning says.

      I take a seat across from Thunder, and it’s obvious he’s upset.

      “Well, out with it then,” I say, crossing my arms over my chest.

      “Well, you, ah, made a comment at Thanksgiving about being one of the last single ones left, and we thought we’d do something about it,” Six says.

      “Guys, I was drunk. Watching Viper be all lovey-dovey just got to me, and I ended up in a weird place. I’m fine. Really,” I say.

      It has been hard watching my brothers-in-arms fall in love one after the other for the last two years. Nevertheless, I’m very happy for them. If it’s meant to be for me, it will happen. If not, then that’s fine, too.

      The guys all share a look, and I know there is more to the story.

      “Spit it out,” I order.

      “So, a buddy of mine in Whiskey River told me how he met his wife. I mentioned it as an off-hand comment to the guys here, and they thought it might be a good idea…” Bear stops when Viper hits him in the arm.

      “Thought what was a good idea? Which friend?” I ask, trying to figure out what they aren’t telling me.

      “Bennett. He found his wife on a mail-order bride website, and I haven’t seen two people more in love. At least until these guys started falling hard.” Bear points at Lightning and Thunder.

      “A mail-order bride,” I say, trying to process this information. “Tell me you’re joking.”

      “No. We made an account and right away got you matched with an amazing girl. She’s not too young, very much your type,” Viper chimes in.

      “Cancel it,” I say, starting to stand up.

      “That’s the thing. We can’t,” Bear says.

      “What do you mean, you can’t?” I ask, turning to face them.

      “She will be here in about an hour.” Thunder finally says what the others won’t.

      “Are you kidding me?” I yell. Six winces as I stomp over to him and point at the laptop. “Show me.”

      He hesitantly opens the computer and pulls up the website. Navigating to her profile seems to take forever, so Lightning fills the silence.

      “Her name is Evelyn. She’s thirty-two, loves hiking and nature. All her life, she’s lived in a small Appalachian mountain town in Kentucky. She’s a teacher and wants kids…” Lightning keeps talking, but the moment Six turns the computer to me and I see her photo, my knees go weak, and I forget to breathe.

      She is fucking stunning, and my cock stirs for the first time in an embarrassingly long time.

      “You have two weeks to get to know each other, and you don’t have to get married if you don’t agree at the end,” Six says.

      “When does she get in?” I ask as all the thoughts about her traveling alone and what could happen to her fill my head.

      “The bus is scheduled to be here around one o’clock p.m.,” Bear says.

      “Two weeks?” I want to make sure I heard them correctly.

      “Yeah, so she will be here through many of the holiday parties, so you don’t have to go alone. If nothing else, you might get a friend out of it,” Lightning says with a hesitant smile.

      Two weeks sounded like a lifetime a minute ago. Now I worry I will blink, and it will be gone. I only have a short time to make Evelyn fall in love with me, and with Mustang Mountain, because the only other option is tying her to the bed and never letting her go. 

      Funny, a few moments ago, I was perfectly okay with being alone for the rest of my life, but now the thought of not having Evelyn in my life isn't okay with me. 

      “What did you tell her?” I ask, my mind racing. 

      “Nothing much. Pretended to be you saying you were the last of our group not married and a friend suggested the website,” Viper says. 

      “Why is she on the website?” I want to know.

      A pretty girl like her must have a bunch of options. Getting on a mail-order bride website isn't for someone unless they have nothing left. 

      “I don't know, man. She said she doesn't have any family in the area and needs to get out of town,” Vipers says. 

      Needs, not wants. “Let me see the messages.” I grab the computer. 

      I read through the very short exchange, which isn't more than what they already told me. Then I read her profile. Both parents are dead, and she’s in a small town in Kentucky, probably looking for a way out. My brain is trying to justify the whole thing. 

      There isn't a ton of information on her profile that the guys haven't told me. But there are a few other photos. One of her in a tree swing in what I guess is her backyard. Another of her behind a desk in a classroom, smiling at the camera with her hands tucked under her chin. Saving them all, I send them to myself. Eventually, we will get many photos together to fill our house. But this is a start. 

      “The bus is pulling in,” Thunder says, nodding toward the large windows at the front of the building. 

      I check my watch. It’s almost twenty minutes early. My nerves instantly explode and I'm on my feet, heading out front to meet her. There is only one other person here waiting on the bus. Judging by the bag with him, I think he's boarding and not waiting for someone. 

      As the bus pulls to a stop, my eyes roam the windows, hoping to catch a glance of her before the door opens. I can feel her eyes on me, and find her looking out the window toward the back of the bus. Our eyes lock for just a moment, and I wonder if she’s changed her mind because she doesn't move. Finally, the bus doors open and she stands, making her way toward the front of the bus.

      Her way to me.
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            EVELYN

          

        

      

    

    
      For over two days now, I've been on one bus or another. If it wasn't for the guy at the bus station back home taking pity on me and giving me his employee discount, I don't think I could have afforded the bus ticket. I raided some snacks from the diner before I left, and that's all I've had to eat since right now I have a whole five dollars and thirty-four cents to my name.

      I don't feel bad about taking food from the diner. The owner is an asshole, so I didn’t even tell him I was leaving. Until the day I had to catch my bus, I was working. Not like he could blow up my phone, as I had to cancel the service. Then, in order to purchase this bus ticket, I sold the phone.

      The ride hasn't been too bad. We have stopped in some really nice towns, and they have all been done up for Christmas. Actually, it's been like taking a bus ride through one Hallmark town after another. 

      If Mustang Mountain is half as pretty as the towns I've seen so far, I know I'm going to fall in love with it. The big question is, will I even like Scar? Will he even want a chubbier girl like me? I've learned men, at least back in my hometown of Willow Grove, Kentucky, don't like bigger women. 

      So, now with my parents gone and their mountain-high medical bill debt to pay off, this seemed like the best solution. Though still providing me with an opportunity for marriage and to eventually have children. Being a mom is all I wanted growing up. I want to be the kind of parent to my kids that my mom and dad were to me. 

      After a drunk driver hit my parents on their way home from a Christmas party last year, they hung on to life as best they could. But Mom passed away over the summer, and Dad followed her a few months later. He always said he couldn't live without her, which proved to be true. I can't imagine the kind of broken heart he had losing her, yet leaving me with everything the way he had was pretty shitty. But I’m working through it. 

      So, when a customer at the diner told me about the mail-order bride website, I checked it out. By day I was working as a teacher, which I loved, and at night and weekends at the local diner, which I hated. No matter how hard I worked, I still couldn't seem to get ahead. 

      One night, after a little tequila, I filled out my profile, and two days later I had a phone interview. The woman asked me my reasons for joining the site, how I felt about getting married for love, and my thoughts of being a “trad” wife. She had to explain that one. But it's basically a traditional wife that does the cooking and cleaning and takes care of the house and doesn’t work outside the home. After some discussion, she explained the process to me. 

      The next step was a background check, which came back clean. Then, once I was approved, I was only up on the website for three days before I matched with Scar. That was also the day I got the eviction notice on my place, so I took a leap of faith and here I am. 

      “I always love passing through Mustang Mountain. It’s such a sweet little town. Always has the best little festivals and events.” An old woman leans across the aisle to tell me. 

      I've learned she is from a small town called Silver Creek and makes this trip regularly to visit family. She takes the bus, so she doesn't have to stress about driving and can read and relax while enjoying the scenery. It’s been nice conversing with her. After she saw all I had was a small bag of chips, she shared her sandwich with me at lunch.

      “Well, this is me. I hope you will look me up so I can repay your kindness and buy you lunch,” I tell her. 

      She just shakes her head, saying, “Enjoy your stay and pay it forward.” 

      As the bus comes to a stop, I look out my window and instantly I spot Scar. Not because he's one of only two people waiting, but because I've memorized his photo on the website, from every angle. Something about that picture drew me in, making my insides feel funny. When I saw the man in that photo, I wanted to know him. That's why I agreed to this. 

      When his eyes lock on mine, I freeze in place. It's like he can see right down to my soul. Only the sound of the bus door opening and the bus driver announcing the stop was Mustang Mountain pulled me from his gaze. 

      Standing, I gather my things before making my way to the front of the bus, my mind racing. I could sit back down and ride to the next town, Silver Creek, I think, and get a job there. Then buy another ticket elsewhere. Anywhere. I've always wanted to see the ocean. I could work at some seaside shop. 

      But my feet keep carrying me toward the front of the bus, and before I know it, I’m climbing down the stairs and stepping onto the parking lot. I look up and Scar's eyes are on me again. When his eyes meet mine, he begins making his way toward me. 

      “Evelyn.” He says as a statement, not a question, but I still nod my head. 

      “Scar,” I whisper.

      He too nods, and reaches out, gently taking the bag slung over my shoulder and my backpack. Then together we follow the bus driver to get my other bag. 

      “Just one bag?” he asks when I grab the well-worn duffle. 

      “Yeah, I didn't bring much,” I say. 

      Scar frowns, but doesn't say anything.

      “My truck is this way,” he says, turning to walk toward the station parking lot. 

      He doesn't look to see if I'm following him, so I hesitate for a moment. I turn to look back at the bus. If I ran back and got back on the bus, I'm sure the driver would let me…

      “Evelyn?” Scar asks. 

      Turning back, I see he's stopped and is watching me. 

      “Sorry, I was just thinking,” I say, following him to his truck. 

      I guess I'm really doing this.
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