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Mountain Man’s Fierce Claim by Hazel J. North




She got tangled in my barbed wire fence. I got tangled in her.

Nell

I’m not a stalker. I’m just a woman who owns a flower farm and maybe drove past the hardware store four times hoping to catch a glimpse of Reid. And maybe asked a few too many questions about the man who lives so far up Timber Peak that nobody knows exactly where.

So when I finally sneak up his mountain to get a proper look at him, I don’t expect to end up caught in his barbed wire fence at dusk like the world’s most clumsy trespasser.

Reid

People disappoint you. I learned that early, and I learned it well. So I came to this mountain, built my fence high, and stopped giving anyone the chance to penetrate my defenses.

Then Nell gets herself snagged in my barbed-wire like a determined, warm-hearted catastrophe.

I swore I was done letting people close enough to let me down. But Nell isn’t like anyone I’ve ever known. She’s chaos and sunshine, and she talks enough for both of us.

One of these days, I’m going to have to shut her up with a kiss.

Mountain Man’s Fierce Claim is a short and steamy instalove romance featuring a guarded mountain man who finally meets the one woman worth the risk. No cliffhanger, no cheating, and a guaranteed HEA. This book is part of Rugged Loners of Timber Peak Valley, a steamy instalove romance series set in a small mountain town full of rugged, protective recluses.


Chapter One

Nell

The dahlias Birdy cut are lying in the back of Jude’s truck, wrapped in brown paper and tied with twine. That’s the perk of being a seasonal worker at a flower farm: you can take home as many freshly cut flowers as you want.

Birdy hugs me goodbye. “See you after the weekend. I’m sure the flowers will have grown even more by then.”

“I know, isn’t summer the best? Everything is so ripe with color and life.”

She nods. “The very best. Thanks again for letting me take the afternoon off.”

“Of course, you’re entitled to your vacation days, Birdy. Now stop talking and go enjoy your weekend with your man,” I tell her.

“Oh, I will,” she says as she glances back at Jude with stars in her eyes.

He’s standing by the driver’s side door with his arms crossed and the patient expression of a man who has learned that goodbyes between women always take longer than expected and has made his peace with it. He gives me a friendly nod. I give him one back.

“Come up for dinner on Sunday,” Birdy says. “Jude’s been experimenting with sourdough. It’s either going to be incredible or catastrophic, but either way, you should be there.”

I laugh. “I’ll bring wine from Romy’s vineyard.”

She climbs into the truck, and Jude closes her door before walking around to his side. I stand at the edge of the gravel lot and watch them pull away, Birdy’s hand appearing out of the window to wave until the truck disappears around the bend.

Inside, I pack two more orders, answer four emails, and water the seedlings on the propagation shelf. I eat a snack standing at the potting bench because I forgot to sit down, which my best friend Lauren says is a personality flaw. I say it’s being efficient. After dead-heading the spent blooms on the front row of dahlias, I fix the latch on the cold storage door that’s been sticking since May.

By four in the afternoon, I’m done for the day. I mean, a flower farmer’s work is never done, but if I don’t stop myself, I’ll push past my limits, and then who’s going to keep my farm up and running?

I check to see if I’ve got enough potting soil and wire staples left. There’s plenty still, but I don’t want to run out. What if there’s a wire staple emergency on a day the hardware store is closed?

I get into my truck and drive into town. As I approach Nuts & Bolts, the local hardware store, I scan the small parking lot for Reid’s truck. I know it probably won’t be here. I’ve only seen the man a few times. And besides, the only time I interacted with him, he just pointed at something. Didn’t even say a word. So I don’t even know why I’m hoping to run into him.

I park my truck and head inside. Behind the counter, George is busy with paperwork. He’s been running the store for decades. He’s basically seen everything and is mildly interested in none of it.

“Hey, Nell,” he says without looking up.

“Hi, George. I’m here for more wire staples.”

“Aisle three, bottom shelf, left side.”

I grab two packs and bring them to the counter, but not before walking past the other aisles in the faint hope of Reid being in here after all.

“It sure is quiet today,” I say.

“Always quiet on a Friday afternoon. Most people are getting ready for the weekend.”

I put my card on the counter. “You get much traffic from up the mountain? Like that one guy who lives way up on Timber Peak? I bumped into him once in here. Big beard, tree of a man, doesn’t speak at all.”

George takes my card and processes it. “You talking about Micah?”

“No, um, Reid, I think he’s called.”

It’s a lie. I know damn well what the guy’s name is.

“Oh, Reid Sutton. Far as I know, yes, he lives almost as far up the mountain as one can. Not that I’ve ever been up there myself. He comes in here a few times a year. Doesn’t talk much, but always knows exactly what he needs.”

A few times a year?!

“Right,” I say and grab my staples and my receipt. “Good to know.”

George goes back to his papers.

I walk back to my truck in the afternoon sun. I sit in the driver’s seat for a moment and look up at Timber Peak through the windshield. Three or four times a year!

Two years. That’s how long I’ve waited, hoping to accidentally run into a man who comes down from his mountain three or four times a year. I’ve driven past Nuts & Bolts without going in more times than I’d like to admit. I’ve lingered at the gas station for way too long. I’ve ordered things from the diner to go and sat at the counter long enough to drink a whole cup of coffee on the off chance he’d come in for a pickup.

Two years of that, and I’ve managed two accidental encounters. Two. At this rate, I’ll be seventy before I ever get to talk to him.

The mountain sits there, taunting me to investigate. No one seems to know exactly where Reid lives, but I could find out? I don’t know what I’ll do when I find his cabin, but it’s Friday afternoon, and I’ve got no other plans, so…

OEBPS/image/image-0-0.jpg






OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Table of Contents





		

Contents





		

Mountain Man’s Fierce Claim





		

Copyright





		

Mountain Man’s Fierce Claim by Hazel J. North





		

Chapter One





		

Chapter Two





		

Chapter Three





		

Chapter Four





		

Chapter Five





		

Chapter Six





		

Chapter Seven





		

Chapter Eight





		

Chapter Nine





		

Epilogue





		

Free book













Guide





		

Contents













