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      To the Match of the Month supporters, 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 January is for Jackson, the first book in the Mountain Men of Mustang Mountain series! We can’t wait for you to meet Jackson and Emma. 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

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        January is for Jackson

      

      

      
        
        Her mountain man hero must make an impossible choice.

      

      

      

      Emma

      
        
        I’ve always been spontaneous, but this time I might have gone too far. Showing up at my brother’s remote cabin to surprise him for his birthday seemed like a good idea. But he’s nowhere to be found, the cabin’s locked up tight, and a snowstorm’s on the way. When his closest neighbor stops by, the gorgeous grumpy mountain man insists on taking me home with him until the storm passes. He’s burly and bossy, but I can tell there’s a kind heart buried under the layers of flannel.

      

      

      
        
        Jackson

      

      

      
        
        The last thing I need is to be snowed in with my best friend’s little sister. If anything happens between me and the beautiful curvy blonde, he won’t just end our friendship, he might even end me. It doesn’t matter that she’s impossible to resist. The sooner I get her out of my cabin, the better off we’ll both be. But how can I let her go when I know deep down she’s meant to be mine?

      

        

      
        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


          

          
            Jackson

          

        

      

    

    
      It wasn’t even noon yet, and I’d already had a hell of a day. As I peered at the Nelson’s Mercantile sign through the dirty windshield of my half-ton pickup, I eased my grip on the steering wheel. Based on the dark gray clouds rolling in, Mustang Mountain was going to get another storm today. If I wanted to grab the rest of my supplies and get back up the mountain before the snow started falling, I needed to go inside and get this over with.

      The bell over the door jangled as I entered the store. Ruby and Orville Nelson had been operating the Nelson Mercantile for decades. Their family history with the tiny Montana town went back almost as far as mine. That was about the only thing we had in common.

      Ruby was hellbent on breathing new life into Mustang Mountain, while I was more than content with the slow pace and peaceful life. She thought if she could get some of the guys around here hitched, it would breathe new life into our struggling town. I hadn’t stepped in when she hosted a women’s weekend, and I looked the other way when she gave away free stays for girlfriend getaways at the two cabins she owned. This time, she’d taken it too far.

      I held the postcard with my picture plastered across the front in my hand. She must have snapped it last month when I stopped by their place to chop some wood and make sure they had enough firewood for a while. Up here on the mountain we took care of each other, though that was about to change now that I’d seen how she repaid the favor.

      “Good morning, Jackson.” Ruby beamed at me from behind the counter. “Can I get you a cup of coffee?”

      I stomped the snow off my boots and stalked toward her. “What the hell is this?”

      She glanced down at the postcard. Her eyes widened a tiny bit, but she covered her surprise with another one of her bright smiles. “I suppose you were bound to see it sooner or later.”

      “Seeing as how you’ve got them plastered all over town, I suppose I was. What were you thinking?”

      “I was thinking we need to bring some new families into town if we don’t want to end up like Wolf Canyon.” She set her hand on top of mine and her voice softened. “You, of all people, should know what kind of trouble we’re in, Jackson.”

      Ruby might look like a kind-hearted grandma who spent most of her time baking cookies and knitting Christmas stockings, but she had the mind of a shrewd CEO. Too bad my family hadn’t hired her when business at the lumber mill we owned took a turn for the worse.

      “And how is me appearing half naked on a calendar postcard going to bring families to Mustang Mountain?” I slid my hand out from under hers and crossed my arms over my chest.

      “We need women.” Ruby shrugged. “All you boys living up on the mountain by yourselves⁠—”

      “I told you to stop playing matchmaker. No good’s going to come from that.”

      She tilted her head and studied me. “If you want this town to survive, we’re going to need to bring in new residents. With the lumber mill closing, folks have been forced to move away to find work.”

      I clenched my jaw. No one felt worse about the lumber mill closing than me. “I did all I could.”

      “Of course you did, honey.” She held my gaze for a beat, then turned and poured a cup of steaming coffee. “Coffee’s on the house today.”

      “I want all of those postcards taken down by this afternoon.” Even though her heart was in the right place, I wouldn’t stand for having my picture plastered all over town. I hated being the center of attention. That’s why I’d built a cabin halfway up the mountain where I could live in peace and quiet.

      “It’s too late.” She peered up at me over the rim of her own coffee mug.

      “What do you mean, it’s too late?” My gut twisted and turned as I tried to imagine what she might have done.

      “I can gather the ones we have left around town, but I already sent them out to everyone on the visitor bureau’s list.”

      My hands clenched into fists. I’d never hurt a woman, but dammit, I wanted to hit something.

      “You should feel flattered. I’ve already booked a few groups at the rental cabins. They can’t wait to come to Mustang Mountain and see if they can meet their own mountain men.”

      “I’m not going to stand by and let you get away with this.” I’d need to get the rest of the guys together. If she’d made me Mr. January, no telling who she planned to target next.

      She cocked a hip and leaned against the counter. “I don’t expect your gratitude now, though I bet you’ll be thanking me when my direct mail campaign brings you the woman of your dreams.”

      “That’s where you’re wrong.” I put my palms on the counter and leaned closer to her. “The woman of my dreams doesn’t exist.”

      It about killed me to leave the mug sitting on the counter untouched, but she couldn’t buy me off with a steaming cup of coffee. I didn’t know what she had planned, but the guys and I would put a stop to it. Ruby Nelson might be a force to be reckoned with, but she was no match for a dozen of Mustang Mountain’s toughest men. We liked our privacy, relished the remote lifestyle we led, and would do anything to keep it that way.

      I sucked in a few breaths of clean, crisp air on my way back to my truck and pulled up our group text. Miles was ice fishing up at Lake Bliss, but hopefully, the rest of the guys would be able to get together.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: Ruby’s at it again. We need to get together soon. Who’s in?

      

      

      

      

      

      The message failed to send. Service must be out because of the storm. The sooner I got back up the mountain, the better off I’d be.

      My truck slipped and slid on the snow-packed roads as I made my way away from town. There were only two cabins this far up the mountain: mine and the one belonging to my buddy Miles. Usually, one of us would get out and plow since the town didn’t have the resources to maintain all the roads. With Miles out of town, that job fell to me, though I didn’t plan on going anywhere for the next few days. He’d be out of town until next weekend, so there was no rush to get out and take care of the road. As long as I could get home, I’d leave it for later.

      I paused as I passed the turnoff to his place. Fresh tire tracks in the snow meant he’d either come home early or someone was snooping around. We didn’t get visitors, which meant the group who’d been on a breaking and entering spree might be targeting my best friend’s cabin. I pulled into the drive to block them in, then grabbed my shotgun from the rack behind me.

      His drive hadn’t been plowed for a few days, so the snow reached halfway up my calves. I stuck to the tracks left by whatever vehicle had pulled in and crept toward the cabin. A big SUV sat halfway up the drive, wedged against a snowbank. One set of footsteps led toward the cabin. My grip on the gun eased. I could easily handle a single perpetrator.

      As I turned the last bend and the house came into view, I squinted through the falling snow. A woman, no more than five feet tall, stood on the porch, her back pressed against the side of the cabin. I followed her line of sight across the clearing to where a huge gray wolf stepped out of the woods.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 2


          

          
            Emma

          

        

      

    

    
      I was going to die. All I’d wanted to do was surprise my older brother for his birthday, and now I was going to be eaten alive by a wolf. I should have known better than to visit northern Montana in January. Should have paid attention to the weather report playing on the radio, too. Then maybe I wouldn’t have gotten the SUV I’d rented stuck in the snow. I should have done a lot of things, but it didn’t matter now.

      The wolf was huge, bigger than the ones I’d seen back home at the San Diego Zoo. Even from this distance, I could tell it had to be at least three feet tall at the shoulders. Knowing it would most likely be the last thing I’d ever see, I still couldn’t help but marvel at its wild beauty.

      It moved closer, one slow step at a time. If I’d stayed on the track team, maybe I’d have a chance at making a run for the truck. Who was I kidding? This short, curvy girl had no chance of winning against a tortoise, much less one of nature’s most successful predators.

      I pressed my back against the outer wall of my brother’s cabin. When he didn’t answer, I’d tried all the doors and windows. It was locked up tighter than Fort Knox, and knowing Miles, the windows were probably made of shatterproof glass. I seized the snow shovel by the door and prepared to fight for my life.

      “He’s not going to hurt you.” A deep voice pulled my attention to the driveway, where a man made his way toward me through the deep snow. He had a shotgun hanging from his shoulder. Relief flooded through me. Maybe I wouldn’t die today.

      “You’ve got a gun. Shoot him!” My gaze shifted back to the wolf, who’d moved even closer. I could see the snow crusted on its muzzle.

      The man laughed. “I’m not going to shoot him.”

      “I guess you’d rather have my death on your hands?” Unbelievable. I’d worried about my brother’s decision to move to the middle of nowhere. If this was the kind of company he was keeping, I needed to convince him to come home.
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