
  
    [image: October is for Owen]
  


  
    
      OCTOBER IS FOR OWEN

      
        MOUNTAIN MEN OF MUSTANG MOUNTAIN

      

    

    
      
        KACI ROSE

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2023, by Kaci Rose, Five Little Roses Publishing. All Rights Reserved.

      No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, or by any information storage and retrieval system without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of very brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

      Publisher’s Note: This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are a product of the author’s imagination. Locales and public names are sometimes used for atmospheric purposes. Any resemblance to actual people, living or dead, or to businesses, companies, events, institutions, or locales is completely coincidental.

      Book Cover By: Kelly Lambert-Greer

      Editing By: Debbe @ On The Page, Author and PA Services

    

  


  
    
      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!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 1


          

          
            OWEN

          

        

      

    

    
      Ever since I can remember, I always loved the mountains. The more I can get into nature, the better. I love the solitude, the fresh air, and the views. 

      Every chance I get, I take the trail out the back of my property to the mountain lake that only a few locals know about. I will camp out there for days and just live off the land. 

      It's always been a retreat, but this time it's an escape. I'm avoiding Ruby and her latest scheme to get the last few of us mountain men to the altar. Starting with making me Mr. October and including the town's Harvest Festival. The last thing I need is to be paraded around like fresh meat for any of the single women Ruby has invited.

      Thankfully, Nate found out what she was up to and gave me a call. He and Dean decided to go fishing to get out of town for a few days. Once we discovered her plans, we wasted no time getting out of Ruby's way. 

      When I round the corner of the trail, ready to set eyes on the lake for the first time in two months, what I see stops me dead in my tracks.

      Right there in my spot, there is another tent set up. Maybe this is where Nate and Dean decided to go fishing. That wouldn't be too bad.

      As I get closer, I can tell there is a woman at the campsite so that rules out Nate and Dean. Dammit, who else knows about this place? The park rangers know because I have to file a permit. That way, they will know when to expect me back in the event something bad might happen.

      There are no great options. Either I turn back and head home or camp with a stranger. Since it took me two days to get here, I'm not turning back now. I know there is another good place a little further up the shore to set up a tent, and I hope whoever this is will leave me alone. 

      Heading up shore, I make some noise to alert the other camper I'm here. As I get closer, I notice a woman lying on a towel by the water reading. Great, a couple. The last thing I need is to hear them going at it all night. 

      Suddenly, the thought of someone going at it with the curvy brunette reading makes my gut twist. It's a reaction I've never had before, so I just blow it off. I really should get laid when I get back to town. 

      After I put my stuff down, I get to work setting up the tent. As I work, I feel eyes on me, and every time I look over toward the other tent, the woman is watching. Though she averts her eyes when I catch her. 

      So far, no sign of her partner. Is he out trying to find something for dinner? Does he know how dangerous it is to leave her alone, unprotected like this? 

      Once I'm all set up, I decide to go over and introduce myself before I start dinner. As much as I want to be left alone, it’s the right thing to do. 

      The woman is up and moving about the campsite as I reach her. Clearing my throat, I try to get her attention. 

      "Oh! Sorry, I was just in my own head. Is everything okay?" She stops fussing around and looks at me. 

      At that moment, nothing is okay. Her eyes pin me in place and look right into my soul at the same time. My heart races and my gut says she's the one. 

      She's mine. 

      "Are you okay?" she asks.

      I realize I've been standing there staring at her for way too long. "Sorry, yes. Just wanted to introduce myself. In all the times I've been here to camp, I’ve never had someone already here. My name is Owen." I stick my hand out. 

      "It's nice to meet you, Owen. I'm Kennedy. I've never been up here before, but it's where my grandfather proposed to my grandmother, so I wanted to be here for their anniversary. My sister was supposed to come with me, but she bailed... I guess I shouldn't be telling a stranger I'm up here alone."

      She takes my hand, and when her skin touches mine, it's like I've been burned. But the feeling is a good one. Staring at our hands, I’m mesmerized by the feeling of her skin on mine. It's a sensation I've never felt before and judging by the dazed look on her face, neither has she. Then her words hit me.

      "You hiked up here alone? I'm sure your boyfriend is thrilled," I say. She looks younger, much younger than my thirty-five years, so I doubt she has a husband. But the thought just makes me want to rip some imaginary guy's head off. 

      She laughs, and the sound is the most beautiful thing I've ever heard. It's soft, sweet, and innocent. Everything I'm not. 

      "Why don't guys just ask if I have a boyfriend or husband instead of a roundabout hint like that? No, Owen, I'm single. How about you?" she asks with a twinkle in her eyes. 

      I do something that I can't remember the last time I did it. 

      I smile. A full-on genuine smile. 

      "I'm single too. So I guess now is also a good time to ask how old you are." I ask her straight forwardly because she doesn't even look twenty-one. But I’m praying she's at least eighteen. Though I don't think she could get a permit to camp alone if she was under eighteen, but strange things happen all the time. 

      "Twenty-two. Now your turn, same question." 

      Fuck, she is still much younger than someone like me should be attracted to. 

      "Thirty-five. Kennedy, would you like to have dinner with me? I'm going to catch some fish and we can grill it up over the fire," I say. 

      "Oh, good luck. I tried to fish yesterday and got nothing," she says, waving me off. 

      "Well, you don't know the lake like I do. I'll get us dinner," I tell her, heading back to my campsite to grab a net and my fishing supplies. 

      Then I go to a part along the shore with a lot of vegetation where I know the fish like to hide out. Half an hour later, I have several fish for dinner. 

      Back at her campsite, I start getting the fish ready as she gets a fire going. We talk over dinner, and I find that I like her company more than the solitude I was planning to find here. 

      When she laughs, there's a spark there that I can't ignore. It makes me  look forward to spending more time with her. 

      "It's getting late, and you really should get some sleep. Daylight comes early," I tell her once I realize it has to be well after ten p.m. I don't remember the last time I got wrapped up in a conversation like that.

      I help her put all the food away, then make sure that her tent site is secure and that she's safe inside the tent before leaving for my campsite. Though sleep is the last thing on my mind. I keep playing over every minute of tonight’s conversation, committing every facet of her to memory.

      As I lie there alone in my tent, I remember the way she looked in the firelight, her laugh, and the way she would tuck her hair behind her ear as she talked. Those images run over and over in my head. 

      I memorize her smile and the slight blush on her cheeks when she'd admit something like the fact that she was happy her sister hadn't joined her. 

      As I finally drop off to sleep, my last thought is how much I'm looking forward to spending tomorrow with her. Now I just need to convince my dick she isn't ours... yet.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 2


          

          
            KENNEDY

          

        

      

    

    
      Last night, I had such a hard time falling asleep, because all I could think about was Owen. Just knowing that he was in the tent up the shore was still just a little too close. 

      Though I have never before felt so comfortable around a guy. His protectiveness in making sure that I got secured in my tent before even going to his is something to make any girl swoon.

      The next morning when I leave my tent to figure out breakfast, he's already there and has some food on the grill.

      "I always bring some bacon with me when I camp. It tastes different over an open campfire," he says. 

      Bacon. That is definitely the smell that woke me up. I smile at him and run my fingers through my hair, hoping it's not a rat’s nest.

      "Did you sleep okay?" he asks.

      "Actually, it was so quiet that it made it harder for me to fall asleep. But once I did, I slept very well. How about you?" I ask, trying to keep the conversation going.

      "I always sleep better out here." 

      It's a roundabout way of not answering the question, but I let it go because I don't feel like I know him well enough to call him on it. He hands me a toasted bacon sandwich wrapped in a napkin. As simple as a breakfast is, it’s one of the best I've had in a really long time.

      Neither of us talks, we simply enjoy nature. He hands me a cup of coffee and as soon as I finish my first sandwich, he hands me a second. 

      "Oh, I'm good, thank you." I try to turn the sandwich away because I don't normally eat breakfast.

      "You're too skinny. But especially when you're camping, you need to eat every chance you get," he says. When he hands me the sandwich again, this time I take it. Even though I know I won't finish it, I take it anyway because it seems to make him happy.

      "What's on your agenda for today?" he asks as we finish up breakfast.

      "I was planning on walking around the lake and taking some photos. Because I don't know when I will be able to get back up here, I really want to document this place. There's a spot on the east side of the lake where my grandfather proposed. I have a picture of it and I'm going to try to find it." 

      "Well, watch where you step and pay attention to your surroundings. I plan to do a little bit of fishing, so I'll be around if you need me," he says before heading back to his campsite.

      I go into my tent and get dressed, putting on my hiking boots and grabbing my camera and a few extra batteries. After taking a look one last time at the photo my grandparents took just after they got engaged, I tuck it into my pocket and head out. 

      Before I leave my campsite, I take a few photos of the lake with the mountains in the background. Even grabbing a few photos of Owen when he’s not paying attention. Then I begin my journey around the lake.

      It's so peaceful. I can hear the birds singing and the wildlife is out and about. Being out here, I get a ton of great shots as well. Everything from birds and squirrels to a beaver and a few deer on the other side of the lake.

      About halfway around the lake, I find the spot that matches the photo of my grandparents almost exactly. The rocks are in the same spot, the mountains in the back are the same, and the tree is still standing. Though it's quite a bit bigger now. I get so excited that I let out a little squeal and instantly feel Owen’s eyes on me. 

      When I look up, he’s staring at me from across the lake. Letting him know everything is okay, I wave. Then I set out to take some photos of the location, even matching the photos. I don't know how long I'm there, but I must take over one hundred photos of the area, including several selfies of me there as well. 

      I really wish my sister could be here. The photos that we could have of her and me in this spot would be amazing. But as it stands, I'm glad that at least I'm the one that gets to experience it. 

      In this spot, I feel so connected to them, and I know that this will not be the last time I am here. Without a doubt, I'll make this hike again because the memories here are worth it. Finally, I start around the rest of the lake, grabbing photos of the lake from different angles and sneaking in a few more of Owen fishing. 

      Once I meet up with him, he sets his fishing pole down and gives me his full attention, which doesn't go unnoticed by me.

      "Did you find your spot?" he asks.

      Nodding with a huge smile on my face, I answer him. "I found the exact spot where they got engaged." Then I pull up the photos I took on my camera and show him the photo of my grandparents.
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