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      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!
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      Dear Reader,

      

      Thanks for picking up a copy of March is for Miles, book three in the Mountain Men of Mustang Mountain series! We can’t wait for you to meet Miles and Kinley. 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

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        March is for Miles

      

      

      
        
        She’s running from her past. He’ll do anything to be her future.

      

      

      

      Kinley

      
        
        When I find my fiancé getting busy with my maid of honor fifteen minutes before I’m supposed to walk down the aisle, it’s time to face the truth.

      

        

      
        I don’t think, I just run… right into the front seat of a stranger’s truck.

      

        

      
        He’s bearded and brawny and makes my heart race in a way my ex never did.

      

        

      
        With nowhere to go, and no one I can depend on, it would be so tempting to let the mountain man take care of me… if only for a day or two.

      

      

      
        
        Miles

      

      

      
        
        She’s gorgeous with those big brown eyes and curves that won’t quit. But that bruise on her cheek tells me there’s more to this runaway bride’s story than she’s letting on.

      

        

      
        All I want to do is wrap her in my arms and keep her safe. Kinley deserves to be loved for the sweet, precious woman she is, and I’m desperate to be the man she can count on.

      

        

      
        Until the past catches up to us… and one mistake might put an end to my dreams of a life together.

      

        

      
        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


          

          
            MILES

          

        

      

    

    
      Driving through the middle of downtown Mustang Mountain wasn’t how I liked to spend my Friday nights. But Jackson and Emma had invited me out to dinner to celebrate their engagement, so I’d put on a clean pair of jeans and my best button-down shirt. I hadn’t quite forgiven my best friend for taking up with my little sister, but a man could only hold a grudge for so long, especially if there was an expensive dinner involved. It was time to make up, and I couldn’t think of a better way to do it than over elk medallions and a stiff pour of bourbon. All on Jackson’s dime, of course.

      I was just about at the corner where the ice cream shop sat. Seemed pretty crowded for such a cold night. Back where I grew up in San Diego, when temps dipped into the fifties, people put on parkas and went out for hot chocolate. They never would have thought about treating themselves to ice cream. I chuckled to myself. That was one of the things I loved about living in Montana. The folks around Mustang Mountain never let the cold prevent them from doing anything.

      I squinted as a family stepped out of the shop. Even from twenty yards away, I recognized Ford. He had one hand wrapped around a waffle cone, and the other behind the woman at his side. Thank fuck he’d come to his senses and got his head out of his ass when it came to Luna. The whole town could tell the two of them belonged together. Poor fucker was the last one to realize it.

      Based on the lack of space between them, his efforts had paid off. It had taken the better part of a week to figure out who’d gone after Luna, then a few more days for him to find that ring her douchebag ex had stolen and pawned. My pulse spiked just thinking about it. With that dick behind bars, Ford would never have to worry about Luna’s safety again.

      I wondered if he’d popped the question yet. It was inevitable. First, Jackson and Emma. Now, Ford and Luna. Ruby’s plan to get the Mustang Mountain Riders matched up might not be going exactly like she imagined, but love was in the air. I could smell it like the promise of a late winter storm hovering over the mountains. All the guys were betting on who she’d set her sights on next. She’d better not have any ideas about making me part of her bullshit plan.

      My life was perfect exactly like it was. I ran a successful software business that let me set my own hours, pick my own clients, and work wherever I wanted. Being a one-man operation meant I didn’t have to rely on anyone, and that’s how I wanted it. I’d built my cabin on Mustang Mountain with my own hands and didn’t have to answer to anyone about anything. Yeah, I loved my life. Though, sometimes I wondered what it would be like to have someone to share it with.

      The light changed to green. Enough with the sappy introspection. I lifted my foot from the brake and was about to step on the gas when a flurry of white appeared in my peripheral vision.

      The passenger-side door of my truck opened and a huge ball of lace jumped into the cab. “Go, go, go!”

      “What the hell do you think you’re doing?” I tightened my grip on the steering wheel. There was no reason for me to feel threatened by the woman underneath the layers and layers of white, but shit like this didn’t happen in Mustang Mountain.

      A face appeared in the middle of the big white bundle. Her cheek sported an angry red mark and appeared to be swelling by the second. Big brown eyes pleaded with me. “I’ve got to get out of here. Please.”

      I’d never seen her before in my life, but the fear in her eyes made a permanent imprint, and I knew I’d never forget it as long as I lived. She looked like a wounded animal who’d been fighting for its life, but knew the end was near. The need to protect her surged within me. My foot hit the gas just as a dark-haired guy in a tux reached for the door handle.

      The woman yelled as I accelerated. She grabbed onto my arm, her chest heaving hard underneath the layers of white fabric. I took the road out of town to put some distance between the two of us and whoever was after her. When I felt like we’d gone far enough, I pulled over to the side of the road.

      I glanced over at her. Black lines streaked her cheeks. Her hair had come loose, and soft, dark waves framed her face. She met my gaze for the briefest moment, her brown eyes full of apprehension. Fuck, she was beautiful. The cage I’d built around my heart rattled.

      Keeping my tone low and soft, I turned toward her and said, “I need to ask you something.”

      “What’s that?” Her voice came out shaky and on the verge of tears.

      “Who the hell are you?”

      “I’m sorry. You must think I’m a lunatic.” She swiped the back of her hand across her cheeks, smearing her makeup even more.

      I reached over to grab a pack of tissues from the glove box. My gut twisted as she flinched. Whoever she was, she was scared. “I’m just going to get you a tissue.”

      Even in the dim light of the truck cab, I could see her white-knuckled grip on the door handle. Like she was ready to jump out of the truck and run if she felt threatened. But it was March in the mountains and that strapless cloud of white fabric would do nothing to protect her against the elements.

      “You want to tell me what happened?” She reminded me of an injured doe I’d come across last spring. It had stumbled into a hole and twisted its leg. The wary way the woman studied me mimicked the same serious consideration the doe had given me. If I wanted any information, I’d have to take a slow and soft approach.

      “Not really. Is there a bus station or somewhere you can take me? I need to get out of town right away.” She took the small pack of tissues I handed her, then pressed herself against the door of the truck while she wiped her tears away.

      “You’re not from around here, are you?” I already knew the answer to that. Anyone familiar with the area would know the only form of public transportation around these parts involved sticking out a thumb on the side of the road. It was tricky to find a ride in the summer, much less this time of year.

      “I live in Coeur d’Alene, and I’m just in town for a wedding.”

      “Would that be your wedding?” I prompted.

      “Yes. My fiance’s family is from around here so they wanted to have the wedding in Mustang Mountain. I guess he’s my ex fiance now. I can’t go back there.” Her lower lip trembled. “Can you take me somewhere I can call a rideshare or a cab? Somewhere he can’t find me?”

      My fingers curled into fists. Whoever she was running from needed to be taught a lesson on how to treat a woman. But first, I had to get the runaway bride somewhere safe. “We don’t have cabs or ride shares, but I’d be happy to take you wherever you want to go.”

      Her shoulders hunched over and she covered her face with her hands. “That’s just it. I don’t have anywhere to go.”

      I wanted to offer her comfort but was afraid if I touched her she’d run and I’d end up chasing her down the highway. Some of the other guys in the MC had experience helping victims of domestic abuse. Like my buddy Jensen. His friend ran a shelter for women and children a few towns over. If I could convince this woman to let me contact them, they’d know what to do.

      “There’s a place outside of town where you can stay for a few days until you decide what to do. I can give them a call and figure out a place to meet up so they can take you over there if you want.”

      “What kind of place?”

      “It’s a shelter. I know the woman who runs it, and I’m sure she’ll be better prepared to help you with whatever you need.” The fear in her eyes slayed me. Whoever had her running deserved a special place in hell. There was a good chance I’d be able to find him if I wanted to after I made sure she was safe. I’d just look for a huge dick in a tux. Shouldn’t be too difficult in a town where most men wore jeans and flannel. “What do you think? Should I give them a call?”

      “Okay.” She bit down on her lower lip as she lifted her head and met my gaze. “Thank you.”

      “No need to thank me. I’m Miles.” Relieved that we had a plan, I instinctively offered my hand, but immediately regretted it. The last thing this woman needed was to be touched by a man right now.

      “I’m Kinley.” She slid her palm against mine. Tiny pulses of awareness skittered up my arm.

      I broke contact. It didn’t matter how my body reacted to the gorgeous woman in the wedding gown. I had one immediate goal: get her to someone who could help her with whatever she was going through. I’d knew myself well enough to be sure I wasn’t the man for the job.
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