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Dedication



To all those who ever think of running off to the mountain and leaving everyday life behind, even just for a weekend.  
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Chapter 1


Jack





I did it. 

I can't believe I finally did it.

After all these years of watching the other mountain men come into my shop and sell their items it did it, I think enviously of their lifestyle up on the mountain.

As of yesterday, I officially own a cabin on the mountain as well. I moved everything in and today is the first time I get to really come home from town to my cabin.

Taking a minute, I admire it before heading inside. It needs some work and it'll be a few years before I'm truly self-sufficient out here, but I'm up for the task and I know Axel, Phoenix, Cash, Cole, and Bennett will have my back if I need anything.

Since it’s so remote, I don’t lock the door. Really, no one even knows this place exists out here. One of the reasons is because the driveway is really easy to miss if you don't know where to look. If I'm being honest, it was a huge part of its appeal.

When I enter, I’m surprised that the living room light is on. I don't remember leaving it on, but anything's possible. It was so quiet out here that I overslept and was in a rush to get out of the house this morning. Not only did I have to go in and check on the shop, but I needed to make sure that my old place was cleaned before I turned in the keys to my landlord.

My expectation is to set my keys down and start dinner. What I'm not expecting is the curvy brunette in sweatpants and a tank top with no bra to be sitting on the couch.

Fuck. She's gorgeous and I can almost see through her damn shirt. Who the hell sent her here? Whoever it was, they knew what they were doing because I'd follow her to hell just for a taste.

"What the hell are you doing here?" I ask her. Normally, I wouldn't think to cuss in front of a woman, but I am caught completely off guard.

"I could ask you the same thing. This isn't your cabin," she says, pulling the blanket off the back of the couch to cover herself.

"As of a couple of days ago, I can assure you that it is. Now again, who are you?" I widen my stance and cross my arms. I don't feel threatened by her, but I want to make it clear that I'm not playing around either.

I used to be a criminal lawyer and I know there are a lot of games that criminals will play, including sending in a beautiful young woman as a distraction.

"This is Greg's cabin. I was told I could use it anytime I want." 

She's right, it was Greg's cabin but I just bought it from him last week. Greg is an old geezer who can't even make it up the mountain anymore. Also, why does her arguing with me have me hard as fucking nails?

"How do you know Greg?" I ask.

"He is my college roommate's uncle," she says.

Greg never had kids, but he was the oldest of ten kids, all of whom went on to have children of their own. The last time I talked to him, he had something like thirty-six nieces and nephews. 

"Greg sold me this cabin last week. He was getting too old to come up here. You're going to have to find somewhere else to have your little woodsy vacation," I tell her ready to throw her out. 

The last thing I need is some college kid thinking she can have a party up here with her friends. I wonder if Greg knew what the plans for his place were.

She stands and I think she's going to grab her stuff, but she looks around, folds the blanket back up, and sets it on the back of the couch where she got it. That's when I noticed the large bruise on her arm. The one in the shape of a handprint.  

When she turns back to face me, it's clear tears are in her eyes and her jaw is wobbly. 

"I'm sorry I bothered you. I didn't know he sold the place, and I needed to get away and figure a few things out. Just let me get changed and I'll get out of your way. Though I have no idea where I'm going to go," she sighs, walking off toward the hallway where the bedrooms are.

Hell, I shouldn't want a stranger in my house and certainly not as badly as I want her. Thinking over what she just said, I put the pieces together. She's hiding out from the person who put that bruise on her arm. Whoever she is hiding from sure as hell does not want to meet me or my friends, as we don't take too kindly to men putting their hands on women around here. 

If I hadn't had to turn in my keys, I'd take her there and let her stay a few nights to get back on her feet. But that isn't an option now. 

I don't need to be inviting this kind of trouble into my life, not now, not with everything going so well. But I also know I need to make sure that she is taken care of, and that she will be safe.

A few minutes later, she steps out in jeans and a sweater that hugs her curves. Dammit, if those curves aren't something I would ride to my death on. 

There's a voice in the back of my head telling me I'd be a complete idiot to let her walk away right now. 

Yet that's exactly what I planned on doing.








Chapter 2


Sage





I can't stay here with a guy I don't know, of course, I can't. Not even one that looks like this man here. The problem is, I have nowhere else to go. I can't go back to Mark. If I go back, I know the attacks will be worse. I saw it when my mom tried to leave her now ex. If you don't have a solid game plan, you can't get out.  

Unfortunately, this was supposed to be my place to breathe and get a game plan in place. I have a semester left of college, but I got lucky one day when class was canceled and Mark was at work. I grabbed what I could and I left. 

Think Sage, you need to figure this out because it will be way too cold to sleep in your car tonight. I can head into town and see if there is a hotel or B&B where I could stay. I'm sure there has to be something, even in this small town of Whiskey River, Montana.

Wiping my eyes because I don't want him to see me cry, I pack my bag, which isn't much, just what I was able to grab on my way out the door. I change out of my pajamas into jeans and a sweater, something that will help keep me warm until I figure out where I'm going. Then, taking a deep breath, I return to the living space.

He's still standing in the same place just inside the front door, but he's so big that it makes the space feel crowded. This isn't a huge cabin to begin with. I can tell from the windows just behind him that it's already starting to get dark and if I want to make it down the mountain while I still have daylight, I need to get going now.

"I’m really sorry for bothering you. I had no idea the cabin had been sold. Then again, I didn't tell anyone I was coming here either. I just figured it would be safer that way," I say without really thinking. Then my next thought was I might have given too much away.

Hoisting the strap of my duffle bag over one shoulder and my purse and my backpack over the other, I walk past him toward the car I parked off to the side of the cabin. Even though I can feel his eyes on me the whole time, I don't bother looking as I go outside.

Then I open the backseat and set my bags inside before getting into the car. It isn't until I sit down in the driver's seat that I notice the man has stepped out on the porch and is watching me. Probably making sure I actually leave, not that I can blame him. 

When I put the key in the ignition and turn it, there's nothing. Taking a deep breath, I do it again, but this time there's just a click, and that's it. I tried a third time and again there was nothing.

I rest my head on the steering wheel for just a moment. Of course, now would be the time my car finally dies on me. Opening the car door, I step back outside, facing the man on the porch.

"My car isn't starting," I sigh again, trying to run through my options.

I could sleep in my car tonight, but I'm pretty sure it's going to get below zero and since it's not starting that means I will have no heat. It's way too far to walk into town. And I didn't pass a single soul on the road up here, so I doubt hitchhiking is an option either. 

"All right, I can take a look at it in the morning and see what it needs but I'm not going to be able to do much tonight," he pauses and looks off to the side into the woods before looking back at me. "You can stay here tonight and then tomorrow we'll go into town and get what you need for me to fix the car."

I really want to say no I'll figure it out, but as I don't really have any other options that don't lead to me freezing to death at some point tonight, I nod my head.

"What's your name?" I ask him, figuring if I am going to stay here, I should at least know the man’s name. 

"Jack. What's yours?" 

"Sage. Thank you for letting me stay here tonight," I tell him. Then I grab my bag out of the back seat before hesitantly walking back to the cabin.

He holds the door open for me and I follow him inside. I set my stuff down on the couch, thinking I'll just sleep here out of the way.

I turn around in time to see a large shepherd dog coming through the door. The dog’s fur is long and has splashes of white and black all over. When the dog sees me, she gets all excited and runs right over to me, sniffing.

"This is Sadie. During the day, she does her own thing but comes home in the evening. She's friendly, just don't feed her anything because she has absolutely zero table manners," he says with a smile.

"Okay, I'll just sleep here out of the way. I promise you won't even know I'm here," I tell him as I grab a throw pillow and pull the blanket off the back of the couch.

"Not a chance. My mama would kill me. You take the bed, Sadie, and I will stay out here. I've slept on this couch more times than I can count. Let me get ready for bed and then the room will be all yours." 

"Oh, I can't kick you out of your own bed. The couch is absolutely fine," I tell him, shaking my head.

"Not an option and it's not negotiable," he says before strolling into the bedroom to get ready for bed.

While I’m waiting, I pet Sadie until he comes back out. He picks up my bag and carries it into the bedroom, putting it on the bed. I follow him and Sadie follows me.

"If you need anything, don't hesitate to wake me up. I'll keep the fire going in the fireplace and the house should stay relatively warm," he says but doesn't wait for an answer as turns and goes into the living room. 

Sadie looks at me, then looks at him, and then looks back to me before jumping up on the bed and lying down.

"I guess you're staying with me, huh, girl?"
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