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Bound to the Daring Mountain Man

One look at the curvy shelter worker when I bring her the lost puppy I found, and I’m done for.

Jesse

When I find a puppy shivering by the side of the road, I go straight to the Timber Peak Valley animal shelter. The woman who opens the door stops me cold. Soft curves, a bright smile, and eyes that make me forget my own name.

Then the storm hits while we’re still inside. By the time it’s over, the shelter’s damaged, but I’m not walking away from her.

I’ll fix the roof, the fences, whatever it takes.

And when I’m done, she’ll know she’s mine.

Bound to the Daring Mountain Man is a short and steamy instalove romance, set in the small mountain town of Timber Peak Valley, featuring a protective lumberjack mountain man. No cheating and no cliffhangers, just a guaranteed and hot HEA with a mountain man who’ll do anything for the woman he loves. This one is meant to be read in one hour or less.


Chapter One

Jesse

“Who wants dessert?” my sister Beth asks, balancing Hattie on her hip.

My niece grabs fistfuls of Beth’s hair and squeals as if it’s the funniest thing ever, and I can’t help but grin. Hattie’s the most adorable kid.

“What kind of question is that? I’ve always got room for dessert,” I say.

My brother-in-law Silas glances out of the window, his expression shifting. “Actually, Jesse, looks like a storm’s brewing. You’d better head out now before the roads get too bad.”

Beth follows his gaze, then shoots her husband a soft smile. “Always watching out for everyone. That’s the man I married.”

“When you asked me to have your brother’s back, I promised I would,” Silas says, still focused on the darkening sky. “And right now, that means getting him home before this storm hits. Those mountain roads won’t be forgiving.”

I roll my eyes as he pulls her closer and kisses her. “Save that lovey-dovey stuff for after I leave, will you?”

Beth grins and leans into Silas like he hung the damn moon. I’m happy for them, despite the tug of longing in my chest. They’ve got something real. The kind of love that sticks. And damn if I don’t want it for myself one day. But I haven’t met the woman I’d give my life for. Yet.

Beth hands Hattie to Silas and grabs some foil. “You’re not leaving without some fresh-baked pie, brother.”

She packs me two thick slices, as if she’s afraid I’ll starve if she doesn’t. I take the pie from her and kiss Hattie on the nose. “You be good for your mommy and daddy, okay? Let them sleep through the night for once.”

Silas looks at his daughter and his wife like he still can’t believe they’re his. It reminds me once more how empty my cabin is.

“Drive careful,” Beth says as I put on my coat.

“Always do,” I promise, though the truth is, these mountain roads don’t care how careful you are once the rain starts coming sideways.

By the time I climb into my truck, the first raindrops are smacking against the windshield. I turn the wipers on and pull out, already picturing myself on the couch with a fork, digging into Beth’s pie.

But I’ve only been on the road for ten minutes when I see something dart in front of me. Shit. I slam on the brakes. My heart jerks into my throat as my truck skids sideways before catching again.

What the hell was that?

Before I can think about it, I’m out of the truck and kneeling at the side of the road where a small shape is whimpering and shivering.

It’s a puppy. A scared, lost puppy who’s trying to crawl away in fear. The animal is soaked through, trembling so hard that it shakes my hands when I lift it. By the looks of it, the puppy is a male. I tuck it into my chest to shield it from the worst of the rain.

“You’re safe now,” I tell him. “I’ll take care of you.”

His tiny heartbeat thuds against my chest as I quickly get back into my truck. What the hell am I supposed to do with a puppy? I don’t have any dog food at home. Not even a damn dog bowl or a dog bed. And with the storm rolling in, I bet every store in town will already be closed.

I guess there’s only one option, and that’s the Timber Peak Valley animal shelter. I hope to hell they’re still open.

I glance around the cab. How can I make sure the pup doesn’t slide around on the passenger seat? My eyes land on the cardboard box in the back. I used it to haul small tools last week, and it’s perfect. I shake out the stray nails and line it with my flannel jacket.
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