
  
    
      A VERY MOUNTAIN MAN NEW YEAR

      FALLEN PEAK

    

    
      
        SHAW HART

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        
          Want a free book?

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
          Chapter 1

          

        

      

      
        
          Chapter 2

          

        

      

      
        
          Chapter 3

          

        

      

      
        
          Chapter 4

          

        

      

      
        
          Chapter 5

          

        

      

      
        
          Chapter 6

          

        

      

      
        
          Chapter 7

          

        

      

      
        
          Chapter 8

          

        

      

      
        
          Chapter 9

          

        

      

      
        
          Chapter 10

          

        

      

      
        
          Chapter 11

          

        

      

      
        
          Chapter 12

          

        

      

      
        
          Chapter 13

          

        

      

      
        
          Chapter 14

          

        

      

      
        
          Chapter 15

          

        

      

      
        
          Chapter 16

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
          About the Author

          

        

      

      
        
          Series by Shaw Hart

          

        

      

      
        
          Also by Shaw Hart

          

        

      

    

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2021 by Shaw Hart

      contact@shawhart.com

      All Rights Reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review. Please do not participate in or encourage piracy of copyrighted materials in violation of the author’s rights. All characters and storylines are the property of the author and your support and respect are appreciated. The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            WANT A FREE BOOK?

          

          CHECK OUT SWEETS TODAY!

        

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      
        
        You can grab it Here.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            *

          

        

      

    

    
      A surprise pregnancy. A second chance to realize how right they are together. 

      

      Snow:

      

      It all started five weeks ago. That’s when I had a one-night stand with the hottest lumberjack that I’ve ever seen.

      

      I thought that it would be fine. I would finally do something crazy before I settled into my boring life as an accountant.

      

      Then I miss my period and all three pregnancy tests come back positive.

      

      I’m kind of freaking out and I have no idea what to do next. The only thing that I do know is that I need to track down that lumberjack and let him know that he’s about to be a daddy.  

      

      Wells:

      

      When Snow shows up on my doorstep, I can’t wait to get her out of my house and my town. I know that I can’t be in a relationship, so maybe I’m a little harsh with her as I escort her back to her car. I just don’t want to waste any more of her time.  

      

      Then she tells me that she’s pregnant with my baby and everything changes.

      

      Wells’s New Year’s resolution this year is to convince Snow to give him a second chance, but will he be able to make that come true?
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      Snow

      

      My stomach churns as I stare down at the two pink lines on the pregnancy test. I’ve taken three so far, from three different brands, and they’ve all come back positive.

      How did this happen?

      I don’t really need to think about that. I know how it happened.

      My one-night stand with my sexy lumberjack a few weeks back.

      I was so stressed out with finals coming up and graduation. Sleeping with him had been my one wild thing before I settled into the life that my parents had planned out for me. My one night of rebellion before I became an accountant for some big firm downtown.

      It looks like I’m getting a lot more than one crazy night.

      I tie my black hair up on top of my head. I feel like I’m going to throw up and I’m not sure if that’s from the baby hormones or nerves and stress. I’m wearing pajama pants and a loose tank top even though it’s almost Christmas.

      My studio apartment is full of boxes. I just graduated and I’m supposed to be moving to San Francisco for my new job, but this might throw a wrench in all of that.

      A feeling of relief hits me but I try to bury it. Being an accountant was never my dream. It was my parents’ plan for me and since I was born, I’ve known that nothing is to ever deviate from my parents’ grand plan for my life.

      I swallow hard and head out to my couch. It also doubles as my bed since I was saving up money and didn’t want to splurge on a couch and a bed. Besides, my place is tiny and I doubt that I would have been able to fit both in here.

      My parents insisted that I never had roommates. They thought that it would be a distraction for me, so it wasn’t allowed.

      My thoughts go back to that night as I grab the blanket off the back of the futon and wrap it around myself.

      I had been out at On the Rocks Bar celebrating almost being done with college and trying to psych myself up for life after when I had seen him come in. I was at a table by myself, facing the door, and my mouth had dropped open when I saw the big lumberjack-looking man.

      He stood out in a sea of college kids and businessmen in their fancy suits. My mouth had watered at the sight of him and as I watched him take a seat at the bar and order a beer, I made a decision.

      I was going to make a move on him tonight.

      I’ve never flirted with a guy before, never been on a date, so working up the courage to go over there and introduce myself had been one of the scariest things of my life.

      I watched five other girls try to chat him up and he turned each of them down in the first sixty seconds, so things weren’t looking good for me. To my surprise though, when I went to stand next to him, he didn’t tell me to get lost.

      He ended up buying me a drink and then we spent the next forty minutes talking and flirting with each other. When I asked him if he wanted to come back to my place, he had hesitated for a second before he said yes.

      As soon as I unlocked the door, he was on me and I was grateful for him taking the reins here. I would have rambled on and on if he hadn’t kissed me.

      I remember the way his rough hands felt on my body as he took off my clothes and cupped my breasts. I remember his lips and the way he tasted like mint and beer. He smelled like trees and outdoors and I couldn’t get enough of it.

      He had devoured me, sucking on my nipples until I was a squirming, begging mess beneath him. I had never had an orgasm before and I wasn’t sure what to expect but even in my fantasies, I never could have come close to the real deal.

      He made me come with his mouth first, then his fingers. When he finally thrust his cock into me, I was in bliss.

      He made love to me three times that night and I passed out after the last time only to wake up alone. There was no sign of him, just a business card that I was too chicken to call. It looked like maybe he dropped it by accident since it was on the floor by the front door and I didn’t want to call it and look desperate.

      Still, I haven’t been able to get him out of my head for the last few weeks. I replay that night and everything we did together over and over again as I lie awake in bed. I’ve tried to touch myself, to make myself feel as good as he did, but I can never even come close.

      I pull the card out from my bedside drawer and flip it over in my hands.

      Fallen Lumber in Fallen Peak.

      That’s where he works and lives. I looked up Fallen Peak before and it’s about a six-hour drive. If I leave tomorrow morning, I could be there before dinner. I don’t know what I’m going to do next, but I know that I need to tell Wells that he’s about to be a daddy.

      I should make a doctor appointment too, though with it being so close to the holidays, I doubt that I can get in anywhere. Maybe I should wait until I’m settled in San Francisco and can stay with the same doctor and team.

      If I leave tomorrow, I probably wouldn’t be home in time for Christmas. It’s not like we have any plans anyway. My parents are workaholics, so this year will be like every other. They’ll work until five, at least, and then we’ll have dinner together and open gifts. It will be a somber affair that’s over within two hours.

      So, I won’t be missing anything here. I need to be done in Fallen Peak and in San Francisco by the new year anyway so that I can start my job on time.

      Or maybe Wells will sweep me up off my feet, tell me how much he missed me and how glad he is that I came and found him. He’ll be ecstatic about the baby and demand that I stay in Fallen Peak with him so that we can be a family.

      I shake my head, trying to dispel the silly fantasy. I felt a connection with him that night that I’ve never felt with anyone else but if Wells felt the same way, then why didn’t he come back to find me? Why did he slip out before I woke up?

      I wish that it could have been more than a one-night stand but I need to prepare myself for him not feeling the same way.

      I climb off of my futon and head over to my closet, grabbing my suitcase there.

      It’s time that I packed so that I can go see my lumberjack baby daddy bright and early tomorrow.

      What am I going to tell my parents? I think as I start to pack.

      They are not going to be happy about this change in plans. They never seemed to like kids either and I don’t see them being happy about being grandparents.

      They’ve always expected perfection from me and I know that this is going to be disappointing to them. My fingers clench into fists as I think about anyone thinking that my baby is a mistake or a disappointment.

      My hands unclench and wrap around my middle, protecting the little bean growing there.

      I don’t know how anyone is going to react to the news, but I do know that I already love this baby and I will do anything to keep it safe and make sure that they know that they are loved.
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