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      To the Match of the Month supporters on Ream, especially…

      

      Jackie Ziegler

      

      Thank you so much for your support. We couldn’t do what we love without you!

      

      (To learn more about supporting the Mustang Mountain Riders on Ream, visit https://reamstories.com/matchofthemonthbooks)
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      Dear Reader,

      

      Thanks for picking up this copy of July’s Ride with Juice, the seventh book in the Mustang Mountain Riders series! I can’t wait for you to meet Juice and Sammy. If you love their story and want to learn more about Mustang Mountain, sign up for our newsletter here: http://subscribepage.io/MatchOfTheMonth.

      

      
        
        XOXO,

      

        

      
        Eve

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        July’s Ride with Juice

      

      

      
        
        In the battle for family and freedom, only love can conquer all.

      

        

      
        Sammy

        I never thought I’d see him again, but when my son is taken by the ruthless Savage Bones, I have no choice but to seek help from the only man I’ve ever trusted. Juice was my best friend in college, and our one night together left me with more than just memories. Then he disappeared without a trace. Now, I need him and his club, the Mustang Mountain Riders, to help rescue my son. As the stakes get higher, secrets unravel, and I must face the man I never stopped loving while risking everything to keep my son safe.

      

        

      
        Juice

        Life with the Mustang Mountain Riders has shown me what it’s like to be part of a family, but when Sammy crashes back into my world with a plea for help, my priorities shift. She brings a whirlwind of danger and a revelation that turns my world upside down—I have a son. The Savage Bones have taken what’s mine, and I’ll stop at nothing to get him back. As I focus on my single goal, old flames reignite, and I’m faced with the hardest decision of my life: put my club first or embrace the family I never knew I wanted.

      

        

      
        Welcome to Mustang Mountain, where engines roar and loyalty reigns supreme. Beneath the shadowy peaks of the mountain, the Mustang Mountain Riders defend their ground against a dangerous gang trying to take over their small town. Forged in fire and steel, these bikers face threats head-on, riding hard and fighting even harder. While they brave countless battles, nothing prepares them for love sparked by the curvy women who steal their hearts.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 1


          

          
            JUICE

          

        

      

    

    
      With everything that had been going on in Mustang Mountain, I had to get out of town for a while. So instead of meeting with a potential client over a video call, I decided to do it in person. No one would miss me for a few hours. As one of the younger guys in the club, I was just a grunt.

      The sun beat down on my shoulders. Even through my leather jacket, I could feel its warmth. I passed a sign for Silver Creek, and I didn’t even flinch. It had been a long time since I’d been out this way. Usually, I avoided it if I could.

      Sammy was from Silver Creek, though she hated to admit it. Unlike a lot of other places that had been well preserved and had buildings listed on historic registries, the old mining town was barely hanging on. I’d been there once when we were in college together. She’d needed a ride home for the holidays and since I had no family to go home to, I volunteered to take her.

      I could still remember the exact moment I fell for her. She’d been standing in front of the cafe her mom owned in the middle of what used to be a busy downtown. She was supposed to stay until closing time, but thanks to a huge snowstorm, there hadn’t been a customer in hours. Snow fell all around us, and I’d been trying to dig my truck out of the parking lot for over an hour.

      We ended up spending the night and snuggling on the single mattress her mom kept in the back office. That was the night I finally admitted to myself that my dried-up heart might actually be capable of loving someone.

      A bike whizzed past, pulling my attention back to the present. I squinted, trying to make out the logo on the back of the rider’s jacket, but the glare made it impossible. Probably just another local who loved getting out for a drive just as much as I did.

      Dealing with the Savage Bones had made me jumpy. The farther away from Mustang Mountain I got, the less likely I was to come across any of the assholes who’d been terrorizing our town.

      An hour later, I’d made my pitch, secured a deal that would make sure my boss earned his fat bonus check for the quarter, and was on my way back to Mustang Mountain. The sun that had been blazing high in the sky earlier now hid behind a dark wall of clouds. With luck, I’d make it home before I got caught in a summer downpour.

      Then again, I’d never been very lucky.

      The first drops splattered on my shoulders before I even pulled away from the curb. Weather up here in the mountains could be unpredictable and could also change with no notice. Hoping the rain would pass quickly, I pulled on my helmet and fired up my bike.

      By the time I saw the sign for Silver Creek, I was ready to wait out the storm under a bridge or find a place to grab a quick cup of coffee. My clothes were soaked, and I could use something to warm myself up.

      I slowed and exited the highway. No big deal. I’d just stop in at the cafe. Sammy’s mom probably wouldn’t even recognize me. Even if she did, it was time to check in on Sammy. It had been five years since I’d dropped out of college and out of her life. Not a day passed that I didn’t wonder how she was doing. She’d had big dreams of getting out of Montana and making a difference in the world. As much as it hurt to let her go without exploring what could have been between us, I’d refused to hold her back.

      The cafe looked smaller than I remembered. Street lights flickered overhead, but it was the only building lit up from the inside. Looked like the past five years hadn’t been kind to downtown Silver Creek.

      I turned into the parking lot and killed the engine. Did I really want to go inside? I’d made peace with the past, or at least as much peace as I could. I didn’t have a sentimental side and had been accused of not even having a heart. Sammy was the only one who’d seen me for who I was under the no-fucks-given attitude I hid behind.

      Dammit. It was just a cup of coffee. If her mom was working, maybe I’d ask how her daughter was doing. That was all. I could handle this.

      I sucked in a deep breath and stepped onto the sidewalk. A car drove by, close enough to the curb to send a spray of water over me. As if I wasn’t already soaked right through. Fuck it.

      Looking like something from one of those old black and white horror movies that had come crawling up out of a swamp, I pulled the door open and stepped inside. The scent of coffee and something warm and sugary fresh from the oven greeted me.

      An older man and woman sat in a booth by the front window. He lifted his hand in a slight wave. I nodded in return. Sammy’s mom must have been back in the kitchen. I headed toward the restroom to try to clean myself up a bit.

      When I came out, the couple was gone. I sat down at a table in the back, the only customer in the whole damn place. Though it was clean enough inside to eat off the fucking floor, it lacked the warmth and homey feeling it once had.

      I grabbed a menu and studied the special of the day. Homemade meatloaf with smashed red potatoes and green beans. My stomach growled. Sammy’s mom used to make all the pies from scratch. I could follow dinner up with a slice of banana cream, or better yet, homemade huckleberry.

      I was so focused on choosing my dinner, I didn’t notice the server approach until she cleared her throat right next to me.

      “What’ll it be? Can I start you off with something to drink?”

      My chest squeezed so tight I struggled to take in a breath. Then I lifted my head and stared up into the most beautiful pair of green eyes I’d ever seen.

      “Sammy? What are you doing here?” My voice came out half whisper, half growl.

      Her eyes went wide, and she blinked a few times like she couldn’t believe what she was seeing. “Juice?”

      It was her… the only woman I’d ever come close to loving…. the woman I’d abandoned… the woman I’d completely failed.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 2


          

          
            SAMMY

          

        

      

    

    
      My stomach rolled while my pulse skyrocketed. I almost dropped the pen and order pad before I pulled myself together. Looking at Juice was like coming face to face with a ghost.

      He pushed his chair back and stood. Then he reached out like he wanted to give me a hug but thought better of it. His arms hung in the air, suspended for an awkward moment before he let them drop back to his sides.

      “You’re the last person I expected to see here.” His lips curved up into a real smile—the one he used to save just for me. “I thought you’d be off changing the world somewhere. What are you doing back in Silver Creek?”

      Back in Silver Creek… I swallowed the bitter taste of regret. There was no way I’d tell him I’d never left.

      “My mom’s not doing very well. I’ve been running the cafe for her.” That’s all he needed to know… all he deserved to know.

      His forehead creased with concern. “Is she okay?”

      “We’re doing the best we can.” At least I could be honest about that. We were doing the best we could, even if it seemed like we’d never get ahead.

      “Is there anything I can⁠—”

      “No.” Despite trying to keep my voice steady and even, my tone was strained. “She’ll be alright. How about you? Were you just passing through town?” Though we’d once been friends—best friends—I hadn’t heard from him in five long years. He’d disappeared off the face of the earth, leaving me with nothing but a hole in my heart and a lame-ass note. Oh, and a baby in my belly that he’d never know about.

      “I had a meeting up in Cutgrass and was on my way back to Mustang Mountain.” He nudged his chin toward the front door. “Got caught in the rain on my bike and decided to grab something to eat while I wait out the storm. Your mom always did make the best pies.”

      There was no need to extend the conversation. The sooner I got him out of the cafe and on his way, the less likely I’d be to slip up and tell him about the son we shared. It’s not like I hadn’t tried in the past. I’d spent the first two years of Oliver’s life trying to track Juice down. He obviously hadn’t wanted to be found. More importantly, he’d never wanted to be a father. He’d made that crystal clear all those years ago, and I’d never forgotten.

      “We don’t have time to make pie from scratch anymore. I’ve got lemon meringue or apple in the cooler.” There were a lot of things I didn’t have time for, like a life outside of running the cafe, taking care of my mom, and being a single mother to a preschooler. Not that I’d share any of that with him.

      He cocked his head and studied me. He’d always been able to read me. “Are you sure everything’s okay?”

      Before I could blow him off, the front door opened, and a couple rushed in out of the rain. The guy held his jacket over both of their heads in an attempt to stay dry. Their laughter sounded out of place with all the tension hanging in the air.

      “Feel free to sit anywhere. I’ll be with you in just a moment.” I hoped Juice would get on with his order so I could be on my way. “Did you decide on the pie?”

      He bit down on his lip. “I’ll take the daily special with a cup of coffee. No pie tonight.”

      “You got it.” I left him standing by the table, though I could feel his eyes follow me as I made my way across the room.

      The couple had picked a booth near the windows up front. I grabbed a handful of napkins as I passed the counter and slid them onto the table.

      “Thank you.” The woman picked up a napkin and dabbed at her cheeks.

      “Welcome to Hit the Bull’s Pie. Can I get you something to drink?” I studied the two of them while I waited for them to place their drink order. Neither one looked familiar. None of our regular customers would be out in a storm like this.

      “Pretty slow tonight, huh?” The guy rested his elbows on the table and leaned forward.

      I bit back the urge to tell him it was pretty slow every night. Instead, I offered a smile. “Not a lot of folks are brave enough to get out in this kind of storm.”

      “That’s what I tried to tell him,” the woman said. “But he’s gotta be the big man.”

      “Cut it, LouAnn.” The look he gave her could have cut through a brick wall. She seemed to shrink against the back of the booth.

      “If you need more time, I can come back in a few minutes.” I’d had customers like him before. Guys who viewed their girlfriends like property and thought they could treat people like dirt.

      “I’ll have coffee, and you can just bring her a glass of water.” His lip curled into a nasty grin. “She doesn’t deserve anything more than that.”
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