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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 January’s Ride with Six, the first book in the Mustang Mountain Riders series! I can’t wait for you to meet Six and Ginger. 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

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        January’s Ride with Six

      

        

      
        A rebel's heart and a biker's duty collide in a forbidden love that threatens everything.

      

      

      
        
        Ginger

        Living under the control of the Savage Bones is like existing in a cage where freedom remains just out of reach. The night I run, desperation fueling my steps, I crash into Six. He’s at the core of everything I’ve been told to fear. Trapped in his clubhouse under his protection, I might have traded one evil for another. But there’s something about Six’s steely resolve that makes me want to stop running and start fighting for the life he believes I deserve.

      

        

      
        Six

        The night my truck plows into her, everything changes. Ginger isn't just a curvy redhead on the run; she belongs to Savage Bones and threatens everything I’ve sworn to protect. Each moment I spend with her is a precarious balance between loyalty and desire. I've always seen love as a distraction I can't afford, and protecting Mustang Mountain as my only worth. Watching her — vulnerable but fierce — something inside me shifts. She challenges every rule I’ve ever set, but makes me wonder if love might be worth the risk after all.

      

        

      
        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


          

          
            SIX

          

        

      

    

    
      Even though I didn’t believe love between a man and a woman could last forever, it had been a beautiful wedding. I’d stood next to my brother while he vowed to love, honor, cherish, and protect his new bride until death do they part. I was glad Dean had found someone to share his life with, even if I thought he was a sap.

      It had been a rough couple of weeks in Mustang Mountain, and as I made my way home, all I wanted was to fall into bed and sleep for the next few days. I’d expected to see some other cars on the road, probably stragglers heading home from New Year’s Eve parties, but snow blanketed the empty streets.

      After all the excitement around town, I welcomed the peace and quiet. With luck, the new year would bring more of both. We sure could use a break. My fellow Mustang Mountain Riders and I had been working around the clock to figure out why a one-percent MC was trying to edge in on our turf. With the main threat behind bars, I hoped we’d put a stop to whatever plans they might have to take over Mustang Mountain. All in all, things were looking up, and I was ready for it.

      I turned off the radio and welcomed the comforting silence. The DJ had blasted top forty hits all night long and my ears were still ringing from the assault. As I glanced up, a dark figure flew out of the woods and crossed right in front of my truck. I slammed on the brakes but felt the impact as I clipped the animal on the front passenger side.

      Fuck. I’d just had a dent repaired from the last dumbass deer who’d tried to tangle with my half-ton pickup. I pulled over to the side of the narrow mountain road and grabbed the flashlight I always carried with me, as well as the gun from my center console. If the animal was severely injured, the right thing to do would be to put it out of its misery.

      Rounding the front of the truck, I glanced down, expecting to see the twisted body of a deer. My pulse spiked at the sight captured in the wide beam of the flashlight. Long red hair stood out in stark contrast to the snow underneath her. What the fuck was a woman doing out in the woods at this time of night?

      I crouched down and rested my fingers on her neck, checking her vitals. She was breathing, thank fuck. The impact from the truck must have knocked her out cold. I needed to get her to a hospital, and fast. I pulled my phone out of my back pocket to call 911.

      Service was spotty on the drive up the mountain, and it was just my luck that my truck sat in one of the dead zones. I couldn’t leave her there on the side of the road, but I didn’t want to risk moving her unless I could assess her injuries and be sure I wouldn’t make things worse.

      I moved the flashlight over her still form. She had on ripped jeans and a pair of high-top sneakers. Blood covered her chest. Grabbing the stupid pocket square that came with the tux I’d rented for the wedding, I moved closer to see if I could figure out where it was coming from. My hand shook as I touched the handkerchief to her skin.

      The blood wasn’t from an injury; it was from a tattoo. A recent tattoo based on the color of her skin underneath the thick, dark lines. As I gently sopped up the blood, the design became clearer. It was a snake with a pair of dice where its eyes should have been. I didn’t have a clue what it could mean until I saw the logo the serpent’s tail coiled around—a skull with the words Savage Bones marked across the bottom.

      I dropped the handkerchief and stood, bracing myself for whatever might come charging out of the woods next. The silence was deafening. On a clear night like this, I should be able to hear the snap of a twig echo in the darkness from half a mile away, yet I heard nothing. Either no one was following her, or they were biding their time.

      The woman moaned. I wouldn’t leave her, even if she did belong to the MC who’d been threatening the safety of Mustang Mountain. And taking her to the hospital was out of the question. If she was running from a member of the Savage Bones, they’d be scouring the hospitals in the area, hoping she’d turn up.

      She looked like she’d left in a hurry. Either that, or she had to be hopped up on some sort of drugs to take off through the woods this time of year in nothing but jeans, sneakers, and a thin long-sleeve shirt. Until I knew why she’d been running down the mountain in the middle of the night, I’d have to take her somewhere safe.

      I bent down, and being as gentle as I could, I scooped her into my arms. She winced, but nestled into my chest as I cradled her against me. Her skin was like ice, freezing cold to the touch. I needed to get her warmed up and cleaned up as quickly as possible so I could get a better idea of the extent of her injuries.

      If my phone had service, I’d be able to call one of my Mustang Mountain Riders brothers. Dean deserved the night off, but any one of them would drop everything and head my way at a moment’s notice. Unfortunately, the years I’d spent in the Marines had provided me with too damn many opportunities to detach and take charge of traumatic situations. The experiences I’d spent the past fifteen years trying to forget would come in handy tonight.

      I held her in my arms and pulled open the back door. It wouldn’t be the smoothest ride, but I’d go as slow as I could. With her secured in the backseat and a spare blanket tucked around her, I got behind the wheel and turned around on the narrow road. Without knowing where she’d come from or who might be looking for her, I didn’t want to head back up the mountain.

      There was only one place to take her where she would be safe. I headed toward the edge of town, hellbent on getting to the clubhouse before whoever might be looking for her found us.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 2


          

          
            GINGER

          

        

      

    

    
      Pain shot through my shoulder. I forced my eyelids open then immediately blinked them closed against the assault of bright light.

      “You’re in a safe place.” A deep voice came from my left.

      A safe place? There was no such thing. I turned my head, squinting in the direction of the voice. The dark outline of a hulking form started to take shape.

      “Who the hell are you?” My voice came out sounding way too weak. How was I supposed to protect myself when I could barely even talk?

      “I’m the guy who was driving the truck you decided to tangle with last night.” He reached out and pressed the back of his huge hand to my forehead. “Still no fever. That’s a good sign.”

      I shifted away from his touch. The movement sent waves of nausea rolling through my belly.

      “Trashcan’s right here.” He leaned over and picked up a plastic-lined trash can.

      I couldn’t remember the last time I ate anything, but that didn’t stop me from depositing the contents of my stomach into the can. When I finally stopped retching, I leaned back against the pillow again.

      “You’ve probably got a concussion.” The man wiped my mouth with a damp washcloth then set it down on the table next to the bed. “Do you remember anything about last night?”

      I moved my hand to my chest. The tender patch of skin under my palm proved the nightmare I’d been having wasn’t just a dream. Fear turned my stomach inside out, and I reached for the trashcan again. Nothing came up, but my gut insisted on going through the motions anyway. Dry heaves wracked my system before finally letting up. I slumped back against the pillow again, utterly exhausted.

      “You’re okay.” His voice soothed my nerves, though in my situation, it should have done the exact opposite.

      “Who are you?” I put my hand up to shade my eyes from the light behind him. My right eye refused to open all the way. “And where the fuck am I?”

      He set the trashcan down and leaned closer. “I’m Six. You’re at the Mustang Mountain Riders’ clubhouse. Now how about you tell me your name, sweetheart?”

      White-hot terror shot through my veins. I had to get away. My brother had warned me about the Mustang Mountain Riders, and I’d fallen right into their hands. I wanted to squeeze my eyes shut tight and wish myself back into the woods.

      “Your name?” Six tilted his head, studying me with eyes the color of a shot of my brother’s favorite whiskey.

      My stomach twisted as a flashback from the night before hit me. The burn of cheap bourbon being poured down my throat… the smell of alcohol on the breath of the man I’d been promised to… the loud crunch as his fist connected with my jaw…

      “If you don’t want to tell me, I guess I’ll just call you Bambi.” One of Six’s big shoulders rolled.

      “Why Bambi?” Like hell I’d let the giant asshole give me a nickname that made me sound like his personal whore.

      “Because you ran out of the woods and right into my truck like a doe with the devil himself on her heels.”

      Despite the way my cheeks heated under his stare, he was a member of the Mustang Mountain Riders and by association, represented the enemy. I narrowed my eyes and steeled myself to argue. “Bambi was a boy.”

      He shook his head, but I caught the hint of a smile on the edges of his lips. “It’s also the name of a stripper I met in Vegas once. You remind me of her.”

      I wasn’t about to sit around and trade insults with the muscled biker. If I wanted any chance of surviving, I needed to get away from him fast. My best bet would be to get to the closest airport and hop on the first plane I could find. “Thanks for your hospitality, but I really need to get going. Do you have a phone I can use?”

      He looked at me like I’d just told him a bad dad joke—slightly amused but not willing to play along. I tried to fling the sheet away so I could make a dramatic exit, but my arm didn’t cooperate. All I did was give it a gentle fluff. The plaid cotton fabric billowed up and gently floated back down to settle on top of me.

      “Where do you think you’re going, Bambi?” With his brows drawn down over his dark eyes, he seemed more threatening.

      “Away.” My head pounded. Each beat of my pulse sent a sharp spike straight through my skull.

      “The safest place for you is right here with me.” He hooked his thumb over his shoulder, gesturing to the closed door on the opposite wall. “I’ve got a whole clubhouse full of guys who aren’t going to let anything bad happen to you.”

      My gut told me I could trust him, but that went against everything my brother had ever said about the Mustang Mountain Riders.

      “I can tell you don’t believe me, but you will.” He handed me a tall cup with a straw sticking out of the top. “Do you want some water?”

      I reached out and flung the water back at him. “What I want is to get the hell out of here.”

      Anger flashed in his eyes. I braced myself for the impact of his fist, but it didn’t come. Drops of water ran down his cheeks. He pulled his soaked shirt away from his skin then bent down to pick up the empty cup and set it on the nightstand.
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