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      Thanks for grabbing April’s Cowboy Tanner. I’m so excited for you to meet Tanner and Waverly!

      

      Make sure you don’t miss out on any of my new releases by signing up for my newsletter here. You’ll get a free instalove story when you do!

      

      SWAK!

      

      Eve

    

  


  
    
      
        
        April’s Cowboy Tanner

        Cowboys of Mustang Mountain

      

        

      
        Some lines aren’t meant to be crossed… until she makes it impossible not to.

      

      

      
        
        There are three rules I live by.

      

        

      
        I don’t work with Kincaids. I don’t cross lines. And I don’t make the same mistake twice.

      

        

      
        Waverly Kincaid makes me break every one of them.

      

        

      
        She’s stubborn, relentless, and the one woman I should stay far away from, but she doesn’t take no for an answer. Not at my ranch. Not in town. Not when I make it clear she’s stepping into territory she has no business being in.

      

        

      
        Now I’m stuck helping her find a horse, spending more time with her than I can afford, and breaking rules I’ve lived by my entire life.

      

        

      
        One kiss was a mistake. Wanting her again is worse. Because Waverly doesn’t back down, and she doesn’t let me hide behind the feud or my reputation. Every mile, every argument, every moment alone pushes us closer to something neither of us can control.

      

        

      
        She’s not just off-limits… she’s dangerous. And the worst part?

      

        

      
        I’m not sure I want to stop.

      

        

      
        The Cowboys of Mustang Mountain carry regrets, rivalries, and reputations they’ve never quite outrun. They’re the men who fix fence lines by day, fight their demons by night, and swear they don’t need anyone. Their pasts are messy. Their scars are real. And their hearts are locked down tight.

      

        

      
        Until the right woman walks into their path and shakes the dust off their hardened hearts. Women who aren’t afraid to push back, dig deep, and call these cowboys out on every wall they try to hide behind.

      

        

      
        On Mustang Mountain, even the roughest cowboy can find a future, but only if he’s brave enough to love the woman who won’t let him walk away.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            TANNER

          

        

      

    

    
      The sun was barely up when I moved Juniper through the barrel pattern for the third time that morning. She was young, only three years old and still figuring out the difference between power and precision, but her instincts were solid. She made it clean around the first barrel, maybe a half-stride too wide on the second. I brought her back to a walk and circled toward the center of the arena, giving her time to settle before we ran it again.

      The air was sharp and cool, the kind of early spring cold that made the horses blow steam with every breath. I liked working them at this hour. There were no distractions and no audience. Just the horse, the pattern, and the quiet repetition that turned potential into performance.

      The sound of tires on gravel pulled my attention to the lot. I glanced over my shoulder, expecting one of the local riders who sometimes dropped in to use the arena. Instead, a white truck rolled to a stop near the fence line, a two-horse trailer hitched behind it.

      I didn't recognize the rig. Then I saw the brand on the trailer door.

      “You’ve got to be fucking kidding me.”

      Juniper shifted beneath me, picking up on the tension that tightened through my shoulders. I walked her toward the rail, my eyes on the truck. The driver's door opened, and a woman stepped out.

      She moved with a quiet confidence that didn't need to announce itself. Dark auburn hair fell down her back in a loose braid, though a few strands had escaped and curled around her face. She wore faded jeans that clung to her curves, boots that had seen plenty of work, and a fitted jacket that didn't hide the fact she was built more like a competitor than a spectator.

      She walked straight toward the arena fence.

      I stayed on Juniper and waited.

      When she reached the rail, she rested one boot on the lowest board and looked up at me with sharp green eyes that didn't waste time on pleasantries.

      "Tanner Hollister?" she asked.

      "That's right."

      "I’m Waverly Kincaid." She said it like she expected the name to land heavy, and it did. "I'm looking for a new barrel horse and heard you're the best trainer in the valley."

      I stared at her for a long beat, weighing whether she was serious or testing me.

      "You're on the wrong side of the valley," I said.

      "Am I?"

      "Kincaids don't come to Hollisters for horses."

      "Maybe they should." Her tone was even, with no challenge in it, but no apology either.

      I leaned forward slightly in the saddle, resting one hand on the horn. "I don't train horses for Kincaids."

      "Why not?"

      "You know why not."

      "Do I?"

      I exhaled through my nose and gathered Juniper's reins. "You've got plenty of trainers on your side of the ridge. Use one of them."

      "I don't want plenty." Waverly didn't move from the fence. "I want the best."

      "Flattery won’t work on me."

      "Good. I don't use it."

      Juniper shifted beneath me again, her ears flicking toward Waverly like she was trying to figure out whether this stranger was a threat or just another distraction. I steadied the mare with my legs and turned her back toward the center of the arena.

      "This conversation's over," I said.

      "She's favoring her right hind."

      I pulled Juniper to a stop. Waverly was still standing at the rail, arms crossed now, her eyes on the horse.

      "What?"

      "Your mare. She's compensating for something in the right hind. She’s not lame, not yet. But she's carrying more weight on the left to balance it out." Waverly tilted her head slightly, studying Juniper's stance. "Probably tight through the hip. Have you been working her hard this week?"

      I didn't answer right away. Instead, I looked down at Juniper and ran my eyes over her frame. Then I dismounted and moved to her right side, running my hand down her flank and over the curve of her hip. There was tension there. It wasn’t obvious and not something most people would catch just by watching. But it was there.

      I straightened and looked back at Waverly.

      She met my gaze without blinking.

      “You just got here,” I said.

      “Maybe.” She nodded toward the mare. “But I’ve been here long enough."

      "Long enough for what?"

      "For me to see she’s protecting that right side. You keep pushing her through turns and she’ll start compensating."

      I stared at her.

      She stared back.

      "You're observant," I said finally.

      "I'm a barrel racer. Observation's part of the job."

      "And you think that gives you leverage?"

      "I think it means I know what I'm talking about." Waverly dropped her arms and stepped closer to the rail. "I lost my last horse to a tendon injury. Vet said she'd heal, but not enough to run the kind of times I need to stay competitive. So I'm looking for a new partner, and I'm not interested in settling for second-best just because my last name makes people uncomfortable."

      "Your last name doesn't make me uncomfortable," I said. "It makes you a liability."

      "To who?"

      "To my reputation. To this ranch. To the people who trust me to keep Hollister horses in Hollister hands."

      Waverly clucked her tongue. "Sounds like a lot of pressure."

      "It is."

      "Then maybe you should care more about the quality of the work than the name on the trailer."

      The words came out sharp, but not angry. She wasn't trying to pick a fight. She was making a point, and she was making it well.

      I walked Juniper back toward the fence, stopping a few feet from where Waverly stood. Up close, I could see the faint dusting of freckles across her nose, the sun-worn lines at the corners of her eyes that came from spending most of her life outdoors. She looked like someone who had earned every callus on her hands.

      "I'm not training a horse for you," I said.

      "Why not?"

      "Because I don't trust Kincaids."

      "You don't know me."

      "I know your family."

      "So did I, once." Waverly's mouth pulled into something that wasn't quite a smile. "Doesn't mean I agree with everything they've done."

      That comment hit different than I expected. I studied her for a long moment, looking for the angle, the play, the thing she wasn't saying. But all I saw was a competitor who was tired of being defined by someone else's grudge.

      "Even if I wanted to help you," I said, "which I don't—training a barrel horse takes time. Weeks. Maybe months, depending on what you're starting with. You think your family's going to be fine with you spending that much time on Hollister land?"

      "I think my family doesn't get a vote in how I run my career."

      "You're sure about that?"

      "I'm sure I prefer earning things the hard way." She said it like it was a fact, not a philosophy. Like she'd tested it enough times to know it was true.

      I wanted to dismiss her. Send her back to her truck, back across the ridge, back to whatever Kincaid trainer could give her a decent horse and keep the valley from talking. But something about the way she stood there—making no apologies, with no hesitation, just steady confidence in who she was and what she wanted—made it harder to write her off than it should have been.

      "I'm not saying yes," I said.

      "I didn't ask you to."

      "Then what are you doing here?"

      "Introducing myself." Waverly stepped back from the rail and nodded toward Juniper. "Ice that hip tonight. She'll feel better tomorrow."

      She turned and walked back toward her truck, her boots crunching on the gravel, that long braid swinging between her shoulder blades. She didn't look back. Didn't wait for me to respond. Just climbed into the driver's seat, started the engine, and pulled the trailer out of the lot like she'd accomplished exactly what she came to do.

      I stood there, holding Juniper's reins, watching the Kincaid brand disappear down the road.

      Two things settled in my chest at the same time. One: she was a Kincaid. Which meant working with her would stir up trouble I didn't need and couldn't afford.

      Two: she might be the most dangerous competitor I'd ever met.

      And I wasn't entirely sure which one of those facts bothered me more.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 2

          

          
            WAVERLY

          

        

      

    

    
      Ace's Place was the kind of bar where people already knew your business before you sat down. I pushed through the door and braced myself for what I might find inside. A few heads turned my way, and a conversation near the bar stalled. The bartender, a broad-shouldered, bearded guy with a dishtowel slung over his shoulder, shot a look in my direction then turned away.

      No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t outrun my last name. It didn't matter that I'd spent the last six years building a career separate from the family ranch, running my own circuit points, and buying my own entry fees. The only thing anyone in this damn town cared about was history. And being a Kincaid meant I had eyes on me wherever I went, whether I wanted them or not.

      I wanted the attention tonight. Not because I liked having people watch my every move, but because I needed Tanner Hollister to understand that saying no to me out at his ranch with nobody watching was one thing. Saying it in front of an audience was something else.

      I spotted him at the far end of the bar. He was nursing a beer and talking to an older man I recognized as one of the Fosters who ran a cattle ranch west of town. He had his hat pushed back and his forearms resting on the worn wood.

      For a brief moment, I stood there and watched him. When he wasn’t frowning at me, he was pretty damn hot. In another time and another place, I might have been tempted to run my hands over his broad shoulders and tangle my fingers in the dark hair at the nape of his neck. But Kincaids and Hollisters didn’t mix. That was one rule that the entire valley had always lived by.

      I crossed the room and took the empty stool two down from Tanner. When the bartender came over, I ordered a whiskey neat. By the time he set my drink down in front of me, Tanner’s smile had disappeared.

      "What are you doing here?" He didn't look at me when he said it.

      "Hey, Hollister." I picked up my glass. "Can I buy you a beer?"

      His jaw tightened. "I'm fine."

      The rancher glanced between us and must have decided he didn’t want to get caught up in whatever might go down between a Kincaid and a Hollister. He said something to Tanner under his breath, then picked up his beer and moved to a table.

      Tanner turned to face me. In the low light of the bar, his eyes were darker than they'd been in the afternoon sun. He looked like a man who had already made up his mind about something and didn't appreciate having to say it twice.

      "You drove into town to find me in a bar," he said.

      "I drove into town for a drink." I set the glass down. "You just happened to be here."

      He didn’t respond right away. Someone fed the jukebox at the back of the room, and a slow Luke Bryan song started playing.

      "I gave you my answer this afternoon," he said.

      "You gave me a reason that had nothing to do with the horses and everything to do with my last name." I tried to keep my frustration from seeping into my voice. "That tells me your answer wasn't really about the work."

      "It's always about the work."

      "Then prove it."

      He took another slow sip of his beer.

      "You're supposed to be the best trainer in the county," I said. "Maybe in the state, if you believe what people say. The man who can look at a green horse and see what it's going to be before it knows itself." I picked up my whiskey again and stared at the amber liquid. "If that's true, then evaluating horses for a barrel racer shouldn't be a problem. Unless it's not actually about the work."

      I didn't raise my voice. I didn't need to. The two men at the table nearest us had gone quiet. A woman at the end of the bar was looking at her phone but not scrolling.






OEBPS/images/eve-logo---purple-1.jpg
Suel

Snarky, Sassy, Sexy Romance






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/apr-tanner-low.jpg






