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

      

      Jen Gower & Jackie Ziegler

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

      

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

      

      Thanks for grabbing this copy of August’s Bad Boy Garner. I’m so excited for you to meet Garner and Olivia!

      

      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

    

  


  
    
      
        
        August’s Bad Boy Garner

        Bad Boys of Mustang Mountain

      

        

      
        Sometimes the only thing more dangerous than falling in love… is pretending you haven’t.

      

      

      
        
        Olivia

        Pretending to be married to my tattooed, brooding best friend was supposed to be easy. Just one weekend, one shared bed, and one little white lie to help uncover a small-town conspiracy. But the second Garner wraps his arm around me in public, everything changes. The touches feel too real. The way he looks at me makes my pulse race. And when he kisses me? I fall harder than I ever meant to. Now the whole town thinks we eloped. I wish we had, because I don’t know how to go back to being just friends when my heart’s already his.

      

        

      
        Garner

        I’ve loved Olivia for years… in silence, in sketches, in every quiet moment she never knew she owned. She’s all warmth and sunshine, way too good for a guy like me. But when she asks me to pose as her husband, I agree. I can never say no to her. Now we’re sharing a bed, faking a love that feels too real, and walking a line I swore I’d never cross. Losing her would break me. But loving her in silence? That’s what’s killing me.

      

        

      
        Welcome to Mustang Mountain, where rough roads lead to redemption. In this rugged mountain town, the Bad Boys of Mustang Mountain live by their own rules. They’re outlaws with code and conviction, protecting their own against anyone who dares to cross them. With troubled pasts and scars that run deep, these men aren't afraid to live life their way. But when fierce, curvy women step into their lives, they find themselves facing a different kind of challenge—one that just might heal the hearts they thought were too far gone.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 1


          

          
            GARNER

          

        

      

    

    
      I leaned back and wiped the blood away from my client’s chest. He was a regular, and we were wrapping up his third session for a badass tat to represent his time as a firefighter. I’d done some awesome work before, but I was damn proud of this piece. Might even enter it into an upcoming contest I’d heard about.

      “All done for today, man.” I set my tattoo gun down on the tray and reached for the plastic wrap. “You know what to do. Keep it clean and moisturized for the next few days.”

      I’d just started placing the plastic wrap over his new ink when the door to my room flew open.

      “Garner, there you are! I’ve been looking all over for you.” Olivia stood in the doorway, her chest heaving like she’d just run a fucking marathon.

      I jumped off my stool and rushed over to her. “Hey, baby girl. Everything okay?”

      She bit down on her lip and nodded. “We need to talk.”

      “Can you give me five, or do you need me now?” Either way, I’d be there for her. There were few people in my life I’d drop everything for, but Olivia Vale was at the top of the list. We’d grown up right next door to each other in Silver Springs. When I moved to Mustang Mountain to start working in Priest’s tattoo shop, I’d convinced her to come with me. We’d even shared a tiny apartment together for the first few months until she got a job as a clerk at town hall. Fuck, those were the best months of my life.

      “Go ahead and finish.” She lifted her hand in an awkward wave. “Hi, Cullen. Sorry to interrupt.”

      “No worries. Did you see what your man Garner did?” Cullen glanced down at his fresh ink.

      My gut twisted at the words “your man.” As far as everyone knew, Olivia and I were just friends. Even though we did everything together—well, almost everything—we’d never crossed the line from friendship to more. And it wasn’t because I didn’t want to.

      Olivia stepped into the room and looked over my shoulder. “That’s awesome. Garner does absolutely amazing work, doesn’t he?”

      I thought it was pretty dope, but hearing the pride in her voice made my chest puff out.

      “He sure as hell does. The guys on the crew are going to be knocking down your door once they see it,” Cullen said.

      “They know where to find me.” I finished applying the wrap to his chest while I tried to ignore how it felt to have Olivia standing directly behind me. She was close enough I caught a whiff of her new perfume… the one that smelled like smoked sandalwood and sun-kissed skin. Even a trace of it drove me wild.

      Cullen pulled his shirt on and got up out of my chair.

      Olivia reached over and ran her fingers through the hair at the nape of his neck. “When are you going to come by and see me? Your hair’s getting so long I can almost braid it.”

      My heart shriveled as Cullen let out an easy laugh. I had to look away. She had a side gig cutting hair at The Best Little Hair House for fuck’s sake. It shouldn’t matter to me if she was trying to drum up business. But seeing her put her hands on another man shredded me. Always had.

      “I’ll be by soon,” Cullen said. “Thanks, Garner. Want me to wait for you up front?”

      I grunted out a “yeah” while I peeled off my gloves. Olivia dropped down onto the chair Cullen vacated and crossed her arms over her chest.

      “Be back in a minute,” I told her. With her waiting on me, I had extra incentive to get Cullen out the door as quickly as possible. He scheduled his next appointment, and I marked it down on my calendar. A few seconds later, I was on my way back to her.

      “You know you can’t barge in on me when I’m with a client,” I said, closing the door behind me.

      She jumped out of the chair and pulled something from her back pocket. My attention shifted to her thick hips. I’d lost count of how many times I’d fantasized about grabbing hold of her with both hands and easing those sweet hips up and down while she hovered over me.

      “Garner? Do you see what I see?” She jabbed at a piece of paper, pulling me out of my X-rated daydream.

      I focused on an image of a helicopter. “See what?”

      “The logo. I knew I’d seen it before. The logo on the helicopter that rescued Orville is the same as that super pricey resort in Whitefish.” She held out another piece of paper with the Aspen Crest Lodge logo on it. “Why would a resort send a helicopter to rescue Orville?”

      “Because it was the right thing to do?” I shook my head. She’d been going on and on about the helicopter for days.

      “It can’t be just that. I looked into the resort, and it’s a dead end. Owned by a company that’s owned by another company. I think it might tie into that developer that’s been wreaking havoc on the whole town.” She put a hand on her hip and stared at me.

      “You’ve been listening to way too many true crime podcasts, baby girl.” Satisfied her emergency was nothing more than another one of her conspiracy theories, I got to work cleaning up.

      But Olivia wouldn’t let it go at that. She grabbed hold of my arm. “What if Ruby and Orville are working with the developer?”

      She’d truly gone off the deep end with that one. I put my finger to her lips. “Shh. That’s ridiculous.”

      She batted my hand away. “I don’t want to believe it either, but what if it’s true?”

      “It can’t be. Ruby and Orville have been up to their ears in helping people around town. She’s the one who lined up financing for Levi’s construction company and the bookstore, and⁠—”

      “And where do you think she got that kind of cash?” Olivia interrupted. “She could be putting on a front while trying to tear things apart on the backend.”

      I wouldn’t believe anything bad about Ruby or Orville. They’d welcomed me with open arms when I’d moved to Mustang Mountain. “What would they have to gain from selling out the town?”

      “Money? Land? I don’t know. It could be anything.” Olivia’s shoulders sagged. “A lot of people do dumb things for good reasons. You ought to know that better than anyone.”

      The reference to my folks hit below the gut, but I wasn’t about to take the time to unpack that at the moment. “I think you’re seeing connections that aren’t there. How about we grab dinner from the cafe and take it back to my place for a movie?”

      “I need to get to the bottom of this. That’s the only way I’ll have any peace of mind.” She looked up at me, her brown eyes wide with concern. “Will you help me?”

      “Damn, Liv. You really can’t let this go?” I’d seen her get fixated on things before. She was tenacious as hell.

      “Please, Garner?”

      Fuck. It was the “please” that did it. That and the way she looked at me like I was her personal hero.

      “Fine. What do you need me to do?”

      She pulled her bottom lip into her mouth for a long beat, like she was nervous to tell me what hare-brained scheme she had up her sleeve this time.

      “Tell me.” I knew it would be whacked, but I was ready. I’d do anything for her, and she sure as hell knew it.

      “Spend the weekend at the resort with me?”

      That couldn’t be it. Not with the way her brows lifted, and she waited for my answer like she was holding her breath. “That’s it?”

      “Yeah. I already booked a room. There’s just one other little thing.”

      I sensed her one other little thing wouldn’t be little at all. It was bad enough I’d have to spend a whole weekend sharing a room with her and trying to keep my hands to myself. “What is it?”

      She took in a deep breath, then let the words out in a rushing exhale. “The resort’s hosting a retreat this weekend. The only way in is to participate. It’s not a big deal. We have to pretend like we’re married.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 2


          

          
            OLIVIA

          

        

      

    

    
      I groaned when my alarm blared at 6:30am. Garner wasn’t picking me up until ten, but I needed time to get ready for our married couple getaway. I’d come up with some wild ideas before, but this one might be the most outrageous yet.

      Rolling over, I buried my face in my pillow and thought about the look on Garner's face when I'd dropped the bomb about pretending to be married. His eyes went wide, and for a moment, I'd thought he might refuse. But of course he didn't. Garner had never said no to me… something I probably took advantage of more than I should.

      After a quick shower, I blow-dried my hair and applied a little makeup. No telling who we might meet at the retreat. The lodge was known for catering to a certain clientele. Rather than pull my hair back into my usual ponytail, I plugged in my flat iron so I could straighten the ends and slid my emergency hair tie onto my wrist just in case.

      My bag was already packed for the weekend, along with a small backpack holding a notepad and a pair of binoculars. I'd prepped like I was heading into the wilderness for a stakeout instead of a luxury couples retreat.

      At ten on the dot, my phone buzzed with a text from Garner.

      
        
          
            
              
        Garner: I’m out front. Take your time. Coffee's waiting.

      

      

      

      

      

      Such a simple text, but it still made my heart flutter. Garner had always been there for me. He was my best friend. If only he knew how many nights I'd lost sleep imagining what it would be like if we ever decided to be more than friends.

      But Garner McCrae would never see me that way. I wasn't his type. Not with my kind of curves and lack of experience. He went for skinny, leather-clad women with tons of tattoos, and there was never a shortage of them hanging around the studio, waiting for their chance. They lived life on their own terms and weren't afraid to go after what they wanted. The most daring thing I’d ever done was follow Garner from Silver Springs to Mustang Mountain. I was just a girl who pushed papers for a living, cut hair on the side, and spent her weekends listening to true crime podcasts.

      I grabbed my bags and headed out front. Garner's black pickup was idling in the lot of my apartment building, wisps of exhaust rising into the cool morning air. He got out as I approached and reached for my bags.

      "Morning, baby girl." His voice was gravelly, and he had on dark jeans and a black henley that stretched across his broad chest. The sleeves were pushed up, revealing the swirling tattoos that crept down his muscular forearms. His dark hair was pushed back from his forehead, and his jaw was covered in a day's worth of stubble.

      My mouth went bone dry. "Good morning."

      He loaded my bags in the back of his truck before opening the passenger door for me. I climbed in, immediately spotting the travel mug in the cup holder. Hazelnut creamer with one sugar, exactly how I liked it.

      "You're too good to me, you know that?" I said as he slid behind the wheel.

      "Nah, I'm just making sure you're caffeinated. Can't have you falling asleep during our romantic weekend." His mouth quirked up at the corner.

      My cheeks heated. "About that. We need to discuss our backstory."

      Garner pulled away from the curb and headed toward the highway. "What backstory? We grew up together in Silver Springs. What else do people need to know about that?"

      "We need to figure out the romantic details." I pulled a notebook from my purse. "I've written down a few key points we should remember. Like when we had our first kiss, when you proposed⁠—"

      "When I what?" Garner’s brows shot sky high.

      "Proposed," I repeated. "We're supposed to be married, remember? So I figured we should have a sweet proposal story. I was thinking maybe during a hike up Mustang Mountain at sunset. You got down on one knee and⁠—"

      "I'd never propose on a hike," he interrupted, reaching for his coffee. "Too many people around. Not personal enough."

      That caught me off guard. I thought a mountaintop proposal was perfect for us. "Oh. Well, where would you propose, then?"

      He was quiet for a long moment, his eyes fixed on the road. "Somewhere that meant something to both of us. Maybe that old oak tree behind your parents' house where we built that shitty treehouse in seventh grade."

      I stared at him. That was actually perfect… the ideal combination of private, meaningful, and memorable. Even though we’d known each other since we were kids, he was still capable of surprising me. "I like that. The treehouse proposal it is."

      "And I think we should stick as close to the truth as possible," he continued. "Less chance of screwing up that way. We grew up together, I moved to Mustang Mountain for the tattoo job, then convinced you to come with me because I couldn't imagine being away from you."
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