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      Welcome to the Ghost Riders Motorcycle Club...where you'll find happily ever afters, no cheating, and sugary-sweet alphas that love to get on their knees. 

      This gritty series is one of our favorites and includes some of the best Alexa Riley characters ever! 

      This bundle includes Pulling her Trigger, Beauty and the Biker, Letting Her Lead, Pulling His Trigger, and Riding Him. 

      If you've never read it, now's the time. Grab the complete series by the handles and saddle up. It's safe, dirty, and ready to ride...just like your mom. Sorry, we're immature. 

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2016 by Author Alexa Riley LLC. All rights reserved.

      No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. For permission requests, email to riley_alexa@aol.com

      http://alexariley.com/

      Publisher’s Note: This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are a product of the author’s imagination. Locales and public names are sometimes used for atmospheric purposes. Any resemblance to actual people, living or dead, or to businesses, companies, events, institutions, or locales is completely coincidental.

      Edited by Aquila Editing

    

  


  
    
      To Ella Goode, Ruby Dixon, and Kati Wilde…. thanks for taking a chance on us. Now, when are we getting matching tattoos?

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Pulling Her Trigger

        

      

    
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      
        Pulling Her Trigger

        by

        Alexa Riley

      

      I thought I had all I needed: my gun, my chopper, and my brothers. Most women don't crave a life like mine, but after the things I've done and seen, I never thought I longed for more.

      The Ghost Riders Motorcycle Club is my family and I'll bleed for them. I'll do anything to keep them safe, even if it's from me.

      One look from him and everything I fought to hide was ripped wide open. Being an FBI agent gave him the power to flip my world upside down, and he did it in a way I never saw coming.

      What happens when an FBI agent becomes more obsessed with you than with his case? Do you let down your guard? Or pull the trigger?

      

      Warning: This book contains a heroine who doesn't submit, a hero who fights for what he's claimed, and insta-love so hard it will dent your kindle. *not responsible for dented kindles*

      

      Pulling Her Trigger is a complete novella. No cliffhangers. No alpha-hole. No cheating. HEA. STANDALONE.
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      My finger curves around the trigger, ready to take my shot. I know it is only a matter of time before I do, so I am ready. Pres didn’t see the look on some of their faces before he arrived, but I had. The Five Aces are pissed and it showed. I saw the rage and hate through my scope before my brothers arrived.

      Shifting my position, I test the wind, and make sure I’ve got a clear shot if shit goes down. There isn’t a target I can’t hit, and I don’t plan on starting now. I’m one of only nine women who have operated as a sniper for the Air Force, but they aren’t the only branch of military I was used for. I am small and get around unnoticed, and it doesn’t hurt that I am one of the best shots anyone knew of. I played with the Marines a lot, and it’s actually how I met the men I’m protecting today.

      I know no one can see me up here on top of this building unless I want them to, but my brothers know I’m here, and that’s all that matters. I’ve always been at their backs whenever they need me, and I was doing it long before I was in the club. We picked this meeting spot because I told Pres it would be perfect. The west bottoms of Kansas City are always abandoned when the sun sets. Most of the warehouses down here have been sitting vacant for years. I stare at the once-vacant lot before me, that’s now filled with four of my brothers and five of the Five Aces. They might think they have us outnumbered, but I could take out three of them before they knew what happened.

      I have no problem sitting here all night; it’s what I’ve trained to do. I can wait for hours. I’ve been in the sand with the sun beating down on me, in the mud and pouring rain, in the fucking Amazon never knowing what was crawling up my goddamn leg.

      I killed when I was in the Air Force. Hell, I killed after I got out too, but I haven’t killed for the club. All Pres has to do is give me the word and it’s done. In a heartbeat. In the Air Force I never took my kills personally. You have to keep everything separate, and keep your emotions in check because that’s what you’re paid to do. I took my orders, took out the bad guys, but now things are different. I’ve got skin in this game, so when it’s time to get the job done, it’s not because of a paycheck. Just like when I killed in the field, one less piece of shit in the world, I feel no different about the Five Aces. Taking out a few of them wouldn’t make me lose any sleep, but fuck, dead bodies is what got us into the shit storm. The plan tonight is to only maim if possible, not start a full-on war between clubs.

      They’d stolen some of our guns from the firing range Pres and I own together: the range I run. The guns that were stolen are my responsibility, and it just so happens one of them got left at the scene of a double murder. I don’t care what Pres says, it is my fault. They robbed the range in the middle of the night, bypassing our security. Maybe bypassing isn’t the right word, they blew a fucking hole in the side of the goddamn building.

      Those guns are my responsibility as the sergeant at arms for the Ghost Riders, and I want them back. The Aces destroyed part of something I poured every penny I had into when I left the Air Force. The range is my baby. I’d reported them missing but that didn’t stop the cops from crawling up our asses, pointing fingers at us for a murder. We tend to keep our noses pretty clean, but the cops always have a hard-on for us. I have blood on my hands, but the blood they were asking about this time isn’t mine.

      I want the rest of the guns back, not to mention the one that could be my undoing. We know it has to be the Five Aces. They came looking for guns a few weeks back but Pres refused to sell to them. We’d reached out to the Death Lords who informed us the Five Aces like to work with the Eighty-Eight Henchmen. They are a club that doesn’t play by any rules or show respect to other clubs. They let it be known they weren’t too happy with our hospitality and they’d be getting what they wanted. We let them know they could go fuck themselves.

      After everything went down, Pres reached out to them again, pretending to have a change of heart. They agreed to meet up, but I think they only did it to feign interest in the guns, the guns I know they have.

      Now here I sit, watching this meeting between my Ghost Rider brothers and the Five Aces play out. I’m only up here as back up in case shit goes down, but I’m itching for a shot. Rolling my shoulders, I try to push some of the tension from my body. I miss the shitty headsets I had in the Air Force, wishing I had ears on the ground. Now I have to rely on gut instinct, and I can tell things are getting heated. I can’t see any of my brothers’ reactions, with their backs to me, but all the Aces are facing me, and it’s getting intense. I train my gun on their VP, and I wait.

      My world narrows down and I focus. I feel the wind against my skin, telling me how it will affect my shot. My breathing slows and I wait. I’m ready.

      Then he does it. The Aces’ VP reaches for his gun, but he’s too late. I’d already taken the shot that hits him in his right shoulder. The bullet will destroy the ball-and-socket joint, and no surgeon on earth will be able to put it back together correctly. He’ll never use his right arm to its full function again. Good luck using one of my guns now, asshole.

      Everyone jumps back and my Pres throws his hands in the air, yelling. I’m sure he’s telling them if they make another move I’ll start popping them off one by one. One of the Aces makes a move to go to his VP, and I squeeze the trigger. The bullet flies through the air and hits the concrete at his feet. Chunks of rock explode and he second guesses his move.

      “You don’t move until I say,” I whisper to myself.

      Pres points to the Five Aces VP, indicating for them to leave. When they finally clear out, I feel my phone vibrate against my ass. I reach back and pull it from my pocket.

      “Yeah.”

      “Cas, get your ass out of here. I’m sure the cops will show up soon if someone heard the shots. Don’t go to the club.” The line goes dead.

      Crawling off my stomach I dismantle my rifle, putting it back into the box. I don’t have my motorcycle with me when I carry my rifle. I quickly make my way over to my truck and rub my chest as I climb in. The worst part about lying on the ground for hours is the pressure it puts on my breasts. Most women wish for bigger boobs, I, on the other hand, find them to be a hindrance.

      Sliding the rifle under the truck seat, I fire up the engine and pull out, hitting the first highway I can. It’s still early and adrenaline is coursing through my veins. Only one thing ever fixes that. Sex. And it’s been too damn long.

      Pulling my hair from my ponytail, I let the black strands fall loose and hit my shoulders. I’d love to head back to the club and hear about what was said on the ground, but the Pres told me to stay clear. Looks like sex it is.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Leaning back in my chair, I throw my booted foot up to rest on the table. The night is early and only a few people are in the bar. The same bar I always use when I’m looking for a quick and easy lay. Not only is it close to my little two-bedroom house, there’s also a cheap hotel next door.

      This bar is my own place to unwind, away from my brothers. Sometimes I go with them to the bar down the road from the club, but never when I’m looking for cock. This place is mine. A place where no one knows who I am. I can sit back, enjoy a few beers and if I get lucky, see a few bar fights.

      It’s better than heading back to my place alone with all this adrenaline still buzzing through my body. I’m sure in a few hours my brothers will be at our regular bar, Denim and Diamonds, but sometimes I feel out of place when trying to get laid there.

      They call me Casper, the not-so-friendly ghost. They were calling me that before I was patched in. They like to say I pop up out of nowhere, and I guess the name just kind of stuck. Pres and most of the brothers had no problems when I got patched in years back. They knew me from our days in the service, and knew I was loyal to a fault. I saved their lives countless times. Times when they didn’t even know I was there, until the night air came alive with the sound of my bullets. But some of the other brothers did have a problem with me becoming a full member. The only female to be patched into the Ghost Riders. It’s nothing new to me. It’s something I’ve faced my whole life, so I let it roll off me now. I don’t give a shit if you don’t want me here. I’m here and I’m not going anywhere unless the Pres gives me the order, or unless I end up six feet under. The club’s the only real family I’ve ever had.

      I’ve spent years proving myself, first to my father, then to my country as I busted my ass training to be a sniper, and then when I first joined the Ghost Riders. Now I just don’t give two fucks. I know I’m the best at what I do. As does the Pres. That’s why when shit went down shortly after I got out of the service, and I still had fresh blood on my hands, he told me to get my ass to Kansas City, that he had a place for me. I was there the next day.

      The waitress thumps my beer bottle down on the wood table next to my boot without asking for my order. She turns around and heads back to the bar without so much as a word. Reaching for my beer, I see a man walk through the door. His eyes instantly lock on mine, as if he knew I was going to be sitting right here.

      The guy looks like a total badass but I’ve never seen him in here before, that’s for damn sure. Motherfucker is gorgeous. He’s not something any woman would soon forget. His jet-black hair is cropped short with just enough to grab onto if you needed. His features are clean cut but rough around the edges. He looks like he’s trying to be a suit-and-tie kind of guy, but deep down he’s really a t-shirt and muddy jeans kind of man. His nose has a slight bump, like it has been broken a time or two, though it adds to his sex appeal instead of detracting from it. His mouth is grim yet sensual, with straight white teeth and canines a bit longer than his front teeth. It makes me think he likes to bite, and my nipples tingle at the thought. He’s handsome, if you go for that sort of thing.

      But what stands out about him most are his eyes. They’re the same gray metal on the scope of my Mini Hecate .338 Lapua Mag—one of my favorite rifles. I don’t play with it often, because the concussion of the weapon is so strong, my ears hurt after only a few shots. I wonder if this man could make my ears hurt after a night of him screaming my name.

      His eyes slide over me, like he can see through my tight jeans and black tank. His appraisal is cocky and bold, like I’m his to stare at. The idea makes my pussy clench. It has definitely been too long if I’m getting off from just a look.

      Pulling my eyes from his, I take a long drink of my beer. I’m not surprised moments later when he’s standing next to my table.

      “Can I get you a drink?” he asks

      I tip my bottle back and take another long pull from it, showing him mine is still half full. A drink isn’t what I want from him, and hanging out at this table isn’t either.

      “A shot then,” he offers. “The night is still young.”

      “You don’t have to get me all liquored up to get me into bed,” I say, dropping my boot from the table and using it to push out the chair next to me, an invitation for him to sit down.

      “And what is it you think I’m looking for?” he asks, sitting down into the chair. His gaze lands on my chest and slowly travels to my face. He’s a cocky bastard and not trying to hide it. Hopefully, for me, he has a reason to be.

      Leaning forward, I give him a better view of my cleavage. While they may be a bitch to shoot with, they also have their advantages.

      “You mean to tell me you didn’t come to this hole in the wall looking for some easy pussy?”

      “Is that why you’re here?” His voice holds an edge to it, like the idea bothers him or some shit. Aren’t we here for the same thing? Or maybe he just doesn’t like forward women. If that’s the case, he needs to get out of that chair and make room for someone else.

      I grab my beer and polish it off, and start to get up. “Forget it,” I say, intending to make my way to the bar. If he’s looking for a piece of ass that will play innocent, he’s going to have to get it from somewhere else. Maybe Dean, one of the regular bartenders, will be in tonight. He’s halfway decent in bed, doesn’t ask questions, and leaves the hotel room as soon as we’re done.

      New Guy grabs my wrist, halting my departure. I try to snatch my arm from his grasp, but he holds me steady. He relaxes his grip when I stop trying to pull away, his thumb rubbing circles on my wrist in slow, sensual motions. I could free my wrist now, but I know it would be useless. Strength was never my strong suit. I’m quick, quiet, and always two steps ahead of my opponent. It’s the only way to be when you don’t have brute force on your side.

      “I’m not playing games with you,” I say, agitated that I like his lazy ministrations. I can imagine him doing this to my clit. He can probably feel my heartbeat speeding up as I think about it.

      “No games,” he says, rising to his feet, pulling me towards the back of the bar. His strong grip leads me to the rear hallway. He checks every door handle we pass, trying to find an unlocked one. When the last door pops open, he hauls me inside. He presses my spine against the closed door, his firm, masculine body pressing into me. I start to protest, but am cut off when his mouth covers mine.

      His insistent erection feels rigid against my stomach. His tongue pushes into my mouth. He grabs both of my wrists and locks them into one of his hands, pinning them above my head. He holds me against the door with his hand and his body, but I could break free if I really wanted to.

      I should stop him, but his dominance is intoxicating and so very different than what I normally go for. The sudden attraction I feel for him is odd. Unwanted. He thrusts his tongue into my mouth, moving his hips back and forth, rubbing his erection against me. Pulling back as if he needs oxygen, he lifts his mouth from mine. “I’ve wanted to taste you from the moment I first saw you.”

      My eyes pop open at his words. His intense gaze holds me hostage.

      “Looks like you didn’t have to wait too long then, did you?” I reply, but a strange look crosses his face. It’s gone so quick, I’m not sure it was there. “And FYI, I don’t kiss on the mouth. So if you want to taste me you’ll have to do it somewhere else,” I add, flashing a wicked grin. “Call it a test. You make me cum with your mouth and I’ll let you take me to the hotel next door. If you can’t make me cum, then I go back out to the bar and find someone who can.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter Two

        

        Vincent

      

    
    
      “A test?” I feel a cocky grin spread across my face. “How about we make this a bit more interesting then? That hotel next door is a shit hole. Let’s say if I make you cum more than once, you come home with me tonight. When I sink between your thighs, I want a bed and a locked door, where no one gets to see you spread out for me.”

      She laughs in my face, but I can see she likes the challenge. “Sorry, I don’t go home with strangers. It’s the hotel next door or the cab of my truck. Take your pick.”

      I don’t say anything. I just keep looking down at her. Her clear blue eyes are locked on mine. I’m dominant by nature, and control is something I need. I’m not backing down from her demands, nor do I think I would get what I want from her if I did. I can feel her emotional struggle to ‘win’ this battle, but I stay silent and let her figure out her next move. She breaks the silence.

      “You’re hot, but I don’t see you getting me off. Most hot guys are lazy because they just rely on their looks. I have to do all the work to get what I want, so I’ll take that bet.”

      If guys are lazy with her they’re fucking crazy. The idea of making her cum over and over again with my fingers, mouth, and cock is the hottest thing I can imagine. It’s so hot, thinking about this strong-willed woman screaming my name because I gave her uncontrolled pleasure. I’ll eat her pussy until she can’t move, just so she has to stay in my bed.

      I lean in to kiss her lips again, but I stop before I make contact. Despite her no-kissing-on-the-lips rule, her head tilts up in anticipation of a kiss, her body pushing against mine. No matter what her brain is telling her, her body is enjoying the show.

      I look into her ice-blue eyes and think about the first time I saw her. It was a week ago when her file landed on my desk. I opened the folder and there she was. The one.

      Most people would say I was crazy. Lucky for me, I don’t give a fuck what most people think. I come from a big Italian family where everybody has an opinion on how you should live your life, but my pop is the one I respect the most. The day I saw her picture, those glacier eyes of hers looked back at me and I was done. I got up from my desk and went to see my pop. My father understands. He saw my mother for the first time when he was ten years old, and he knew he’d spend the rest of his life with her. I never thought lightning would strike twice in our family, but that day, I was done. She is mine, she just doesn’t know it yet.

      Once my pop hugged me and told me everything would be all right, I got to work on finding out why this little sharp shooter was involved in stolen guns.

      I’d wanted to be a cop since I was a kid, so going into the FBI was a dream come true. I’ve put in over ten years of service and worked my ass off to get to where I am today. This road isn’t easy, but it’s the one I want. So finding out my girl was mixed up in stolen guns was a kick to the nuts.

      I got involved in this case because I work in the Violent Crime and Major Thefts division at the FBI in Kansas City. The Feds love anything to do with stolen guns, and I’m head of the department. Anything this size goes through me, and after seeing her picture, I knew this was a case I would handle personally.

      One of the stolen guns was found at the scene of a double murder, and from what our research uncovered, it once belonged to a Mackenzie Straight. Her file is long, listing all her personal achievements with the Air Force and subsequently her sniper skills in other branches of the military. It boasts pages of her service to her country, so I was baffled as to how she was caught up in all this. At first it seemed like a mistake, but the more I dug, the more I found. It turned out Mackenzie is wanted for questioning in Texas for a homicide case, so not only is she caught up in stolen guns, she may be involved in a murder.

      The day I got her file and went to see my pop, I left his place and did a drive-by outside her house. Well, I meant to only drive by, but once I got there I decided to park for a bit. I wanted to see if I could catch a glimpse of her, and then I would leave. At least that’s what I told myself.

      The sun was just setting as I pulled into an empty spot among some trees across from her place. Luckily I only had to wait about five hours before she pulled up, so by the time she got home, it was completely dark.

      I heard her before I saw her, the rumble of her motorcycle making her arrival known. As I watched her pull into the driveway, I hunched down in my seat, so she wouldn’t see me. When I heard the bike cut off I rose a little and watched her climb off. I watched her as she stood there and shook her hair out. I was hard instantly just being this close to her, and I started to rub my hand across the front of my slacks. I never bothered to change when I left work, so I was still in my standard work suit. I reached up and pulled at my tie to try to get more oxygen into my body. Suddenly I felt as if I was suffocating.

      I watched her turn around and look in my direction, as if she felt me there, but I knew I was completely concealed. After a moment of hesitation, she turned back around and went into her house. I was too hard and too worked up. I had to do something about it. I kept rubbing the front of my pants, but I knew I needed more to get any kind of relief.

      I had to see her just one more time, just for a second, and then I could go. I checked around my car, making sure no one was around, and silently got out, making my way to the side of her house. I saw a light flip on just as I made it around, and I ducked down below the window sill. I tried to control my breathing, but my heart was beating out of my chest. I had no idea what I was doing there; I just knew I had to do it. Leaning up a little, I peeked inside the window. My breathing stopped completely when I realized it was her bedroom. She was sitting on the edge of her bed, unlacing her black combat boots, and when I pulled my cock out I didn’t stop to think about what I was doing. All of a sudden I had my dick in my hand.

      When she stood up, I had a moment of panic, but then any concerns I had left my head as she unbuttoned her tight jeans and started to peel them down her legs. They were like a second skin on her so she had to wiggle to get them down her thighs. I was jerking my cock and panting so hard, I was fogging up the glass. I pulled my hand away and spat on it to get a better glide, and when I looked back up she was bent completely over, trying to get the jeans off her feet. Her boy-short underwear showed off her lush ass and gave me a tantalizing glimpse of her pussy. Once I put my slick hand back on my cock, it didn’t take three more pumps before I was cumming on the side of her house.

      I looked down to see the mess I made, and then suddenly her bedroom light flipped off. I panicked and stuffed my still-swollen cock back in my slacks and zipped up. After a second I heard the television, so I guess she must have gone to her living room to relax before bed. I looked down at the side of her house again, and saw where my cum landed. I smiled a little, thinking I had marked my territory and left it there. “Good night, Mackenzie,” I whispered, and made my way back to my car.

      I’ve done that every night for the past week, until tonight when I was finally able to make my move. I’ve been tailing her off and on for seven fucking days, and this is the first time she’s gone somewhere I can approach her. She’s constantly with someone from the Ghost Riders MC, and I need her alone for what I have planned.

      Looking down at her now, I know what I need to do in order to keep her. She just needs to catch up to where I’m already at.

      I reach down and unbuckle my belt.

      “Easy, big guy, I said mouth only.”

      I smile at her, and pull my belt free from my pants. “You gonna tell me your name, or do I have to come up with something else to call you. Dollface? Sugar? Baby cakes?”

      “You call me any of those names, and I’ll remove your favorite appendage from your body.”

      “So, you gonna tell me then?”

      “Mac,” she says, but I can tell she’s reluctant.

      “You gonna tell me what your whole name is, or do I have to sound like I’m fucking a dude when I moan your name?”

      She cracks a smile at my joke, and I can see her soften a little. “Mackenzie, but don’t go spreading that around.”

      “You got it, Mackenzie.” She smiles a little, and I can tell she likes the sound of it. I bet I’m the only person she’s let call her that. Good. I want it to be only for me. “I’m Vincent. But I’ll answer to anything that comes out of your mouth—God, Jesus, More, Please, Again…whatever,” I say, and bring my belt up to her wrists. Her smile drops when she sees what I’m about to do.

      “What the fuck are you doing? I didn’t say you could tie me up.”

      Just my luck there’s a hook on the back of the door that’s down low enough for her wrists to reach. She’s a short girl, but the height of the hook won’t make her strain at all. I wrap my belt around her wrists, and she starts to struggle a little.

      “Easy, Mackenzie,” I whisper, and she calms a little. I place her tied-up wrists on the hook and let her see how much slack she has. She could easily lift her arms off the hook, and I left enough room in the belt for her to slip her hands out without any difficulty. She feels the ease with which she can escape and her body relaxes. “You can get away from me any time you want. But the point of this is that I want your hands there, and I want you to keep them there because I said so. Not because you can’t get away, but because you want to do what I say.”

      I watch the pulse in her neck quicken at my words and her breathing picks up. She’s probably never had someone dominate her before, and I’m sure if you ask her outright, she’ll tell you to fuck off. But right now, with me, she’s getting off to it.

      “Think you can handle that?”

      “You use that mouth for anything else besides talking shit?”

      I give her my wicked smile. Fuck, but her comments just make my dick even harder. I lean in close to her mouth again. “You keep those hands where I put them, and enjoy the ride.” I grab her face with both hands and crush my lips to hers again. She said no kissing on the lips, but her mouth melts to mine and I feel her tongue seeking entrance. The kiss is a branding, a mark of possession, letting her know that in this moment she is mine to control. I give her what she wants and lick her back. Her own hot mouth brands me. Like she owns me. She does.

      I break the kiss and lean back, looking at her flushed face. Her hands are still in place above her head, and I reach down to undo my jeans.

      Her eyes grow big with shock, but I just keep going and unzip them. I reach down into my briefs and pull my thick, hard cock out and give it a few strokes. Her eyes are glued to my hand and cock, and I can see her squeeze her thighs together, trying to relieve the pressure.

      “Don’t worry, I’m only going to use my mouth. I just needed to let this guy out for some fresh air.”

      She gives me a dirty smile and leans her body back against the door. “A big dick to go with all your big talk. Meanwhile I’m still fully dressed.”

      I let out a little laugh and drop to my knees in front of her. “You can say it’s all talk if you want to. But you and I both know this little pussy of yours is soaked.” I look up in time to see the blush creep across her cheeks, and she doesn’t respond to my words because we both know it’s true.

      “Let’s see how much she likes my big dick,” I say, and unbutton her jeans. They’re skin tight like the ones she was wearing the first night I stood outside her window. Once I unzip them, I grab her underwear and jeans together and pull them down just enough to expose her pussy. I feel Mackenzie shake with anticipation, and I know she’s thinking I’ll keep going. Her jeans are so tight that the waistband locks her thighs, and she can’t spread her legs. This is going to tease both of us, and I can’t wait.

      I can see her honey coating her lips, and I lean forward and press my nose to her slit. I feel the dampness on my face as I inhale her scent, and it goes straight to my head. She smells like sweet pussy and home all mixed together. I feel the end of my cock bob up and down, like a puppy begging for attention. My precum rolls down the head of my dick at just the smell of her.

      “Sweet fucking Jesus, do you smell good.”

      “Oh, God,” she breathes and pushes her hips forward.

      I grab her and hold her steady, as I ease my tongue into her slit. The first taste of her is so sweet when it hits my lips. She’s like peaches soaked in whiskey, and instantly I’m addicted.

      I lick in and out and kiss her pussy like I would her mouth. She struggles to spread her legs a millimeter more apart, but I hold her tight and make her work for it. She’s so turned on; her juices coat my tongue and mouth. I want more of it. I want to drink her down my throat until I’m drunk on her. She’s close to cumming and I can feel it, but I want to make sure she’s with me on this.

      Pulling back, I look up at her, and I see she’s close to having a fit. Teetering on the edge of orgasm has made her wanton, and that’s when I make my move. “More than one orgasm and you’re mine tonight. Right, Mackenzie?”

      She nods her head yes, but that’s not good enough.

      “Say it, Mackenzie. Say the words. You come more than once and I own you.”

      She takes a deep breath, but keeps her eyes on me. “Do it and you’ve got me all night. In your bed.”

      The control she just gave me is all I need. I reach up, grab her jeans and underwear and jerk them the rest of the way down to her ankles. “Grab on to the belt,” I groan, and as she does it, I lift her legs and put my head between her knees. Her pussy is right in front of my face and her bound ankles are behind my head. I grip her thighs hard enough to leave bruises and latch my mouth onto her pussy. I suck her clit into my mouth and she cums within seconds. All the teasing primed her, and she shouts her orgasm into the empty room.

      As she comes down from her peak, I pull back and shove two fingers inside her pussy. I start working her g-spot rapidly, because I don’t want to give her a break. She’s so tight and hot. I put my mouth back on her clit and moan around her as I suck her to another orgasm.

      I feel her clenching around my fingers, and I smile against her. I know I’ve got her for tonight, but I want the first time she meets me to be branded into her memory, like the first time I saw her.

      Slicking up my pinkie finger in her honey, I slide it back to her asshole and penetrate her tiny ring, while still fingering her g-spot. She lets out a shout of surprise, but moans loudly as I work the three digits into her.

      “I told you to enjoy the ride, Mackenzie. You going to give my face a workout or not?”

      I look up and see her eyes close at the sound of my dirty words. I’m turning her on and she loves it. I put my mouth back on her clit, and she starts to work her hips against me. She pushes against my face and rides it hard while I finger her holes. I want her to feel me everywhere. It doesn’t take long before she’s clenching both her pussy and ass and hitting her third, then fourth orgasm.

      As her breathing returns to normal, I can feel her body start to lose its strength. I lift her legs and help her steady herself, before I move to tuck my cock back in my pants. I see her watch me and she raises an eyebrow in question.

      “Mind the mess on the floor as you exit,” I joke, and she looks down to see my puddle of cum under her boots. I came as she was hitting her second orgasm, but I didn’t pay my cock any attention. All my focus was on Mackenzie, so getting her off got me off. Not a bad trade off. I don’t care if I came like a randy teenager. How could I be embarrassed that my woman is so fucking hot that she makes me cum just by tasting her sweet pussy.

      I help her get her underwear and jeans back in place, and then she looks at me expectantly. I feel my chest almost puff out at the look I’ve put on her face. Fuck, I wasn’t even this proud when I became an agent. That alone lets me know what she means to me.

      She still hasn’t taken her arms down, and the fact that she’s still waiting on my permission it does something wonderful inside my chest.

      “Good girl,” I whisper, and reach up, removing my belt and helping her take her hands down. She doesn’t respond to my comment, but I can see the blush on her cheeks again.

      After I put my belt on, I can see her looking anywhere but at me. I don’t want her to regret agreeing to go to my place, but it’s going to happen.

      I push her up against the door again with my body, and hold her face with both hands.

      “Tell you what. You come back to my place tonight, and let me make you cum some more. We don’t have to fuck, but I want you in my bed. You can call and tell whoever you want where you are, so they know you’re safe, but I swear on my honor, I won’t hurt you.”
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      I’ve had men look at me with lust in their eyes before, but something about the way Vincent looks at me is different. His gray eyes are soft around the edges and look almost pleading. This from a man who just made me tell him he could have me, it seems almost laughable. I told him for tonight, but I’ve got a feeling he’s not going to be satisfied with only that. This should have me running for the door, but there’s just something about this man. How could a man’s eyes look pleading, but also like a predator watching his prey?

      His thumb strokes my cheek, while his eyes watch mine. This is going further than I want it to. I just want a quick fuck, but something is telling me that once Vincent gets his hooks in me, I won’t be able to get loose. He’s making me feel things I shouldn't. It’s all too soon and too fast. I’m better at a distance in all things, but he hasn’t let me have any since the moment he got a hold of me.

      All my senses are still on high alert from the powerful orgasms that just rocked my world. I hear his deep breaths, and I can feel the wetness that’s causing my panties to stick to my pussy.

      I need a second to collect my thoughts.

      “Tonight?” I ask, stalling for time. Vincent shifts, rubbing his cock against me. His highly impressive cock that, only moments ago, came from just eating my pussy. Well, maybe he was stroking himself too. Each orgasm seemed to happen so fast and close together that I lost track of everything but my clit in his warm mouth. Shifting against him, I become uncomfortably aware that it’s been over six months since I had a cock inside me. I think about his cock and the size of it, and it makes my pussy clench.

      His mouth twists into a half smile showing off his perfect white teeth. “Am I scaring you?”

      “A little,” I whisper, letting the words fall out of my mouth before I can grab them back. That seems to keep happening with him, and it’s another reason I need to get away from him.

      “That’s too bad, Mackenzie, because I’m not backing off you now. I said I would own you if I made you cum, and I did. Multiple times in fact.”

      His eyes narrow on me, making it hard to breathe. Never in my life have I reacted to a man this way. A muscle jumps in his jaw, and I notice for the first time the stubble that peppers it. I may not have noticed it, but the slight burn on the inside of my thighs lets me know it had been there the whole time. I bet he’s one of those men who has to shave twice before lunchtime.

      “I was faking it, but if you want to hold me down and try again, I'm game,” I counter, trying to break some of the tension in the room. His piercing gray eyes are starting to make me think he can see through me.

      “I’d be more than happy to do it again…all night if you’ll let me.” Leaning in, he licks the seam of my lips, giving me a taste of myself. “But this time I want your back on my bed. That was the deal.”

      You can do this, Mac. You always stay calm and two steps ahead of yourself. Follow him home, let him fuck the shit out of you, then sneak from his bed before morning. If he can fuck half as good as he can eat pussy, then losing the ability to come back to this bar will be worth it. I’ll never have to see him after tonight. No way could he find me on first name alone. I don’t have my cut on. I never do when I come here. Men seem to be intimidated by it, and no one wants to fuck a chick they’re half scared of.

      Licking my lips so my tongue grazes his, I hear his quick inhalation of breath, and feel his cock jerk against me. My pussy dampens even more at his response to me. To know that I get him this worked up, that he’s so into the idea of taking me home and eating my pussy all night, I’d have to be fucking crazy to turn that down.

      “You’re on. How about I clear out my tab while you clean up your mess?” I say while pushing on his chest. He doesn’t move for a few beats, just studies me. He seems to be better at reading people than I am. His eyes are calculating, and I know he’s thinking I might bolt. He’s right to wonder, because the idea is still sitting in the back of my head.

      “Trust me, I’ll be waiting for you. You said you were going to eat my pussy all night.” His phone rings, but he still doesn’t move. He really doesn’t want me to get away. Leaning in, I place a quick kiss on his lips to show him I’m serious.

      “Get your phone and meet me out front.”

      “Don’t make me chase you.”

      “Trust me, if I wanted to get away, there’d be no chase. I’d just be gone. But like I said, I want what you offered.”

      Pulling his phone from his pocket, he glances down at the screen.

      “I’ll be out in a minute.”

      Before I can respond, the phone is at his ear, a female voice bursting through the line.

      Not liking the jealously that shoots through my body, I quickly retreat out the door, making my way to the bar. I clear out my tab and head to the front of the bar, but before I reach the door two men walk in. My stomach drops at the patches decorating their leathers. Five Aces. I don’t recognize either of them from the meet earlier today. What fucking luck. Of all the goddamn bars in this town, they had to come to mine, or maybe that’s why they’re here. But the problem is I don’t have a gun, and they’re mere feet from me.

      They only time I ever hate being a woman is when it comes to physical confrontation. One good blow and I’m done for. That’s why you never let anyone get too close. Just as quickly as my fear rises, it’s replaced with anger. I have no reason to fear these fuckwads. I’m in a public place, and even the Five Aces aren’t that stupid.

      Locking my gaze on them, they both suddenly go still, letting me know they know who I am. Odds are they came looking for me. Word must have spread fast that their VP took a bullet to the shoulder, and it probably didn’t take long for them to guess who put it there.

      “I think it says a lot when they won’t let the one bitch they have in their crew party with them. She has to find some rundown place to hang out all alone,” the one with blonde hair drawls, taking a step closer to me. He’s within touching distance, and being this close to one of them puts me on edge.

      “Get out of my space, you piece of shit.”

      His mouth lifts in a smirk, making my blood boil. These fuckers broke into my range, stole my guns, then have the nerve to come to my bar and talk shit. Fuck it, breaking his pretty-boy face might be worth taking a few hits myself. He’s a little too pretty for his own good anyway.

      Pulling back my hand, I slug him right in the nose. His head flies back, making him stagger a few steps.

      “Told you to get out of my space,” I say calmly, testing my fingers to make sure I didn’t do any damage. That’s all I need, a fucked-up trigger finger.

      “You little cunt,” he snarls, curling his lips at me. Blood is coming out of his nose, and his whole face is flushed red—he’s probably embarrassment that same “cunt” just broke his nose. He starts to come back towards me but his sidekick grabs him by the arm, halting his movements.

      “Don’t. We’re in a public place and she’s got a fucking pussy. Not here,” his sidekick says to him.

      “I’m more than happy to kick your ass right here,” I bait sweetly, letting my anger get the best of me. What these men don’t know is part of what they stole from me could actually get me sent back to Texas and a needle put in my arm.

      “You stupid whore, you don’t know who you’re fucking with. You’re probably just some loose pussy the club likes to have around. I bet you gave them a taste of your cunt so you could get into the club to begin with, didn’t you?” I have to control my eye roll at his words, it’s like men can’t come up with something better than my spreading my legs.

      “I think your VP got a taste of me earlier today. Maybe you should have one too. Get a real good idea of how I got into my club.”

      They both take a step towards me, but stop short. I was so focused in on the Five Aces that I completely forgot about Vincent. His arm wraps around my waist pulling my back flush to his front, holding me in a possessive grip. One that says we’re more intimate than we are. That I’m his or some shit. He completely dwarfs me with his size, and he’s still got at least three inches on Blondie and Sidekick. His timing is perfect. He might not want to take me home after he hears these two run their mouths, but I won’t be taking a punch to the face.

      “There a problem?” Vincent growls from behind me. He locks his arm around me tighter, and I’m thankful he doesn’t pull me behind him. Neither of them say a word, just study him for a few beats, before fastening their gaze back on me.

      “You’re fucking a fed, Casper?”

      I feel Vincent’s body go solid against me. It takes me a moment to get what Blondie said, but before I respond, Vincent beats me to it. “Get the fuck out of here before I make your night hell.”

      “Fuck it,” the blonde snarls. “Have fun with the bitch. Hope you don’t end up with a few bullet holes in you. That’s her MO, but you probably know that, don’t you?”

      Vincent keeps his arm locked around me but doesn't respond.

      “The Five Aces a bunch of tattletales now? And you give my club shit for having a pussy in it. Seems like you guys have a few of you own.”

      “Fuck you,” he snaps back at me. “Let’s get the fuck out of here.”

      Both men head to the door, and I feel myself release a long breath.

      “Let me go,” I mutter.

      Vincent leans down, rubbing his lips against my neck.

      “It’s not what you think,” he mumbles, placing a soft kiss behind my ear. He’s completely foreign from the brute he was earlier when he had my wrist bound with his belt.

      “Let. Me. Go,” I say between gritted teeth. All the white-hot desire I felt for him washes away. Nothing better to kill a mood than thinking about spending the rest of your life in prison. And that’s exactly what Vincent could do to me.

      I drop his hand from my waist and turn to look up at him.

      My heart gives a traitorous jump at the defeated, miserable look on his face.

      “I’m not here as a fed, I—”

      I halt his words with a raised hand. How could a man I’ve known less than an hour rouse all these emotions in me? I want to scream and shout in his face. I feel like he’s just taken something that I want away from me. I never planned to try to keep him, but realizing that I can’t makes me want to punch someone again. With my luck it would only make him look more handsome.

      “Name,” I say, wanting to confirm something I feared when the Five Aces called him a fed. Something that Pres told me days ago.

      “Vincent Cassano”

      I close my eyes in pain before opening them to glare at him. Vincent Cassano. The fed who has been sniffing around about the guns, the same one asking questions about me. The one Pres told me to keep an eye out for.

      “You tried to fucking play me?”

      “No!” he barks, taking a step towards me that I only match in retreat.

      “You want to question me, you call my lawyer. I said all I had to say about the guns and anything else…” I let the last part hang, wondering if this is indeed about Texas. I know I’m wanted for questioning but they can’t make me go back without an extradition process. Besides, they never sent anyone to question me. Just a few queries over the phone where I also let them know not to call me again, but call my lawyer.

      “I swear this isn’t about that, I’d never do anything to hurt you.” He says it with such conviction that I want to believe him, but I can’t. I shouldn’t be mad at him, because I would do just about anything for my brothers, and maybe he’ll do anything for the feds. I can’t be mad at that kind of devotion. In fact, I should have some level of respect for it, but I can’t see past my anger.

      “Stay the fuck away from me. I don’t give two fucks what you were up to,” I say, turning to leave the bar. I have one thought on my mind now. My brothers need to know what happened tonight, and they need to know now.
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* * *

      Peeling out of the parking lot, I make my way over to the bar most of the club members hang out at. It’s a mile down the road from the range and club, which sit on the outskirts of Kansas City, but it’s the closest place for the guys to get some easy ass. The bar has a few small stages in it, and the later the night gets, the greater the number of drunk girls taking off their clothes. Pres doesn’t allow sweet butts into the club, so this is where they all hang out. Shit went down when he took over, and a lot of trouble came from the random women around the club. He nipped that shit in the ass, so only old ladies are allowed in the club now. If you want a quick fuck you have to go down the road, or hope one of the old ladies likes to be shared. It is like shooting fish in a barrel down there for them. Women know that’s where the Ghost Riders like to hang, and they flock there. As much as I love my brothers, I’d rather not see them fucking. And no way could I ever fuck any of them.

      Pulling up to the front of the bar, I don’t see Pres’s chopper sitting out front, so I circle around the back. I see Pinch, a new prospect, leaning up against the side of the bar with a woman on her knees in front of him, sucking his cock.

      Coming to a stop, I roll my window down and whistle to get his attention.

      “Casper,” he says, still letting the woman continue to suck him off. He grips her hair tighter, pushing her further down his cock.

      “You see Pres tonight?”

      “I’m not his fucking keeper. You out stalking his ass or something? You really his side piece?” His words grind on my nerves worse than they normally do.

      Seconds later, he cums in the woman's mouth, pissing me off further because he’s getting off while being a fuckhead to me. It’s been a while since I’ve had to deal with someone’s mouth about being in the club, but this kid is new so maybe he doesn’t know any better. It’s time he learned a thing or two about respect.

      The woman gets up from her knees shooting me a death glare, like I want to take this piece of shit from her. Pinch whispers something into her ear before she scurries back inside the bar. Just what I was waiting for.

      Pulling out a smoke he lights it, leaning back against the brick wall of the bar.

      “Got nothing to say, Casper? Now that the entire club isn’t beside you to shut someone down, you don’t seem to run your mouth as much.”

      He’s a hundred percent right. I won’t get out of my truck and walk over there looking for a fist fight. Some might call me a pussy for that, but I don’t give a flying fuck. He’s also right that if anyone tries to physical with me, my brothers get in their face, because let's be honest, I can’t win. And I have no problem letting them do it for me. Just like they have no problem sticking me in the hills, or on the top of buildings to do what I’m best at. We all have our skills and we use them for each other.

      Reaching into the back waistband of my pants, I pull out my 9mm Smith & Wesson and point it right at Pinch. God, I love Missouri’s right-to-carry law.

      The only light in the back parking lot doesn’t give me the best line of vision, but I don’t need it at this close range.

      Pinch throws his hands in the air when he catches sight of my gun. He was a little slow on the uptake, so I’m thinking he’s got to be more than a few beers deep.

      “See, Pinch, you fail to realize that I won’t fight fair. Yeah, you could probably take me in a fist fight, I got no doubt about that. But I think it’s time you understood something. They call me Casper for a reason, you never know when I might just pop up on you, and shoot your fucking nuts off.”

      “You wou—” Before he can finish his sentence, I shoot him in the crotch. He doubles over and hits the hard ground.

      “Well damn. Isn’t that neat? Those rubber bullets don’t even make your gun recoil,” I say, cocking the gun back to look in the chamber. “Too bad I can only load one at a time,” I say and put in the next one.

      “Fuck, Cas. Please, I’m sorry.”

      I fire the next one at his ass, and he screams like a bitch.

      “Go home, Pinch,” I say, as he starts moaning louder. “I’m sergeant at arms in this club and you better learn some fucking respect if you ever hope to see a patch.”

      Not waiting for a response, I roll up my window and head to the club. Those damn rubber bullets cost three dollars a pop, but it’s the best six dollars I’ve ever spent.
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* * *

      “Fucking hell, Cas, I hate when you do that shit,” Pres snaps at me from behind his desk. He is so engrossed in what he’s doing he doesn’t notice me leaning against the far wall in his office until I clear my throat. It’s not hard for me to sneak up on people, but I can’t normally do it to Pres. I can tell by the way his hair is sticking out six different ways that he’s been running his fingers through it. The dark circles under his eyes show a lack of sleep, because normally Pres isn't too hard on the eyes.

      “What the fuck have I got this fucking dog for if you can get in here without him noticing?.”

      “I told you not to get that mutt,” I say.

      “Damn, Cas. I know I’m not the prettiest, but no need to call me a mutt,” Savage, the clubs VP, says, strolling into Pres’s office and plopping down on the couch. It’s not a shocker they’re both here tonight. Savage never goes to the bar, and Pres never seems to get away from the club.

      I know Savage never goes out because he has issues. He’s had them since he left the marines when an IED sent him home, thank God not in a bag. The day Abe had his accident is still burned into my brain.

      Sometimes the worst part about being a sniper is that all you can do is watch. See the aftermath of the chaos, and what is left behind. That day the explosion took Abe and left Savage in his place. Gone is the laid back man who would talk for hours about the woman he left behind. He always said he’d marry her when he was back stateside. Now we can’t say her name without him getting up and leaving the room.

      As for Pres, I’m not sure why he can’t pull himself from this place, but tonight I’m glad he’s here.

      “I ran into a couple of Five Aces tonight.” Pres and Savage both survey my body, looking for damage. “And Agent Vincent Cassano,” I finish.

      “Fuck me,” Savage growls.

      “When it rains it fucking pours, doesn’t it?” Pres says, standing from behind his desk. He makes his way to the front and leans against it. Pulling out his phone, he hits a few buttons, and moments later Scribe, the club's secretary/treasurer, walks into the room shooting me a quick wink before sitting down next to Savage.

      “Out with it.”

      I give him almost every detail of what happened. I left out how many times Vincent made me cum, but they got a lot of it. This wasn’t a time to hold back. It’s always best your team knows everything, so no surprises can get you.

      “He wants you,” Pres says when I finally finish my story.

      I just nod in agreement. I don’t think Vincent wants me just because of a job he’s working, I think he actually wants me. I’ve been around men my whole life, stuck in small places with them for hours, so I’ve learned to read them pretty well.

      “But you think he’s investigating you too?” Pres asks.

      I nod again. He knew who I was when he entered that bar. After I realized who he was I replayed everything in my head “I’ve wanted to taste you from the moment I first saw you.” He said that like he’d been waiting longer than that night. Because he had been. Who knows how long he’s been watching me. I had thought I felt something, a creepy feeling, but I chalked it up to being on edge about the guns being stolen.

      “Can’t say I blame the guy, I’ve been trying to get Cas to let me between her legs for years now, and I still do what she tells me to. I can’t imagine what she could get me to do if she actually gave me a taste.” Scribe says, shooting me a look I’ve seen him give women who drop their panties for him instantly.

      Scribe is beyond hot. He’s what you'd see if GQ decided they wanted to do a cover with a tattooed-up biker on it. Most women just flock to him because of his looks, but I love him because he always makes me laugh. He can also hack into almost anything. I flip him the bird before getting back on topic.

      “I’m worried about Texas,” I exhale slowly. “I don’t want it to blow back on the club. And trust me, I know how fucking stupid it was of me to keep the gun I killed that fucker with, but for some reason I couldn’t let it go.”

      It was beyond stupid of me to hang on to it, and not only that, but it’s a stolen weapon. I took it from the Air Force with the sole purpose of killing with it. I needed a gun that couldn’t be tracked back to me, so I took one. I killed with it, then kept it. Why? I still don’t fucking know. But now the Five Aces have it in the load of guns they took.

      “Who knows, Cas. The gun could be gone forever,” Pres says.

      “Yeah, right. I’m not that fucking lucky.”

      “We’ll get it back,” Savage says.

      “We have to get it back before the cops do. If they get their hands on it I’m done for. They already think I stole a weapon to make the kill, when one went missing from the Air Force. It’s the same kind of gun that killed Charlie. If they get that gun, it’s an easy closed case for them,” I mutter, feeling the tension build in my shoulders.

      “How do you feel about using him, Cas? If he’s really on this case and has a hard-on for you, you could play him.”

      I know playing with Vincent will be like playing with fire. Not only that, but this will be an up-close-and-personal mission, and that’s not what I’m good at. It doesn’t help that I don’t seem to be myself around him.

      “I could. If you think that’s what I should do. If it could stop blowback on the club.”

      “I can teach you the art of seduction,” Scribe chimes in.

      “‘Art of seduction’, huh? You mean you teach classes on jerking off in the back room to Savage’s old porn?”

      “You wound me, Cas,” Scribe teases. Like anything could hurt that man’s ego.

      “I’m going to shoot you in the ass in a minute,” I say, wishing I had put another rubber bullet in my gun.

      “Is that how you do foreplay? Because that’s some serious sadist shit you have going on there, Cas.”

      Rolling my eyes, I look back at Pres who is staring at Savage. I swear they can communicate telepathically. Pres breaks eye contact with Savage and he swings his gaze to mine. “I’m more worried about you, Casper. You have more to lose right now.”

      “I’ll do whatever it takes.” And I mean it. I won’t let anything happen to this club. This is the only family I’ve ever really had. I failed to protect my other family, I refuse to do the same to this one. This time I have the means to actually do it.

      “I know you will, but I don’t want you to think I’m asking you to do this because you’re a woman.” I hold my hand out to stop his comment. I know that. He’d ask anyone the same.

      “Damn straight,” Scribe says. “I’d seduce anyone if it kept your ass out of prison, Cas. You know I like seeing it walk around here.” I can’t help but smile at his remark.

      “What about the Five Aces? They came looking for me tonight.”

      “I think you sticking with the fed will get them out of your ass for the time being, but everyone needs to watch their back. They aren't too happy you put a bullet in their VP, but I also think they know we aren’t fucking around.”

      “If I’m going to go down, I could take them with me, Pres. Scribe can get me their location, and I’ll have them all six feet under within a week,” I offer. If they come for us looking for blood, why don’t I just stop it before it begins? I’ve lost enough brothers over the years, and taking out the Five Aces wouldn’t be any different to me than killing on a mission.

      “We aren’t there yet, Cas. Let’s just wait and see how things play out. No reason to make a bigger mess if we don’t have to. I want you to focus on the fed. The mission is the gun.”

      I nod my agreement. I won’t go against the Pres’s orders, even if I feel my trigger finger loving the idea of taking them out. “I’ll find out what he knows,” I say, turning to Scribe and giving him a smirk. “So you wanted to teach me seduction? When you suck a cock do you use some teeth?”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter Four

        

        Vincent

      

    
    
      I watch her walk into her house, and I wait a beat before exiting my car. I tailed her a bit after she left, but I saw she was headed in the direction of the club, so I came back to her place to wait. I know she will tell them everything that happened tonight, and I don’t care. I want her, and that means wanting the club too. That’s obviously a big part of her life, and I don’t want to try to change that. She shows loyalty by telling them when she found out who I am. I can’t hate that. I just want that kind of loyalty from her as well.

      I don’t go to the side of her house where I usually watch her. This time I walk right up to the front door and knock. I know that I want her, so I’m not fucking around anymore. She’s the one, so why play it cool? I’m here for her, and nothing else matters.

      After a second I see her shadow pass in front of the peep hole. She’s standing on the other side of the door looking at me, but not opening up. I brace my hands on either side of the door frame and lean down to look directly through the hole.

      “You see me. And I know you see me. You gonna open up, or do I have to sleep on your porch tonight?”

      “The swing is actually pretty comfortable,” she says from the other side of the door.

      I look over, and think about everything I’d like to do to her on that swing. “Why don’t you come out here and show me how it works? You know I’m the pretty one in this relationship and you’re the smart one.”

      She snaps back the locks on her door and flings it open. “My fucking ass are you the pretty one in this.”

      I give her my cocky smile, and she throws her hands on her hips.

      “Listen up, Shield. I’ve had some time to cool down, and while I can’t get caught fucking a fed, I still want that night you promised me. So if we do this, you’ve got to keep your mouth shut.”

      “Shield?”

      “That’s all you got from what I just said? Yeah, Shield. You know, a badge, like the one you’ve probably got in your back pocket.”

      She’s right, I do. “So you’ll let me fuck you, but I can’t go bragging to the boys at the office about it?”

      She raises an eyebrow and gives me a death stare.

      “I don’t kiss and tell, so you don’t have to worry about that. But I’m not looking to hide the fact that I’m about to fuck the hottest woman I’ve ever seen in my entire goddamn life.”

      She lets her hands fall from her hips, and I see that blush on her cheeks again. Something about it shows how vulnerable she really is, and I love it.

      I take my hands off the door frame and step inside her house. I kick the door closed behind me and flip the lock. Her eyes widen as she stands there staring at me. I take two heavy steps to her and grab her by the waist, lifting her to me. Her arms and legs instantly go around my body, and I walk us to her bedroom. I obviously don’t need to ask where it is.

      I keep walking until my knees hit her bed. and I lay her down on her back.

      “Take your clothes off,” I say and reach behind my head to pull my shirt off. She’s lying there staring up at me, looking like a goddess as I unbuckle my belt and unzip my jeans. She’s lush and curvy and I can’t wait to sink my teeth into every inch of her. “Mackenzie, I’ll be more than happy to just cum on you, but I really would rather have my dick inside you. Lose the shirt and let me see those fat tits.”

      I give her my cocky grin as I ditch my boots and the rest of my clothes. I’m Italian so I’ve got tan skin and a hairy body. Dark chest hair covers my front and my legs are the same. I work out, so my body is in shape, but I’m naturally a thick guy and wouldn’t ever consider myself trim. Mackenzie eyes my body up and down, and seems to like what she sees. I hope so, it’s the only naked body she’ll see for the rest of her life.

      I stand in front of her, completely naked with my hard cock pointing right at her. She sits up and pulls off her tank top, and her black lacy bra goes next. Her big tits spill out, and her pink nipples are hardened points. She lies back and undoes her jeans, and I reach down to unlace her boots. Together, we get strip her down until we’re both undressed.

      I kneel down on the floor and grab her ankles, pulling her ass to the edge of the bed. She lets out a squeal but doesn’t protest.

      “Sit up, baby, I want those nipples in my mouth.”

      She does what I ask and sits on the edge of the bed with her feet on the floor. I kneeling  between her legs and my mouth is at the perfect height to give them lots of attention.

      I grab her tits with both hands and push them together so I can get both nipples in my mouth at once. I’m a starving man and her body is a delectable banquet. She grabs my hair and pulls it as I get rough with her. Her tits are big, and spill over my hands, and I can’t get enough of her in my mouth. I suck and bite her, and I know I leave marks. My cock drips with cum just thinking about making her mine. I can’t wait much longer to get inside her, but we need to have a quick chat.

      I pull my mouth just an inch away from her nipples grudingly, not wanting them out of my mouth. “You on the pill?”

      “Fuck that shit, I’m on the shot. And you’re wearing a condom too, so we’re good to go.”

      I laugh and shake my head, pulling back a little more to lock eyes with her. “No, I’m not.”

      She gets an angry look on her face and grabs my hair harder. “Yes you are. You’re wearing a condom or we aren’t fucking.”

      “I get checked all the time with the feds and my report six months ago was clean.”

      “But what about since then?” she asks, and I can see that she’s thinking it over.

      “I haven’t been with anyone in over a year, so I’m good to go and I’ve never not wrapped up. No condom with us.”

      “You’re still wearing one,” she says, and pulls my head back to her nipples.

      I growl and let go of her tits to grab her hips. Before she can protest, I pull her ass off the edge of the bed, and slam her down on my dick.

      She shouts in surprise, and I moan at the feeling of her tight pussy wrapped around my cock. It’s even better than I imagined. It’s a perfect fucking fit. Like I was made for her.

      “What the fuck?” she yells, but I just hold her tight so she can’t move. She wiggles, but her attempts to hop off are half-hearted. If she wanted off my cock, she could do it. A woman like Mackenzie doesn't do anything she doesn't want to do, but I can tell I’m going to have to push her sometimes. I’m going to have to fight to get through her walls, and I’ve got no problem doing that for her. For us.

      “It’s done, baby. I’m not worried about me, and I don’t give a fuck if you have something or not. I need you skin on skin. Doesn’t my raw cock feel good in that pussy?” I feel her pussy clench at my words, and she relaxes a little. “That’s it, Mackenzie. Feel my uncovered cock pulse in that tight cunt of yours. That’s your cock. Every inch of it is just for you. I can feel your juices running down my nuts, that’s how wet you are for it.”

      She moans and closes her eyes, moving her hips to feel our slick juices mixing. I hold her hips and help her move up and down. I sit back on my feet and she straddles my legs, her toes curling into the thick carpet on either side of me. In this position she can control the pace, and I can thrust up and it to her hard.

      She opens her eyes and we stare at each other as she slides up and down my dick.

      “Fuck, this feels good,” she whispers.

      “Perfect,” I whisper back. “I knew you would feel like this. The best I’ve ever had.”

      She smiles at my words, and runs her fingers through my hair. I close my eyes and lean forward to bite her neck. My thrusts grow aggressive and I feel the need to dominate her intensify.

      I pull back and look her in the eyes. “Lean back and put your hands on the edge of the bed. I want to fuck you hard and watch my cock go in and out of your cunt.”

      I see her swallow and she nods her head. She leans back a little and I help steady her as she puts her elbows on the edge of the bed. I sit up a little and grip her hips as I fuck her in this position. Her body stretches out in front of me and her big tits shake as I pound into her.

      I look down and watch where we are connected. My cock drips with her honey and her  clit is swollen. She wants to cum, and I’m almost ready to make that happen. I just need to hear a few things from her first. Part of me needs this. To know this isn’t just some quick fuck for her. To know that I’m going to be a part of her life. The idea that she could toss me aside in the morning makes me chest feel hollow.

      “Tell me you’ll take me to meet your friends tomorrow.”

      “What?” she asks in utter shock.

      “I know you’re in a club, and you don’t have to take me there, but I want to meet your friends. I don’t want to be a secret.” I know this will be the biggest hurdle to our being together and I want to squash it as soon as possible. Then maybe this feeling of unease will settle. It’s been sitting there since the day I saw her picture, and each day it grows. The thought of losing her is too much.

      She shakes her head, but I reach down and thumb her clit. She tries to swat my hand away but I shut that down. “Put your fucking hands where they were, Mackenzie, and don’t move them again.”

      She slowly puts her elbow back on the bed, and stares me in the eyes with a look that would probably kill a lesser man. It only almost makes me lose my load inside her.

      “I’m not your dirty secret. And you’re not mine.”

      She nods her head in agreement, but I want the words.

      “Say it.”

      “I’ll let you meet my brothers.”

      “I’ll be in your bed tonight, but you still owe me a night in mine.”

      She nods her head again, but I strum her clit some more, letting her know what I want.

      “I’ll make good on my promise. You’ll still get a night in your bed.”

      “Good girl,” I whisper, and there goes her blush again.

      I speed up the pace on her clit, and rub it in hard fast circles. I thrust my cock, riding her hard, and it only takes a few more pumps before I feel her pussy start to cum.

      Her legs lock up, and her head falls back. She shouts my name, and the cocky motherfucker inside me grows ten feet tall.

      I give one last hard thrust and bust my nut deep in her cunt, loving my name on her lips.

      I rest my head on her chest as I try to catch my breath. I wrap my arms around her. Her arms twine around my neck.

      With what little strength I have left, I pick her up and lay us both down on her little mattress. It’s not much bigger than a twin, but I don’t give a fuck. I’ll be on top of her all night anyway.

      I lie halfway on top of her, and hold her tight as I fall asleep.

      “You’re going to sleep on top of me?” she asks, but I hear the smile in her voice.

      “It keeps you from sneaking out in the middle of the night,” I mumble into her hair.

      “You know this is my house, right?” she says on a yawn.

      “If you knew how many times I marked this place, you wouldn’t be saying that.”

      I hear her hum a questioning sound, but we both find sleep before I can answer.
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      Warm fingers trace the scars lining my back, followed next by a soft mouth. Sweet kisses touch each of my picked wounds, making my heart squeeze inside my chest.

      “You get these in the Air Force?” he asks, reminding me that he knows way more about me than I do him.

      “No,” I answer honestly. Normally people don’t see my scars. Most of my sex is quick and fast, not even taking all my clothes off sometimes. Now I’m lying naked in my bed, with a man that will barely give me an inch of space.

      I feel his body lock around mine at my words.

      “I’m guessing that folder you got on me doesn’t have all the details of my life.”

      “You get them while doing club shit?”

      “Club shit?” I snap, giving a bite to my words and letting him know he’d better watch his step.

      “Just answer me, Mackenzie,” he says, placing another kiss on one of my scars. His mouth eases my tension. He’s worried.

      “No. Not from there either.”

      “You going to make me drag it out of you?” he asks, running his tongue along another scar, making me moan. I’m learning this is his game. He likes to tease my body until I tell him what he wants to hear. It should piss me off that he can do that, but I’d be lying if I said I don’t love it. My body craves him like it never has anyone else before. I find myself allowing him liberties I’ve never allowed another soul.

      “I got them before I was in the Air Force.”

      “But you were eighteen when you enlisted.”

      “I was,” I confirm, letting him see a part of myself that few others know about.

      “Oh, Mackenzie.” He breathes against my back, peppering kisses up my spine, and letting me know that my scars make no difference to how he feels about me. That he isn’t disgusted by them. He may change his mind if he finds out what I did because of those scars. He could recoil at the ugliness I’ve been party to. It’s a bitter reminder that what I have here with him isn’t real. That I’m here to find out what he knows about me, and even if he denies it, he’s probably here to close his case.

      “Give it to me,” he says like it will come so easily. That it’s his right to have.

      “I can’t give you anything. I don’t trust you. I can’t trust you to wear a fucking condom.”

      Instantly I’m on my back with him hovering over me, his intense gray eyes staring into mine. “Cut that shit, Mackenzie. I told you this isn’t a game. I want you. Fuck the case.” He leans into me so we’re nose to nose, “As for the condoms, you better get used to the lack thereof, because that won’t be changing. Stop trying to wiggle away from me. Having you without a condom, my cum filling your hot little cunt, reminds you there’s no getting distance from me. You’re mine.”

      My whole body goes on alert at his words, making my heart rate pound like I’m on a mission. It would be exciting if it didn’t scare the shit out of me. Vincent could leave behind a whole different type of scar. The kind that could shatter me from the inside out. It’s hard to believe what he’s saying,

      Pres gave me the rundown on him before I left the club. He is a decorated FBI agent who quickly moved up the ranks. Driven, will stop at nothing to get what he wants. The question was did he want me or the case more?

      The idea that I could come before anything else with him tastes so sweet that I push the idea away. I’ve never come first for anyone in my life before. Even with my brothers, the club comes first, but Vincent makes it seem like I would come before everything.

      It’s like I’m two totally different people. One wants to surrender to Vincent and believe his words. He looks at me like I’m his everything, that he will do anything for me, and it’s intoxicating. I’ve never had anyone look at me like that before.

      The other part of me knows this is too good to be true. That a decorated FBI agent won’t turn a blind eye to the things I’ve done. The things I would do. Will he try and change me? It wasn't twelve hours ago I offered to kill a dozen men. Vincent or not, that offer still stands.

      Closing my eyes doesn't help the barrage of feelings that assault me, because I can still smell him. The faint scent of his body mixed with our sex is heady. It’s a smell that will forever be imprinted on my brain.

      “Baby, look at me. Talk to me, please.” Opening my eyes, I try to read his. He’s always so intense, but I’m sure he can read me clearly. There’s no hiding the battle raging inside me.

      “I wish I could tell you that I’m sorry about what brought us together, but I’m not. Not any of it. Your file hit my desk and I was a goner. I’ll never hurt you, Mackenzie. You can tell me anything. Let me in and I’ll prove it to you.”

      Maybe if I give him a taste, he’ll see how I can never work with him—the man who lives his whole life by the letter of the law, and me making up my own rules as I go.

      “I went into the Air Force because I wanted to fly. I know it sounds silly, but I did,” I say, remembering lying on my parents’ back porch, staring up into the sky as the birds flew by. Wishing that I could do the same.

      

      “I didn’t come from a family like yours, Vincent. My childhood wasn’t filled with Sunday dinners and trips to the zoo. Mine was filled with a miserable father who wanted to make everyone else miserable with him, including my mother and me. He hated that I wasn't a boy, and told me that when he beat me. He was so hard on me, and said it was to toughen me up, which was bullshit. Charlie just liked having us at his mercy. Then I lost her, my mother. The doctor said she fell down the stairs and snapped her neck. I was too much of a coward to tell them what really happened.”

      “You were fourteen when your mom died, Mackenzie.”

      Looks like he didn’t just read my file, but memorized it.

      “Doesn’t matter. I didn’t protect her, which is ironic, because it's what I did in the Air Force. I just learned too late. I went in to learn to fly, but I’m too small. I was good at shooting, in fact I was the best. So that’s what I did. I sat on the walls protecting our bases. Then I got called out for a few emergency missions for the Marines, and after that, they seemed to call on me time and time again. I was in the Air Force, but Lucias—Pres —was a marine and he was my squad leader. I ended up working with them more than I did with the Air Force. For once in my life I felt like I belonged, like I had a family. One that I protected, and I won’t fail again. But, you see, my lines started to blur along the way. I don’t see things as black and white as you do, Shield.”

      “How do you see it?”

      “I always took my orders and carried them out without question, but sometimes there’s no time to wait for orders. Sometimes you have to determine if someone should live or die on your own. When you sit and watch the world through a scope, you see things before others. I made my own judgment calls.”

      “I can understand that, I’ve had to do that a few times myself. It’s our job, Mackenzie.”

      “What would you say if I still did that and it wasn’t my job anymore? That I sometimes I still made judgment calls.”

      I know he has to know what I am talking about. I didn’t outright admit anything but if he read my file like I know he did he will have put two and two together. I killed my father.

      “That let’s say I came home, saw my father still doing what he did but to a new family, and I made a judgment call.”

      Not only did I kill him but I planned it out like a mission. I waited for his new wife and her daughter to head off to work, and I shot him through the heart. He never ever knew what hit him. Dead on impact. Unlike my father, I don’t care to watch people suffer. I just like it to be over. Then I placed a call to the police letting them know there was a dead body that needed to be cleaned up. His new wife and stepdaughter didn’t need to come home to that shit. He had already put them through enough.

      “I don’t care if you killed him.”

      I turn my head to try to break eye contact. Bringing my hands up to my face I rub my eyes. This isn’t supposed to happen. This isn’t the plan. I am the one who is supposed to be getting information from him, but I just keep giving him everything he asks for, I can’t seem to stop myself.

      A firm hand grips my chin, making me look back at him.

      “I don’t care, Mackenzie, whatever your reason was for killing him. Whether you had cause or not. I stopped caring the moment I saw you. I know you don’t believe me yet but over time you’ll see. You’ve spent years protecting people. I’m going to show you that I’m going to protect you whether you want it or not.”

      “You’re a fed,” I remind him. “I’ll always cross lines you won’t like.”

      “If you think I’m going to lecture you on justice, you got the wrong guy. I read your file countless times, but I know you’ll always do what you think is best. Your system of justice is just a little different than mine. I’d never ask you to change who you are. ”

      “Don’t you think that’s going to be a conflict of interest for you?”

      “It will never be a conflict when it comes to you.”

      I smile up at him through unshed tears, feeling the sting in my eyes. The club has always had my back, but the way Vincent says it feels different. Deeper.

      “Does it say in my file that a gun went missing at a base I was at, that the same kind killed my father?” I ask, wondering if he’ll give me that information. I know the file says it. Scribe told me.

      “Yes.” The simple word makes the lump in my throat grow a little more. He didn't lie. He’s straight with me.

      “If they find those guns, they’ll know everything.”

      He looks at me with understanding. “No one will take you from me, Mackenzie, know that.”

      “Okay,” is my only reply. What else can I say? Only time will tell if he’s telling the truth. The only ass on the line right now is mine. I have nothing else to lose. Either I’m going to jail or not, so I might as well enjoy the Vincent ride while I can.

      Wrapping my legs around him, I shift my hips so I’m on top of him. I run my eyes over his body. He’s like a feast laid out for me. He wouldn’t make a bad last meal if a girl had to pick one.

      His gaze stills on my breasts, my military dog tags hanging between them. I feel a rush of warmth flood my pussy as his gaze deepens.

      As if I weigh nothing more than a doll, he lifts me by my hips making my legs fall open farther, shifting me until I am straddling right over his erection. I wiggle, lining my clit up to slide over his cock. It would only take a small shift and the lips of my sex would open further, inviting him deep inside me.

      His hands span my waist, causing me to lean forward and brace my hands on his chest. His black chest hair covers his pecs and stomach, and I want to rub my nipples across it. I want his powerful chest against my tits. I want to rub against him, arch against him.

      He lifts his hips and moves back and forth, stroking my clit against his cock. I can feel every thick inch of him. All the ridges and veins of his cock excite and arouse me.

      “More,” I moan as his hands grasp my hips tightly. He lifts me in one smooth motion, filling me totally. But I want more. I need to be closer to him. For the first time in my life the distance is killing me.

      As if he can hear my silent plea, Vincent sits up. Leaning forward, I take his mouth in a kiss. It isn't until my lips hit his that I realize what I’ve done. It’s always him stealing my mouth, but this time I pulled him against my chest, brushing my breasts against him. The warm feel of his mouth, the utter closeness sets me off and I cum.

      Fuck me.

      A kiss and I come. Just like that.

      My pussy grips his cock, making him jerk inside me. Tightening his arms around me, holding me closer in an unbreakable hold, I feel his cum explode inside me. His hips keep jerking, and I swear he cums again, flooding my pussy even more.

      I cling to him like he’s a life line. I don’t realize I’m chanting his name over and over until I hear the echo of the noise in the quiet room. But he isn’t done with me, and I don’t think he ever will be.

      Sliding his fingers between us, Vincent finds the wetness dripping from me. His cum and mine mixed together. Using his fingers he rubs it on my clit.

      “Fuck, feeling my cum on you makes my cock so hard. I don’t think it will ever go down. The more I cum in you, the stronger the need to have you grows.”

      Rubbing tight circles on my clit, he starts to thrust again. He leans back, spreading his thighs, and making me open up more for his powerful short strokes. He pumps into me fast and hard. One hand holds my hip in a grip that I’m sure will show. I lean forward, needing his mouth again.

      I become lost in it all. I can feel another climax bubbling up inside me. Crying out into his mouth, my entire body contracts around him. He simply moves deeper and harder into me. A sweet balance between pleasure and pain. His fingers digging into my hips, his mouth eating at mine.

      Just when I think I can’t take anymore, I feel him swell and explode inside me again, triggering my own climax, milking every bit of him into me. It feels like the whole world falls away in this moment. It’s only him and me. Nothing else matters. If only I could stay in this moment with him forever.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter Six

        

        Vincent

      

    
    
      “You want me to ride bitch on your bike?”

      “Listen, if we’re going to the club gun range I’m driving, and I’m not taking the truck.”

      She gives me a wicked grin, and I know she’s testing me. It’s cute she thinks I’m bothered by it, but I’m not. I may be on the back of her bike, but at least I’m on it. She’s a fucking gorgeous badass, so the line of guys behind me is long. Luckily for me, I’ve got her already, and I don’t ever plan on letting her go.

      I climb on the back and she laughs a little in shock. I guess she didn’t think I’d do it. I pat the seat in front of me and raise an eyebrow.

      “We going or not?”

      She shakes her head and gets on and starts it up. I wrap my arms around her waist and lean into her.

      “You gonna be able to concentrate if I hold you?”

      “Just keep your hands where I can see them, and I won’t kill us,” she smirks as her bike roars to life.

      I’ve never really been into motorcycles, though I know how to drive one, but being on it with Mackenzie makes me want to change that. Fuck, I’ll ride a goat if it means I get to be this close to her.

      She takes the long way out of town, and we ride for a while before we hit the club. Having my hands on her and the sun on my back is the freest I’ve felt in my life. I knew the day I saw her picture I was forever changed, and being on the back of her bike just confirms this is it.

      She opened up to me this morning, and told me things I know she’s never shared with anyone else, including her brothers. Her scars are mine now. I don’t want to come between what she has with them, but I want to be just as important. I want to be the other half of her if she’s going to make a place for me and the club. Today she showed me just how vulnerable she can be, and meeting her family is a huge step. This is my chance to show them what Mackenzie means to me, and what I want my position in her life to be. I know this is a big step for her, so I wrap my arms a little tighter as we pull in the gates.

      The club isn’t what I expect at all. I was thinking grassless ground surrounding a warehouse. I expected a chain-link fence and death metal blaring from a busted speaker. I’d driven by a few times, but you can’t see much from the outside. They have a brick privacy fence that spans the entrance, making it look like something a mansion would have out front. Once Mackenzie pulls up, she inputs a code on a keypad and the double iron gates swing open.

      We drive through a tree-lined driveway that’s about a half a mile long. I realize that this is an old farm that’s been converted into their clubhouse, and I’m impressed. As if reading my mind, Mackenzie explains the place as we drive in.

      “Pres’s, sorry, Lucias’s family owned this farm for years. Once he got out of the marines he made it into what it is today. There’s a full garage on the eastern side of the property with a separate entrance for the public. You have to have a code to go beyond it, so we’re still protected behind the walls. The brick fence is just around the front of the property, the rest of it is ten-foot tall steel fencing with barbed wire. You can’t ever be too careful. On the west side is the gun range, but I’ll drive by and show you the clubhouse first. All in all there’s about two-hundred acres out here, but most of it’s wooded and undeveloped. A few of our guys like to get lost for a few weeks at a time, and there are a couple of small cabins on the property. There’s wildlife to hunt and a lake out with plenty of fish there if someone needs to stay gone longer than a few weeks.”

      We pull up to the main house, and it’s huge. It looks like an old farmhouse, but you can tell right away it’s been modernized within the last few years. There are a few bikes parked out front, and some guys walking around. Mackenzie doesn't stop to say hello, just gives one big guy a chin lift, and he nods his head in the direction of the range.

      “That was Lucias, right?” I ask as we make our way to the range. I saw a few shots of him when I was digging into things, but he looks to have gotten bigger since he left the marines.

      “Yep. I’m sure he’ll be out here to join us in a second,” she says, but she doesn’t sound excited.

      When we pull up to the gun range, I can see the side of the fence that looks to have been damaged. I don’t think someone would be able to tell unless they were looking for it, but about a hundred feet of new fencing has recently been erected and the ground is scorched where explosives must have gone off. The range is a big brick building, and I can see the side facing us is newer than the rest of it.

      “That where they went in?”

      “Yeah. Stupid fuckers,” she says, and I can hear the anger and hurt in her voice. She gets off the bike, and I climb off after her. We stand there for a second, and I hear the rumble of more bikes coming. I look around and see three bikes heading our way.

      “Great, he brought friends,” she grumbles, and I can hear the sarcasm dripping from her voice.

      Lucias pulls up and is followed by two more guys. They all get off their bikes and walk over to us. I know all of them from my research on Mackenzie, and I’m sure they know me.

      “Vincent Cassano, federal agent,” Lucias says in greeting, confirming he knows me and knows what I do.

      I decide to lay my cards on the table and give up the information I know. “Lucias Houston. President of the Ghost Riders, Kansas City, Missouri.” I look to his right and see his next in command, “Abe Tanner aka Savage, Vice President.” And then I look to his left, “Knox Robertson, also known as Scribe, the club treasurer and unofficial club hacker.”

      Lucias gives me a smile and nods his head. “Looks like we are all well acquainted, Casper,” he says, and looks over at Mackenzie.

      “I brought him here to shoot today, and to meet you guys. I’m thinking of keeping him around for a bit.”

      I reach out and hold her wrist. It’s not a possessive move, but one of unity. I want them to know I’m not afraid to be with her, and I’m not afraid of what comes with that.

      “I’ll be around indefinitely. I wanted to show my respect to you guys and let you all know, no sneaking around. I know I’m a fed, but know I’ll always put her first and I’m getting she comes with the club. She’s more important to me than a job. I love her, and won’t be going away so it’s best to get used to the idea.”

      I squeeze Mackenzie’s wrist at my words, feeling her pulse pick up, but she doesn’t speak. I think I finally shocked her into silence.

      Lucias looks to her and they have a silent conversation. He nods his head and then looks back over at me. “For now, it’s not a problem. Just know that if you hurt her, you answer to all of us. And we have lots of places to hide a body.”

      “Understood. I won’t do anything to hurt her, or jeopardize the club, because I know what it means to her. We might not always see eye to eye but most families don’t.”

      Abe steps in front of Lucias, and extends his hand. I’m still holding Mackenzie’s hand with my left, so I reach out with my right and take his.

      Immediately he holds it in a death grip, but I don’t flinch. He’s looking to find weakness in me right now, but he won’t find it. “Welcome to the family,” he grouses, lets go of my hand, and steps back behind Lucias.

      “So this means you’re an old man?” Knox asks, and tilts his head to the side.

      I hear Mackenzie snort beside me, and I just shrug my shoulders. “I was her God last night, so it’s kind of a kick to the ego, but as long as I’m on her bike, I don’t give a fuck.”

      Lucius lets out a laugh and looks at Mackenzie. “I like him. Have fun shooting, Cas,” he says and gives her a wink.

      I look over and see she’s blushing. I look back and watch the guys climb on their bikes, getting ready to take off.

      “Hey, Cas, remember the teeth trick I told you about,” Knox yells over the sound of the bikes, and Mackenzie flips him the bird, but has a smile on her face.

      As we watch them drive off, she pulls me to her and kisses me on the lips. It both surprises and delights me that she’s being affectionate. I pull back and stroke her cheek.

      “What was that for?”

      “This is fucking insane,” she whispers, and touches my face like I’m touching hers. “So you want to be my old man? I'll think about it." She smirks.

      She can think about it all she wants, it's happening. I’ve covered a lot of ground with her already, and can feel some of the pressure on my chest lifting.

      “I love you, Mackenzie. This may be crazy, but I don’t give a fuck. I’m obsessed with you, and I can’t shake it. I’ve done a lot of things some would consider insane, but I have this need inside me to be as close to you as possible.”

      “What do you mean by ‘insane’?”

      I take a deep breath because it’s time to tell her. She deserves to know how deep my desires are for her.

      “A week before I saw you in the bar I went to your house and watched you.”

      She cocks her head to the side, but doesn't look alarmed.

      “I did it every night until the night we met. And I jerked off outside your house, watching you.”

      Her eyes get big, but she still doesn’t look upset.

      “I’m not even a little bit sorry about it. It was as close as I could get to you, and it was all I could have.”

      “Wow, stalker much?”

      “I also broke into your house after you left each day.”

      “You did what?” she snaps and pulls back.

      “Listen to me,” I say calmly, and pull her back to me. “I needed to find out who you were before I made my move. I knew when I saw your picture I was done. Your fucking picture, Mackenzie. One look and that’s all it took for me. I knew you were the one, but I needed to know who you were. I need to find out everything about you. I needed to know how to get inside your heart like you’re already inside mine.”

      “What did you do inside my house?”

      I feel a small blush on my cheeks, but I have to be honest with her.

      “I lay on your bed, and smelled your pillow,” I say, and rush to tell her the rest. “I may have also had a beer, touched your underwear, smelled your shampoo, and used some of your lotion. Look, don’t judge, I just wanted to get as close to you as I could.”

      “Yeah, that’s pretty insane,” she says, and shakes her head.

      “You have no idea how crazy I was for you. How crazy I still am for you. I don’t regret any of it, and I won’t apologize. I want to drink you in, devour you, and give you absolutely everything you could ask for. My sun rises and sets with you, Mackenzie, and all I want in return is a smile on your face. And maybe the ‘old man’ status.”

      I smile a little, and she looks into my eyes. I hope she can see my honesty, because I’m putting my heart on the line. She could break me, and she knows it.

      After a moment of searching, she whispers, “Why me?”

      “Because without you, there is no me. Without you, I don’t exist. My father told me that’s how he met my mom, and I would know the day I found the women who would be mine.” They’re the truest words I’ve ever spoken, and after seeing her, and feeling this in my heart, I won’t survive without her.

      She slowly nods, and reaches up to touch my face. I take this as a small sign of surrender, and I wrap my arms around her, picking her up. I kiss her with everything I’ve got, pouring all my love into her body so she feels my need. She wraps her legs around me, holding me tightly to her, and I stand like that, just kissing her.

      After a few minutes, she pulls away to catch her breath. “Let’s get inside. I want to fire off a few rounds.”

      “If that’s code for sex, then yes. Let’s fire lots of rounds,” I say, and carry her into the gun range, gripping her ass.

      When we get inside I kick the door shut behind us and sit her down on the nearest counter. I look around the place and I can see she’s put a lot of time and hard work into it.

      Suddenly I feel her hands push my chest and I stagger back a few steps. My ass hits a table behind me and I look at her in shock.

      “Hey, what the fuck?” I say in surprise, and she gives me a wicked smile.

      She pops off the table, and comes over to me. She walks slowly, as if she’s on the prowl. My dick hardens further as she gets closer, and then she’s pressing against me.

      I lean down to kiss her, and she takes my bottom lip between her teeth. I feel her hands rubbing over my covered cock, and I close my eyes and moan at the sensation. She’s just as hot for it as I am right now.

      She kisses her way up to my ear and licks the shell. She leans in and whispers, “Let’s clean your gun before we get started,” and lowers herself to her knees in front of me.

      Seeing her kneeling in front of me as she unbuckles my belt and unzips my jeans nearly has me cumming in my pants. I grit my teeth to try to regain some control.

      When her hand pulls out my cock and she takes me in her mouth, all the way to the back of her throat, I grip the table and throw my head back, moaning.

      “Oh, sweet fucking Christ, that mouth of yours,” I groan, and try to clear my vision. I’m no longer in control of my body as she sucks my cock. I’m at her mercy within seconds.

      I hear the sound of fabric rustling, and I feel her move a bit. When I look down at her I have to blink a few times to focus on what she’s doing.

      I see her hand down her pants as she fingers her pussy while her mouth goes up and down on my dick. The sight does me in and I grab her hair, pulling her off of my cock. I grab her arms, pull her up and spin her around, pushing her down on the table.

      I kick her legs apart with my boots and pull her jeans and underwear down to her knees to give me access. I line my dick up with her entrance, but before I enter her I want her submission.

      “Palms flat on the table, and don’t move them until I tell you to cum. You got that?”

      She nods her head, and arches her ass up at me, but I want the words.

      “Say it, Mackenzie.”

      “Yes, Vincent. I won’t move until you tell me to cum.”

      “Good girl,” I say, and thrust home. Her tight pussy grips my cock, and I ride her hard. Her hands don’t move an inch as I fuck her on the table, and claim her body. I’m so close already from her earlier attention, and I want her with me when I cum.

      I reach around and find her swollen clit and start to rub it hard and fast. She moans my name over and over and I don’t let up my thrusts.

      “It’s time, Mackenzie. Cum for me, baby.”

      “Vincent!” she shouts, and I feel her body let go. She keeps her body in place as passion flows through her and she releases her orgasm. Her tight channel milks my cock and I pump every last drop of my cum inside her.

      It’s a fast hard fuck, but it’s always so perfect with my girl. The best I’ve ever had, and the last I’ll ever touch. I’m a lucky bastard.

      A little while later, when we’re cleaned up, and she’s getting ready to shoot her target, I just lean back and stare at her. I think about how beautiful she is, and how I can’t imagine my life without her.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter Seven

        

        Cas
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      “Oh God, Shield,” I moan.

      “You say my name when I have my face in your pussy, or my cock inside you,” he growls against my pussy.

      “Vincent,” I moan as he licks the seam of my silk-panty-covered pussy. He hasn’t moved them to the side yet, and it’s driving me crazy.

      The warm wet teases have me arching off the kitchen island, trying to press myself deeper into his mouth. Both of my hands reach for his hair, holding him closer, rocking myself into him. My legs spread wider, wanting to make sure he has all the room he needs to devour me, but he only keeps running his tongue over my seam of my lips through the material of my underwear.

      I grip his thick hair tighter, holding his head until his gaze locks on mine.

      “Stop fucking around. I said your name, so stop torturing me.”

      Flashing me a smug grin, “I would never cause you pain, I just want to enjoy my breakfast.”

      Releasing his hair, I shamelessly let my legs fall open even more. I glance down and watch Vincent remove his cock from his boxer briefs and give himself a few quick pumps before his big strong hands grab my hips, pulling them until half my ass is hanging off the side of the island. Gripping my knees, he puts me in the position he wants me, with my legs over his shoulders, him kneeling on the floor, and his gaze totally fixed on my pussy.

      “Pull it to the side baby, show me you want my mouth there.”

      I brace myself with one arm and reach down to pull my panties to the side for him.

      “You hair is all gone,” he sounds surprised.

      “I wanted to make sure nothing got in the way of my clit and your mouth. If you don’t like it you ca—”

      I gasp instead of finishing my smartass remark when Vincent pushes his shoulders more into me, widening my knees further. He leans in until I felt his warm breath over my exposed cunt.

      His free hand spreads my labia to give him a better view of my clit. When he starts to lick me in long rapid strokes I let myself fall back against the counter. My robe fully opens, exposing my bare breasts, making my nipples even harder.

      Vincent is relentless with his tongue. He zeroes in on the exact spot that sends my back arching off the island. I try to slam my legs closed, but his shoulders stop me. They hold me pinned open, while his hand holds my labia spread, the idea that he could feast on my pussy all day if he wanted and I couldn’t stop him sends raw ecstasy shooting through my body.

      I cry out his name as the climax rips through me. I should be shocked by how fast he can make me cum but over the past few weeks I learned he knows how to play my body. I cum when he wants me to, be it in seconds, minutes, or even hours.

      Closing my eyes, I enjoy the tingling and euphoria while I try and calm my breathing. I can hear Vincent’s heavy breathing, just as loud as mine. The slow rock of his body still between my legs lets me know he’s still stroking himself.

      I want him inside me but his thick tongue breaches my pussy, opening my vaginal walls for him. My muscles contract and twist in the aftermath of my release. Both his hands slide under my ass, slightly lifting me from the counter giving him a deeper penetration with his tongue.

      “I can’t. Not so soon,” I moan, but my hips jerk into him begging for another.

      Releasing my ass, he lets my legs drop off his shoulders so he can rise between them. This counter is the perfect height for his cock to align with my cunt. One swift push and he would be balls deep, but he makes no move to enter me.

      “I told you, you can cook. Best fucking breakfast I’ve ever had. I plan to eat here every morning,” he says as he starts to rub the head of his cock against my clit, back and forth. “Although that does mean I should probably move in here. That way I can get room-service pussy in bed. I can just wake up with you sitting on my face every morning.”

      My body jerks in response. I’m not sure if it’s because of what his words imply, or that my clit is still sensitive from my last orgasm, but I know he’s going to make me respond. This is how he gets what he wants from me. I’m not sure why it matters, he’s here every night without invite. He even stole a key. The man sleeps on top of me at night, like I’m going to sneak out on him or something.

      I always give him shit about it, but the truth is I love it. How could I not love this beautiful man acting like I’m his every breath?

      “What if I want breakfast in bed?” I retort.

      “Then I’ll eat your pussy until you pass out, then when you come to, it will be ready. Sounds pretty damn perfect to me,” he says smugly, like that’s all solved, and I’m sure he believes it is. I bet by the end of the day, half his shit will be here. I’ll bitch about it taking up my space, then he’ll probably fuck me on it to show me how functional it is.

      I smile, looking forward to the fight. Leaning down over me, he kisses the smile from my face until I’m rubbing my pussy against his cock. His body moves in closer until we’re chest to chest. His hand shifts between us making me gasp as his finger explores my sex.

      His face drops into the nook of my neck, where he licks under my ear, until the lick turns into an open-mouthed kiss. Part of me wants him to leave a mark there, but the other part of me doesn’t want to hear shit from the guys about it. It reminds me how different we are. Just last week he begged me to leave little marks all over him, and I did without question.

      His fingers rub the wetness into my clit, drawing little circles.

      “Fuck, you smell so good. I just ate your pussy but I want it again. I want your smell imprinted on me. ”

      He replaces his fingers with the head of his cock, rubbing back and forth, making me moan. There’s no stopping the sounds pouring from me.

      He doesn’t enter me, just rubs the head of his cock back and forth, making me cream with need.

      “Come for me, Mackenzie.”

      My hips bunch and I do as he commands, crying out softly. My orgasm hits hard and fast as the pleasure of it tears through me.

      His body goes solid on top of mine and warm wetness spreads across my pussy. He groans into my ear as he continues to splash me, hitting not just my pussy but my thighs too.

      Standing up he runs his fingers through the cum he’s left on me.

      “This is how I mark you,” he says as he rubs his cum all over my pussy lips, down to my ass. Moving my panties back into place, he adds, “You’ll get little smells of me all day now. Remember that you’re mine.”

      Pulling his boxers back over his half-hard cock, he tugs me to a sitting position on the island with him still between my legs.

      “Maybe you’ll mark me back some day,” he says, grabbing me by the chain of my dog tags and pulling me in for a kiss. I know he isn’t talking about another hickey, or the scratches I leave on him. He’s talking about my tags.

      He asked me about the club one day and I told him only members or old ladies are allowed in. No sweet butt, or in his case, sweet cock. He wasn’t too happy when he realized he was classed as a sweet cock and would remain that way until I give him my tags. Now he is always eying them.

      I’d love nothing more than to give them to him, but I don’t know how much longer I’ll be around. My brothers were reluctant at first when they realized that this isn’t all some game anymore, or me just trying to find out what the fed knows. Pres seems to like the idea of having him close, but I think that’s for his own personal gain. Who wouldn't want a fed on their side? But who knows how they’ll react if they see my tags around his neck. Fucking him is one thing, but letting him into the club is another.

      Things with the Five Aces have been quiet, and the guns still haven’t turned up, they could at any moment, and I could be hightailing it out of town with nothing but memories of Vincent to hang on to, and I want all of them I can get. The thought makes me deepen the kiss.

      I love the way he kisses. He always possesses and dominates my mouth. His tongue moves alongside mine the same way he moves when he’s buried deep inside me.

      The beeping of my phone pulls me from my haze.

      “Don’t,” he says against my mouth, not wanting me to pull away. Then his goes off too.

      “Fuck,” he grunts, pulling back from me. Moments later he’s handing me my phone and answering his.

      “Cassano,” he says as I watch his face turn serous. He turns and leaves the room.

      Sliding my finger across mine I unlock it, see the text, and I feel the bottom of my world drop out.

      Pres: FUBAR

      Now I know why he took the call out of the room, it is about the guns. Pres doesn’t send a FUBAR alert if it isn’t bad…Fucked Up Beyond All Recognition. It’s the end of the line. It looks like all the moments I was trying to store up have reached their limit.

      It’s funny how my father is taking another person from me that I love, even from the grave. And that’s when it hits me. I am madly, totally, completely in love with Vincent. It occurs to me that my first thought isn’t having to leave the club, it is having to leave him.

      This man who is everything I ever wanted. He’s so domineering, but he doesn’t try to control or change me. He lets me be me and molds around me, and now I’ve lost him. It would be selfish of me to ask him to come with me. He loves his family as much as I love the club, I know that because of how much he talks about them, pressuring me to meet them, and I know it will rip him in two to leave his life behind. They’re a big part of him. At first I thought he was getting all these random calls from women but soon I realized he has a bunch of nosey sisters. It’s silly of me to even think he would leave them all. For all I know he could stop me from running, drag me down to the station. No, he won’t do that, but he will try to get me to stay, tell me to fight it. There is no fighting it. I killed my father and this is the first time I’ve ever had a sliver of regret about it. Not because I’m sad about what I’ve done but what it’s about to cost me.

      I hear him coming back down the hallway, and I try to school my expression.

      “Baby, I got to head out,” he says, pulling me into his arms. “You headed to the range?”

      “Yeah, they’ll be finishing up fixing all the damage that was done to the wall today. I’ll be glad when this whole mess is over,” I reply, half wanting him to give me something. I know he’s working the case. He already cleared our club of having any part in the homicides at which one of my guns was found at, but my murder weapon is still missing.

      “I’m glad you got your range cleaned up. I know how much it means to you.”

      “You mean more,” I say, letting my emotions get the best of me. This is probably the last time I’ll ever see him.

      “That so?” A smile plays across his lips.

      “Yeah,” I respond, pulling my dog tags from around my neck.

      Leaning down he lets me slide them over his head, falling on his bare chest.

      “I have to say, baby, I think they look better on me.” A bark of laughter escapes me, leaving behind a burn. Who knew a laugh could feel like it was ripping your heart out? But I guess when you know it could be your last with the person you love, it's bittersweet.

      I can’t help but smile at the smug look on his face. It is one of the reasons I love him, it’s part of why I gave him my tags even If I’m not going to be around to see him wear them. He never has shame when it comes to me, he doesn’t care when people poke fun at him for being on the back of my bike or that I’m a better shot than him. He’s always just so smug that I’m his, so it’s clear he won. Hell, he might not want to wear them after the day is over but they are still his. Even if I never gave them to him they are still his and I want him to have something of me.

      “They really do,” I agree, leaning in to kiss them. I’ve had them so long it will be weird to not feel them around my neck anymore.

      “I’ll see you tonight, I’ll bring dinner over and some of my stuff. It’s a bitch going back and forth.”

      “All right,” I agree, knowing I won’t be here when he gets back.

      “You really okay with this? I know my place is a little bigger but yours is closer to the club.”

      It breaks my heart more, talking about this. Planning out a life I know I can’t have with him.

      “It’s perfect, but I don’t have to help you move.”

      “How about I move everything, and when I’m done you just do all the work in the bedroom that night.”

      “Deal,” I say, wishing he could really get to collect from me.

      “See you tonight, send me some more of those dirty pics to help me get through the day,” he says, grabbing my ass and stealing another quick kiss.

      “That’s you who does that.”

      “Oh, maybe that is something you should work on.”

      “Not happening.”

      “You know what happens when you tell me no, baby.”

      Flashes of him tying me to the headboard and making me beg him to take pictures of me flash through my mind.

      “I’ll think about.”

      “Can you think about it when you’re holding one of your guns? Because you naked holding one would probably hold me over for a year.”

      “Vincent.”

      “You’re right, I don’t want you getting naked at the range without me. I’ll take some tonight.”

      “Will you just kiss me and tell me you love me?”

      Before I know it I’m in his arms with my legs around his waist. “You never have to ask for that. I love you, Mackenzie.” His lips fall on mine. I love you too, I think to myself. Then he’s gone.
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      “Do not sign that fucking piece of paper, Casper.” Pres snaps the paper from the desk ripping it in two.

      “Don’t be stupid. Who knows what’s going to happen and this is just makes things easier for you now.”

      “I don’t give a fuck about making things easier for me.”

      I had papers drawn up for me when everything went down with the Five Aces to hand over my part-ownership of the range. I won’t let any of my shit affect this club in any way. I already let some of it bleed over and I’m not going to let it anymore.

      “Lucias.” I use his real name so he knows how serious I am. “I don’t know if I’ll ever be back. It's better this way.”

      “No, you’re two steps ahead, Mac, and it’s not where you belong. I’m better at controlling the chaos, you're better at stepping back and waiting, and that’s what I’m telling you to do.”

      I let his words sink in. He’s right. Lucias has never steered me wrong and we've been in some pretty fucked-up places on missions before. He’s better at controlling the chaos than I am. When things get too close I lose focus. If there is one thing I learned when I was running missions it’s always to let people do their jobs and you do yours. You’re set up as a team for a reason. We all have our strengths, so let everyone use theirs, and this is Lucias's.

      “What do you want me to do?”

      “I want you to ditch your phone, get out of town, and wait.”

      “Then what?”

      “You not listening, Casper? I said you fucking wait,” he yells the words at me in a tone I haven’t heard directed at me in years.

      “Yes, sir.”

      He visibly relaxes when he knows I’m going to follow his order.

      “We don’t know what-all they found so we have to wait it out. When I know Scribe will find you.”

      “Won’t have to find her, I’ll never lose her,” Scribe says, handing me a new phone. “I also made you a goodie bag.” He then pulls me into his arms, squeezing me tightly.

      “I still can’t believe you think we’d just let you take off like that, Cas. We’re a unit, a family, only goddamn one I’ve ever had. I can’t count how many times you saved my fucking life. None of us who were out there with you could. You’ve had our backs for years, let us have yours for once,” Savage says, making a lump grow in my throat. I don’t think I’ve heard Savage talk that much at once since he’s been back stateside.

      “For fuck sake, you better not cry on us,” Scribe says, to the amusement of the group.

      “Thank you, for everything.”

      “Now you’re just pissing me the fuck off,” Pres growls. “We’re a fucking team. We may not be out on the battlefield anymore, but we’re fighting our own war right here. You don’t thank anyone in this room for doing what they should be doing. And you don’t get bullshit ideas in your head about walking away without my knowing it. I know every move you make before you’ve decided to make it, got it?

      “Yes, sir,” I reply, feeling like maybe I haven’t lost everything I love.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter Eight

        

        Vincent

      

    
    
      I walk into the FBI building and scan my pass. It’s my day off, so I’m dressed down in jeans and a t-shirt, but it’s not unusual for me to stop in for something unexpectedly.

      When my phone rang earlier, I wasn’t expecting the news so soon. Hell, I thought they might never find the guns. But with the higher ups cracking down on the local motorcycle clubs, they’re looking for any reason to get at the Five Aces. Now they have a couple of them, both in the hospital, not looking like they’ll be able to answer any questions any time soon, if they even make it.

      Looks like some of their luck ran out. Stupid fucks got pulled over for a routine stop when they were trying to move the weapons in some beat-up van. They tried to run. The chase ended with them and the guns laid out on the highway. Fucking mess, but maybe I could use that mess to my advantage.

      When the chief of ballistics calls and says he’s just had a shit load of guns dropped off to his lab, I know what he’s talking about. He called me asking for a hand since we’re good friends and he’s short staffed at the moment. Mark says he just needs someone to help him test the weapons and scan them into the system for analysis. Basically he wants me to help him see if any of the guns they confiscated in the raid were used in a murder.

      I hustle down to his department and scan my pass three more times before entering the testing room. It’s soundproofed, and isolated, considering they discharge weapons in here pretty often.

      “Hey Mark, how’s it going?” I say, and set my backpack down on the table.

      “Thanks for coming in, man. I appreciate it. Let’s get started so I won’t keep you here long,” Mark says, and nods his head over to the pile of weapons that he’s got to go through.

      “No problem. Not like I can do any questioning on them right now anyways.” I got lucky. “Stephanie must have had the baby,” I say, and start looking over all the weapons.

      “Yeah, a week early, but she’s doing good. I think they have someone set to fill in while she’s out on maternity leave, but they won’t be here until next week.”

      “No, worries. Glad I could come in and help. Let me do the scanning and you do your thing. I messed up my knee running the other day and I think I need to keep off of it if I can.”

      “I keep telling you, exercise is evil. One day, you’ll listen.”

      I fake a laugh and pull a chair up to the table. My knee feels just fine, but I need to be able to sort through the weapons and see if Mackenzie’s is in here. It may not be, and I’m hoping it’s not, but I can’t take that chance.

      I start with all the large weapons and we work our way down to the handguns. I enter in the information on the gun, pass it on to Mark to shoot, and catalogue the casings of the bullets for further analysis.

      It takes Mark longer to go through the process of shooting the weapons and pulling the casings than it does for me to scan them, so he’s got a few waiting to be used while I move to the smaller guns and sort them out. There are five handguns, and I eliminate those right away knowing that she shot him at a distance. That leaves me with two other weapons, both long-range rifles, one of which could be Mackenzie’s.

      I enter in the information on the first one, and nothing pops. That doesn’t mean it’s not a dirty weapon, it just means the serial number on it isn’t showing us anything. I look over my shoulder and see Mark still working on one of the larger semi-automatics. I check the second weapon.

      I take a deep breath, enter in the information, and wait. It pops up being registered to an Air Force base in Atlanta, Georgia, and my heart stops.

      “Hey, Cassano, this last one is jammed pretty bad. I’m going to grab my tools out of the front closet. I’ll be right back.”

      I lift my chin at his exit, and take this as a sign from God. I grab my backpack, and pull out the rifle I brought, along with forged documents to go with it. I knew this day would come at some point, and I had this prepared already. It’s a random gun that was confiscated at a raid I worked about ten years ago. I switch out the weapons, dismantle Mackenzie’s, and drop it in my bag, putting it back where it was before Mark walks in. I thank God they don’t have cameras in this area of the building.

      I’m deleting the search information on the computer just as Mark walks back in. I submit the weapon as the one found at the scene. Luckily for me, I was the one who entered in this gun ten years ago, so I can go back and change the catalogue.

      I lean back in my chair and play it cool for the next hour as we finish with the weapons.

      When I exit the building with my backpack over my shoulder, I breathe a sigh of relief. I just did the dirtiest thing an agent can do, and I never had a second of hesitation. There are some real pieces of shit out there in the world, but my Mackenzie isn’t one of them. She’s not a criminal. She is just a victim getting her own justice, and I can’t say I blame her.

      I pull out my phone and call to make sure the Five Aces guys haven't come to yet. I find out one died and the other is still in surgery. I send another agent down to wait for any new news.

      Next I send Mackenzie a text letting her know I’m on my way back to her place. After just a second my phone hits back with a message that reads ‘Unavailable’. Thinking something must be wrong with her phone, I pull up her number and hit call. When the voice comes on telling me the number I’m trying to reach has been disconnected or is no longer in service, I grip my phone so hard, it nearly cracks in two.

      [image: ]
* * *

      I pull up to the gate of the club and hit the code I’ve seen Mackenzie enter in a hundred times. The iron gates open up and I hit the gas. I fly down the driveway, and when I reach the house, I turn the wheel, and slam on the brakes, causing me to screech across the pavement.

      All the brothers come flooding out of the house at the sound of my entrance, and I jump out of the car.

      “Where the fuck is she!” I shout, looking over two of the brothers’ shoulders at Lucias standing in the back. He’s got his arms crossed over his chest, and his jaw is hard. He’s not going to tell me shit. Abe and Knox stand in front with their fists clenched, and both of them look ready for a fight.

      Good.

      I reach in my shirt and pull out Mackenzie’s dog tags. I grit my teeth and let my anger flow through me. “You see these. This means something to me, and it means something to you. Now someone tell me where the fuck she is.”

      The guys look around to one another in surprise, but no one says anything.

      I’ve haven’t lost my temper that often in my life. I’m usually a cool-headed guy, because I’ve been trained to be. But right now, my girl is gone and someone needs to start talking.

      I look at Abe and take a three steps to him so we are nose to nose. I want the biggest motherfucker in here, and then I’m going to tear him limb from limb. I feel Knox slide up beside me, but I don’t give a shit. Let them all come at me, I’ll burn this goddamn place to ashes.

      “Easy, Scribe,” Lucias calls, and Knox backs off. He’s not stopping me, but he’s not interfering either. I guess he isn’t worried about Abe taking me in a fight.

      He should be.

      Abe’s a big guy. He’s got scars down the side of his face, which make his road name, Savage, all the more menacing. None of this intimidates me because I’ve got more on the line than he does. I don’t stand to lose a friend if I can’t find Mackenzie, I stand to lose my soul.

      I grab him by the cut and his eyes narrow.

      “You tell me where she is, or I’ll start with you, and then take every one of your brothers after until I get some answers.”

      He gives me a wicked smile, and it pisses me off. He goes to reach up and grab my hands, but I catch him off guard by pulling back and slamming my forehead against the bridge of his nose, hearing it crack.

      “Fuck!” he yells, and staggers back. I’ve still got a hold of his cut, so he doesn’t get far. I let go with my right hand and give him an uppercut to the ribs, and at the same time feel his own fist come down on my face. I taste blood in my mouth, but it fuels my rage, and I keep going.

      I give him a left hook across the jaw, and he counters with a punch to my side. I grab him by the head and pull him down, kneeing him in the chest. It knocks the wind out of him for a second, and I throw him to the ground and get on top of him. He lands a few punches on me as we tussle, but I manage to pin his arms down with my knees and punch his face a few more times, before one of the brothers pulls me off.

      Abe leaps up as soon as his arms are free and lunges after me.

      “That’s enough, Savage,” Lucias yells, and gets between us. Knox and one of the other guys are holding me, and I’m breathing heavy, but still trying to get free.

      Abe has blood on his face and Lucias looks at him in shock. He turns to look at me, and I’m sure I look just as bad.

      “You’re the first man I’ve seen to get a hit in on him,” Lucias says, and I look over to see Abe wiping the blood from his lip, looking at it like he’s never seen it before.

      Lucias looks between us a few more times and then comes to stand in front of me. “If she gave you her tags, then you obviously mean something to her. And if you can get a hit on Savage you’re worthy of protecting our girl.”

      He looks over to Abe and they have a silent conversation for a moment. Abe nods and Lucias turns to Knox. “Where is she, Scribe?”

      Knox gives him a cocky grin. “You’re in luck. She’s still on the property waiting for the car she was planning on taking to be fixed. She’s in the cabin by the lake.”

      Lucias looks at me. “Did you take care of it?”

      “It’s done. Nobody will ever come looking for her again.”

      “Let him go, guys.”

      I feel their arms fall away, and I’m in motion. I start to run to my car, but I’m stopped by Lucias calling my name.

      I turn around and he throws his keys to me. “Take my bike. You won’t spook her if she hears it. That way she’ll just think it’s me.”

      I catch his keys, and grab my bag out of the car. I go over to his bike, and get on, knowing this is as good as getting patched in, but all I can think about right now is getting to my girl.

      Taking off down the small dirt road, I head towards the back of the property. Mackenzie took me out here once a few weeks ago to show me around. There are random cabins scattered throughout the compound, but this is by far the most secluded. It’s a small cabin with just the basics, and it’s next to a big lake that’s about a half mile long. They have small boats you can take out fishing, and you can swim in it, so one could conceivably stay out here forever if they want to.

      It takes a while to get out here, even going as fast as I am. As I reach the cabin, I know she hears the sound of Lucias’s motorcycle, because I can see movement in the window. After a second she walks out onto the porch, and I pull in.

      I see shock written all over her face when she sees it’s me on his bike instead of Lucias.

      “Shield, what the fuck are you doing with Pres’s chopper?”

      I get off the bike, barely remembering to turn it off and throw down the kickstand. I run up to her and grab her, carrying her back into the cabin.

      I spot a cot in the corner and I carry her over to it, tossing her down, climbing on her, and pinning her arms down under me.

      She starts to struggle, and I growl at her. “Mind telling me what the fuck you’re doing out here? You were going to just cut and run from me? How could you do that, Mackenzie? After everything I told you. You didn’t trust me?”

      Tears fill her eyes, but they don’t fall. My girl is tough as nails, but she knows she fucked up.

      “I can’t do this to you. I have to leave. I can’t bring this shit down on you, on the club, and I can’t go to jail.”

      “You think I would ever let that happen?” I shout.

      “You can’t stop everything, Vincent. You can’t undo what I did, and I don’t have one ounce of fucking regret. If they catch me, I’ll admit I did it. That motherfucker beat me, put out cigars on my skin, cut me. He killed my mother. He had a new wife and she had a little girl. When I found out, I knew I had to stop him. He would do the same thing to them. I did it to save them. I did what needed to be done, and I’m not going to jail for that. And I’m sure as shit not making anyone else pay for it either.”

      She’s so angry as she tells me this, and my heart breaks for the little girl inside her that went through all of that. I want to hold that small child and tell her I’ll always protect her.

      “It’s over, Mackenzie.”

      “It won’t be over until I’m gone. They’ll find that gun at some point and then all of it blows back on everything I love. Including you.”

      Her words rock my soul. “You’re not listening to me, Casper.” I use her road name so she knows I’m serious. “It’s over. I took care of it.”

      A look of confusion washes over her face.

      “How?”

      “You think I would ever let them take you from me? Before I get up every morning and put on that badge, I’m between your legs. You’re the first thing I see, the first thing I taste before I walk out that door. When I come home at night and I take that badge off, you’re the last thing I touch, the last thing I taste, and the last thing I see before I close my eyes. My whole goddamn world begins and ends with you, and that fucking badge is always second. Nothing and no one will ever take you from me. You got that?”

      She nods her head, and I lean down close to her so I can feel her breath against my lips.

      “You don’t ever run from me again. You hear me?” She nods her head again. “You ever think about running again, it better be in my motherfucking direction. I’m the one you run to when shit goes down. Do you understand?”

      “Yes,” she whispers.

      “Yes, what?”

      “Yes, Vincent,” she says a little louder, and I can feel her body stir under mine.

      “I found the gun. You won’t ever have to worry about that catching up to you again. That’s over and done with and you’re free.”

      At hearing my words, she lets out a breath, and I crush my lips to hers. Our kiss is one of relief and passion and it ignites everything inside me. Mackenzie must feel it too, because her legs wrap around me and lock at my waist. I let her arms go, grabbing her hips and her arms curl around my neck.

      I can taste the blood from my busted lip in our kiss, and it spurs my need for her. It makes me remember how close I was to losing her and how much I need her. I lean back, breaking our kiss, and unbuckle my belt. Mackenzie is already on the same page as I see her unbuckling her belt and turning over on her stomach. She pushes her jeans down to just below her cheeks and sticks her ass in the air, giving me access. I pull out my hard, angry cock and position it at her opening, feeling her dripping pussy kiss the tip of my cock.

      “Thought you could run from me? You’re still dripping with my cum from this morning. Maybe you need more to remind you who you belong too,” I groan, thrusting home in one stroke.

      We are both still fully clothed as I fuck her hard into the cot. Her face presses against the bare mattress, and leaning over her, gripping the sides of the rack. It makes all kinds of noise, but I don’t give a fuck. I hope the whole goddamn world hears how hard I’m fucking her. Because she’s mine. I’m claiming her as mine, and making sure anyone who gets near her knows it.

      As I fuck her harder and harder I hear her screams of ecstasy. I feel her pussy grip me and she arches further into me, cumming hard and fast. I feel her tight cunt squeeze my dick, and my balls draw up as my orgasm hits me. I cum deep and hard inside her, and I let out an angry growl as I unload. I’m rough on her body, but we both need it.

      As we come down from the high, I bend over her more to catch my breath. I give her gentle kisses on the side of her neck and she leans into my touch.

      “I love you,” she whispers, and I smile against her skin.

      “I love you too, Mackenzie,” I say and continue spreading gentle kisses on her neck and cheek.

      After a few moments I pull out and climb off the bed, tucking away my cock and helping her up.

      “Let’s go,” I say, and she smiles at me. It’s a smile of love and relief, and I’m so fucking glad I put it there.

      When we walk out of the cabin I take her hand and lead her over to Lucias’s bike. I grab my bag off the seat, and then pull her towards the lake.

      “What are you doing, Shield?” she asks but I just keep hold of her hand.

      We go over to where the small row boats are tied up to a dock, and I help her in. The lake is big, so it takes a while to paddle out to the middle, but when we get there I open my bag and pull out the gun.

      She looks at it with wide eyes, and reaches out for it. I hand it to her and she just stares at it, wordlessly.

      “I scanned it, and it popped up as an Air Force government-issued weapon out of Georgia. I saw you were stationed there last before you got out, and I knew this was it.”

      I had a small worry that I may have gotten the wrong one, but seeing her face, I know this is it.

      “I don’t know why I kept it. I think maybe it was a reminder of what people are capable of.” She looks at me with deep hurt in her eyes. “Of what he was capable of and of what I am capable of.” She shakes her head a little and looks back down at the gun. “I made the right decision. I just wish I had made it sooner.”

      I reach over and put my hand over hers, still holding the gun.

      “You did the right thing, and I would have done the same. You weren’t able to save your mom. But you saved his new wife and that little girl from a lifetime of hell. You can go to the grave knowing that little girl won’t have your scars.”

      She nods her head and looks up at me. I let go of the gun, and she tosses it overboard.

      I row us back to the dock and we make our way to the cabin. When we reach the bikes again she gives me a puzzled look.

      “How in the fuck did you get Pres’s bike? And please don’t tell me you stole it.”

      “Nah, just kicked Savage's ass.”

      “You did what?” she shouts, and I laugh, pulling her in for a kiss.

      

      
        THE END
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        Beauty and the Biker

        by

        Alexa Riley

      

      I had four weeks before I shipped out again so it was sun, fun, and partying hard.

      She wasn't a part of the plan.

      We had one perfect month together before I had to go wheels up. Neither of us expected what happened next.

      The blast left me scarred, inside and out. How could I ever be good enough for a beauty like her? She deserved better.

      Now I've got the Ghost Riders Motorcycle Club, and I don't need anything else. If I can't have her, I'll never have another. A man can live without his heart...right?

      Abraham has one regret—letting his Julie get away. When he can't let go, there's only one thing left to do. Make her his.

      Warning: If you want a scarred hero who's over-the-top obsessed, alpha possessive, and falls in love at first sight, take a peek* inside.

      

      *Not responsible if peek turns into a full-on read.*

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter One

        

        Abe

      

    
    
      
        June 2011

      

      “I’d rather you fuck me in the ass with a bat than go in there.” Lucias smiles over at me, and I roll my eyes before getting out of the truck. We are heading into the Big-Mart for some last-minute shit for the party today, and I really don’t want to go in there either.

      “You’ll be wishing for this place when we’re overseas next month. Calm down,” I say, unfolding myself from the truck.

      “You may be right, but all I want to do before we deploy is drown in pussy and beer.”

      “Why else do you think we’re here, dumb-ass? Beer.”

      He grabs a cart at the entrance and starts to walk in the direction of the alcohol. I follow behind him for a few steps before I get an idea.

      “Hey, I’m going to the toy section. I’ll meet you at the register,” I throw over my shoulder, heading in the opposite direction.

      Lucias gives me a look, but just shakes his head as I walk away. Scribe is having a pool party, and I think water guns are a must. Who doesn’t like a wet t-shirt contest? I’m sure some of the boot chasers are looking for a good time just as much as we are, and there are always sweet butts following Lucias around since his father is President of the Ghost Riders. They hope they can get in good with him so when he takes over they can be his old lady.  We’ve been partying it up while on leave, and we’ve only got four short weeks left before we’re wheels up.

      Our unit is pretty small so naturally we’re all really close. We spend all our time overseas side by side, only to get home and do the same thing. Lucias and I have been together since we were in diapers, so it’s nothing new for us to be joined at the hip.

      Making my way across the store, I cut through an aisle and stop dead in my tracks. At the other end is a girl, jumping up and down. Well, not a girl, a woman. I keep staring because a rack like that belongs to someone full grown, not someone a little over five feet tall. I stand there with my mouth open, and watch as she continues to jump up and down, reaching her arms up high in the air.

      Her big tits bounce, and I can’t do anything but watch and thank God for whoever stacked the shelves so high as I feel the drool start to roll down my chin. She’s tiny, but damn, does she have some curves. She’s got super curly white blonde hair, and an ass that shakes with every jump. I feel my dick growing in my pants, and I reach down to adjust it before I cause a scene. Just as I’m grabbing my crotch, she turns and looks at me as if she sensed me.

      I should be embarrassed, but I’m so struck by her face I just freeze. I’ve got one hand on my dick, mouth wide open, and I’m staring at heaven. God. She’s fucking perfect. Like a little tiny angel.

      Her face turns bright red, which only makes me smile. I finish adjusting my dick and give her a cocky chin lift so she knows I’m not ashamed about what she’s done to me. The hard-on belongs to her.

      She clears her throat, squares her shoulders, and puts her hands on her hips. “A little help here?” she says, and motions for the towels on the top shelf. I love the mouthy bite in her voice.

      “I think I can handle that.”

      I walk over to where she’s standing, moving a little too close to her, the smell of strawberry shortcake filling my lungs. She blushes again and looks anywhere but up at me. She’d have to lean her head back to see up to me. I’m six five, so almost everyone has to look up to find me, but she’s so fucking tiny, I’m over a foot taller than her. It’s kind of comical, the height difference between us, but it doesn’t matter when you’re horizontal.

      After a second, she looks back to the towels, and then looks up at me. “Can you please hand me two of the blue ones?” she asks, barely above a whisper. Some of the sass has drained from her voice, and I don’t know if it’s because she is intimidated by me because I’m so close to her now, but I want it back. I don’t want her to be scared of me. In fact, that’s the last thing I want from her.

      “What do I get in return?” I tease, trying to add some levity to my voice.

      She snaps her head up at me, and I can see the attitude is coming. Good. I like seeing this little thing hold her own.

      “Did you hit your head when you fell off that beanstalk? Either you get me the towels, or move along. I’ve got better things to do than entertain a giant,” she says, and pointedly looks at my crotch. This only makes my dick harder as it’s now gotten her attention. He’s got all kinds of things in mind for her. She’s so freaking small I could fuck her all over the goddamn place and not even break a sweat.

      “You got the giant part right, shortcake,” I taunt her.

      I give her another cocky grin and she rolls her eyes. God, she’s gorgeous, and I love the attitude. I lean down, and before she can protest, I turn her around, grab her hips, and lift her up so she can reach the towels.

      “Put me down!” she shrieks, and starts to try to wriggle free. All it does is rub her ass on my face, and I smile against it.

      “I can do this all day, shortcake. Take your time.”

      I hear her let out a little growl, and feel her grab the towels.

      “I got it. Now put me down.”

      I hold her body against mine and slowly let her slide down, feeling the curve of her ass run all along the front of my body. This is probably some form of harassment, but hey, when opportunity knocks.... She’s too fucking gorgeous, and I don’t have much time before I ship out. I’ve got to make the most of a sweet thing like this, savor every second.

      Once her feet hit the floor, she spins around and puts her little finger in my face. “I don’t speak Behemoth, so I’ll talk slow. You should learn some manners before the villagers chase you with fiery torches. You shouldn’t go around putting your hands on people, no matter how hot you are.”

      “You think I’m hot?” For some reason I want to beat my chest at the notion of her thinking I’m hot.

      “I think you’re…you’re…” she looks around, trying to find the right word before taking a deep breath and looking at me again. “Just keep your hands to yourself.”

      “What’s your name, shortcake?”

      “It sure as shit ain’t that,” she clips back, putting one of her hands back on her hip, drawing my eyes there. Damn, her curves would fill my big hands nicely. Give me something to grab onto when I pulled her into my lap.

      “You’ve got a potty mouth for someone so goddamn cute,” I say, and give her my biggest smile. “I’m Abe.”

      I extend my hand out to her. She looks at it, and then rolls her eyes when I don’t drop it. After a long pause, she extends her hand and our palms touch.

      Some people talk about the zing you feel when you first touch someone you’re meant to fall in love with. Well, I didn’t feel a zing, I felt a shift. Like watching a sunset and feeling the calm settle in your heart. That’s what happened when I held her hand. My fingers wrapped around hers, and I felt her fall into place with me. It was the oddest sensation of my life, and I stood there, silently changing, knowing the change was permanent. Until she spoke.

      “I’m Julie. Thanks for the help, Abe. If you’ll excuse me,” she says, and drops my hand to walk past me.

      Did she not feel that? The earth just stood still, and she’s got somewhere else to be. What the fuck?

      “Whoa, whoa, whoa. Hold up, shortcake,” I say as I walk behind her.

      “Stalking is a crime, big guy. I said thanks for the help. I’ve got places to be,” she says over her shoulder, her blonde hair bouncing in waves behind her as she flees.

      She walks towards the exit of the store, and I’m seconds away from making a scene to stop her.

      “Go out with me,” I blurt out a little too loudly.

      She stops abruptly, and I nearly run into her back, before she whips around to look up at me.

      “Does giving women a command like a dog usually work for you?”

      “No, but showing them my dick does,” I say on a laugh, but from the snap of her eyes she doesn't seem to think my joke is very funny. She’s probably right. Hanging out in the desert with ten men every day can give you some rough edges. Maybe a dick joke wasn’t the best idea.

      “Air Force?”

      “Marine.”

      “I should have guessed. You jarheads don’t have any manners outside of your uniforms.”

      She turns around again and keeps making her way towards the exit. I can’t let her get away.

      “Please,” I say, getting in front of her and blocking her path. She tucks her towels under one arm, and puts her other hand on her hip, letting me know I’m in her way and she’s not too happy about it.

      “No, thank you.” This time her tone is sweeter than before, like she is dismissing me politely. She tries to move past me again, but I sidestep her and block her path once more.

      “Dude, can you not take a hint? I’m not interested.”

      I realize that it’s time to pull out the big guns, not caring if I make a fool of myself or that if Lucias sees me I’ll never hear the end of it. I’ll kick myself more in the ass if I don’t get to ever see her again. I drop down on one knee, grab her hand and look into her eyes.

      She looks around the store to see if anyone is watching, and some people are staring as they walk by. But I don’t care. I won’t let her get away.

      “Marry me.”

      Her eyes go huge, and then she starts to laugh. I swear it’s the most beautiful sound I’ve ever heard. “You’re insane.”

      “Come on, Julie shortcake. You’re the cutest thing I’ve ever seen in my life, and I’ve got four weeks left before I ship out. Marry me.”

      She shakes her head, and then gives me the sweetest smile and leans in close to my face. With me down on one knee, we are about eye to eye.

      “You’re crazy and hot. But I’m a firm ‘no’ on the proposal.”

      “Fine then. If you won’t marry me, at least go on a date with me. In fact, come to a pool party with me today,” I say, and look at her with my most hopeful face. I just need to get her to agree to see me again, I’ll worry about the ‘marrying me’ thing later.

      “No.”

      “I didn’t want to have to do this, but I’m shipping out in a month. What if I die? Would you really do that to your country?”

      She lets out an adorable snort. She looks at me and sighs deeply. “You won’t quit until I agree, will you?”

      “I’m afraid I’m pretty stubborn. You can ask my sergeant if you like.”

      “Fine, give me your number and I’ll call you.”

      I get up off the ground and pull my cell out of my pocket. “Give me yours. I have a feeling I won’t hear from you if I’m not the one calling.”

      She has the decency to look a little ashamed. It’s clear I’ve sized up her plan.

      “All right.”

      I get her number and text her while she’s standing in front of me, just to make sure she didn’t give me a fake one. Once I hear the ping on her phone, I feel a little better about not keeping an eye on her until later.

      “I’ll text you directions to the party, and don’t forget to bring your suit. It should be fun.”

      She nods her head in agreement, but as she tries to step past me I reach out and lightly grab her fingers. I feel it again when our hands touch, and I look up from them into her eyes. When her chocolate brown eyes meet mine, I can see she feels it too. She may have tried to shake me off, but I can see the look on her face. I didn’t imagine it and neither did she.

      With just that touch and a smile, she’s walking away from me, and I’m left in a fog.

      A few minutes later Lucias is snapping his fingers in my face, and I’m struggling to remember what the fuck just happened.

      

      Later that day…

      

      “Why are you all jacked up?”

      “Just waiting for a friend to show up,” I say as I pace in front of the window. Everybody is out back at Scribe’s place, and Lucias and I are inside. He came in here a few minutes ago to check on me, and he won’t leave. I got a text from Julie twenty minutes ago saying she was on her way, but so far there’s no sign of her. I don’t know how far away she lives, so I’m trying not to worry about something happening to her.

      “The only friends you have are here. Who is she?”

      I look over at Lucias and see him take a drink of his beer. I could really use one, but I’m trying to hold off. I don’t want to smell like alcohol when Julie gets here. “Just some chick I met at the store. I invited her to the party. I think she’s bringing a friend.”

      “Nice,” he says, and plops down on the loveseat.

      After a torturous wait, I see a car pull up, and I see the driver has curly blonde hair. My heart starts beating out of my chest with excitement, and I go the front door and pull it wide open. I feel Lucias walk up behind me as I head out the door, and I hear him mumble something about “playing it cool.” I can’t be bothered to pretend. I’ve got a few short weeks to go, and this girl is something special. I don’t know why, or how, or what it is, but I aim to find out.

      She steps out of her blue Civic, and her friend gets out of the passenger seat. We texted briefly after I sent her directions, and she asked if she could bring someone with her. I assumed it was for safety because she was meeting a strange guy at a strange place, so I couldn’t fault her for it. Plus I was going to do whatever it took to get her to show up. I wouldn’t have cared if she had to bring her whole goddamn family.

      “What’s up, shortcake,” I say as I stride over and help her grab her bag out of the trunk. She looks so fucking hot that I’m trying to think of baseball stats to keep from pitching a tent in my swim trunks. I left my shirt off so she could get a good look at me, but now I’m wishing for some extra coverage in the crotch area. Julie is wearing a bathing suit cover up, but it’s white and see-through, and her neon pink bikini underneath is shouting at me. Those tits can’t possibly be suspended by that tiny string, and I’m praying to the textile gods that the thread doesn’t hold up. I need to see her nipples or I’ll die an unfulfilled man.

      I hear a throat clear, and I realize I’ve been staring at her while Lucias has been talking. I look at Julie’s face and she blushes a little. Even her blush is sexy as fuck.

      “This is my friend, Sierra.” Julie motions towards her friend.

      “Nice to meet you,” I say, reaching out and shaking her hand. She’s a good-looking girl. She’s got short curly hair and bright green eyes. She’s got on cut-off jean shorts and a bikini top so the tattooed sleeves of her arms show. She reaches over and takes my hand firmly, giving me a chin nod as a hello. She then turns to Lucias, unabashedly looking him up and down.

      “You’re cute. Show me around this place.”

      Lucias laughs a little and takes her into the house.

      I look back over to Julie, and we stand there silently for a second. I can see her eyeing me up and down, and I can tell from the look on her face she likes what she sees.

      I reach out and take her hand, leading her into the house. “Thanks for coming.”

      “Not like you gave me much of a choice.”

      “It got you here so I’m making no apologies.”

      Once inside, I show her around the house, and then take her out back to see the pool. Scribe has a sweet set-up out here with a huge pool and lots of space for entertaining. Once I give her the general introductions, I grab us a couple of beers and head to the other side of the pool. It’s a bit quieter and out of the way, and we sit on two lounge chairs so we can talk. Yeah, fucking talk. I don't know what it is about this chick but I want to know everything about her, and I know my time is limited.

      I watch as she stands up and takes off her cover up, revealing her body, barely hidden by her tiny bathing suit.

      “Fuck me,” I whisper, or so I thought. I see the blush across her face, letting me know I wasn’t so subtle.

      She sits down and looks at her beer. After a few seconds she looks around, and then lets out a breath as if she’s come to some decision.

      “Look, you seem like a really nice guy and, God, are you gorgeous.” I start to interrupt with a joke, but she holds her hand up to stop me. “I’m only eighteen. So I can’t even drink this beer. I know you're on leave and I don't want to get you into trouble.”

      She has a look of utter disappointment on her face as she hands me her drink. I knew she looked young, but I didn’t realize she was that young. Suddenly I’m worried if I should’ve invited her here. I should’ve taken her somewhere private instead of asking her to come to a party with a bunch of crass Marines.

      “I’m sorry, I didn’t realize. Do you want to go somewhere else?” I ask. I don’t want her to get upset and leave, and I’m not finished with her yet. I'm also not ashamed to beg. Again.

      Her face turns bright red, and she looks anywhere but at me. “It’s fine, I just didn’t want to get you in trouble. I tried to say no and I knew this was a bad idea.” She reaches for her cover up, and starts to put it back on. “I’ll just find Sierra and we can go.”

      She stands up and my brain kicks in. “No!” I shout, and grab her wrist. I look around and see everyone staring in our direction, and her friend makes her way over to us. I reluctantly let go of her wrist, and people go back to what they were doing, trying not to cause a scene.

      “You okay, Jules?” Sierra asks.

      “Yeah, I’m good. You ready to go?” I can see they do some eye exchange and Sierra nods her head.

      “Wait. Please don’t go.” I panic and try to think of something to get them to stay. “Look, there’s a theater room in the house. Why don’t we put something on, and you and I can talk some more? Please. No drinking, nothing crazy. Let’s just talk.” I can hear the note of desperation in my voice, but I don't give a fuck.

      “Hang on a second,” Sierra says, and pulls Julie over to the side. They have a short convo, and walk back over to where I’m standing.

      Sierra looks me in the eyes, and after a second I guess she finds what she’s looking for. “You’re in luck. Your friend Knox, I guess you call him ‘Scribe’, is kind of cute, so I don’t mind hanging out while you guys talk a bit. But the second she asks to leave, we are out of here. No protests, no arguments. We are gone. Got it?”

      “Got it.”

      I don’t waste any time, taking Julie by the hand, leading her inside to the end of the house and into the room Scribe uses as a movie room. There’s a big projector screen at one end and a couple of couches at the other. I walk over and choose a movie at random while Julie sits on the couch. Once it’s up and playing, I go sit beside her and turn my body so I’m facing her.

      She’s got her cover up back on, but I’ve got my shirt off. I feel like I should have put on more clothes for this, but I’m not losing time away from her by getting dressed.

      “I’m sorry. I should’ve said something in the store.”

      “I didn’t give you much of a chance.”

      She laughs a little at that. “No, you’re right, you really didn’t.”

      “I’m twenty seven. I don’t know if that makes a difference to you, but just in case you wanted to know.”

      “It doesn't bother me.”

      “Your age doesn’t bother me,” I say, and I mean it. Something about her has taken a hold of me, and it’s like nothing I’ve ever felt. I don’t know what it is about her, but I can’t let her go. It’s like there’s this pull between us, and I’ve got to figure out what it is.

      Her cheeks blush a little and she nods her head. “Good then.”

      “So,” I say, reaching out and taking her fingers in my hand. The feeling is still there, and oddly enough, it comforts me. “Tell me all about my shortcake.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter Two

        

        Julie

      

    
    
      His blue eyes seem so intense, but playful at the same time. I should be scared by how easily he moves me around, talks me into going places with him, but at this moment all I can think about is kissing him. It’s all I’ve been thinking about since the moment I first saw him.

      He wants to talk, and while getting to know him is the smart thing to do, I can’t stop this pull between us. I want to know everything about him, and I want to tell him my life story too. Right now, with no shirt on, and the way he’s sitting on the couch, angled towards me, I’d rather let our bodies get to know one another better.

      Looking into his eyes, I make my intentions clear, and I move into his personal space on the couch. When I get even with his mouth, I close my eyes, part my lips, and let him do the rest.

      I don’t think I’ve ever made the first move with a guy before, but since the moment he dragged my body against his at the store, it’s all I can think about.

      After what feels like an hour—but is probably only a second—I feel his lips brush against mine. They’re softer than I would’ve thought for such a giant of a man, and gentler than I expected. His tongue slowly pushes into my mouth, sending a chill down my spine. I can’t stop myself, my body wanting more. I deepen the kiss on my own, the sound of moans fills my ears, and I don’t know if it’s coming from him or me. Before I know what I’m doing, I’m climbing onto his lap. My arms lock around his neck, my legs straddle his waist, and I cling to him with every ounce of my strength. I feel myself start to move all over him, and I’m a little shocked. I’ve never been so wanton before, but I’ve never felt this way. Maybe it’s because I’ve only kissed boys before.

      I had a few kisses at football games in high school, parties, and a couple of movie theater make-out sessions, but I’ve never acted like this before. I’ve never kissed someone and had to consume them. I’ve never kissed a man, and Abe is a fucking man.

      “Fuck, baby, you’re so goddamn sweet,” he says, pulling his mouth from mine and yanking my swimsuit cover from my body. His words make my pussy clench, and I dive for his mouth once again. My whole body feels like it’s on fire, and I need to get as close to him as possible.

      He sucks my tongue into his mouth, grabbing my hips at the same time. He moves me across his erection, putting the perfect pressure on my clit. My thin bikini bottom does nothing to protect my pussy from the ridge of his cock, and I couldn’t be happier about it. I can feel how hard he is through his trunks, and how hot he is against me.

      Breaking the kiss, I let my head fall, my blonde curls cascading down my back, hitting his thighs. He takes the opening to pull on the side of my triangle bikini top and latch on to my nipple.

      “Oh God,” I moan, even louder.

      “That’s it, little shortcake, you just feel. I’ll give you what you need.”

      And he’s right. I’m not doing a thing. I may be on top of him, but he’s moving my hips with his hands, using his mouth all over me.

      “Damn, you taste good, you even taste like a shortcake,” he growls against my skin, licking, sucking and leaving little bite marks. I want to tell him it’s my lotion, but all that comes from me is another moan. It’s like I’ve lost all ability to talk.

      “You’re going to cum for me, aren’t you? Make that pussy nice and wet for me.” And just like that, at his deep sexy words, my orgasm shoots through my body, sending me to heaven.

      Never in my life has someone talked to me like that. His mouth latches on to mine, swallowing my moans as my body jerks against his. I feel myself flood into my bikini bottoms, soaking them with my release.

      Once I’m spent, my whole body goes lax, and I feel my back hit the sofa.

      “Fuck, shortcake. I just came in my pants, and I’m still so goddamn hard.” Abe buries his face in the crook of my neck. “I don’t have a condom, but, baby, I haven’t been with anyone in forever, and serving overseas we get checked all the time. I promise. I’m clean,” he says, pulling himself back up to look down at me. His whole body covers mine, and I can tell he’s taking care not to crush me with his enormous body.

      “I’m clean,” I tell him, and I know I should tell him the rest. “But I’m not on anything.”

      He closes his eyes as if in pain. “I’ll pull out, baby. I want you bare. I’ve never been skin to skin with someone before, and I want that with you. No, I need it, but you’re going to have to get on the pill.”

      His words make me smile. This isn’t just a one-time thing for him if he’s talking about me going on the pill. I want this and I want it with him.

      “I should eat your pussy first, but I’ve got to get inside you.” He pushes his cock against me, making my body jerk. I’m still sensitive from my orgasm, but I’m too turned on to care.

      “I should probably tell you.” I take a deep breath, getting the courage to say this. “I’ve never done this before.”

      “Done what, baby?” he says, peppering kissing on my chest.

      Shit. He’s going to make me say it. I don’t know why this is so hard to admit. Maybe because he’s so much older than me.

      His head rises and he meets my eyes. His intense blue eyes stare down at me like he’s trying to figure out what I mean. I can actually see when it clicks for him, and I watch as his eyes go wide.

      The next thing I know, I’m sitting in his lap, and he’s fixing my swimsuit so I’m covered up.

      I wasn’t sure how he’d respond, but he isn’t pushing me away. He also sure doesn’t look like he wants to have sex anymore, but he’s not asking me to leave.

      “What movie do you want to watch? Something scary? Funny? Action packed? Hell, I’ll even let you pick a chick flick if you stay in my lap while we watch it.”

      His abrupt change of subject throws me off.

      “You don’t want…” I don’t finish the sentence, and I can feel my face heat.

      “Oh, I fucking want to,” he says, pushing his erection into me. “But your first time sure in the fuck isn’t going to be on Scribe’s sofa. No, I’ll make it perfect for you.”

      Leaning in, he places a soft kiss on my lips. I can’t stop the smile from spreading across my face.

      “But for today, you’re going to sit here and watch some movies with me, and we are going to get to know each other. I’ve got a month, and I want to spend every second with you.”

      “Action,” I say, pushing my body into his. “But I’m still staying on your lap.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter Three

        

        Julie

      

    
    
      
        July 2011

      

      My back is pushed up against the side of the truck, and I’m locked around Abe, my face buried in his neck. This seems to be our signature move. I find that I’m always wrapped around him, and he’s always holding me as if I weigh as much as a feather. It probably feels like that to someone as big as him.

      I can’t stop the tears from streaming down my face. I know they upset him, and hiding my face in his neck isn’t fooling anyone. I’m sure he can feel the wetness against his skin.

      “Come on, shortcake, it’s only a year. We’re going to write every day, and I’ll call and Skype you as much as I can.”

      I cry harder at the word ‘year’. A whole year without him seems like forever. I know we’ve only been together a month, but it’s been the most perfect month of my life. We’ve been glued to each other since the first time we kissed.

      “Tell me you love me,” he says. Of course he says that. I haven’t been able to talk for the last twenty minutes. I’ve just been clinging to him and sobbing. I know if I tried to speak I’d just burst into tears, but that seems to be happening anyway.

      “I love you more than bacon,” I whisper, pulling back to look at him. I probably look like hell. My eyes are red, my nose is puffy, and I’m probably all blotchy. I’m not one of those cute criers. I do the full-on Oprah ugly cry.

      “Bringing out the big guns, I see. My hand will never be the same after the bacon incident.”

      I giggle at the reminder. He always makes me laugh. Who’s going to make me laugh now? The thought has me bursting into tears again.

      “Shortcake, I promise my hand is fine. Why are you crying? You got the bacon, and I learned never to reach for the last slice ever again, I can promise you that. My pint-sized firecracker scared the shit out of this Marine.”

      “I’m pretty sure you can’t take that with you. Though she might fit in your bag she’s so damn tiny.”

      I know without looking that it’s Lucias. I’ve gotten to know him pretty well over the last month, and I know how important he is to Abe.

      “Not now.” Abe’s words are clipped and laced with irritation.

      “I’m just shocked you haven’t broken her.”

      “I’m going to break your face if you don’t move along and give us some privacy.”

      I feel him take a step, and I wrap myself around him even tighter, knowing he isn’t going to make a grab for Lucias with me locked around him.

      “You got ten, man. Then we’re out.”

      “I fucking know,” he barks, and I can feel the tension in his body. He’s not mad at Lucias, he’s mad about leaving. He’s been hiding it well, and I just got a glimpse of what he’s really feeling. I have to get it together. It’s him heading back to the desert, risking his life. I get to stay here where it’s safe, not looking over my shoulder every day. I need to toughen up for Abe.

      “When you come back, where will we get married?” I’m trying to draw his attention back to me with something sweet. He’s been asking me to marry him since, well, I guess about five minutes after I met him. He asked every day until I finally said yes, which was around week two.

      “I don’t care where we get married, all I care about is you being mine forever.”

      “Already am,” I remind him. “But I guess I have to marry you, since you won’t devirginize me until we say ‘I do’.”

      “I know how you look at my body, shortcake. I won’t be used for it. If you want it, you’ll have to put a ring on it.”

      I giggle at his words. I do look at him like a starved person would a meal. He won't even let me touch him below the waist. He says if I did, I’d be without my virginity in seconds. While I was totally down for that, he wasn’t budging. Abe always made sure I got off, and I never knew all the things a man could do to a woman to get her off without sex. Before him I had this idea of what sex would be like, but after his first touch I knew it would never be what I expected. It would always be better with Abe.

      “You come back to me. You hear me, Abraham Tanner?”

      “Every day I’m out there will be about coming back to you. This time I know I have you waiting for me. I’ll know that when I’m done with this last tour, I’m coming back to you, my home.”

      I swallow around the lump in my throat. This is why he didn’t want to take my virginity. He said he’ll fight so much harder knowing he’s got me counting on him. That when this year is up, we can fully be together.

      “I love you so goddamn much. I’d wait forever for you.”

      “I love you too, shortcake. Now kiss your man goodbye, and do it like you mean it. It’s gotta last me until I get you back in my arms again.”

      When I kiss his lips, I taste tears, and I don’t know if they’re mine or his.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter Four

        

        Julie

      

    
    
      
        1 week later

      

      His face fills the computer screen. He’s grinning from ear to ear, and I feel it match my own smile.

      “I found the package you put in my bag.”

      Those are the first words out of his mouth, and I can’t help but giggle. My face warms, but I’m not sure why I’m embarrassed. It’s nothing he hasn’t seen before. Abe loved getting me naked and pleasuring my body for hours until I begged him to stop. So I thought I’d send him a few mementos to keep him happy.

      “Well, I hope you’ll put them to good use.”

      “Trust me, shortcake, I already have.” Leaning in closer to the camera, he whispers, “Three times.”

      “Bullshit!” I hear someone in the background shout. “Julie! Oh God, Julie! I heard him grunting that name from the bathroom at least four times since we've been here.”

      Abe shoots up from his chair, and Scribe comes into view on the screen. Abe’s holding him by his shirt, and I hear him growl.

      “Don’t fucking moan her name, Scribe.”

      Suddenly, a stunning brunette comes on the screen. “You must be Julie. I’ve heard a lot about you. I’m Mac, but everyone calls me Casper. Can you believe these Marines? I don’t know how I always get stuck with them.”

      A random “oorah” sounds in the background, making the beautiful brunette roll her eyes. “I got this,” she says, giving me a quick wink.

      She turns, and I hear her get their attention. “Abe! We roll out in fifteen. You can play with Scribe, or you can talk to the pretty blonde you got over there. I’d prefer you pick the blonde because, sadly, I need Scribe. If he wasn’t my ears on the ground, I’d love to watch you kick his ass.”

      Abe finally lets him go, and I see the men stagger apart.

      “Jesus, man,” Scribe grunts. “Guess nobody can hook up with a girl named Julie, or Abe might kill us. We are clearly not allowed to use the name.”

      “Jesus!” Mac exclaims. “Can we go check my headset please? Leave them be before you get yourself killed.”

      Abe glares at Scribe until he finally retreats, but not before Mac smacks him on the back of the head.

      Mac bounces in front of the screen just before she takes off. “It was nice to meet you, Julie. Put a smile on his face for us, will you? He’s been a bear since we got here.”

      “It was nice to meet you too. I’ll try my best.”

      She gives me a small wave before disappearing.

      “Come back over here, I wanna see your face.”

      Abe drops down in his chair. “He was wrong, you know.”

      “Who?”

      “Scribe. It was more like five times I’ve been in the bathroom with those pictures you gave me.”

      “Only five?” I say, pretending I’m hurt.

      “That’s all I’m willing to admit.”

      I smile at him, fighting the lump in my throat. I only have him for a few minutes, and I don’t want to spend it crying. Think happy thoughts, Jules.

      “I love you,” I say, reaching out and touching the screen.

      “I love you too, baby.” His fingers mirror mine on the screen, and it looks as if our hands are touching. “I’m going dark for a while, so you may not hear from me for a little bit, but don’t stop writing. Your letters will get to me eventually, and I’ll keep in touch as much as I can. Even if you don’t hear from me, I’m always thinking about you.”

      “Be safe.”

      “Always, shortcake.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter Five

        

        Julie

      

    
    
      
        August 2011

      

      

      My dear fiancé,

      I don’t think I’ve ever called you that before. It sounds so fancy! I started classes today, so I’m officially a college student! *dances around* I was even lucky enough to snag a part-time gig at the local coffee shop. I have no idea what I’m doing, but I’ll fake it until I make it. Wish you could see my dorm room. It’s the first time being small works in my favor because I need all the extra space I can get in that room. I’m even one of the lucky ones who ended up without a roommate. I’m not sure how they put two people in those rooms!

      It should be okay, though. Next year I won’t need a dorm room, I’ll be happily married to my hunky Marine with our own little place. I’m thinking purple for our bedroom. It’ll have to be girly to offset all the manliness you got going on.

      I miss you. God, do I miss you. I dropped my phone last week and almost had a mini panic attack when it shattered. All my pictures of us were on it. Thank God, I was able to save them. I printed them all off and saved them to a million different places, so if you randomly see a billboard with our pic on it, I’m sorry.

      I love you!

      Always,

      Your shortcake

      Xoxoxo

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter Six

        

        Able

      

    
    
      
        September 2011

      

      

      Mine,

      You better be calling me your fiancé to every person you see. In fact, it better be on that billboard. Unless it’s one of the pictures of us at the lake. Then I’m going to tan your ass for showing the world what’s meant for my eyes.

      Don’t get too comfy, shortcake. I’m coming for you, and you can paint our bedroom whatever color you want. As long as your sweet ass is naked in our bed, I couldn’t give two shits what color you put on the wall.

      Keep writing me, baby. You have no idea what your letters mean to me. I don’t care what they say, even if you’re just telling me what you did all day, I’ll love the fuck out of them. Makes me feel like I’m with you when I know what you’re doing every day.

      I love you.

      Yours.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter Seven

        

        Julie

      

    
    
      
        November 2011

      

      

      My dear fiancé,

      People sometimes tell me I’m too young to get married when they find out I’m engaged. That we haven’t known each other long enough. I always just smile at them. I think I would have been one of them too if someone told me our story. It’s hard to explain love to people who’ve never really known it before.

      My mom and dad got married when they were both eighteen, and they had me a few years later. Today we celebrated their twenty-year anniversary. They looked so happy, always have been. Did I tell you when I told them I was going to marry you, all my mom said was, “When you know, you know.”

      It’s our first holiday season together. If you think the last care package I sent was good, wait until you see the next. I, of course, included a little something for Lucias and Scribe. Tell everyone I said hi, and I hope Mac is keeping you boys in line.

      With all my heart, I LOVE YOU!

      Yours.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter Eight

        

        Julie

      

    
    
      
        January 2012

      

      “Julie.”

      “Who’s this?” I say into the phone. Glancing over at the clock, I see it’s four o’clock in the morning.

      “Julie, honey, it’s Lucias.”

      I feel the burn in my nose, the onset of tears is instant. The tone of Lucias’s voice, the fact that it’s four o’clock in the morning, and that he’s calling me, lets me know more than I want to.

      “Please don’t,” is all I can get out.

      “Calm down, honey, he’s going to make it. It was touch and go for a week, but he’s stable.”

      “A week?” A fucking week and this is my first call?

      “I know, but we just finally got stateside, I promise this is the first time I got a chance to call you. We just touched down at Walter Reed hospital in Washington, D.C.”

      “I’m coming right now,” I say, jumping out of bed. I grab everything I can, the phone still pressed to my ear.

      “All right, I’ll text you the address. He’s been in and out of consciousness. He just keeps saying your name.”

      A sob rips from my throat

      “Julie, he’s going to make it, but I’m not going to lie to you, he’s rough. He got hit with a shit ton of blow back off an IED. He took a lot of shrapnel and has some bad burns, but that’s it. He’s lucky it wasn’t worse. Internally he’s fine.”

      “Thank God,” I hiccup into the phone.

      “Just get here. I’m sure once you’re here he’ll calm down. He keeps having nightmares, and every time he wakes, he’s screaming your name. It takes four of us to hold him down, so we’re thinking if you’re here it might help.”

      “I’ll be there as quick as I can.”

      Dropping my phone onto the bed, I hurriedly get dressed and pack a bag. When Lucias texts me the information, I forward it to my mom so she can book me a flight. I’m not wasting any time. She can make the travel plans while I drive to the airport.

      “I’m coming, baby,” I whisper.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter Nine

        

        Able

      

    
    
      I feel the fire on my face. My nightmare always starts the same. It’s burning hot, and I can’t find Julie anywhere. She’s here, but I don’t know where she is. I keep screaming her name as the explosion goes off and takes a part of me with it, the pain shooting through my body.

      Days have passed, or so they tell me. Everything seems so jumbled around, and all I can feel is pain. I’m in and out, and every time I wake I seem to be somewhere else. I just keep seeing the explosion happen right in front of me, and there’s nothing I can do to stop it. Each time the explosion goes off I see her reaching for me, calling my name. I need to get Julie out of here. I need to keep her safe, but as quick as she’s there she's gone again, I can’t find her.

      “Julie! Julie!” I feel the heavy weight on me again, and it helps to ease some of my fear. It’s my brothers holding me down, I know it, but I can’t connect reality to my dreams. They are both twisted together and distorted.

      “Abe?”

      It’s barely a whisper, but I know it’s her. I struggle harder to try to get to her.

      “Calm down, goddamn it. If you don’t pull it together, the nurse is going to sedate you again. Julie’s here, man. Just calm down and we’ll bring her over.”

      I can feel the bandages covering most of my face, but I can still make out some of her silhouette in the distance. I can’t imagine what I look like. From what I remember from the doctors, I have second-degree and some third-degree burns over forty percent of my body, but I was lucky not to have any major damage. I’ve gotten a few glimpses of myself, and it isn't good. I start to sit up again, but I feel Lucias stop me, pushing me back down onto the bed.

      “Just lie back and be easy. We are trying to do this for the both of you, but you’ve got to be calm.”

      “Okay.” That word is all I can manage through my dry mouth. At some point I must have had a tube down my throat, because it sounds like I’ve been gargling with gravel and battery acid.

      The lights are dimmed down low, but I can see as she approaches the bed. I can feel her light touch through the bandage on my hand, but suddenly I feel her jerk away.

      “Oh god, Abe.”

      Flashes of the IED going off mix with my nightmares of Julie, and I get confused about what really happened that day. At the sound of her voice, memories and dreams start to bombard my mind. I shake my head, trying to clear my thoughts, but all I see is fire and smoke, and all I hear is her screaming for me.

      With my bandages distorting my view, she looks like an angel. My perfect, sweet, little angel. What a pair we would make now. With burns covering my body and the rage I feel coursing through me, I have to look pretty damn close to the devil himself. I wasn’t good enough for her before, but now I couldn’t even try to pretend.

      “Get her out of here.” Silence falls across the room, and I try to breathe through the pain. It’s all coming in flashes now, and I’m afraid of what I might do. I can feel the anger rising in me, a rage that wants to burst free at all I’ve lost.

      “Abe, calm down. It’s okay. You’re here and you're safe.”

      “Lucias, I said get her the fuck out of here. Now.”

      “Baby, don’t do this. I love you. I’m not going anywhere.” The soft plea in her voice wraps around my heart, but all I can feel is the anger consuming me, eating me alive.

      When I turn to look at her, I can see she’s moved closer and I can make out more of her now. She looks like she’s been crying all night. She’s a mess, but still just as gorgeous as the last time I saw her, and I just want to take her in my arms and hold her. I want to tell her I love her, but I can’t. I’m too fucked up for her. She deserves better than what’s left of me. She needs more than pieces.

      “I don’t want you here. Get out.”

      I can see the pain visibly hit her, and it tears me apart inside.

      She looks to Lucias, and he nods towards the door.

      “Abe, sweetheart, please.”

      “‘Sweetheart’, Julie? Do I look like someone's sweetheart?”

      “You’re my sweetheart.”

      Her words tug at me but it’s not what I want. I prefer the rage and anger. It’s easier to process right now. Gripping the bedside bar, I give one hard yank, ripping it right off the bed. I throw it at the wall next to Lucias, who doesn't even flinch. It makes a dent in the drywall before hitting the ground with a thud.

      “Get her the fuck out!” I bellow, bringing two nurses rushing into the room.

      Julie stares at me for a beat before she turns and walks out of the room without so much as a glance back, and I see Mac follow behind her. I look around and everything is blurry, but I can make out the shapes of Scribe and Lucias. Whatever the nurse just pushed into my IV must be working fast.

      “You two, get the fuck out as well.”

      Lucias walks closer to the bed, not listening to me. “I know you’re hurting, brother, so I’m going to let you have some space, but I’ll be outside that door for as long as you’re here, watching your back.”

      “I don’t need your sympathy. Just get the fuck away from me. All of you.”

      After a moment they exit the room.

      I lie there, thinking about what happened to me as I feel the drugs kick in, and I drift off to sleep. The nightmare grips me instantly, only this time, Julie is the one holding the IED, and she’s coming for me. I see myself in her eyes as she sets off the blast, and I look like a monster.

      A savage monster.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter Ten

        

        Julie

      

    
    
      I put my face in my hands, and I sob. I don’t think I’ve cried more in my life than I have in the past week. I’m not sure how I have any tears left to shed. Abe still refuses to see me. I should be thrilled that he’s going to make it, but his not wanting to see me is ripping me apart. It’s been five days, and each time he refuses to let me into the room, a little part of my heart dies.

      I feel a warm hand rub circles on my back, and I know without looking who it is.

      “They are sending him home today,” Mac says as she continues to rub my back. I’m thankful she’s here. She’s been with me most of my time here, just sitting outside in the hospital lobby. She even let me crash with her.

      “He’s not going to let me see him, is he?” I ask, already knowing her answer. Oddly enough, she hasn’t told me I should leave, though. I think we all keep thinking that he’s going to give in and let me see him, but he hasn’t.

      “Maybe it’s best you head back home. Maybe when you both get back to Kansas City, he’ll see how much of a dipshit he’s being.”

      “When are you guys heading out?”

      “I’m not. Well, not to Kansas City anyway. I have to report back to the Air Force. Scribe and Lucias are going back with Abe. I don’t think either have to go back out there. They all only had six months left on their contracts, and I know they planned to be done after those months were up. But with this happening and their team pretty fucked up, it’s a safe bet they’ll keep them stateside.”

      “Thank you for everything,” I say, turning to look at her. I don’t know how I would have done it out here without her. Mac doesn’t say a lot, but she was a solid shoulder for me for the past few days

      “No need to thank me. I’m doing what’s right, what’s right for him. He may not let you into that room, but he sure keeps asking where you are. And I’m guessing if someone didn’t have an answer, he might lose it again.”

      “God, I just don’t get him right now. He’s so worried about me, but he’s causing me all kinds of pain. Doesn’t he get that?” I huff, frustration coloring my words.

      “Julie, I like you, and I know my boy in that room loves you,” She nods to the doorway, her black hair brushing her shoulders. “He’s like a fucking brother to me. You have no idea what it was like to have to watch the bomb go off, and there wasn’t shit I could do about it. Fuck, I was a good thousand yards from them when it went off, and all I could do was sit and watch through the scope of my gun. I’ve never felt so powerless…” Her words trail off, but I can see the pain all over her face.

      Taking a deep breath, she continues. “When you spend hours on missions with people, you learn a lot about them. I’m sure you know Abe didn’t have a great home life, that he’s been planning to make one with you, been counting down to it, and well…that literally just got blown to hell for him.”

      I flinch at her reference. “But it doesn’t have to be this way—”

      “I know that,” she says, cutting me off. “But he sure as shit doesn’t. These men are bull headed when they set their mind to something, and that’s just how it’s going to be.”

      I know she’s right. I wanted Abe to marry me and make me his before he left, but he had something else in mind, and that was exactly what happened. He got his way.

      “You telling me to walk away, Mac?” I ask around the lump in my throat.

      “Yeah, I’m telling you to walk away. What you do when you walk is up to you, but I suggest you get yourself back to school. If he isn’t going to let you in, he isn’t going to let you in. Sitting outside his room isn’t doing anything but causing you both more pain. When he’s ready, he’ll come for you.”

      “And if he never comes?”

      “Then Abraham is gone. The man sitting in that room is no longer the man who left you six months ago, and to be honest, he might not be something you want.”

      “I don’t care who’s in the room, I’ll take any piece of him I can get,” I plead with her, trying to get her to understand.

      “I know you would, but that doesn’t mean he wants to give it.” She leans in closer to me. “He’ll come for you when he’s ready.”

      I pray he does.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter Eleven

        

        Savage
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        March 2012

      

      “You hear from her?”

      Lucias just shrugs his shoulders without answering me, continuing to flip through the channels on the tv.

      It pisses me off that Julie calls him, but I haven’t heard anything recently about her calling. I should be happy she stopped, but I can’t keep from asking.

      “Just answer the fucking question,” I snap at him, frustration getting the best of me.

      “No, she hasn't, not since the last time you fucking snapped when she called me. She heard you, Savage, but what the fuck does it matter anyway? You're no good for her.” He continues flipping through the channels like we aren’t talking about the most important thing in my life.

      His words sting, but it’s true. I can’t get mad at him for saying it.

      “And don’t start that shit either. I don’t mean because you're a little uglier now, I mean because your ass won't get off this fucking couch and get your life together. You need to talk to someone about your nightmares and these serious anger issues you got going on. Maybe even start going to all these fucking doctors’ appointments you're supposed to, and I don't know, maybe stop with all the fucking pain pills and whiskey you shove down your goddamn throat.”

      He throws the remote onto the coffee table, finally looking at me.

      “You’re not the only one who lost something that day. Did you lose more? Fuck yeah, you did, but this person sitting on the couch next to me, I do not fucking know. It blows my mind you’d do this to that girl. You’re going to kick yourself in the ass for this one day. And have you forgotten your brothers need you? I need you. There’s so much shit going on around here with my father’s club, and I need you at my back. But you're just going to abandon us like this after everything? Are you still lying out there in that desert? I’m pretty sure I remember dragging your ass out of there, but from the looks of it, I’m not sure who the hell came back from that place.”

      “I’m no good for her.” It’s all I can bring myself to say because I know he’s right.

      “At this moment in time I’m inclined to agree with you, but you could be good enough for her if you tried. You haven't fought even a little for her, so you’re right; you’re no good for her.”

      His words burn and drive me to pick up the pill bottle next to me. They’re for the pain, but I don't think the doc realizes I’m not using them for the external pain anymore. They numb me and help me forget all I’ve lost.

      “I love her so goddamn much, Lucias, I just want what’s best for her.”

      “Then be what’s best for her.”

      Popping the top of the bottle, I look down at the pills. I stare at them for a second and put the lid back on. I throw the bottle over to Lucias, and he snatches it with one hand.

      “Get me the cards the doctor gave me, I’ll make some calls.”

      I have to at least try. For her.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter Twelve

        

        Savage
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        May 2012

      

      “Push, push, push, push!” the trainer screams at me, making my head pound. Dropping the weighted bar, I let out a string of curses. I’ve been at this for fucking months, and I don’t even feel close to having my strength back.

      “You’re doing it all wrong,” Lucias says, strolling into the gym. “Watch and learn, I’ll teach you how you control a savage.” He smirks, thinking he’s being clever. The name has really started to stick, it seems.

      “Get back under there; I’ll get you to lift it.” He nods for me to lie back on the bench.

      Lying down, I grip the bar, trying to push it up. It comes off an inch, but I can’t seem to get it to move any more.

      “I saw your shortcake today. I think she was on a date with some preppy-looking guy. What’s with all these stupid fucks popping their collars? Don’t they know they look like dipshits?”

      Anger rushes through my body at Lucias’s words.

      “See? Told you.”

      It’s then I realize I have the bar fully extended out.

      “Do I get a cut of your pay or something? Or does the insurance company just pay me direct for doing your job?” Lucias asks the trainer with a smirk on his face, one I’m about to remove with my foot.

      I drop the bar back down and go to make a grab for him, but he sidesteps me.

      “I was just fucking around, Savage. I didn’t see your girl.”

      I give him a hard look, but I feel a smile hit the side of my mouth.

      “One step closer,” he says, and I nod at him in agreement.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter Thirteen

        

        Savage
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        June 2012

      

      “The nightmares are easing off, but I’m still having about one a week,” I tell the doc, trying to get her to understand. I don’t care that I’m having less, I need to be having none.

      “Abraham,” she says, putting her pad down on her desk. “We have come so far, you’ve gone from having them every night to having them once a week. That’s a huge improvement in such a short period, but you’ve got to give it more time.”

      She’s been saying this for weeks, but it feels like it’s been months. Each day I’m away from Julie feels like an eternity. I have to get this a hundred percent under control before I go for her. When I have the nightmares, I lose control.

      “You need to give yourself more credit. You’ve made significant progress, and with your positive attitude and hard work, I have no doubt you’ll make a full recovery. Just don’t beat yourself up. Sometimes you’ll have setbacks, but that doesn’t mean you’ll go back to square one. We’ll keep working at this until you’re healthy.”

      “How much longer, doc?”

      “Only time will tell, Abraham.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter Fourteen

        

        Savage
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        August 2012

      

      “You’ve really made a miracle recovery. All your burns have healed nicely, with no infections, and your strength has come back a lot quicker than we thought it would,” Dr. Fields says as he flips through my file. Easy for him to say, the scars don’t look like they’ve healed so nicely to me, but that’s really neither here nor there right now.

      “No, I’m not. I still can't fucking get it up.”

      The doctor's eyebrows rise as he looks over the top of his glasses at me. “That’s not uncommon considering all the medication you’ve been on and the trauma your body has gone through. I could give you something for now, if you like, but you're young, I’m sure it will come back to you,” he offers, but I don’t want any more meds.

      I just shake my head. I’m not ready to see her yet so it doesn't matter that my cock can’t get hard right now anyway.

      “Give it a little more time,” he says, closing the file. “Keep working with the physical therapist and using the lotions I prescribed you. Other than that, you’re as healthy as can be. All you’re hard work has paid off.”

      

      Not yet, I think to myself. Almost there.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter Fifteen

        

        Savage
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        September 2012

      

      Today marks three months exactly since my last nightmare. I told myself if I could go that long without one, then I could have her. I know it was shitty the way I left things, but I knew I needed to get my head straight before I tried to make things right. I owe her everything, and she deserves someone who’s able to give her that. I didn’t want to half-ass it with all we’ve been through already.

      I hop on my motorcycle and head to Julie’s parents’ house. I heard from Mac that Julie’s been staying with them this semester to save money at school, and it breaks my heart. We should have been married by now, but my fucked-up head kept that from happening. I feel the wind blow on my face as I near the house, and I make a silent vow to her and to us that I’ll make it right.

      I won her over once, and I can do it again. I have to. I’ve been to every shrink I could get my hands on, and talked until my lips went numb. I’ve been through so many doctors and physical therapists I could probably get a medical degree by now. I’ve done all I can do to myself to become the healthiest man I can be for her, and I’m ready to pick up where we left off. I just pray she’ll forgive me.

      My dick still doesn’t work, but most of my doctors reassure me that one day it might. I hate that I can’t give that to Julie, but I’ll give her everything I can to make sure she’s satisfied. I don’t care if I have to eat her pussy thirty-two times a day, she’ll never want for anything sexually. My love for her goes beyond the physical, and I need her. I don’t care how it has to be. I have to have her.

      I drive around the bend, and see her parents in the front yard doing some gardening. I pull up in the driveway and get off my chopper to go see if she’s home. I’m nervous about what her parents are going to say to me, but whatever it is, I’ll take it. She’s worth it all and then some. I’ll take any licking I have coming my way.

      Her mom approaches me, with her dad close on her heels. She’s a tiny little thing just like Julie, and her white blonde hair hangs in ringlets too. They’re nearly identical in looks. And attitude. Julie’s dad is tall and well-built for an older guy. What I find most intimidating about him are his eyes. Julie’s eyes are the same, and I know they have the ability to see right through me.

      I stand there and watch them walk towards me, bracing for the anger and the hatred. When her mom’s within arm’s reach, I tense, but then suddenly I’m engulfed in a hug. It’s warm and wonderful, and I can’t help but hug her back, reveling in the comfort and affection.

      “She’s in the kitchen,” she whispers into my ear, and she turns to go back to her flowers without another word.

      Julie’s dad gives me a firm handshake and solid eye contact, telling me without words not to fuck this up. I nod back at him, and that’s all the confirmation he needs. In a matter of seconds they’ve gone back to their work, and given me their blessing to make things right with my girl.

      I feel a bounce in my step as I go through the front door and make my way to the kitchen. It’s one more obstacle down to getting Julie back in my life.

      I was here quite a few times before I shipped out, her parents always welcoming me to their home. Despite our age difference, and how fast we moved, they seemed to see something in us that reminded them of their relationship.

      I round the corner and see her sitting at the table, books and papers spread out all around her. At the first sight of her beauty, my knees go weak, and I fall on them in the middle of the kitchen. It’s where I need to be anyway, groveling on them for her.

      “Abe!”

      Julie says my name as an expletive and an accusation. She jumps up from her seat and glares at me. It’s safe to say she isn’t happy to see me.

      “What the fuck are you doing here? Get out.” She spits the words at me, but I can see her eyes. They can’t lie to me. I see the sadness and the need there, because they match my own.

      I’m on my knees, and I spread my arms wide, baring my soul to her. Showing her physically how exposed I am, and that I’m willing to sacrifice everything for her.

      “Julie.”

      She starts to speak but I don’t let her.

      “I never meant to hurt you, and I’m sorry I pushed you away. You were, and you are, the best thing that’s ever happened to me. I was so afraid. I was scared that you wouldn’t love me if I wasn’t whole, so I pushed first. I was having such a hard time figuring out what happened, and trying to keep you safe, that I lost my mind a little. I know I’m all scarred-up now, and I’m not the same on the inside either, but one thing has never changed. My love for you hasn’t gone away, and I know now that I’m okay. I got help and I got better, and I’m here, begging you to take me back.”

      “No.”

      She says the word, but I can see the way she’s moving from foot to foot. She’s fighting the pull between us. I can see the way she bites her bottom lip as she fights the urge to say what she really wants. I can see how her eyes beg me to hold her.

      “Please,” I whisper, letting all the love I have flow through that one word.

      “You broke my heart, Abe. I can’t just forgive that. You pushed me away. You wouldn’t let me see you when you needed me the most. What the fuck? You were the love of my life. How was I supposed to just forget that.”

      “Did you forget it?”

      “No.”

      The tears run down her cheeks at the admission, and I can’t stand not going to her and holding her, but this has to be her decision. If she makes the choice to be mine, I’m not letting her get away.

      “Julie, my love, please. I fought to get back to this place, and I’ll keep fighting until I have you. Take me back. Marry me. Be mine again and I’ll give you everything. We can do it all, baby. Have a house, babies, grow old together. Please, shortcake. Choose us,” I beg, knowing that I’ll sleep in her front yard every night until she finally gives in.

      She laughs a little through tears when I say her nickname. “You show up after all this time and expect me to just fall into your arms after you call me ‘shortcake’?”

      “Yes,” I say, giving her a half-smile.

      “You’re a cocky bastard, I’ll give you that,” she says, reminding me of the first day we met, how she called me that then too, right before—

      Suddenly, she runs to me, knocking me down on the floor as I engulf her in my big arms. She wraps her arms and legs around me, and I grab her face, pressing my lips to hers. Our lips and tongues connect, and it’s as if it’s our first kiss all over again. It’s all-consuming and like nothing I’ve ever felt. She’s my other half, and as our lips touch, my world clicks back into place.

      “Thank God!” I shout, pulling back from her lips.

      “What? Did you expect me to put up more of a fight?”

      “Well, actually, yes. But also, my dick is hard as a rock right now, so today is officially the greatest day of my life. Let’s get married right now so I can go ahead and make it even better.”

      “You’re crazy, you know that?”

      “Crazy about you, shortcake. Now tell me you love me.”

      “I love you more than bacon.”
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      Later that night

      

      “I can’t believe we did it,” she says, playing with my dog tags that she’s wearing around her neck. They mean more than she knows, but I’ll tell her more about the club later.

      “You better believe it, Mrs. Tanner. I do love a good Vegas wedding.”

      “I thought for sure my parents would make us wait, but I guess they know what true love is like.”

      “It’s pretty damn great, isn’t it, Mrs. Tanner?”

      “You’re going to keep calling me that, aren’t you?” she asks, a giant smile lighting up her face. She likes it when I call her that.

      “Fuck yeah. You’re mine now, shortcake. This is for life, and it’s about damn time too.”

      She giggles, and I lean down to kiss her lips. As soon as she gave me the green light, I scooped her up and we hopped on the first plane out of Kansas City to Vegas. We got a quickie wedding—performed by Elvis—and now we’re in a suite at the Bellagio.

      Julie pulls away, and I try to hold her tighter to me, not wanting to let her go.

      “Easy, Abe. I just want to go change. I didn’t stop to get something to wear for the wedding night for nothing. I want this night to be perfect.”

      “It already is. But if you want to have whatever you bought ripped to shreds, then by all means go change. But I’m giving you exactly seven seconds before I’m taking that door down and coming in after you.”

      “Yes, sir,” she says with a mock salute. I don’t have the heart to tell her how awful that salute was, or that I like her calling me ‘sir’. I’ll save that one for another night.

      As I watch her walk away, I take off all my clothes, wondering what she’ll think about the scars, how different I look now, but I push that thought aside. We’re past that. Julie doesn't care what I look like. I get into bed. I’m trying to be patient and give her the time she needs, even though I’m dying to feel her against me.

      After what feels like an eternity, the bathroom door opens a crack, and she peeks out, hiding behind the door.

      “I’m nervous. I don’t know why because you’ve seen me already, but this feels different.”

      “It’s our wedding night, baby. It’s a big fucking deal.”

      She laughs, and I hear her take a deep breath as if to steady her nerves. Finally, the door opens and she steps out. Suddenly, all the blood in my body goes to my dick, and I forget how to speak. It’s strange, finally being able to get hard after so long, but it seems all my body needed was her. It’s all it seemed to crave.

      She walks slowly over to the bed, and I haven’t so much as breathed since she emerged from the bathroom. She stands at the end of the bed, looking like a pure angel, and I can’t find my tongue. She’s dressed simply in white lace, but seeing her like this, a virgin on our wedding night, it does something to the beast inside me.

      A dark blush blossoms on her cheeks and chest, and I can tell she’s really shy right now. It shouldn’t make me harder but, fuck, it does.

      “Abe?”

      She whispers my name so quietly I almost don’t hear it.

      “Perfect.” It’s all I can get out as I sit up and grab her, pulling her onto the bed. I roll us so she’s under me, my big body blanketing hers. She’s so tiny, but we’ll fit together. We have to. The white lace rubs between us, so I pull the cups down to expose her nipples, rubbing them on my chest. “So fucking perfect.”

      “I’ve waited so long for you, Abe. I love you so much.”

      “I love you too, Julie. With all my heart.”

      I lean down, kissing her, her body wrapping around mine. My hard cock presses against her opening, and I can feel how hot and wet she is. We’ve been on edge all day to seal the deal, so I’m skipping the foreplay for now. I need to get inside her and have our bodies connected like they’re meant to be. I need to have her in every way possible to know that she’s truly mine.

      I move my hips so the tip of my cock pushes against her entrance. I look into her eyes, and she gives me a small nod, letting me know that she’s ready. When I push in and break her hymen, she lets out a little grunt. My girl is tough and fighting through the pain, not letting me know how much it hurts.

      She’s so incredibly tight I have to focus on my breathing as well. She squeezes me so hard, and feeling her, skin on skin, is heaven. I’ve never ridden bareback, but with her, it’s the only way we’ll ever be. I don’t care how many times I get her pregnant, I want nothing between us.

      I lean down and kiss her neck, letting her relax a little, waiting for the pain to subside some. “I’m almost all the way in, baby. Just breathe, and I’ll push in the rest of the way.”

      “Jesus Christ, are you shitting me, Abe? There’s more of you?”

      I smile against her neck and keep kissing her, waiting on her to relax. “I guess you never got a good look at it before, but I’m big everywhere, Mrs. Tanner.”

      “That monster is never going in my ass. Do you hear me? That’s a deal breaker.”

      “All in good time, baby.”

      I push the rest of the way in, and this time she lets out the shout of shock I knew she was holding back.

      “Fuck!”

      “In a second, my love. Let’s get you used to him first.”

      “You know damn well what I meant, Abe. Jesus. Having babies won’t be a problem after you’ve fucked me a few times with that thing.”

      If she doesn't stop talking about me getting her knocked up, I’m going to cum before this even gets started. I pepper her neck and chest with kisses, leaning down to lick her nipples. I suck one at a time into my mouth. I push her big tits together, so her nipples are touching and suck them both at the same time. That’s what it takes to get her to throw her head back in pleasure and start to move on my cock. Her hips make small movements at first, but after a few minutes of sucking her, she’s thrusting up, trying to take me deeper.

      “You want me to fuck you now, shortcake?”

      “Yes,” she murmurs as she closes her eyes, lost in pleasure. I’m ready to give her anything she asks for, pulling out and pushing back in. She’s so hot and tight, her little pussy sucking me into her small body.

      She’s the best—and the last—I’ll ever have. From the moment I first saw her I knew there would never be another in my life, no matter if we were together or not. What would be the point? Once you’ve had a taste of perfection, nothing will ever compare.

      “Oh God, Abe! I’m close. Play with my clit.”

      My girl has never been shy about asking for what she wants. Like always, I give her what she asks for, and I reach between our bodies to strum her clit.

      “Goddamn,” I grunt, feeling her pussy tighten on me even more. “I can’t last much longer, baby.”

      As I say the words, she comes undone, shouting her release, and wetting my dick with her pleasure. I can feel her honey coating my cock. The culmination of all these things—the sounds, the feeling, everything—sends me over the edge. I push into her as far as I can go and I cum inside her. Her unprotected body opens up for my seed as I shoot my cum inside her, filling her with me.

      I cum and cum until I can barely hold myself up any more. I don’t want to crush her, so I prop myself up on my elbows as I finish. There’s so much cum, it runs down the sides of her pussy and onto the bed. Our juices are everywhere, mixed together, coating her thighs. It’s a wonderful feeling, having an orgasm, but having the best orgasm of your life? Priceless.

      After I catch my breath, I roll us both over. I’m still inside her as she straddles me. Since my cock finally came back to life, it doesn't seem like it will ever go down again. I reach down, removing my dog tags, and I put them around her neck as she sits atop me.

      “What are these for?” she asks, pulling at the tags.

      “It’s just another way to mark you as mine, baby.”

      She reaches out and touches my wedding band, smiling at me. “I like seeing this on you. Marking you as mine.” With her words, she lifts up a little and moans at the sensation.

      “Remember all those times we practiced this, shortcake?”

      She starts to rock a little more, working her hips, finding a rhythm she likes. “I remember you teasing me. Not taking off your pants to give me what I wanted. I remember having to ride the ridge of your cock to get off because you wouldn’t put it in me.” The jingle of my tags sounds as she starts to really move on top of me.

      “Well, now it’s all yours, baby. Do your worst.” I give her a cocky grin, and I feel the skin pull along my cheek where it’s scarred. She must sense my apprehension, because she leans down and kisses the part of my face that got the worst of the blast.

      “You’re still that same gorgeous, arrogant bastard I fell in love with.”

      I feel her lips trail down my neck and to my chest as she rocks up and down on my cock. I love the tight feeling of her around me, sharing our bodies with each other. I don’t plan on pulling out of her for the next three days. I want her as much as possible.

      “Oh yeah? I’m a wounded vet now, shortcake. I think I’ll need some extra attention.”

      She sits up and rolls her eyes at me, slowly sliding up and down my shaft. The feeling makes me moan, and she knows exactly what she’s doing. She looks down into my eyes, and I can feel us clicking into place again. Like two lost puzzle pieces being put back together. I’ve got my girl, and all's right with the world.

      [image: ]
* * *

      3 a.m.

      

      I wake up, breathing heavily and covered in sweat. I realize I’m standing and my ears are ringing. I look around the room and see that it’s trashed. It looks like someone took a bat to the furniture and broke everything that wasn’t nailed down.

      “Julie.” The word is dry in my throat, and I’m having flashbacks of trying to talk in the hospital. The room is spinning, and I look around, desperately trying to find her.

      I hear something in the corner of the room and look over to see her crouched and naked, huddled with her back pressed against the wall.

      “Julie, baby, what happened?”

      As I reach for her, I see the blood on my hands. It’s all over both of them, and I don’t know how it got there.

      “Abe, please don’t,” she whispers, and I look to see her push herself further into the corner.

      I stand up, blinking a few times, trying to remember where I am. Suddenly, flashes of my nightmares come back to me, and I realize I did this. I must have been dreaming about the bomb and destroyed the room when I was sleeping.

      “Oh fuck.” I go back to Julie, and she’s still huddled tight in the corner. “Baby, I’m so sorry. I swear I won’t hurt you.” As the words come out of my mouth, I realize I don’t know if they’re true. “Jesus, Julie, did I hurt you?”

      I look down and see a little blood on her legs, but I don’t know if that’s from something I broke or if I physically put my hands on her. My stomach flips, and I start to dry heave. I’m going to be sick. I get up off the floor and run to the bathroom, barely making it to the toilet in time. “Oh God, what have I done?”

      I hear movement in the other room, and I know what I need to do. I walk back out and grab my bag, throwing on jeans and a t-shirt. I glance over at Julie, and I see she’s got a sheet wrapped around her, and there’s blood on it too. Seeing it makes me want to vomit all over again.

      “Abe—”

      “Don’t. I was wrong to come after you. This was a mistake.”

      “A mistake? What are you saying? What are you doing? You didn’t hurt me! It’s your blood on my legs and on the sheet. It came off your hands when you were trashing the place. I was scared. You woke up and just started tearing the room apart, and I couldn’t get you to stop. Please, Abe.”

      I look up and see the tears running down her face. She looks so beautiful, yet so broken. I can’t do this to her again. I don’t know how much I hurt her this time, but I can’t risk going there again. I was selfish for trying to get her back. What the fuck is wrong with me? Why would I do this to the one person on this goddamn earth I love more than anything? More than my own fucked-up life. I would do anything for her, but I can’t stay. I need to really free her from me. She needs to move on from me, forget she even knew me. Maybe I even need her to hate me. That would make it easier for her. Words my brain are telling me to say but my heart don't mean pour from my mouth, knowing it’s for the best.

      “Our marriage was a mistake. The dream I had of us and babies and forever, it was all a mistake. It’s over, Julie. I’m not the man you met, and I’ve been pretending ever since I got back that I’m not some goddamn monster.”

      “Abraham, please, please don’t do this. Don’t do this to me again. Please don’t push me away. I’m your wife. We can work through this together. We can get you help.”

      “I tried that!” I scream. “I tried every fucking thing there was and it didn’t work. It’s over, Julie. I’m not your husband and you’re not my wife. We don’t get a happily ever after. Our story ends here.”

      She runs to me and tries to hold on to me, but I grab my bag, step back, and throw my hands up. “Don’t touch me, Julie. I’m nothing but poison. You were always too fucking good for me.”

      I turn around and walk out of the room without looking back. But before the door slams shut, I hear the sobs ripping from her chest. I hear every sound of her hitting the floor, wailing for me to come back to her. I hear her heart break in two, and I know in that moment, I’ll have all-new nightmares for the rest of my life.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter Sixteen

        

        Julie

      

    
    
      
        The next day

      

      It took me four hours of talking to the cops to convince them that my husband—who left me on our wedding night—was the one who trashed the room, but that I didn’t want to report it as a crime or press any charges. I had to call my parents and get them to pay for the damages to the room before they would let me leave the police station since my credit card didn’t cover the costs.

      Apparently, someone heard what happened. That, combined with my crying, led them to call the manager of the hotel, who then showed up to find me in my situation. Luckily, I don’t remember much.

      I’m like a fucking zombie, on auto pilot, and as soon as the cab pulls up outside my parents’ house, they’re there with open arms to help me to my room.

      Once I hit the bed, I don’t move.

      

      For three months.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter Seventeen

        

        Julie

      

    
    
      
        February 2013

      

      “Please, Lucias, I need to see him.”

      “Goddamn it, Julie, you don’t know what this does to him. Every time you show up, it takes us weeks to get him out of a bottle. Whenever you show up at the club and ask to see him, he loses it, even if he never lays eyes on you. You can’t keep doing this to each other. You have to let him go.”

      “I just…” I try to find the words, but I know he’s right. Abe is a lost cause, but I wish someone would tell that to my heart. This is the third time in two months I’ve tried to get him to see me. But every time, it’s like this. “I just thought seeing him would help.”

      “It doesn’t. You need to go, and don’t come back. If you love him, you’ll leave him be.”

      I nod my head, knowing it’s the right thing for both of us. As much as this kills me, knowing he’s hurting more because I’m here makes it worse. If letting Abe go is the only thing I can do, then that’s what I’ll do.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter Eighteen

        

        Julie

      

    
    
      
        Over two years later… May 2015

      

      Taking a job at a strip club really isn’t all that bad. I’ve got a college degree, but this weekend gig pays more in two days than my accounting job pays in a month. Sure there are some shady deals that go on, but I keep my nose clean, my head down, and rake in the cash. All I have to do is smile at the right people, and my wallet gets stacked.

      This isn’t how I pictured my life turning out but, hey, no one’s life is a fairy tale.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter Nineteen

        

        Savage
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        PRESENT DAY — August 2015

      

      I’m sweaty and shaking from the adrenaline. I could use a drink right now, but I push that thought from my mind. I don’t drink anymore, so it’s useless to wish for something I don’t want or need.

      I elbow my way out of the ring and leave the crowd to sort out the guy on the ground. Another fight, another dollar. I tell myself it’s the only time I forget about her, but truthfully, it’s the time I remember her the most. When I’m in the ring, I see her face, remember her scent, and I fight. The only way I know how to cope with losing Julie is by hurting myself like I hurt her.

      We have fight nights in the caves that lead into the hills surrounding Kansas City. During the day they are used by old print press and binding companies, but at night we clear the way for our fights.

      I’ve been fighting down here since just after Vegas. Lucias, who’s now officially President of the club after the death of his father, thought it was a good way to channel my anger. Plus it pays extremely well. They all call me ‘Savage’ as my road name now. It fits, and I would rather have a name that kept people at a distance.

      I had helped Pres take over the Ghost Riders MC just as I went back to Julie. I was hoping to bring her back and fold her into my life, but things didn’t go according to plan.

      When I left her in that hotel room that night, I called Pres, and he caught the next flight to come get me. I don’t remember much after leaving the room, just that Pres got me back to the clubhouse. It was a while before I knew what was going on around me, I was that far gone. I drank until I forgot, then I’d remember anyway, and drink some more. After a while the alcohol didn’t work, and I switched to drugs. When those didn’t take the pain and nightmares away, Pres pulled me out of the gutter again and put me in a ring. Getting to beat on someone was the only thing that made me feel better. Fuck, Lucias knew me better than I knew myself. He watched me hit rock bottom so he could show me what would really work. Now I’m clean and sober, and I’m VP of the Ghost Riders, but I still live with my demons. The devil inside me won’t ever go away, but I’ve found a way to at least make him happy.

      As Vice Pres of our club, I handle the shit. I keep blow back from hitting the club, and I stay by the Pres’s side. It’s my job to make his job easier, and I’m okay with that. Focusing on someone else gets my mind off my fucked-up life. Thinking about the club and how I can make it better is a shit ton more fun than thinking about how I’ve fucked up.

      I’m unwrapping the tape from my hands when I spot Bret coming towards me. I know this isn’t the right thing to do, but I’m done living my life like this. It’s been years since I laid eyes on her, and I’ve had enough. I know I’m not good enough for Julie, and I don’t have much to offer her, but I’m a selfish motherfucker, and I need to see her. She may not take me back, but I’ve got to try to talk to her a little. My life has been shit since the day I walked out on her, and I have to get her back. I have one regret in my life, and it has nothing to do with the scars on my body. Fuck my scars, and fuck anyone who only sees them. My regret lies inside my heart, and it’s wrapped up in a curvy woman with blonde curls, and eyes that see through my bullshit.

      There are a few people standing close to me, mostly sweet butts and boot chasers, but I don’t fuck with either. I am, after all, still a married man, not that I would even if I wasn't. If I couldn't have her, I wouldn't have anybody. I see Pres talking to Scribe just a short way away, and Casper and Vincent are letting people watch them fuck next to the ring.

      I catch Bret’s eyes before he makes it to me, and I nod my head towards the back. I grab my towel and move around the crowd until I’m in the back of the cave and alone. As soon as Bret walks up, I’m a little on edge, but mostly ready to do this.

      “Where’s she at?”

      "Dude, you've been having me watch her for almost two years, and all you've ever asked is if she's okay. You said you didn't want details, you didn't want to know a fucking thing, other than if she's alive and if she’s okay. I've done this for you, and I never asked questions. So why are you suddenly asking questions now?"

      I get up in his face, losing my patience. "You don’t need to worry about why. I’ve had my reasons. Tonight I want details. I’ve got plans to see her, and I need to know where she is.”

      "Dude, I get that maybe she meant something to you at one time, but I’ve gotta be honest. She’s twisted up with the Five Aces, so you might want to rethink going after her. I'm not trying to get in club business, and you never asked for details before, but you might want to just let her go.”

      I grab him by the collar of his shirt and lift him off the ground, pinning him to the wall.

      “What. The. Fuck.”

      He chokes out the words, but I hear them well enough. “Savage! Chill, man. She’s working at Leather and Lace, and I just thought you’d want to know she’s on the take with the Five Aces. I saw it last night. She was taking fistfuls of cash from their Road Captain. I don’t know what she’s into, but she’s in their territory, working at a club that’s marked theirs.”

      I can’t process everything he’s saying because it’s all hitting me at once.

      “She’s a stripper?”

      I hear my question echo off the walls. I should be more careful about drawing attention, but I don’t give a fuck who hears. This news is ripping my insides to pieces, and changes my plan about going after her. I was going to wait for the right moment, but it looks like that’s now.

      “What the fuck do you care, Savage? I said she’s working with the Five Aces. I don’t know if she’s passing information or what, but I’m just the messenger, man.”

      I grip his collar tighter, cutting off all the air to his lungs. I don’t care that he’s kicking and scratching at me, or that he’s turning blue. He needs to stop the words from coming out of his fucking mouth.

      “Yo, Savage. You looking for another round tonight? I don’t think this one is ready for the ring, but I could probably drum up a few contenders.”

      I hear Mac aka Casper over my shoulder, but I’m not hearing what she has to say. “Go back to your man, Casper. I’ve got shit to do.”

      "It's just my luck I finally get him worked up enough to fuck me in public, and I've gotta hop off his dick to save your ass."

      “Nobody asked you to come over here."

      “I'm pretty sure little boy blue here doesn't mind my interruption, do you, kid? Besides, those fucking sweet butts and ring bunnies saw me marking my territory with Vincent. I like making him wait to cum. Keeps him ready, if you know what I mean."

      I drop Bret down on the ground, and he coughs and gasps for air.

      “Enough. I'm out of here" I guess my plans for a big romantic gesture are out the window. I’m going to get my woman tonight.

      “Where we going?”

      Me and Cas have always had each other’s backs, and I know it’s because she saw what Julie meant to me. I don’t push her away because I know it won’t do any good. When I hit the opening of the cave and go to my bike, she hops on hers, and I look over to see her check her weapons.

      “Leather and Lace.”

      She gives me a wicked smile. “Fuck yeah, I could use some titties in my face right about now.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter Twenty

        

        Julie

      

    
    
      “Four dollars,” I yell out over the beating music, dropping the beer down in front of the newest guy who has taken up residence in one of my bar stools.

      “How about twenty and you show me your tits?” he shouts back, flashing me his crooked chipped smile, thinking he’s being clever.

      It takes everything in me not to roll my eyes, but what can I expect? I’m working at a strip club. I might just be working the bar, but I know what kind of environment I’ve put myself into, but it still gets old, and I’ve only been here a month.

      Not responding, I make change for the twenty, putting the four into the register and dropping the rest into the tip jar, and go back to stocking the beers.

      “Hey, whore! I'm pretty sure you forgot the tits I just paid for.”

      “Nope, I just charged you for getting on my nerves,” I say, not even bothering to look up at him.

      “You fucking cunt,” he slurs, making a grab for me over the bar. Before I can call out for the bouncer, Burnout has him by the neck. The man instantly shrinks into himself, apologizing profusely because Burnout scares the shit out of everyone, even me.

      “You’re messing with something that belongs to me,” Burnout says to the man, making my heartbeat pick up a bit. Burnout has been a regular for the past two weeks, ever since he came here with a bunch of other guys, all wearing leather jackets with ‘Five Aces’ etched across the back. They look like the one I saw Lucias wear the couple of times I tried to see Abe. I know for a fact that Lucias’s father used to have his own motorcycle club, which I’ve heard Lucias now runs.

      “Sorry, Burnout. I didn’t know she was property, man. I swear.”

      Burnout lets the man go, just as the club's bouncer finally makes his way over to us.

      “Julie?” he asks, wanting me to clear up what just happened so he knows who needs to be thrown out. I would like to say “both” because I don’t like Burnout’s eyes on me all the time, but if the club threw people out for checking us out, then there wouldn’t be anyone in the place.

      “Just the drunk.” I nod my head at the man Burnout still has by the collar. Besides, if I did ask for Burnout to be thrown out, I’m not sure what the fall out would be. I can tell he has some kind of pull around here, and I sure don’t want to find out either. I just want to keep my head down and make my tips.

      Burnout gives the man one more hard look before leaning in and whispering something in the guy’s ear, but I can’t hear what he says over the music. Afterwards he pushes him towards Jimmy, the club's bouncer, and he is taken away.

      “Thanks, Burnout. Can I get you anything special or just your regular?”

      Taking the seat vacated by the other man, he just ignores my question, asking one of his own. “If you were mine, you wouldn’t be working in a place like this.”

      “It seems to me you just told someone I was…property,” I throw back at him. Burnout has never crossed a line with me before. He’s nice compared to a lot of the men who come in here, but something is off with him. Something that makes my heart pick up a beat. It’s a feeling I don’t like—like I’m prey and he’s a predator. My father always told me to trust my gut, and Burnout makes my gut clench.

      “You could be.” He smirks like he's offering me the world or some shit. No, I don't fall for handsome smiles anymore. And Burnout is handsome in a rough, pretty boy kind of way, with his dirty-brown floppy hair, and blue eyes. I usually think blue eyes look pretty, but Burnout’s don’t. His seem cold.

      “Sorry, Burnout, but I don’t belong to anyone, and I’m not looking to change that.” I want him to fully understand that, so I make direct eye contact with him. I don’t have time or need for a man in my life, even less so when I can tell he’d bring nothing but trouble with him. I’d been dropping hints for the past two weeks that I wasn’t interested, but it's clear at this point I need to be more direct in my approach. Now that he's telling people I belong to him, I need to make it crystal for this guy.

      He stares at me for a beat, my eyes locked on his, the smirk dropping from his lips, the real him showing through. I’m guessing he doesn't like being told “no”. Most men don’t, but they usually move on.

      "You're new around here, so I've been going easy on you. But while you're working here, you're free pussy for the Five Aces. I've called dibs, and it's about time you paid up with that sweet cunt of yours."

      My finger tightens around the bottle in my hand. What the fuck does that mean?

      “Burnout…I…” I struggle to find words. My options seem limited because I’m not sure who would stand behind me, or how much pull Burnout has in here.

      His eyes travel down my tight t-shirt—that one that has ‘Leather and Lace’ emblazoned across the chest—to my cut-off jean skirt, down to my cowboy boots. I’m dressed modestly compared to everyone else here. We bartenders just have to dress cute. We have to wear the bar shirt so people know we aren’t up for grabs, but most of the girls cut it up to show off as much skin as possible. Though I’m mostly covered, Burnout’s eyes make me feel naked.

      “You put your hands on her, and you’ll be the one with a cunt.” Abe’s gruff voices fills my ears, and I drop the beer bottle from my hand, and it shatters when it hits the floor. I stand, stunned, just staring at him, and then embarrassment hits me. I start to feel ashamed, but then I remember why I’m working in a strip club on Saturday nights, trying to make ends meet.

      “Could you imagine him with a cunt? He’d never get off because he wouldn't know what to do with it.” Mac’s joke pulls my eyes to her. She looks exactly the same, her dark hair pulled into a ponytail, a pair of tight jeans, and a body-hugging tee. I can’t help but smile at her, even though I seem to be standing in the middle of a storm. I didn't know she was here in Missouri, and it’s good to see her. Not that I thought she’d have reached out to me if I knew she was here—she was Abe’s friend, after all—but it stings a little after how close we got.

      “You pieces of shit can't touch me in my own territory.” Burnout is smug in his statement, which makes me think he knows something I don’t. Looking at the size of Abe, I don’t think anyone would disagree with him if they didn’t think they were at least a little bit right.

      Abe’s big meaty hand comes down on his shoulder, squeezing hard. “Looks like I’m touching you.”

      “These Five Aces are dumber than a bag of dog shit. I swear, I always make sure I’ve got ten feet of clearance before I go poking Savage, and I’m packing heat.”

      Taking a step back I hear the glass from the bottle I dropped crack under my boots.

      “Don’t move,” Abe snaps at me, like he’s annoyed. I halt my movements, my eyes darting between the three of them. Abe does look savage, just like Mac said. The scars on half of his face are pulled tighter with his anger, but he still looks like the same Abraham I met all those years ago.

      Mac just looks amused at the whole situation, like she’s having the time of her life.

      “You have no right to be in our territory.” Burnout’s voice comes out a little shakier now that Abe has a hand on him. He must be rethinking his position, but I know for a fact there are other Five Aces close by in this club.

      Suddenly, Mac gets angry at his words, her eyes snapping to him. “You didn't seem to have a fucking problem coming in our territory and blowing a goddamn hole in my range.” She looks like she’s going to lunge for him, the anger bleeding from her. Instead she takes a breath and about three steps back, controlling herself.

      “Easy, Casper,” Abe says. “Not here.”

      Burnout looks between Abe and Mac, fear in his eyes. “You need to keep that bitch under control.”

      “I just kept her from shooting your ass.” Abe leans in real close to him, and I barely make out what he whispers. “Don't you think she’s put enough holes in your brothers already?”

      Burnout goes to swing, but Abe still has his hand pressing hard into his shoulder. The angle is awkward and it makes Burnout slip. Abe catches him by the back of the head and slams it into the bar, letting him go as he slides to the floor. It’s quick and nearly silent, and I’m frozen in place as I watch it happen.

      “We’ve gotta ride. Grab her,” Mac says, nodding at me. Grab me? Yeah, that’s not happening.

      Abe reaches his hand out over the bar, indicating I should go with him. But I just back away further, the glass crunching under my boots.

      “Julie.”

      I shake my head. I won’t go with him. I can’t do it.

      “Shortcake.”

      My heart squeezes at the name, nearly breaking in two. No. I’ve been burned twice by him, and it won't be happening a third time, no matter how bad I want to know why he’s here. But maybe I should tell him; who knows if I’ll ever see him again.

      “Savage, come on, man. No fucking around. We’ve got about thirty seconds and we’ve got to go.”

      When Abe continues to just stare at me, his hand outstretched, Mac tries again. “It’s just us here.”

      Abe looks at Mac and then nods his head, coming to a decision. Suddenly, he jumps over the bar like it’s nothing more than a step, and throws me over his shoulder before I can react. I’m upside down and out from behind the bar before I can make the first protest, stunned at what he’s just done.

      “What the fuck are you doing in a place like that?” he grunts, carrying me out of the bar.

      “That’s none of your fucking business, Abe. I stopped being your business the night you left me in Vegas.”

      I feel him stop, and then he places me on the ground. I’m pissed off that he’s done this, and I turn to walk away from him. I hear his boots following behind me, and I see his motorcycle parked next to my car. I work at this stupid strip club to make extra money, money I don’t want to ask my mom and dad for. The past few years have been rough on them, and without enough rain to feed the land, it’s made things tight. Working here on a Saturday is an extra three hundred dollars a week. It’s easy money, and I’d be crazy to turn it down. I don’t have time for his bullshit.

      “I’m your husband, so that makes it my fucking business. Or did you forget you still belong to me?”

      His words hit me, and I spin back around as he grabs me by the arm. He looks livid, but I don’t care. The pain he left in my heart is bigger than his attitude.

      “Husband?” I hear the disbelief in Mac’s voice, but I don’t have time to explain shit to her.

      “Oh I didn’t forget, Abe.” Pushing at his chest, I try to get him to take a step back, but he doesn't budge. I push harder, and this time he actually lets me go. Marching to the passenger side of my car, I pull open the door and dig through the glove box. I can feel him standing me behind me, so when I locate the yellow envelope, I turn around and shove it into his chest. “Sign on the dotted line and I’m no longer your problem.”

      He looks stunned, but opens the envelope, pulling the papers out, his dog tags sliding into his hand. I see the pain flash across his face, and I want nothing more than to take it back. I know he’s been through so much, and I don’t want to be a part of his pain, but I need to stop my own. I want him to be happy, but he doesn't seem to want to be, and I can’t let him drag me down with him. I’ve got more than just myself to think about now, and I can’t have this holding me back anymore.

      “We do not have time for this, guys. Y’all can have your…” Mac pauses for a second as she searches for the right phrase, “…marital fall out back at the club.”

      “I’m not going anywhere with you guys.” I stand firm next to my car. I’m not getting mixed up in whatever shitstorm they just caused. I need to get back inside and finish my shift.

      “Yes, you are,” they both say in unison.

      “No, I’m not.”

      “I’ll take you kicking and screaming, Julie. I’m not fucking around about this.”

      Mac lets out a frustrated breath. “Quit the shit both of you.” She turns to me and gives me a stern look. “I’m going to be straight with you, Julie. That Burnout dipshit in there has a hard-on for you, and it just got a whole lot harder when he found out that you mean something to one of us.”

      “Us?”

      “Yeah, the Ghost Riders, we’re kind of at war with them. We just went there and stirred up some shit, so until we get this shit unstirred, your ass needs to be at our clubhouse so you’re safe. They might come for you out of revenge because they’ll do anything to try to hurt Savage. That’s what Burnout’s going to want to do after what just happened in there. Those fuckers got egos like you wouldn't believe.”

      I pause for a second, trying to figure out what to do. I look at Abe and search his eyes. “Is that true?”

      “Yeah, shortcake. I need to make sure you're safe.”

      I want to roll my eyes at him. Now he cares what happens to me? This isn’t just about me anymore, and if I’m in danger, that means…

      “Oh God! I have to get my baby! If I don’t show up in the morning to pick him up, my mom will call the cops looking for me.”

      “You have a baby?” Abe’s voice is softer than I’ve heard it in a long time. His eyes are suddenly filled with concern, and that small kindness makes me feel somewhat better. It’s been years since I saw that look of compassion.

      “Yeah, a boy.” Who looks just like you. But I don’t say that last part out loud.

      “Is his father in his life?” I see a sliver of hope in his eyes.

      “No. Seems I can’t keep a man.” I let the bitterness roll off my words, and I don’t care that it’s directed at Abe. He may be hurting, but I’ve hurt twice as much as he has.

      “Julie, you’ve always had me, and I was a fool to let you go. I’ve barely survived leaving you, and I can’t do it again. Please, just come with me, and I’ll make things right,” he pleads with me as he rips up the divorce papers in his hands, and puts the tags in his pocket.

      Suddenly, dropping down to his knees in front of me, his big hands engulf my hips as he leans his forehead against my belly. “Please, shortcake, we’ll go get your baby in the morning, and we can all be together. I don't care that he’s not mine, he’s yours and that’s all that matters. I’ve been so fucking stupid. Please, please don’t leave me.”

      I look over at Mac, and she just stares at us, but I can see in her eyes the pain she feels for him. It’s the same pain that’s pulling at me. He’s a broken man who has sabotaged his own happiness, and we both see it. God, I love Abe. I never stopped loving him, but the hurt is just too much.

      “He’s yours,” I say simply. Maybe calling him a baby was a stretch, but I always call him my baby even though he’s two now. He’ll always be my baby. “I didn’t want to keep him from you, Abe, and I wasn’t trying to hide him, but I’ve been protecting him from you doing to him what you did to me. He doesn’t deserve empty promises, to be left one day because you decide it’s too much. Besides, I tried to tell you about him, but you…”

      My words trail off because I don’t want to say them. To remember all the times I showed up and was made to leave like I was nobody is too painful. Now isn’t the time to go into this, and I’ve got to think about my priorities. “Right this second, all I’m worried about is protecting him from this mess you’ve just made.”
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      I think if a truck came by and ran over me, I’d be less shocked than I am right now. It would probably hurt a fuck ton less too.

      “Is he at your parents’ house right now?”

      Hearing Vincent’s voice has us all turning in shock.

      “You just had to follow me, didn’t you, Shield?” Casper looks just as surprised as the rest of us that her FBI agent boyfriend is here.

      “Any good agent would have followed you. But a concerned old man would have tracked you, waited just inside the strip club to see if there was trouble, overheard everything you said, and then shown up to save the day.”

      “Jesus, Shield. I’m putting a bell on your neck.” Casper goes over and rubs her hands on his body. “If this is supposed to turn me on, it’s working.”

      “Yeah, he’s with my parents. I need to get there as fast as I can,” Julie says, interrupting them.

      Hearing Julie’s pleas, I let go of her waist and stand up. I still don’t know what to say. She had our baby and didn’t tell me. Two years. Fuck, I’ve missed everything.

      “The best thing you can do right now is go to the Ghost Riders clubhouse and wait until tomorrow. If Mac’s right, they’ll seek out revenge on you and Savage tonight. I’ll send a couple of squad cars out to your parents’ place just in case, but they’ll be looking for a fight with you guys first. My suggestion is to get your asses out of this lot and get to the club. It’s just for tonight, and it’s the safest option for you and your son.”

      I look to Julie, and she nods her agreement, solemnly giving in and doing what’s safest for everyone. As she tries to get into her car, I take her hand and pull her with me to my bike.

      “Abe, what are you doing?” She tries to pull away from me, but we don’t have time to waste.

      “You’re leaving your car here. It’s faster on my bike.” Before she can protest, I grab her up and put her on the back, then get on and start it up. At first, she grips the side of the bike, but as I back out, her arms go around me. Feeling her on the back of my bike and having her hands around my waist, it’s in that moment I feel it again. It’s been years since I felt it, since the last time I touched her, but the click is there, and I’m back in place. My puzzle piece has fit right once again, and I know now what that feeling was all along. Julie is and always has been my soulmate. I know how much I fucked up and what I did to her. I’m trying to process that we have a child together, but there’s time for talk later. Right now, we need to get out of here.

      Pulling out of the parking lot, I hear Casper behind me on her chopper, and Vincent is just behind her in his car. I change gears and hit the gas, letting the wind flow around us and blow away the bullshit. Some people say when they’re on their bike, they’re free, but not me. When I’m on mine, it’s a reminder of what I’m missing and who’s not sitting behind me, where she should be. Riding with Julie and feeling her warmth at my back changes everything.

      When I feel her face press against me from behind, I reach back and rub her thigh, letting her know I feel it too. In this moment we are connecting and thinking back to all the other rides we’ve taken together. It feels like old times, and our hearts recognize what we once were. I’ve fought this thing between us, and I’m tired—so fucking tired—of fighting it. One thing in my entire life has made me happy and made me a better man, and that’s Julie. She’s my everything, and I threw her away because I was scared. I know what needs to change, and deciding to go to her tonight was the kick in the nuts I needed. It was the universe telling me, “Hey, dumbass, you’ve got one more chance,” and I’m not about to waste it.

      We pull up to the iron gates, and I punch in the access code to the clubhouse. I look back at Julie and I can tell she’s seen the numbers I put in. I’ve always used her birthday, and I’ve never even thought about changing it. We don’t say anything as I roll through, pulling up outside the clubhouse, and helping her off the bike.

      When I walk up to the double doors, I take her hand. She pulls back and just stands there, looking at me and then at the doors.

      “We’ve got a lot to talk about, shortcake, so let’s get inside.”

      Casper and Vincent stroll up beside me and stop to look at us. “Since she’s your wife, I guess that means she’s old lady status, but you might wanna check with Pres since she’s not agreeing to much, and she’s not sporting your tags,” Casper says.

      I hate to admit it, but Casper has a point. Vincent shakes Casper’s tags around his neck as he walks by, both of them going into the clubhouse and leaving us outside.

      I look back at Julie, and she crosses her arms over her chest.

      “Baby, you’ve gotta wear my tags to get in. No exceptions.”

      “I guess I’m not going inside then.”

      She’s doing that ‘stubborn Julie’ thing I fucking love, but right now isn’t the time to be proud. “I get that you want to be right, and you still can be, but you can’t go through those doors without my tags on.” As I say it, I pull my tags out of my pocket and hold the chain open so she can put it on.

      She looks back at me and then at the doors, but still stands there with her arms crossed. We are both frozen in our stubborn stance when she finally speaks.

      “The last time I came to those doors I was five months pregnant with your son. I didn’t tell Lucias I was pregnant. I just told him I needed to see you. I thought you should’ve heard that from me, and truthfully, I didn’t want you to be with me because you felt obliged. When I said I needed to see you, Lucias told me to disappear and leave you alone because it was for the best. I didn’t need anything from you, but I thought you deserved to know. Making the decision to leave you that day and to raise our baby on my own was the hardest decision I’ve ever made in my life. So I’m sorry if I’m not super eager to bust in there and pretend like everything between us is fine.”

      “Jesus, Julie. No one ever told me. I swear. Back then, fuck, I was a mess. Just hearing your name sent me on a bender for weeks. I drank and did drugs to try to make the pain go away. I did everything I could to forget us and how goddamn much I loved you. But nothing worked. Please, Julie, please. Just come inside with me and talk. It’s the one place I can keep you safe, and we need to get some shit between us straight. You don’t have to forgive me, but putting them on tells everyone you’re mine, and it’s the only way you can get inside.”

      “Fine. Let’s get it over with.”

      She leans forward a little, and I put the chain over her white blonde curls, around her neck. Once they hang in place over her heart, I feel something inside me settle. Something I didn’t even know was there.

      I take her hand, and she lets me lead her through the doors and into the club. The main room is huge, and a few people are hanging out playing pool. There’s a long bar across one wall, and on the other side are couches facing a bank of tvs. No sweet butts are allowed in the clubhouse because they stir up shit, and Pres only wants people he can fully trust behind these walls, so on a Saturday night it’s not too packed. A few of the old ladies like to party, and some of the guys don’t mind sharing, so it can still get a bit rowdy, even with only a handful of people. Thankfully it’s a quiet night, and I just keep walking through to the back stairwell.

      The house is spread out over a couple of floors, the top one is half mine and half Pres’s. He wanted us to live at the club to be close to everything at all times. Casper and Scribe have their own places, but they each have a room here to crash in case shit goes down. Pres and I live here full time since we both work at the garage on the other side of the compound, and aren’t interested in tagging pussy.

      I hold her hand as we climb, only letting go to reach into my pocket for my keys. I grab her hand again and pull her into my space, a little nervous about showing her my place. We walk through the door, I lock it behind us, and she stands there and looks around.

      I feel my cheeks heat a little, knowing what she’s looking at. The place is small, but it’s set up as an apartment with a living space, kitchen, and bedroom with an attached bath. It’s nothing over the top, but it’s clean and private. I’ve never let anyone in here before, so I decorated it the way I wanted to.

      “Abraham,” she whispers, and my face reddens further. “Why?”

      “Because this was the only way I could have you.” On every wall in my home, there’s a picture of Julie. A few of them are of us before the accident, but the biggest one is of our wedding day.

      “After Vegas, I lost it. I started drinking until I blacked out, doing drugs, anything to numb the way I felt. I thought that night was the end of me, and I was running away from everything that I loved to finish my life as fast as I could. I had nothing left to live for after that night. After a few months, I decided to end it all, and I drove out to the river with a pistol. I was there, thinking about how I couldn’t have you and how nothing in my head would ever be right, when Mac showed up. She told me how she knew what it felt like to hate yourself, and how if I ended my life, it wouldn’t fix the wrong I’d done. She told me if I spent the rest of my life trying to make it right, then it was a life worth living. I didn’t know if I could ever have you again, but I could have this.”

      I open my arms and gesture around the place covered in her smiles and laughter.

      “And this was worth living for. If I got to wake up every day and see your face, even if it was just a picture, it was a day worth living. I hoped one day that I could make it back to you, and fix the wrong I’d done. I was trying to find the perfect moment, but there didn’t ever seem to be one. Tonight I was pushed to act faster, I had someone watching you, only telling me if you were okay. I didn’t know where you were or what you were up to. Tonight I asked where you were so I could find you and start my apology. I wanted to start to make right what I did to you, but hearing where you were, and how you were tangled up, sent me over the edge. I couldn’t wait any longer, and I needed to have you by my side.”

      She looks at me and puts her hands over her mouth, tears running down her fingers.

      “I know what happened on our wedding night was awful, and my leaving you like that was the worst thing I could’ve done to you. When I hit bottom, Lucias threw me in a ring, and gave me a way to channel my self-loathing. I hate myself so much for leaving you, and not being the man I knew you deserved.” I take a step towards her, walking slowly so she doesn’t step away. “I knew if I saw you, even for a second, before I was better, I wouldn’t be able to let you go, and I would have made the same mistake as before. I know what I did was wrong, and I wish I had a better word than ‘sorry’, but I’m so sorry, Julie. I’m so goddamn sorry.” I get on my knees in front of her and open my arms. It’s the same thing I did in her parents’ house the night I convinced her to run away and marry me.

      Julie drops her hands, but tears still stream down her face. “Don’t you do this shit, Abe. Don’t you get on your knees and tell me you’re sorry. You broke my fucking heart, and I hate you for everything.”

      “Baby, I hate me too. I hate me for being so fucking stupid and so fucking proud and for walking out on you. I hate me more than you ever could.” I kneel in front of her as she cries. I don’t have any tears left after nearly three years without her, so she cries for both of us as my heart bleeds. “Please, Julie. I can’t do this again. I can’t live without you and I can’t let you go. I’m not the man I was then. I’m so sorry, baby. Let me spend my life making it up to you.”

      She looks around the room, seeing the pictures of herself, and then closes her eyes, taking a deep breath. I can see she’s been hurting just as much as I have, and it’s time we both put an end to the pain.

      “Shortcake, we have a child together, and now that I know about him, I want to be in his life. I may have been a shitty husband, but I won’t be a shitty father. Whether you agree to let me back in your life is your decision, but I’ll be in his, no matter what. So if you’ll be mine, don’t do it because of the baby, say you’ll be mine again because you love me.”

      She opens her eyes and looks straight into mine. “You know I love you more than bacon.”

      With her words, I reach out and wrap her in my arms. She falls on her knees with me, and I hold her while she cries.

      “Fuck, I love you so much, Julie. I’ll never leave you again, baby.” If this is the universe giving us one last chance, I’m not screwing it up.

      I cradle her in my arms before picking her up off the floor and carrying her to my bed. I lay her down on it and climb on top of her, looking down at how beautiful she is. “Four years since I first met you, and you’ve only grown more beautiful. You’re still that gorgeous, sassy shortcake who stole my world out from under me.”

      She sheds a few more tears, and I lean down, kissing them away. I kiss her lashes and cheeks, and then make my way to her lips. Once our mouths connect, I’m lost. Her kisses are like a drug, and I drown in euphoria. Our tongues taste one another, remembering the dance we never forgot. I hold her face in my hands, and her arms and legs automatically wrap around my body as if no time has passed. My body and hers, aligning as always, perfectly in sync, like time has stood still.

      I’m hard as a rock and stiff with primal need. I push her skirt up and press my jean-covered erection to her warmth. We both moan at the sensation, and I pull back, taking my clothes off.

      “Get naked, shortcake. I need to fuck you into the next century.”

      She looks at me and blushes a little. She’s shy like never before, and I pause, my jeans halfway off.

      “What’s wrong? Is this too fast? Fuck, was I reading this wrong? I thought for sure this was make-up sex.”

      “No, no, Abe. I want to. It’s just…my body’s changed a lot since the baby, and I don’t look like I used to.” She tugs at her t-shirt a little, and I lean down over her, pushing her hands away.

      “Baby, there’s not an inch of you I don’t love, and seeing as I’ve missed out on every inch of you for the past three years, now is not the time to be shy. I’m the one who’s all scarred-up, and you’re this perfect bombshell. You’re the beauty to my beast.”

      Julie laughs a little, and I help her take her clothes off. Once she’s completely naked, I look at her body, seeing a few small scars on her stomach from being pregnant. “The only differences are these,” I say, leaning down and kissing each one. “And they’re so fucking beautiful.”

      “Stop it, Abe. You don’t have to lie to me. I got as big as a house carrying your son” She tries to push me away, but I sit up and pin her arms above her head.

      “I’ve never fucking lied to you, Julie, and I never will. Your body carried my baby, and I’m sick thinking about how I missed out on that. I wanted nothing more than to see you pregnant with my child and make a family with you. I know I fucked that up, and I missed out on the chance, but I plan on knocking you up again to make up for lost time.”

      “Abe, it’s been a long time, and I’m not naïve. I’m sure you’ve been with other people, so you should wear a condom, and we can have that talk another time. I’m not on the pill either.”

      “I hope you’re not saying you’ve been with someone else, because I sure as shit haven’t. I’m married to you, baby, and even if I wasn’t, there’s not a person on this planet other than you I can get hard for. I haven't even thought of another woman since the moment I saw you in that store aisle. Plastering my house with your picture didn’t work, so I haven’t so much as jerked off in nearly three years. At this point, you could breathe on me and I’d cum.” I lean down close to her mouth, inches away from her lips. “You tell me right now if you’ve been with someone else.”

      “No, Abe. There’s only ever been you.”

      I sit up and pull my shirt off, showing her the necklace I wear. She reaches up and touches my wedding ring that’s hanging on the chain, and then looks into my eyes.

      “I took it off my finger and put in around my neck. You’ve always been my wife, and you’ve always been right next to my heart.” I grab the chain and give it a pop, breaking it, and taking the ring off. I give it to Julie, and after a second of hesitation, she slides it on my ring finger, where it will stay until the day I die.

      I reach down and touch the dog tags lying between her breasts, seeing them as a symbol of my claim to her and of our bond. “I’ve only ever been yours, baby.”

      She caresses the scars across my chest and arms, feeling all the places I’ve been injured. Looking into her eyes, I expect to see pity, but my girl is strong and doesn’t disappoint me. “Your scars remind me of what we’ve overcome. Take me, Abe. Make my body remember what it’s like to be owned by you.”

      Hearing the words makes me harder, and I can feel the pre-cum drip off the end of my cock. “That’s right, baby. I’m the only one who’s ever been in that pussy, and I’m the only one who’s ever going to be in it.”

      I kick off my jeans and the rest of my clothes as I kiss her neck, and then move to her chest, licking and sucking her nipples. I take her big tits in my hands, and go back and forth, nibbling on them just the way she likes it. She grips my hair and holds me closer to her, and I feel her hips rocking under me, her pussy begging for attention. I reluctantly move away from her tits and go down her body, only letting them go because I know the real prize is her sweet, sweet cunt. Before I get to her honey pot, I stop and look at the stretch marks on her belly. I don’t know how, but they make her even sexier. Knowing that she got these carrying my baby, growing my seed, it makes me harder.

      I shoulder my way between her thighs and press my nose against her mound. Her hair is so white blonde here too, her pussy almost looks like it’s bare. She smells better than my dreams, and I close my eyes, just savoring it. After a moment, she pushes her pussy up against me, letting me know she wants my attention.

      “You want my kisses, baby?”

      “God, Abe, don’t tease me. It’s been years. I need you.”

      I feel the same way, so I lick my lips and dive in. I lick her clit, and suck on her labia as I slide two fingers inside her pussy. “Fuck, you’re too tight, baby. I need to work you open a little bit.” I fuck her with my fingers and feast on her pussy, licking up her sweet honey as it runs down to her ass. I lube up my pinky finger with her juices, sliding it to her back hole. She shivers and moans, letting me know my girl likes ass play.

      I’m so fucking hard, I have to fight not to cum, but it’s useless. Having her pussy on my face, having her scent surround me, is enough, and I give in and cum on myself. Julie doesn’t seem to notice or care, she’s so lost in my touch. I cum all over the bed without having even touched my cock. After my quick orgasm, I feel her start to peak. Her pussy squeezes my fingers as her back bows off the bed. She grabs my hair, pulling my face closer to her clit, and I suck hard, sending her over the edge.

      “Abe!” she shouts, and it goes straight to my dick. I’m still hard after my first orgasm, but I know it’s going to take five or six times before that fucker gets even a little soft.

      I eat her orgasm, but as she comes down, my kisses go soft and sweet. Little tremors rock her body, but once they’re all over, I move back up and get in position.

      “Fuck, Abe. That felt so good.”

      “You’re still so tight, baby, so this may hurt a little. I’ve just got to get inside you before I die.”

      At my words, I line us up and thrust inside her hard.

      “Fuck!” I shout, holding myself inside her. I start cumming right away and just hold it in her, trying to catch my breath. “Oh God.” I choke out the words, my orgasm taking over, as I spill inside her. I didn’t mean to cum this fast, but she’s so tight and wet, I can’t control it. I just had an orgasm, and already I’m having another.

      “Sorry,” I murmur as the last of my cum shoots inside her.

      “Jesus, I forgot how big that fucking thing was.”

      Our eyes meet, and she smiles at me. I can see she’s trying to hide the twinge of pain, so we both just stay connected and catch our breath. I brush my thumb across her cheek, looking at her and marveling at how perfect she is.

      “We’ve got the rest of our lives, Julie. I don’t want to rush it.”

      She nods at me, agreeing with my statement, wrapping her body around mine. I hold myself inside her, just savoring how good she feels, but after a few minutes she starts to move her hips. She’s ready for more, and I’m ready to give her whatever it is she wants.

      I start thrusting slowly at first, and then build to long strokes, holding her hips so I can rub her clit as I move in and out. After just a few thrusts, she throws her head back and moans my name, becoming every inch the sexy vixen she once was with me. The Julie I knew took her pleasure from my body and demanded the orgasm I was going to give her. Seeing her like this again, feeling her under me, it’s like we never missed a day.

      I try to go slow, but I can’t. It’s too much. Having her again, and knowing that she’s with me, I can’t stand it. I thrust hard a few more times, and when I know she’s on the edge, I send us both over. I push inside her, getting as far inside her pussy as I can, and I shout my release as she shouts hers. We cum together, and it’s a sweaty sexy mess. I’ve filled her so full of cum, it runs down between us, and it makes me smile.

      As Julie catches her breath, I kiss her and turn us onto our sides so we can face one another but still be connected. I know this time it needs to be different, because we’re different. I want this to be for forever, so I’m going to do whatever it takes, starting with being honest.

      “I’m scared I might have a nightmare again now that you’re here.”

      “I’m scared you might too.”

      She rubs the side of my scarred face. I don’t really pay them much attention anymore. For so long they were nothing but a reminder of everything I had lost, and I stopped looking at them. Now, as she touches my face, they are a reminder of what we’ve survived. Together.

      “I haven’t had one in years, but I keep going to therapy. My doctor tells me I’ll have setbacks, but it should get better as time goes on.”

      “I’m worried that the second you do, you’ll be out the door.”

      Her confession hits me in my heart, because I know I gave her that fear.

      “Look at me, shortcake.” Our eyes lock, and I hold her chin, so she knows I mean what I say. “If it happens, I won’t leave you. If I get like that again, I’ll get help, and I may have Lucias come sleep on the couch to make sure everything is okay, but I swear, this time we’ll work through it together. I’m not a monster like I thought I was, and seeing you tonight showed me that. I made a choice to leave the way I did, and I chose not to handle my issues with my wife. I won’t ever make that choice again. You hear me?”

      “I hear you, Abe.”

      I roll us over so I’m on top of her again, and I thrust inside. “Now tell me you love me, and let’s seal the deal again.”

      “You know I do,” she says, wrapping her arms around my neck, giving me a cocky grin.

      “How much?”

      “More than bacon.”
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      I try to jerk my hands from his but he won’t let go. He just locks his fingers tighter with mine.

      “Abe, I can’t!” I beg him, but he only growls into my pussy. I’ve lost count of how many times I’ve cum. I don’t know if he’s been at this for minutes, hours, or maybe even days. The pleasure has just blended together into one night of heaven.

      “Oh God, oh God, oh God,” I chant, and I’m surprised I haven’t lost my voice. After I told him I couldn’t take another round of sex until my body had a little time to recover, he decided that gave him the all clear to just go after my clit.

      “One more, shortcake. Please, just one more, I need it,” he pleads before diving back in, making my back bow off the bed.

      He eats me like a man starved. And maybe he is. His mouth locks around my clit, sucking it, his tongue teasing it. His facial hair rubs up against my thighs, the hard whiskers almost painful, but somehow it only adds to the pleasure.

      My knees clamp tightly together, trying to close, but Abe is so big and broad, I can’t do anything to stop him. I’m completely open to him with no escape. Every time I try to squirm away, it’s like he buries himself deeper into me, afraid I’ll disappear.

      Abe isn't a tease. He gets pleasure from every orgasm he pulls from my body. Looking down at him sends me over the edge. The sheer size of him and the ferocity of how much he needs me send another orgasm rippling through my body.

      I lie limp on the bed, but he still doesn’t let me go. He moves up a little, laying his head on the top of my mound. I look down at him, and he stares at me with a half-smile on his face. It’s a smile I haven’t seen since before he left me to go back to the desert.

      “I can’t lose you,” he says, making my heart clench. I hate all the years we’ve spent apart, all the time lost, but I can’t lie and say it doesn’t make me happy that he’s missed me just as much as I’ve missed him. At least I had our son, and I had a piece of Abe with me. He’s been all alone this whole time.

      Pulling my hand from his, I run my fingers through his hair, down to the scar that runs from his temple to his jaw. He normally hides this side of his face.

      “I forgot about them for a moment. You never comment on them,” he says, and I can hear the insecurity in his voice.

      “I don’t notice them.” This is the truth. Are they there? Yes, of course. But I still remember the day he opened his eyes in the hospital, and all I saw was him. His blue eyes took my breath away. “They’re just a part of our journey.”

      “We're going to be on this path together now, you and me,” he tells me, climbing up my body like a panther after its prey, taking my mouth with his. I can taste myself all over him, taste the pleasure he’s given my body.

      I feel his cock against me, and I wiggle, knowing I couldn’t take him right now even though I want nothing more. I want to stay locked up in him for days, to make up for lost time.

      Pulling back, he trails kisses along my neck, making me breathless.

      “Abe, honey, I need a shower,” I tell him, but part of it comes out as a moan, and I feel him smile against my neck.

      A knock sounds at the door. “Savage, we need to talk,” Lucias says through the door.

      “We're going to have to get our own place,” he growls, dragging himself from the bed. He’s probably right. I have my own apartment, but there’s definitely not room for Savage in it, and I don’t like the idea of raising our kid inside a motorcycle club. I don’t even think Abe could fit on my king-size bed.

      Rolling onto my side, I watch him pull on a pair of jeans, and then dig through a drawer before he throws a shirt at me. Snatching it up, I jump off the bed and slip past him before he can grab me. “Door,” I say, reminding him Lucias is on the other side.

      He lets out a grunt, watching me retreat into the bathroom.

      “Jesus, this room smells like sex,” I hear Lucias say, making me blush even though I know he can’t see me.

      “Then don’t fucking breathe,” Abe shoots back, sounding agitated.

      Lucias lets out a laugh. “She’s still here, I take it?”

      I don’t hear Abe’s response, so he must have said what he needed to say with just a look.

      “You going to let me in or you want to go down to my office?”

      For some reason I hope he lets him in. I want to hear what they’re going to say. I should turn on the shower and give them their privacy, but if Abe lets him in the room, he has to know I might hear what they say.

      “Yeah, man, come in.”

      Leaning against the door, I wait to hear what Lucias has to say. We’ve never had a problem before, but he’s the one who told me I should leave Abe alone, that I was only making things worse. Would he tell him he should kick me out? That I’m better left in the past? Part of me wants to storm in there and get in the face of anyone who tries to rip us apart, but another part wants to hear what Abe has to say to him.

      “Five Aces are pissed you were in one of their bars last night. Not only that, but they also said you knocked out their Road Captain.”

      “I warned him. I told him he was messing with my property,” Abe growls back. Last night when Burnout suggested I belonged to him, it pissed me off and terrified me, but when Abe says it I get a warm feeling in my stomach, and my heart flutters.

      “You married her? Fuck. I thought you just went and saw her that night in Vegas, I had no idea. You never said you guys got married.”

      “I did more than that. Apparently, I knocked her up that night too. Fuck, Pres, she’s been raising our child all alone, and I’ve been spending the last few years of my life beating the shit out of people. I was half-wishing I was dead, and she was over there raising our child while working in a fucking strip club!” He nearly yells the last part, his words filled with regret.

      “Stop that shit right fucking now. You hear me? This isn’t all on you, Savage. She showed up here a few times, and I told her to leave. God, I was so stupid.”

      “I told you I didn’t want to see her. I remember that much, even though I was drowning in a bottle most of the time. ”

      “She tried so many times, but the last time she showed up and you knew about it, you fucking lost it. Hell, I thought you were dead, you drank yourself so deep. So the next time she came by and asked to see you, I let her have it. I didn’t want her coming around anymore. You weren’t getting any better, and I thought one of those times she showed up, you wouldn’t make it out alive. Then, after a while, you got better. Putting you in the ring did more good than I could have hoped for. You still seem to fight it, but I haven’t been woken up with you screaming from nightmares in a long time. I thought about telling you how she came by that last time, and how I turned her away, but I was scared what that might do to you. All that progress, just to have it flushed away. Figured it was best to leave it alone.”

      “I just feel like if I would’ve known, maybe I could—”

      “Stop,” Lucias says, cutting him off. “You’ve been living in the past too damn long, and look where it’s got you. Right now, you can choose to step out of it and into your future with her. Or you can drag both of you back through the pain of ‘what if’ and ‘might have been.’”

      My eyes start to water at Lucias’s words. He couldn’t be more right. We can keep bringing up who did what and rake over what was lost, or we can let it go. All of it. Move on from here.

      I pull the shirt over my head and open the bathroom door, making both men turn to look at me. I just run towards Abe, and he catches me in the air while I wrap myself around him.

      “We have to, Abe. We have to let it all go.” He holds me tightly as I whisper in his ear.

      “It’s gone, baby. I can let anything go if you’ll stay with me.”

      “Forever.”

      I look over and see Lucias smiling at us.

      “Hey, Julie. Nice to see you again, and even nicer to see your ass.”

      It’s then I remember I have nothing on under my shirt, which has risen up with me wrapped around Abe. Instantly he lets me loose, but grabs me into his lap as he sits down on the bed.

      “President or not, you look at her ass again we’ll have problems.”

      Lucias sighs, ignoring Abe’s threat, and leans back against the wall.

      “And that brings us back to the Five Aces. They say she’s theirs.”

      Abe’s arms tighten around me at his words.

      “Are we really having this conversation?” he asks, placing a kiss on my neck.

      “Normally I wouldn’t, but they offered me such an easy deal that I thought you might like to hear it.”

      “Which is?”

      “Apparently, Burnout has it bad for her, and he wants to fight for her next week in the Bottoms. They want to make a whole event out of it.”

      “What?” I shout, trying to pull myself from Abe to stand up, but he holds me tightly, and I can feel his body shaking with laughter. I look over and see Lucias laughing too. How can he think this is funny? What is this, the Middle Ages? They want to fight for me? “Why are you laughing about this?”

      “Because it’s fucking ridiculous, that’s why. That little piss ant couldn’t take Savage out if we tied his arms behind his back. Which makes me think they might be up to something.”

      “Like what?” Abe asks, getting serious.

      “They still have a hard-on for Casper after she popped the VP, so maybe they have something planned. We just need to make sure we do this nice and clean, and make sure the prospects are checking everyone at the door. No guns or weapons. Period.”

      “Sounds good to me. Good luck letting Casper know she can’t carry.”

      “Yeah, I’ll have Vincent tell her,” Lucias says, half-smiling. “I’ll leave you two alone now. Oh, and Julie, it’s great to have you back.”

      “It’s great to be back.”

      “You give her the rundown of how this place works. Things are a little different than they were before,” he says, making his way to the door.

      “To be honest, I don’t know how long I’m staying,” Abe says, making us both turn to look at him, but his eyes are just on me. “I have a family now. They’ll always come first.”

      “Abe, no,” I say, not wanting him to leave his club. These are his brothers. He’s been with them before there was even an ‘us’. They may not have been in a motorcycle club together, but they were a team. Before they just wore their fatigues, now they wear their cuts.

      I start to protest, but Lucias beats me to it. “We’re all family, Savage. She’s yours, which makes her one of ours. We don’t have to choose one over another. We’re all one big family. We’d never do that to each other.” Lucias takes a second to look him in the eyes, and Abe nods, acknowledging what he’s said. Lucias continues. “Also, don’t worry about anyone coming for Julie or her family. Vincent gave me some good old-fashioned blackmail to use against the Five Aces. Never thought I’d say it’s nice to know a fed.”

      “But the fight’s still on?” Abe asks.

      “Fuck yeah. That fight is going to pull in some serious bank. Even got a few outside clubs wanting to come in and watch. It’s gonna be packed.”

      “Sounds good. Now get the fuck out. I need to give my old lady a shower.”

      My nose scrunches up at his words.

      “What? You’re not my old lady?’

      “It just sounds so…old.”

      I hear Lucias shut the door, leaving us alone. Abe lets out a roar of laughter that shakes his whole body, shaking mine in turn. It’s a sound I intend to get from him as often as I can.

      “Come on,” he says, picking me up and carrying me into the bathroom. “I’m going to clean you up, and then we're going to introduce me to my son.”

      “Sounds perfect.”
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      I’ve never been so nervous in my entire life. I asked Julie about our son last night, wanting to know everything about him. Every time I asked something specific, she just told me to wait. It was driving me crazy, but she said seeing him would answer everything. I feel like I have this space in my heart just waiting to be filled by him. Coming to Julie’s parents’ house with her is so nerve-wracking, but I’d do anything for her and for our son.

      Julie’s parents were welcoming, though not as warm as I’d hoped. She made me promise not to tell them about her working at the strip club. They thought she was just working at some random bar, pouring drinks on the weekend to make ends meet. Ends I should have been meeting for her. I can’t help but feel it’s partly my fault she worked there to begin with.

      I know my relationship with her parents will have to mend over time. They saw what I did to her, and they’re the ones who have been taking care of her since I left the picture, but I’m going to work hard at fixing it. I’ll work to give our son a full family, something I never had.

      “I’ll go check on him and see if he’s up from his nap,” Julie says, leaving me alone with her parents in the kitchen.

      I look over at her mom and dad, knowing they deserve an apology. “I wish I had the right words to explain everything, but I don’t. I’m sorry I left Julie the way I did, and put you both in the position to take care of her when I should have been there for her. Thank you for taking care of her and my son, and if there’s ever anything I can do to repay that, I will.”

      Her dad looks at me with those dark brown eyes, just like Julie’s, and nods his head. “You can start by being in their lives again, and being the husband and father they deserve.”

      “You’re right. And I’ll spend the rest of my life making it up to both of them.”

      “Here he is,” I hear Julie behind me, and I turn around to see her carrying a giant of a kid.

      “Oh my God, he’s only two? He’s huge.” I look at him in disbelief and wonder, with the biggest smile on my face. I can feel it stretching from ear to ear. “He’s so beautiful.” I instantly feel tears in my eyes. I can see my dark shaggy hair and Julie’s big brown eyes.

      He looks at me with just as much wonder as I’m looking at him.

      “This is AJ. As in Abraham Junior.”

      “Julie,” I whisper, getting choked up. Jesus, she named my son after me, even though I was a piece of shit and ran out on her. “Hey, AJ,” I say around the lump in my throat. I can feel the tears slide down my cheeks, but I don’t want him to think I’m sad.

      AJ reaches his little chubby hand out and touches my cheek where the tears are.

      “Dada, no cry.”

      I look over to Julie in complete shock. “Did he just—”

      “You be tough, Dada. No cry.” He’s got this stern look on his face like he’s telling me to pull it together, and I cry more. My heart is bursting with so many emotions, I can’t help it.

      With a heavy sigh, AJ holds his arms out to me, indicating I should hold him. I look at Julie and she’s crying too, but she nods her head and lets me know it’s okay. I open my arms, and he practically jumps into mine.

      “Dada need hug,” he says, squeezing me tightly.

      “How?” It’s the only thing I can choke out as I look to Julie and wonder how he knows me.

      She holds up a big stuffed teddy bear dressed as a Marine, and points to the picture of me in the bear's arms. “I told him his Daddy was a Marine and was defending our country. I told him how brave his daddy was, and how much he loved him and mommy, and one day he’d come home.”

      I close my eyes and crush my son to my heart. I’ve missed so much time with him, and that stops today. I won’t ever miss anything ever again.

      AJ starts to wiggle, and I let go a little so he can lean back and look at me. “I wanna snack.”

      I laugh, seeing how perfect and beautiful he is, and I kiss him on the cheek. “I love you, AJ.”

      “Love you, Dada. Snack?”

      “Yeah, buddy, let’s get a snack.”

      As I stand in the kitchen, cutting up a sandwich for my little guy, I look over at Julie and smile. It’s amazing how I can stand here and have my heart burst with love, and keep on breathing. It’s too much, and I don’t deserve it, but I’ll spend the rest of my life earning it.
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      “We all clear?” I glance over at Pres, already ready for this to be done.

      “Yep, we’ve already made a killing off the fight, sold out even more when people found out it would be your last.”

      It was easy making the choice for this to be my last fight. I wouldn't be spending my weekends fighting if I could be spending them with my old lady and our son. I had so much time to make up, and I wasn't going to waste it doing pointless shit. I didn't even need the money. I had saved all my money when I was in the Marines, not to mention all the money I’d made from fighting. Between Scribe doing all our investments and my pay for being the VP of the Ghost Riders, I had no use for it anymore, and everyone understood.

      “Let’s do this,” I say, dropping the wrapping I used to wrap my hands on the table next to me.

      It’s the first time Julie is watching me fight, and I have to admit I’m a little nervous. I’ve never lost before, and no one has ever managed to land a shot on me, so it would really be a shame to start now.

      “You ready to see me kick some ass, shortcake?”

      “As long as you’re the one doing the kicking, sure. I don’t think I can watch if you get hit.”

      “Guess I won’t get hit then.”

      I reach down and grab her ass, picking her up. I rub her curvy body against mine, and I try my best not to get hard. I can’t imagine fighting with an erection is fun. I give her a hard kiss, and then slide her back to the ground. Her cheeks flush, and she’s still got her hands on my chest. I smile, knowing what that look on her face means.

      “Baby, as soon as I’m done, I’ll take care of you.”

      She looks around the crowded room, and sees people in all kinds of kinky positions having fun and getting wild on fight night. I wasn’t sure about bringing her here at first, but she seems to like watching all the couples going at it. My girl is dirty.

      “I can’t help it, Abe. Seeing all these people fucking is turning me on. It must be all the adrenaline from the fighting. Jesus, it’s like one big orgy.”

      “I’m not fucking you out in the open, shortcake, so you can get that out of your head. Nobody is seeing what’s mine. You’re already claimed, so I don’t need to make it known.” I touch the dog tags around her neck, showing her what I mean. She’s wearing a low-cut tank top, so they are nestled safely between her fat tits, and seeing them there turns me on. “You wore that shirt to tease me, didn’t you?”

      “No, I wore this short-ass skirt with no panties to tease you. The top was a bonus.”

      “You’re not wearing panties?” Fuck. My dick is never going down.

      She gives me a sly smile, and I shake my head as I see her game. She’s trying to get me so turned on I’ll fuck her out in the open. “It’s not happening, Julie.”

      She sticks out her bottom lip in a pout, and it’s quite possibly the most adorable thing I’ve ever seen. God, I need to get inside her.

      “After the fight, you’re mine.”

      “I’m always yours, Abe. But you better make it fast. I’m needy.”

      I give her one quick kiss and turn towards the ring.

      Burnout steps up next to the ring, not looking as cocky as he did when I first saw him. Maybe that’s because Casper made him retape his hands as his taped-up hands had been concealing metal knuckles. I could only laugh when she told me about it. Like he was even going to get a shot on me to begin with.

      I walk in at the same time as Burnout, and we walk to the middle of the ring and knock knuckles. When he first got here I heard him talking all kinds of shit. Now that his little trick has been busted he seems to have gone mute.

      I just want this done, and that’s what I plan on doing. Once this is over, Julie and I will have nothing hanging over our heads anymore. This is the final thing I need to clear out.

      This is underground rules, so there’s no ref. After someone rings a bell, I step up, land a right hook and watch him hit the ground. The crowd goes crazy.

      I turn around and walk out of the ring, not bothering to check if he gets up. He won’t. I go back to Julie, and she stands there with wide eyes and a look of disbelief on her face.

      “That’s it?”

      “Yeah, you said you were horny. I’d rather fuck than fight. No sense in dragging it out.”

      She gives me a wicked look and pulls me over to the sidelines. She makes me sit in one of the chairs while she removes the tape from my hands.

      “Fuck, you couldn't even it drag it out for a few minutes,” I hear Casper bitch next to me, but I just ignore her, my eyes still on Julie. I know some of them wanted me to play with him a little, but why do that when I got Julie to play with?

      “Julie,” I warn, but she just smiles at me and goes back to taking the tape off my hands. I’m shirtless and wearing loose shorts, so my erection is becoming obscene now. I don’t give a fuck though. I’ve got my girl in front of me, with no panties on, and it’s all I can think about.

      As she finishes one hand and moves to the next, she straddles my leg, spreading her own legs. I use my free hand to draw a line up the inside of her thigh, under her skirt, and touch her bare pussy lips.

      “Fuck, you really aren’t wearing any.”

      “None.”

      I touch her a little more, and I can feel the wetness coating her lips and leaking out of her pussy. Jesus, she’s soaked. “Are you turned on from seeing all this sex or watching me fight?”

      “Both,” she says, and I can see the need in her eyes. She’s always demanding when it comes to her pleasure, and right now I can see it. She’s right on the edge, and I bet it wouldn’t take me a dozen strokes of her clit to get her to cum.

      “Shortcake, I won’t let you cum in front of everyone. That’s for me. But if you want to ride me a little, you can. But you’re not cumming.”

      “I could suck you off.”

      “Jesus. Don’t say shit like that to me. I’m gonna cum in my fucking shorts. No, I don’t want people seeing you down on your knees either. You can ride me, and stay somewhat covered up. You want that or do you want to wait to get out of here?”

      “I want it now,” she whispers, and I see how bad she wants to do this. She’s always been so open and uninhibited with her body, but seeing her like this is new. I plan on giving her whatever she wants for the rest of her life, and if she wants new experiences, I’m down for that too.

      “Then giddy up, baby. Let’s take a little ride, shall we?”

      She gives me a devilish smile and straddles my waist, her toes barely touching the floor. I reach down and pull the waistband of my shorts down a little and pull my throbbing cock out. There are big pearly drops of pre-cum on the end, and I look up to see Julie licking her lips, wanting a taste. I rub my thumb across the tip, gathering a drop and taking it to her lips. She sucks my thumb into her mouth, closing her eyes and moaning at the taste.

      “Fuck, this is gonna be fast.”

      She opens her eyes and giggles, grabs my cock and puts it at her entrance. Suddenly, she slides all the way down, and I throw my head back and moan at the sensation. She’s so incredibly tight and hot. Her honey is already soaking my balls and she hasn’t even moved yet.

      I grab her hips and help her rise up a little since she can’t get much leverage off the ground. I’ll control her strokes and keep her from getting off, but it’s going to be sheer hell not to cum inside her right this second.

      “Goddamn, look at that ass.”

      I look over to see Casper staring at Julie, watching her move. She leans back in one of the chairs, with Vincent between her thighs.

      “I’m not really into chicks, Savage, but your girl has got a back end I’d make the switch for.” She ends on a grunt when Vincent apparently does something to get her attention. “Easy, Shield, I’m not going anywhere, just appreciating the show.”

      I look back at Julie who’s flushed red from the attention and her approaching orgasm. I pull her up and down on top of me, essentially jacking off my cock with her pussy. She moans and grinds against me on the down strokes, and our connection makes sticky sucking sounds.

      “You like this, don’t you, Julie? My dirty girl. Just remember, you’re mine and I’m letting everyone here know it.”

      I look behind her to see Lucias leaning against the ring, watching us and taking a long pull of his beer. He reaches down and rubs his hard cock, then tips his beer to me in salute. I give him a cocky grin and go back to fucking my woman.

      Julie leans forward, kissing my neck and licking the sweat off my chest. “Fuck, that’s it, baby. We’ve gotta go.”

      With that, I stand up, and still buried inside of her, carry her to the back of the cave. Once we’re alone, I walk over to the wall and pin her to it, fucking her rough. “You’re mine.”

      “Yours, Abe. Only yours.”

      As I pound into her, I feel her tighten on me, and then just as I thrust against her clit, she cums. Her pussy pulses around my cock, and her greedy cunt pulls my cum from me, sending me over the edge. I thrust inside her one last time, and give her what she’s begging for. I fill her up, claiming her pussy and letting her know it’s mine.

      “When I pull out and my cum runs down your legs, past the bottom of your skirt, and people can see, I don’t want you wiping it away. I want it there for everyone to see. I want you marked and taken for the whole goddamn world to know it. You got that, shortcake?”

      “I got it, Abe.”

      She smiles and puts her hands on either side of my face, leaning up to kiss me.

      “God, I fucking love you, Julie.”

      “Me too, baby. Me too.”
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      I run my fingers through Abe’s hair as I watch our son run through the field. Abe moves his head from my lap to my thigh, silently asking me to pay more attention to him. I smile a little, thinking he’s like cat getting petted.

      “You haven't really had any more nightmares,” I say, thinking about how perfect everything has been. We’ve been staying at my tiny apartment, for which Abe ordered a new bed. When he saw mine for the first time, he immediately said he could never fit, and he wouldn’t sleep without me again. I just kissed him and agreed. I didn’t want to sleep without him again either.

      “I haven’t slept like this since…” He pauses, trying to think. “I can’t remember a time I’ve slept this well. Maybe I never have.”

      “The one nightmare you had wasn’t bad at all.”

      Sitting up, he pulls me into his lap, wrapping his body around me. “Your voice seemed to pull me right out,” he whispers into my ear.

      I can’t help but smile at the idea that I’m his cure.

      “I also think it helps that I dream about you guys now. The desert dreams are long gone.”

      The wind blows, making the sunflowers dance in the field. I watch AJ playing soccer between them. The motorcycle clubhouse has so much land behind it you could almost get lost. Acres and acres of the most beautiful land.

      “It’s so peaceful out here.”

      “I didn’t bring you here just to have a picnic, shortcake. I wanted to show you where we’re going to build our new home. I’m thinking six rooms.”

      “Six rooms! Who’s going to clean all that?” I squeal, turning in his lap and straddling him.

      “Well, we want all the kids to have their own rooms, don’t we?” he says matter-of-factly, like he has this all planned out.

      “I am not having five kids,” I say, making sure we’re all clear on that. Our ten-pound baby, AJ, was not easy to carry.

      “I know that.” He looks at me like I was crazy to think we were going to have five kids.  “We’ll have four.

      The extra room will be for your accounting office.”

      “Three and that’s it.” Bargaining with him is never easy, so I’m trying to stand my ground.

      “Four and I’ll make bacon every day for breakfast.” He smirks like he’s holding the golden bacon ticket.

      “I’ll think about it.”

      “We should get started right now,” he grunts, flipping us over so I’m on my back with him over me.

      “Abe, AJ is right over there.” I motion with my head to our son, kicking his soccer ball around.

      “Besides…” I pause until he looks back at me, his blue eyes meeting mine. I want to see his face for this.

      “We’ve already made number two.”

      At my words, his eyes light up, and then they start to fill with tears. He leans down, burying his face in my neck, and I wrap my arms around him, just feeling the love between us.

      “I’m just so happy, shortcake,” he mumbles against my neck.

      He missed so much with AJ, and I know he can’t wait to experience all the parts of being a parent. From my bitching about bloated feet, midnight ice cream runs, dirty diapers and sleepless nights, he’s finally ready and so am I.

      When you love someone, their struggles become yours, and their hurt is your hurt. I never wanted him to carry this on his own, but he needed to in order to see that together we are stronger. We’ve both been through so much, and though we didn’t think it was possible, our fairy tale has come true. It didn’t go according to plan, and it didn’t follow the path we thought it would, but here we are, together and having our happily ever after.

      He leans up, and I kiss him, smiling against his lips. This is definitely better than bacon.

      
        THE END
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          Letting Her Lead
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      Lucias Houston is president of the Ghost Riders MC. He carries the club on this shoulders with nothing but his brothers on his mind. Until he lays eyes on her.

      Elizabeth “Izzy” Force is a veterinarian who spends her time either working, or gaming online. Her life is simple and she likes it just fine…until a baby bulldog pulls in the hottest-looking beast of a man she’s ever seen.

      They come from two very different worlds, but they’re about to collide. Can Lucias convince Izzy he’s worth the risk?

      

      Warning: This is an MC book like no other. There’s no cheating, no sweet butts, and it has all the sweet, cheesy goodness Alexa Riley stirs up. Saddle up and ride!

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Izzy

        

      

      
        
          [image: ]
          [image: ]
        

      

    
    
      Sitting on the end of the bed in the dark, I rub my eyes, trying to relieve a little bit of the tension. Even after my shower, I still feel the day coating me. At least I have the next few days off from the clinic. Maybe I can finally catch up on some sleep.

      Sadly, I was actually relieved when I got the call from the police department to tell me my brother was in jail. He won’t be out until he sees the judge, and there’s nothing I can do for him until that point. That takes things out of my hands, and I don’t have to decide if I’m willing to fork over the money to bail him out. Again. Who am I kidding? I know I would.

      “I’m sorry, Grandma,” I whisper.

      No matter how hard I try, I can’t seem to keep my brother out of trouble. He has a way of falling into it, and I know for a fact he’s mixed up with a motorcycle gang now. It’s something I know nothing about. I spend my days working and my nights with my nose stuck in a book. Or raiding with my guild. My brother and I couldn’t be more different. How we both shared a womb at one time, I have no idea.

      We’re twins, but while I went to college, made perfect grades, and wanted nothing to do with sex, parties, and drugs, that’s all Dusty seems to do. I don’t even know what he does for a living, but he always appears to have a ton of cash just as quickly as he seems to be broke. My guess would be drugs. He put our grandma, who raised us, through hell until she took her last breath.

      Pulling the covers back on the bed, I start to crawl under when I hear a noise coming from the front of the house. I reach for my phone on the night stand and come up empty. Shit. I left it in the living room along with my laptop. Double shit.

      I wait another second, just to be sure I’m not freaking out, but then I hear another sound.

      I open the bedside drawer and pull out my grandfather’s revolver. I’ve been keeping it in the drawer since my brother moved back home. It’s not that I am scared of him. No, I am scared of who he hangs around with. I came home early one night to find him and three other men in the living room, and after that, I’m not taking any chances.

      The feelings they gave me made my blood run cold. Dusty pulled me aside and scolded me for coming home early and interrupting him in whatever it was he was doing. I had to call before I came home to my own house? This house is equally ours. It was left to both of us by our grandma, but he hadn’t lived here for years. Until recently. As much as it pisses me off that he expects me to call if I am coming home early, I did after that because I don’t have the urge to run into his friends ever again.

      I don’t know crap about motorcycle gangs, but what I do know, I want no part of. I’ll stick to my Warcraft guilds and gamebattle friends. I’ve never met any of them personally, but I highly doubt they look like my brother’s friends.

      Slowly opening my bedroom door, I listen for another sound. This time, there’s nothing. Maybe it was the wind, I think to myself, waiting for a few minutes, still not hearing anything. The alarm would have gone off, I keep telling myself.

      I creep down the hall and almost make it almost to the living room when a sound draws my eyes to the dining room. Without thinking, I scream and pull the trigger. The bang goes off louder than I thought possible, the recoil making my arm kick back, and I drop the gun.

      “Fucking shit, shit, shit!” I hear a woman’s voice exclaim before I’m crushed to the ground by a body so big it feels like a giant concrete boulder landed on me and knocked the air out of my lungs.

      The room floods with light, and I stare up at the scariest face I’ve ever seen. Scars run down his face in angry lines. His hard blue eyes look deadly. I push against him, and he actually yields to my efforts, but he takes me with him as he stands, grabbing me by my arm in a firm, unbreakable hold.

      “Find him,” Scarred Guy barks, his voice just as scary as his face. Some tall, skinny guy takes off through my house, and I study the man still holding my arm. He’s as big as a concrete boulder. “She’s losing a good amount of blood.” I look over and see a man on his knees next to a dark-haired woman who is holding her leg.

      “No fucking shit, Sherlock,” the woman on the ground snaps. “I’ve been shot. Vincent is going to kill me. I can hear his mouth already. I’ve been playing with guns my whole life. My whole fucking life. Never been shot. I do this one small task, and this thing shoots me.”

      Her eyes snap over to me, and she glares at me so hard she could give Scarred Guy a run for his money. I just stand there. I can’t seem to form a sentence as I watch what’s playing out in front of me. I’m not even sure if I’m breathing at this point.

      “Nothing, man. No one is here.” The skinny guy searching the house comes back to join us, a little out of breath. “Is she Pinch’s bitch?” he asks, nodding at me.

      I know Pinch is my brother. I’ve heard a few other people call him that. I look around the room to see everyone is wearing leather jackets. The one leaning over the dark-haired woman makes the writing on the back easy to read. Ghost Riders.

      “I knew I should have shot that little shit with more than a rubber bullet,” the woman says, trying to pull herself to her feet. But as she does, her legs give out on her, and she lands back down on her ass.

      “Goddamn it, Casper! Sit the fuck still.”

      “I’m not going to a hospital.” She pushes the man, and I see the bloodstain spread on her jeans.

      “Stop that! You’re making it worse. You need medical attention. Stitches at the least. That much is clear,” I exclaim, unable to help myself.

      “You a doctor or some shit?” the scarred man gripping my arm asks, looking down at me.

      “No. Veterinarian.”

      “Good enough. Get Cas in the truck and clean that blood off the floor.”

      The man next to Cas picks her up and heads out the front door while she mumbles about some Vincent guy. Why hasn’t the alarm gone off? The skinny guy picks up the gun I dropped and cleans up the blood on the floor with his shirt.

      “You got a medical kit?”

      I nod my head.

      “Good. Get it. If you try something…” He doesn’t have to say what will happen if I try something. I get the message loud and clear. I won’t be trying anything.

      He finally lets me go, and I run to the front door and pick up the medical bag I keep for emergency calls.

      “Make sure everything is cleaned up. I don’t know if anyone heard that shot,” Scarred Guy barks.

      “Got it, Savage. See you at the compound.”

      Savage grabs me by the arm once again and pulls me outside. As the cold air hits my legs, I realize I have nothing on but a shirt that barely hits mid-thigh, underwear, and socks.

      I start to protest, but he pushes me into a truck. Cas is lying on the back seat, and the man who carried her out sits behind the wheel. Savage, whose every inch embodies his name, slams the door and informs me of my fate.

      “She dies, you die.”
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      “Come on, Ham. Time for bed.”

      I haven’t even gotten out of my chair in my office yet because I know it’s going to take Ham, my English bulldog, about twenty minutes to get up. I named him after the kid in The Sandlot, and it is a fitting name. I thought having a club mascot was a good idea, and I thought having a dog around for security would be even better. Little did I know I got the laziest dog on the planet. He sleeps forty hours a day and doesn’t so much as lift his head if he hears a gunshot. The only time I’ve ever seen him have a skip to his step is when I take him to the vet. Dumb dog actually gets excited when I take him in. Can’t really blame him, though, I get pretty damn excited when I see her, too. She was part of the reason I got Ham.

      The first time I laid eyes on her, I was in the supermarket. I had to go in and pick up some stuff for the club, and there she was in the cereal aisle holding a box of Cinnamon Toast Crunch.

      She looked like a sweet little thing with her dark-brown hair up in a messy bun and her big glasses sliding down the end of her nose. She was wearing a baggy sweatshirt with an image of Ms. Pac-Man on the front, a pair of leggings with kittens on them, and purple Vans with no socks. I remember the no socks because there was this little gold chain around her ankle, and I remember wanting to put her foot over my shoulder and lick it as I fucked into her. Goddamn, was her body sweet. Tiny little thing with some thick thighs and a big ass. I loved that she was thick. I’ve always liked big girls, and she was making me have crazy fantasies with one quick look.

      When I took a step to approach her, I noticed an older lady walk up to her and call her by name. “Doctor Izzy! I’ve been trying to call the clinic all week. My ragdoll cat, Princess, has had an upset tummy for three days. I have to get her in to see you.”

      “Izzy.” I whispered her name, feeling it roll off my lips. I watched as she walked with the old lady out of the store and out of my life. But I knew where to find her. There is only one vet in town, and I could talk to her there. The only problem was, I didn’t have an animal.

      I had our MC hacker, Knox aka Scribe, help me find a dog, but I didn’t explain why. I think he suspected something, but he never let on. When we went to pick the dog up from the shelter, he was a wrinkly little puppy, but I had to admit he was pretty damn cute. He looked chubby and slept damn near every hour of the day, so the name Ham stuck.

      Taking Ham into the vet the first time was like going on a blind date, only your date didn’t know you were coming. I walked into the vet’s office and did the paperwork for Ham, taking him over and having a seat. When we got called back to the little room, the vet assistant looked him over and told me the vet would be in soon. I waited, looking down at Ham sleeping on the floor the whole time without a care in the world. I’d worn my cut into the vet’s office because I thought it was better to put my cards on the table, but I wonder, looking back, if it was the right idea.

      When Izzy walked in, her face lit up and she beamed, only it wasn’t at me. She was looking at Ham and immediately fell to her knees, scooping him up and cuddling him. I’ve never hated an animal so much in my life. She didn’t so much as give me a second glance.

      She was all business with me, not even looking at me as she put Ham on the table and gave him his shots. She talked out loud, but never so much as made eye contact when I tried to ask questions. Izzy was more than thorough, and she answered what I asked, but she didn’t seem to even notice me with the puppy in the room.

      Right before she left, she put Ham down and finally—finally—turned to look at me. He was bouncing all over the place, I swear, the most active he’s ever been. But I ignored him, looking at Izzy. Her dark-brown hair was still in a messy bun, and her brown eyes looked at me from behind her big glasses. She was wearing a doctor’s coat, but her T-shirt underneath had a picture of Yoda on it.

      “Do you like Star Wars?” It was the dumbest thing out of my mouth, and I wanted to kick myself.

      She looked up at me and blushed and then nodded gently. “Yeah, um, with my last name and all, it’s kind of required.”

      I stared at her in confusion as she told me to have a nice day and left the room. I walked out of the room with Ham following lazily behind me and finally saw her name on the door. Doctor Elizabeth Force.

      I stood there like an idiot. I’m not normally a cocky bastard, but I don’t really have a problem getting a woman’s attention. I guess I just assumed she’d think I was cute and give me the time of day. I saw in that moment that I had some work ahead of me. Because I had to have this woman.

      Seeing her so innocent and sweet, I wanted her to cuddle me like she did Ham. When I walked out of the vet’s office, I looked down at him, and I swear to God, the little bastard was smiling. He knew I’d struck out.

      I’d been back to the vet a dozen times in the past few months. She still wouldn’t ever give me the time of day, only paying attention to Ham every time we went in. When I finally shot it straight and asked her out, she looked at me like I was crazy. She’d said I was the President of a motorcycle club, and she wouldn’t ever go out with one of us.

      When I see Ham finally drag his chunky butt off the couch in my office, I stand up and make my way out, with him slowly following behind.

      All of a sudden, the back doors burst open, and I see Scribe carrying Cas in, her leg bleeding. Adrenaline starts to course through my veins as I think about what to do next. I run towards them as Scribe lays Casper down across one of the pool tables and she lets out a grunt.

      “What the fuck happened?” I shout into the room.

      “This little thing shot her. And she’s going to fix it. Aren’t you?” I hear Savage say behind me.

      Turning around, I get ready to rip apart whoever shot my sergeant-at-arms. But when my eyes lock on Izzy, I stop cold.

      “You!” we both say at the same time.
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      I stare at the man who has been single-handedly driving me crazy for months. I’ve never wanted to get away from someone faster, yet at the same time want to kiss them. He makes me nervous and excited all at the same time. I dreaded and loved seeing his name on the appointment schedule at the clinic. He would bring his little bulldog in for any reason. It was cute, and that had started to warm me a bit to him.

      How someone could be this hardened motorcycle club President and at the same time be so attentive with their dog was surprising. That had to mean something, right? But right now I’m not feeling all warm and excited. Nope. Nervous and scared shitless is more like it.

      He’s way out of my league, and I was completely shocked when he’d asked me out weeks ago. It’s almost laughable to think of us together. He’s handsome in a rough kind of way. With his short dark hair and chocolate-brown eyes, he always seems to have a little bit of scruff on his face. Between the scruff on his face and the tattoos, he’s really playing to the whole motorcycle thing. He probably carries a gun and punches people who look at him funny. I can barely make eye contact at times, and the only weapon

      I’ve ever used—besides my grandfather’s revolver—is a staff in Warcraft. Not that that’s anything to shun. It is, after all, a legendary.

      “Let her go,” Lucias says. The giant, scarred-up guy named Savage releases my arm quickly, like I’m suddenly on fire, but Lucias’s tone didn’t give much room for argument. I reach up and rub the spot, not from pain. I’m just happy to be free. Well, not really free.

      “Where the fuck are her clothes?” Lucias’s eyes roam over me, locking on my legs.

      “Wasn’t real worried about her clothes at the moment, Pres,” Savages answers.

      Lucias pulls his eyes away from me and over to Casper, who’s been moved from the pool table to a sofa over on the side. When I got in the truck, I’d cut her jeans away, and I’d done a few quick stitches and bandaged her on the drive over. I had to use what was in the truck because Cas just wanted it stitched fast and over quickly. Something about not wanting her man to see it. She didn’t even jump when I started on her. She just cursed and kept checking her phone. I did the best I could with my kit in a moving vehicle. It should be fine, as long as she doesn’t get an infection.

      “Cas.” Lucias just says the one word.

      “No. I’m not alright. Vincent is going to fucking kill me. I’m never going to hear the end of this. Ever.” She picks up her phone once again, typing away, not seeming to be in pain. More annoyed and agitated than anything. She actually didn’t even seem mad at me that I shot her. More pissed at herself. Or whatever this Vincent was going to do.

      He walks over to her, looking down at her thigh. He pulls the bandage back to look at the wound before reapplying it, shaking his head.

      “You did this?” He looks back over at me, and this time I can’t read his face at all. Holy shit, I’m standing with no freaking pants on in the middle of a motorcycle club after I shot one of their people. I pull at the bottom of my shirt, trying to make it longer.

      I’m not sure if he means the bandage and stitching, or the shooting, so I just nod because, hell, I did do both.

      “Someone want to tell me what happened?” He looks around the room at everybody, and it’s then I notice there are a few other men who have joined us. I go to step back, but bump into Savage, which makes me jump. Jesus, he takes up all the freaking space around here.

      “What happened is Vincent is never letting me out of the house again. He already follows me around. I’m shocked he hasn’t scented my blood and isn’t here already,” Cas half-whines before dropping her head back down onto the sofa, ignoring Lucias’s question.

      “Went to find Pinch. He wasn’t home, but his bitch was,” the man who had been carrying Cas and drove us here says.

      I scrunch my face at his word bitch. For some reason, out of everything, that name seems to be the straw that is about to break this camel’s back. I feel the lump start to grow in my throat, but I try to hold it back by biting the inside of my cheek, hoping the pain will halt it.

      I feel my body go lax, and I start to feel a little colder than before. I’m crashing. The adrenaline is leaving my body, and I clench my fist, hoping to stop the shaking that I know is going to come.

      Lucias’s whole body seems to go rock solid, his hard stare landing on me. I can practically feel the anger pulsing off him in waves.

      “You belong to Pinch.” The disgust is clear in his voice, and it also doesn’t sound like a question. More of an accusation. He lets out an angry huff, and his nostrils flare. “Not any more, you don’t.”

      What the hell does that mean? Like, he’s going to kill me?

      I feel my legs start to shake, and before I know it, Savage has me by the waist, stopping me from hitting the floor. I’m shocked he even cared enough to catch me.

      I’m quickly pulled from Savage’s arms and into Lucias’s.

      “I’ll be back. No one fucking go anywhere.”

      “What the fuck was that?” I hear Cas say, and then a few others mumble as Lucias carries me from the room.

      I have no energy to fight him. What’s the point? I just rest my head against his chest as he takes a set of stairs. It’s then I really notice we’re in some giant house.

      We go up two flights of stairs until we reach the third floor. There are two doors, one at either end of the hall. One door opens, and a small blonde woman pops her head out, giving us a strange look.

      “Savage is downstairs,” he tells the woman as he turns. She just nods before a half-smile pulls at her face.

      At the end of the hall, he opens a door before dropping me on a bed. He stares down at me for a minute, and I feel my heartbeat pick up. I scramble for the other side of the bed, and Lucias just lifts his hand and points at me.

      “Don’t even think about trying to leave.” With that, he turns, exiting through the door he just entered, and I hear a lock click into place.
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      I stand there outside the door having just locked it. I rest my forehead against it and press both my hands to the wood, wanting desperately to go back in there.

      My heart sank when they told me she was Pinch’s. How could she belong to a little shit like that? I never thought I would be the kind of man that would take a woman from another man, but it looks like that’s what’s about to happen, because no way will I be giving her back to him.

      I push away from the door and head back downstairs to find out what the fuck is going on.

      When I get downstairs, I see everyone is over by Casper on the couch. They step back when the see me, and I look down at her.

      “What’s wrong?” I ask no one in particular.

      “Vincent is on his way,” Savage murmurs, and I roll my eyes. They all act like he’s going to burn the place down. He has a temper when it comes to Casper, but he’d never do anything that would actually upset her.

      “You’re all standing around like it’s a goddamn funeral. Savage, get Julie back upstairs. Scribe, get in my office. The rest of you clear out. He’s gonna be pissed as fuck when he sees Cas like this and I’d rather not make it a scene.”

      The guys move away, and I look down at Cas as she sits up on the sofa.

      “You realize there might be a funeral,” she says, sounding defeated.

      I put my hand on her shoulder and smile down at her. “He’s gonna be pissed as fuck, Mackenzie.”

      I laugh as she throws my arm off her shoulder and makes a growling sound. I love that woman like a brother, so I can’t help but poke the bear. She might be pouting about what Vincent is going to do when he gets her, but she isn’t fooling anyone. She gets off on how he acts towards her.

      Turning to walk away, I see Vincent enter the club and make a beeline for Cas. I go into my office and shut the door behind Scribe and me before the shit hits the fan.

      Taking my seat at my desk, I see Ham on the couch with Scribe. Knox “Scribe” Robertson and I go way back, and having him as our resident accountant/hacker is the reason for the nickname. He keeps logs of all our shit and spends about ninety percent of his time on his computer. If he’s not on his computer, he’s on his bike doing club shit. From what I hear, he’s got a long line of women chasing after him, but he’s yet to let one hold him down.

      “So what the fuck happened tonight?” I ask, wanting to get the whole story.

      “We went looking for Pinch. When that shit went down with the Five Aces last month, I went searching and found out that our prospect had something to do with it.”

      Scribe is talking about how the Five Aces came to our territory and fucked with our shop. Only someone with inside information would have known when to hit us and where things were. They came in the rear entrance of the property and fucked up the shop pretty bad. We’ve got three other shops in town that people drive from states away to use, but it seems the Five Aces got a hold of those, too.

      Whoever gave them this information could have done it for a few reasons: he was looking to make a name for himself, he owed a fuck-ton of debt, or needed a fix and this was the only way to get it.

      I had construction crews on site right after the hit, but it’ll take time and cost us money, not only in repairs but in business lost. This is a bigger headache than I ever wanted to deal with, but as club President, it’s my job.

      The door opens and Savage walks in, shaking his head and laughing.

      “What?” Scribe and I ask at the same time.

      “If I’m not mistaken, Vincent is saying he’s going to shoot himself in the leg and see how much Cas likes it. I don’t know. I walked out when she pulled her gun out and offered to do it herself.”

      “So no sign of Pinch?” I say, changing the subject and getting back to the problem at hand.

      “None,” Scribe says, looking down at his phone. “I can do some digging. If he pops up, you’ll be the first to know.”

      I look over at Savage and we lock eyes. He’s worried about me and the girl upstairs. He knows me well enough that we don’t have to speak. We’ve been through ten tons of shit together, so he knows when something is off.

      “I got it,” is all I have to say before he nods and turns to leave.

      “I’m going back upstairs with shortcake. Someone holler if you need anything.” Savage says before exciting to go get his Julie.

      I turn to Scribe and clear my throat. He looks up from his phone at me and shrugs his shoulder. “Sorry, I was canceling the raid I was supposed to do tonight.”

      “Like I know what that means. Go back to the doc’s house and get her some goddamn clothes. She’s gonna be here for a while. And make sure you get her glasses. She can’t see shit without them.”

      He raises his eyebrow at me, but I just ignore it.

      “Will do, Pres,” he says, getting off the couch. “Come on, Ham. You can ride in the sidecar.”

      I bite my bottom lip to keep from smiling. Scribe had a sidecar made especially for Ham, and I hate to admit it but it may be the cutest thing in the world to see that damn bulldog wearing goggles as he rides beside him.

      Ham jumps up happily and comes over to me for the okay. I scratch behind his ear, telling him he can go, and then he’s bouncing behind Scribe out of my office.

      “Watch your ass,” I shout at the two of them as they exit. Scribe just throws up deuces at me. Then they’re gone.

      When I exit my office, I see that Casper and Vincent are gone. I didn’t hear a gun go off, so I’m guessing they worked it out.

      I’ve only got one place I want to be, but as I take the stairs to my room, each step is heavier than the last. What am I going to do with her in there?

      Standing outside the door, I wait a beat before entering. How do I explain to Izzy that she’s mine?

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Izzy

        

      

      
        
          [image: ]
          [image: ]
        

      

    
    
      “Shit.” I close the laptop quickly and dash over to the bed when I hear sounds out in the hallway. I lie down and close my eyes, trying to calm my breathing.

      “Shortcake, back in bed. You need your rest, baby,” I hear Savage say. I recognize his voice, but his tone is completely different to earlier. It’s all soft and sweet. I never would’ve thought his voice could even do soft and sweet.

      “I’m fine, Abe. I’m pregnant not a child,” I hear a woman’s voice snip back at him.

      “Get in bed and I’ll eat your pussy until you pass out.” My mouth falls open at his crude words, but it’s strangely hot.

      “You’ll do that anyways.” I hear a growl, then a giggle, before a door closes.

      I release a breath, realizing that the noise wasn’t Lucias coming back to the room—the room I’m starting to think is his. The sheets smell just like him. I huff at myself for liking the smell a little too much. This man is holding you captive, Izzy. He’s not the sweet man who brings his puppy in every other week. I wait a minute, and when I don’t hear any other sounds, I rush back over to the laptop and open it again.

      The locked screen comes up once more, tormenting me. How many times can you guess a password before it locks you out? I wonder if you get locked out for a specific period of time and then you can try again, or if it locks you out permanently. I don’t want anyone to know I was trying to use it. I try his puppy’s name, but no luck. Next I try the name I’d read on the back of their leather jackets. Another bust.

      I groan when that doesn’t work. Come on.

      I hear another noise and dart to the bed again, closing my eyes, wanting whoever it is to think I’m asleep. I can only imagine what’s going on downstairs. The look on Lucias’s face when he said my brother’s name was filled with pure hate.

      I thank God he’s actually in jail because I have a feeling if Lucias gets his hands on him, things will not go well for my brother. He might drive me crazy and I think he needs a good slap in the head, but I don’t want him hurt. He’s my brother. My twin. And I’d told my grandma I’d look after him.

      I have to warn him that these people are looking for him. What are the freaking odds that the same man I was crushing after was somehow tangled up with my brother? Maybe the odds were higher than I thought. I have no idea how motorcycle clubs work, but I know Lucias is in one and I know my brother hung with them, too.

      The experience I’d had with what my brother had brought to our house showed me I never want to be mixed up with something like that. It’s the reason I kept shooting Lucias down time and time again. Not to mention Lucias is way out of my league and I don’t mean in looks. I mean in life.

      I can only picture what goes on in this club if half of what I’ve read in romance novels is true. I don’t ever want to know what’s happened in this very bed I’m lying in. I’m starting to think this is their clubhouse, but if I had to guess what a clubhouse looks like, this wouldn’t be it.

      When I hear the door open, I stay extremely still, trying to fake sleep. I hear the door shut, and heavy footsteps move closer to the bed. When I feel fingers rub down my right cheek, it takes everything in me not to open my eyes. The smell of Lucias hits me hard, and I know it’s him. I relax knowing it’s him and not someone else.

      I hear a muttered “fuck” and footsteps walking away. Then the laptop opens. Shit. Shit. Shit.

      “Couldn’t guess the password, I see,” his deep voice rumbles, but it sounds like he’s smiling. I don’t answer, just keep faking my sleep. I’m not sure if he’s onto me or not, but I’m not giving myself up.

      I hear more rustling movements, then feel the bed dip on the other side. Lucias pulls me to him a little, wrapping his body around mine.

      Oh. My. God. He’s spooning me. I can feel my heartbeat pick up. It thumps loudly, and I wonder if only I can hear it. Or is it loud enough for him to hear it, too? His bare legs tangle with mine, making me wonder if he’s naked. He cannot be naked. I feel my body flush, and I’m sure I’ve turned bright red. I’ve never in my life been in bed with a man, unless you count when I was a kid and Dusty and I would fall asleep together watching movies.

      His face comes to my neck like he’s trying to bury it there, then I feel a kiss on my neck, soft and warm. I bite my lip, just happy that he can’t see my face from this angle. The blush has to be showing. The light isn’t great in here—just a single lamp is on—but I’m sure he could see it if he looked right at me. I can feel the heat on my cheeks.

      He places another kiss, then another, leading up my neck. The arm he has slung around me pulls me even closer as he continues to assault my neck. Wait. Is assault even the right word? I don’t know if I should tell him to stop or just keep faking sleep. I have a feeling he’s onto me. I don’t think much gets past Lucias.

      When he makes it up to my ear, he pulls the lobe into his mouth, sucking before giving it a little bite.

      “You should have guessed your name.”
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      I feel her tense under me, but I just keep holding her tight.

      “Why would you have my name as your password?”

      Running my nose along the shell of her ear, I kiss her neck and breathe in her scent. “You knew I wanted you for a while now, Izzy.” She stops moving completely, and I swear you could hear a pin drop. “I didn’t think it would happen like this, though. But as long as I got you in my bed, I guess it doesn’t matter.”

      “You asked me out and I said no. Is this what you do to women who turn you down?”

      She’s pissed, and it makes me smile. I like how sassy she is.

      “Women don’t turn me down, baby.” I laugh against her neck and give it another kiss, and I can feel the tension rolling off of her.

      “Let me out of this bed. I don’t want to sleep where you’ve had a line of whores in and out of. I’m going to get a disease from lying here.”

      Throwing my leg over hers, I hold her tighter and sit up a little to look down at her.

      “You’re not going anywhere. Besides, I didn’t say I took women up on it. Just saying they aren’t shooting me down left and right like you did.” I feel her relax slightly, and I lean down to whisper in her ear again. “No woman has ever been in this bed, and there sure as shit hasn’t been one since the day I laid eyes on you.”

      I feel her tremble under me, and I close my eyes, wishing there wasn’t anything between us.

      “I know you may not be mine, but I’m hoping if you stay here long enough that you will be. That you’ll forget about him and choose me.” She takes in a breath and starts to say something, but I slowly snake my hand up her nightshirt, resting it on her hip. “Shhh. Don’t tell me no again, baby. Tonight I just want to lie here and hold you. I promise I won’t do too much. Just a little cuddle.”

      I flex my fingers against her hip. I can feel the band of her panties there, and I’d give anything to flip her shirt up and make her show me them. But right now, I just want to sleep with her. Maybe this is all I’ll ever get. Hell, this could be the only night I ever have with her, but I’ll take just this if it means she’s in my arms.

      [image: ]
* * *

      I wake up sometime later, lying on my back with Izzy on top of me. It’s still dark outside, and the small lamp doesn’t do much to help me see her. I feel her soft body breathing evenly on top of me, and I smile as I lie there. I guess at some point I rolled over and she climbed on, or I flopped back and took her with me. Either way, she’s on top of me, and I’ll take it.

      Her thighs are spread on either side of my hips, and my hard cock is straining against my boxer briefs, trying to get at her. I can feel her heat through the material, and all I can think about is sliding them down just a little and pulling her panties to the side. I want to sink into her warmth and just stay there. Not even have sex. I just want to be inside of her.

      Her mouth is against my neck, and I can feel her even breaths. She makes a small noise, and I freeze, not wanting her to wake up and move off me. Reaching up, I rub her back gently and she goes back to sleep. Her body moves on top of mine just slightly, and goddamn if her pussy doesn’t rub against my cock. I grit my teeth and hold my breath, thinking if I just remain completely still everything will be okay.

      But Izzy moans in her sleep and moves her hips again, and I don’t think I can hold back much longer. I’ve been hard as a rock all night with her in my bed, and feeling her lush pussy rubbing me will have me cumming in my underwear in the blink of an eye. I want her to stop, but at the same time I want her to keep going. The ache deep in my balls is painful, and some kind of release would feel so fucking sweet. But at the same time, I don’t want to take advantage of her while she sleeps, which is insane because I’ve all but kidnapped her and taken her from her man.

      The thought of Pinch getting at this thick body makes me angry, so I push the thought away. She’s mine now, whether she wants it or not.

      Her hips move against my cock again, and it makes me catch my breath. Her lips against my neck have me so close to the edge I can’t hold on much longer. Just as I have this thought, she moves on my cock again, and I give up the fight.

      I cum on myself, pulsing out into my boxer briefs and trying my best not to move a centimeter. Nothing would be more embarrassing than her waking up to me cumming on myself. I bite my lip as the orgasm pushes through me and the warm pleasure of release spreads through my body. It’s so strong and deep, but I keep it quiet and don’t disturb Izzy.

      When it’s finally over, I take a deep breath and go back to rubbing her back. My cock is still hard as a rock, and I still want to fuck her so bad I can nearly taste it. But this is enough for now.

      As I lie there in a pile of pleasure, feeling her curves pressed against every inch of me, I start to drift off to sleep. Just as I’m about to succumb, I hear something that sounds like it’s coming from far away.

      “You’re welcome.”
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      “We can’t do this here. What if someone catches us?” I make no move to push him away. In fact, I bring my hands to his bare chest, running my fingers through the hair there. Lucias’s hand comes to my hair, gripping a handful and tilting my head to give him better access to my neck. I grind myself against him. I’m on top of him on one of the exam tables at the clinic, rubbing against him like I can’t get close enough.

      “I’d never let that happen.” He kisses and licks my neck, giving little bites that make every part of me tingle. It feels sweet and rough at the same time, like him. Everything about him always seems to look hard, but whenever he opens his mouth, he’s always sweet. He doesn’t make sense in my head. I can’t figure him out. He looks like he could beat the hell out of a few guys and not even break a sweat, but when his eyes come to mine that’s not what I see. Sometimes they even remind me of a little puppy wanting to play, begging for attention. But Lucias’s playing wouldn’t be innocent.

      The hands in my hair release, and I miss them instantly.

      “Touch me,” I moan, grinding against him harder. The friction hits right against my clit. I wanted his hands on me. I’ve wanted this for so long and pushed it away. I’m going to enjoy this moment.

      “I can’t.” His voice sounds strangled, almost pained, making excitement course though me. I’m making this man so needy for me, but I don’t get why he won’t touch me. He hasn’t even kissed me. It’s just another thing about Lucias that doesn’t add up.

      “I’ve wanted you so long. You won’t even kiss me?” I hate how needy I sound. I like it better when he’s chasing me. It makes me feel special. Wanted.

      He groans, the sound vibrating through his chest, and I swear I feel it all the way down to my core.

      “Fuck, she’s going to kill me. Four years in the desert I made it, but this curvy little thing is going to be my death.” I feel the breath of his words against my neck. I turn my head, wanting his mouth, still rubbing against him.

      His head turns and I get his neck. I wanted his mouth, but I’ll take this. I go at his neck like he did mine. Kissing and sucking.

      “Take what you want. Use me. Get what you need, baby.”

      I rock my hips, rubbing my clit up and down his erection. My nipples are harder than I’ve ever felt before. Every part of me seems to be aching.

      “I ache Lucias. I need—” His hand comes down on my ass, the smack making my body go off. The orgasm rips though me as my whole body jerks with the pleasure.

      “Fucking shit, shit, shit! She likes it rough,” I hear him grumble.

      The sting on my ass morphs into a delicious throbbing, and that’s when my eyes fly open. I was dreaming. Or was I? I’m staring at a man’s neck. A neck that has a hickey clear as day on it.

      Oh. My. God.

      The night before comes flooding back. I was dreaming. Kinda. I’m not in my clinic. I was just lying on top of Lucias, riding myself to orgasm.

      Slowly I pull back, like maybe if I go slowly enough he might disappear and I won’t have to die of embarrassment. But then my eyes meet his. I can’t read his look, so I choose to look away.

      My eyes travel up his face to his hands, which are gripping his own hair in a tight hold that looks almost painful.

      “You smacked me,” I accuse. It’s the first thing I could think of. I need to point away from the fact I did what he’d encouraged: used him for my own pleasure.

      “I tried not to take advantage, but it’s hard when you got your fucking dream girl crawling all over you, asking you to touch her.” He grits the words out like he’s pissed off.

      I sit all the way up, straddling his body. His own body looks tight, like every muscle is straining to remain still.

      My eyes go back to the mark on his neck. Did I do that? No. I wouldn’t. I don’t give hickeys…or ride men to orgasm, for that matter.

      “You have a hickey,” I tell him, trying to sound disgusted, which I am. I didn’t do that. It clearly has to be from someone else.

      One hand releases his own hair and goes to that spot. He smiles.

      “You’re in bed with me and you have another girl’s hickey on your neck.” I scramble off him as I throw the words at him.

      He grunts as he sits up, his feet going over the side of the bed, his hand going to the bridge of his nose, clearly frustrated with me.

      “Is that the problem? You think I’m some manwhore or something? I already told you I haven’t had a woman in this room ever, and I haven’t touched one since I laid eyes on you.”

      “Oh. It’s clear you don’t touch them. You just let them…them…” I fling my hand towards him, unable to find the right words, but then I remember what he said to me. Take what you want. Use me. Get what you need, baby.

      Why am I even fighting with him about this? I’m kidnapped. It’s like my brain has turned to orgasm mush, and I’m all jealous over a man I should be smacking, not caring who sleeps in his bed.

      “Use me?” He drops his hand from his face, cocking his head to look at me. His eyes roam over my body, making me feel naked.

      I feel the warmth run to my cheeks. I did use him. Then he smacked my ass. Which I liked entirely too much. Thinking about it makes that delicious burn return.

      “You’re the only person in the whole fucking world I’d let use me.” With that, he stands. He’s only wearing boxer briefs, and it’s then I get a look at all those tattoos I’d always wondered about. They were always poking out from under his clothes, making me often itch to push up his sleeves to see them. Now I can see every inch of them.

      “I’m going to say it again.” He leans down, putting one hand on the bed as he looks me dead in the eyes. “You’re mine.” His eyes travel all over my body again, and I swear I can feel them on my skin like a possessive touch.

      “And this,” his other hand grabs his cock through his boxer briefs “is yours. You can use it anytime you like. Only you.” Then he gives me a half-smile. “Well, I’ll have to use it until I can get those thighs that belong to me to open nice and wide for me.”

      My mouth drops open. I should be doing that smacking thing, but I swear my nipples just got harder. Kidnapped, kidnapped, kidnapped, I repeat to myself.

      “Don’t look so shocked, Izzy. Those thighs were made to open for me. Just like this cock can only seem to get hard for you.”

      He licks his lips, his eyes going to the juncture of my thighs and they part a little. I don’t think I could have stopped the action for anything in the world. His hand leaves his cock, coming to rest on the bed. His intentions are clear. He’s coming for me.

      A bang on the door makes me jump. I turn to look.

      “I know where Pinch is,” I hear someone say from the other side of the door.

      That I’m-going-to-eat-you expression drops from Lucias’s face, and his features harden. Actually, I’m pretty sure that’s jealousy. I don’t even want to try to break down why I like that. He still thinks I’m Pinch’s “Bitch,” as Savage had put it.

      He pulls back from the bed.

      “Don’t move.” He turns to go for the door. They’re going after Pinch. I jump from the bed and run for the door. I turn, letting my back hit it, blocking Lucias from opening it.

      “Please, don’t hurt him. Please,” I beg. I can feel my eyes start to water.

      “You love him, don’t you?” His face looks disgusted, like the words actually left a bad taste in his mouth.

      I just nod.

      Lucias’s hand goes flying, hitting the wall and going right through the drywall, making me jump and scream.

      “What the fuck was that?” the man on the other side of the door yells, but he doesn’t try to come in.

      I push back into the door. The action is useless. There’s nowhere to go, and fear shoots though my body.

      “Damn it,” he barks. “I’m sorry. Don’t be scared of me.” His hands come to my face, cupping it, making me look up at him. “I don’t like you being scared of me. I’d never hurt you, but I can’t give you back to him. I won’t. He’s already a dead man walking, Izzy.”

      The tears start to flow now. He brings his forehead down to mine.

      “You have to save him. I’ll do anything.” I whisper. “Anything,” I try again.

      “You’re offering yourself to me if I let Pinch walk? Give him no blowback from my club?”

      I lick my lips and nod.

      “I don’t care what it makes me look like, but I’ll take it. No blowback from my club. You’re mine. Not that you weren’t already.” I read between the lines. Someone else is after my brother. Probably anyone club.

      “Someone else wants to hurt him?”

      “I think they might want to do more than hurt him. It’s more a matter of whoever gets to him first gets the pleasure. I wanted the pleasure because I wanted some information, too.”

      “Bring him here, get your information, and keep him safe,” I suggest. I’m trying to get Dustin somewhere safe. He’s a dipshit, but he’s my dipshit. I have to try to save him. I’ll give that to my grandma.

      “I won’t let you near him. I told you, you’re mine.” He pushes the “mine” thing again, like if he says it enough it might be true, and I’m guessing it kind of is. “I can’t even believe you’d let the fuck ever even touch you.”

      I bring my hands to his chest, trying to calm him a little. I need him on my side. If I’ve learned anything in the last twelve hours, it’s that Lucias’s feelings run a whole lot deeper for me than I thought. He just got upset when he thought I was scared of him. He seems to dislike my tears. As if hearing my thoughts, he leans in, kissing one droplet rolling down my cheek. The whole hard and sweet thing he does is shining hard.

      “Lucias, Dustin, Pinch, whatever you call him, he’s done more than touch me.” I feel his body go even harder under my hands, a growl ripping from him. “He shared a freaking womb with me.”
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      Her hands drop, and I instantly want them back on me, but I stand there for a second, letting what she said sink in. Did she just say what I think she did?

      “You shared a womb? Like a brother and sister?”

      Izzy slowly nods and looks up at me with big soft eyes. “Twins.”

      She lifts up the corner of her mouth like I must be dumb for not getting that right away. But the thought never crossed my mind. I thought I heard she was his, but I never stopped to think if it was true. At the thought, I feel the tightness around my heart release and I relax. It’s been there, clenching me since the moment I heard she was his. I knew I’d never let anything stand in the way of her being mine, but suddenly there’s not even a glimmer of a barrier in our way, and I’m filled with relief and need.

      Releasing a breath, I lean my body into her a little and rest my forehead against hers. Goddamn. I’ve never wanted someone like this before.

      “Izzy—” I whisper, but my words are cut off by Scribe beating on the door again.

      “Pres. We need to roll.”

      Pulling back from her, I take her chin in my hands and give her a stern look. “We’re not done here.”

      “Lucias, just please don’t hurt him.”

      Fuck me, there isn’t anything I wouldn’t give her. All she has to do is ask and it’s hers. Even though he deserves to be under the ground for what he’s done to our club, she means more to me than that. She means more to me than the club.

      That realization hits hard, but I don’t have time to think about it.

      “I’ll meet you downstairs in five,” I say through the door, and I hear Scribe walk away. Looking down at Izzy again, I wish I could pick her up and take her to bed, but there’s no time.

      “Please.” She reaches up, putting both hands on my naked chest.

      I grab her wrists, not pulling them away, but holding them closer to me.

      “You’re mine. When I get back, we’re gonna set some things straight. But I own you.”

      I look into her eyes for confirmation, and I see her nod her head. I pull her hands away from my chest and kiss each of her palms, feeling her pulse at her wrists. I know if I lean in and kiss her lips, I won’t be able to stop myself. I’ll need more. Just this small taste will have to do until I can get back to her.

      I go over to the dresser and grab some jeans and a black T-shirt. I put them on quickly as I watch Izzy go back to the bed and sit down on it. I want to get back in there with her so bad, I have to look away. Seeing her there, exactly where I want her, is driving me insane with need.

      When I’ve got my boots on, I go to the door but don’t turn around to look at her. If I do, I’ll be done. I’m holding onto the last bit of strength I have left to keep from going to her.

      “Don’t leave this room. I’ll be back soon.” With that I walk out the door and shut it, locking it behind me.

      Before I walk downstairs, I press my hand to the door, wishing I could feel her one last time. I’ve never been gone for anyone like this before. It’s as if she woke me up, and now I don’t ever want to sleep again.

      Making my way downstairs, I see Scribe leaning against the pool table with Ham at his feet. Ham sees me coming and waddles over so I can scratch behind his ear. Once I’ve done it, he goes into my office and climbs on the couch, rolling onto his back and spreading his legs wide. He’s going to sleep like that for the next twenty-two hours, I just know it.

      I look to Scribe and wait as he gives me the information on Pinch.

      “We found out he’s staying in a cabin out by the caves on the east side of town.” He hands me a paper with pics of Pinch and where he’s at. “I tracked him down thanks to one of his dealers. Guess he’s holing up in that cabin, using until he can’t anymore. Didn’t take a lot to get the dealer to talk. Said Pinch owed him, too. Sounds to me he’s got blowback coming from a lot of places. It’s just a matter of time before he ends up six feet under.”

      “Okay,” is all I say as I put the paper in my pocket.

      “We ready?” Scribe asks, and I shake my head.

      “You’re staying here with Izzy. I need to make sure she’s protected while I’m gone. I’m gonna take Savage.”

      “Ready when you are.”

      Savage’s words come from behind me, and I almost want to laugh. How that giant motherfucker sneaks up on anyone, I’ll never know.

      “You good with staying, Scribe?” I ask, wanting to make sure we’re all on the same page.

      “Yeah, no worries. I’ve got some raiding to catch up on.” He pulls out his phone and starts to tap on it intently as he heads towards my office.

      “Do you know what that means?” I ask Savage. I never get what Scribe is talking about.

      “No. I’ve got my Shortcake. I don’t have time for anything else.”

      “I need things to go different tonight than how we talked about,” I say, putting on my gun and cut.

      Savage looks at me as if to ask if it has anything to do with Izzy. I just silently nod my head, and he nods back in understanding. Our silent conversations always say what we can’t out loud.

      “I got your back,” Savage says as he straps up and walks out.

      As he heads out the back and I follow behind him, I’m thinking of Izzy. I’m not even out of the building and I’m ready to be back here and with her. I need this part to be over. I’m ready to make her mine in every way.
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      I stand there staring at the locked door, praying Lucias is good for his word. That he’ll find my brother and keep him safe. I glance over at the laptop and debate trying to use it again as I now know the password, but I come to the conclusion that it wouldn’t be helpful. Lucias is my only hope at this point, and he didn’t seem like he wanted to hurt me, even after I shot one of his own people. More like he wanted to bang my brains out.

      My face warms at the reminder of what I did to him this morning. The mark I’d left on his neck almost like a brand. I reach out to the door handle and try to turn it but the deadbolt is secured. He needed a key to lock and unlock it. I don’t have plans to leave, but I do want out of this room. I wonder if Casper is here, or if she’s left for home. It looked like this place had multiple bedrooms when Lucias carried me up to his room last night. I’d like to check on her. The guilt from shooting her is sitting in the pit of my stomach.

      I might have had reason, but hurting people just isn’t me. I’ve spent a big chunk of my life learning to heal, and this is something that will sit with me for a while. I make my way over to the dresser and dig through the contents. I find a pair of boxers and pull them on. I have to roll the top a million times just so they won’t fall off me. I’ve rolled them so much they don’t really help with hiding my legs like I wanted.

      I dig into another drawer and find a shirt. I slide it on. Marines is written across the chest, and it hits almost to my knees, covering a lot more than my shirt did. Was Lucias a Marine? I really don’t know much about this man. When he came into the clinic, I avoided him because of the things he made me feel. He also scared me a little after the run-in I’d had with a few motorcycle guys my brother brought home.

      Part of me wants to chastise myself for grouping him in with the men I’d seen with my brother, but I also need to remember Lucias had plans to hurt my brother. That he’d sent someone to break into my home, and now I’m locked in his bedroom and he keeps referring to me as his property. I want to smack him every time he says it, and I’m not sure if it’s because I like it, which makes me mad, or that I’m just mad at him for saying it.

      I start searching through all his drawers looking for something to pick the lock with. I come up empty. The only things he seems to have in here are clothes, a few handguns, and his laptop. I’m oddly happy that all I find in his night stand is a handgun and not a half empty box of condoms. In fact, I don’t find any at all. Either he was telling the truth about not bringing women here, or he just doesn’t use protection.

      Pushing my jealous thoughts aside, I go back to the task at hand. Opening the top drawer on his desk, I do a fist pump when I find a stack of paper tacked together with a paper clip. I straighten the clip out, go to the lock, and start picking. This is one useful skill my brother taught me.

      It takes me a few tries but the lock finally turns. I open the door and see a small pregnant blonde women standing in the adjacent doorway, the same one I’d seen her poke her head out of last night. I freeze, not sure what to do.

      “You’re not going to make a run for it, are you?” she asks as she rubs her baby belly.

      “No?” It comes out more like a question, but I honestly don’t plan on running.

      She eyes me. “I can’t go chasing you. I could hurt myself, and that would upset my husband.”

      “Which one do you belong to?” I don’t know why I ask. Like it matters which one. The wrath of any of them wouldn’t be good.

      “The handsome one.” She says it all dreamily, as if I’ll know which one is the handsome one. They’re all nice on the freaking eyes except for—

      “You know. The one who grunts a lot and can’t be missed,” she finishes, as if reading my mind. Then it clicks together. I’d heard them talking in the hallway last night. Her husband is Savage. Definitely the last person’s wrath I’d want to suffer.

      She’s so freaking tiny. I can’t even picture the two of them together, but it’s clear he put a baby inside her.

      “I just wanted to check on Casper,” I tell her, hoping she’ll let me be on my way.

      “I heard you shot her! Man, I bet she was mad.” She half smiles like it’s funny.

      “Ah, yeah. I didn’t mean to. I…“ I stumble over my words, unsure what to make of this whole backwards conversation. “Do you know where I can find her?”

      “Probably in her room. Chained to her bed with Vincent’s face between her legs if the moaning I’ve been hearing for the last hour is any indication.” She points to a door down the hallway.

      “She really shouldn’t be doing that.”

      The blonde starts giggling. “Nothing in this whole world can keep Vincent off Casper. He’d burn this place to the ground if someone tried.”

      I just give a wan smile. How else am I supposed to respond to that? Men around here are clearly obsessed with their women. It’s oddly sweet and not something I would have expected from a motorcycle club, but a lot of what I’ve been seeing since I got here hasn’t exactly been expected.

      “If you see her or this Vincent guy come up for air, will you let her know I’d like to check on her? Make sure no infection is setting in or anything,” I ask as I start to make my way down the hallway before the little blonde tells me to get back into my room.

      “Yeah.” Just as I’m about to pass her, she reaches out and grabs my arm. “He’s a good guy. He won’t hurt you. They’re all bark and no bite when it comes to the women they care about.”

      I just nod. Maybe she’s forgotten I’m being held hostage. I haven’t been hurt, but still.

      “Vincent works for the FBI. Don’t go trying to escape. He’ll make sure no one believes a word that comes out of your mouth if you try to run to the police,” she says, dropping her hand from around my arm.

      “Dirty cop.” I throw back at her, not liking her threat. I get it, but I still don’t like it.

      “Vincent would do anything for Casper, and Casper loves this club. That means protecting it. If you call taking care of something you love ‘dirty’ then I guess we all are.” With that, she turns and shuts the door, leaving me alone in the hallway.
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      By the time Savage and I get back to the clubhouse, it’s almost dawn and all I want to do is go to my room and crawl into bed with Izzy. It feels good knowing she’s there. Something I’d been wanting for months is finally at my fingertips. We found Pinch held up with some strung-out chick on the outskirts of town. He’d gone there in an attempt to hide when he got out of jail. When Savage and I kicked in the door, the little shit started begging for his life. He knew what was coming. Time was up.

      We let his girl go, and she was all too eager to ditch him and make off with their stash of drugs. We let her run thinking this was the end of the line for him. We needed her to spread the word so that things got left alone and I could keep my promise to Izzy. People would think Pinch was dead.

      We did manage to get in a few punches without causing too much damage. He needed some kind of retribution for all he’d done to fuck over the Ghost Riders. He was coming in as a prospect and got just enough information to sell it to the highest bidder. The kid was fucking smart. And real fucking stupid.

      I crack my knuckles as we walk in, thinking about the beating he took. Cried like a bitch, but I think we got the message across. I made sure he knew that Izzy was mine and that he didn’t need to think about coming back for her anymore. I explained that the club had decided to give him a gift and he could keep his life, but if any of us so much as saw his shadow, he was going underground.

      He agreed to get out of town and never come back as long as he knew his sister would be looked after. I guess some part of him deep down may have still cared for her, but not enough to put up much of a protest. Personally, I think he’d been waiting for someone to either take him out or end his situation, and he seemed ready to take the out.

      “You talk to Julie?” I ask Savage as we walk into the club house.

      “Yeah. She went to her mom and dad’s and got little A.J. I’m going to meet her at home since this shit’s taken care of. You cool if I head out?”

      I pat him on the back as I pass him, going to my office. “Yeah, go be with your family. We’ll catch up later.”

      Hearing him take off, the exhaustion pulls at me. The sun is coming up, but I’ve been up all night, and all I want to do is go upstairs and find Izzy and fall into bed with her.

      I need to go into my office and check in with Scribe before I do that, so I make my way over. When I get to the closed door, I reach for the knob and before I can turn it, I hear Izzy laugh. I know that laugh because she’s given it to Ham before. She loves that damn dog, and it makes me so unreasonably jealous I could spit nails. Suddenly a rage is rolling over me and I jerk open the door, wanting to know who she’s giving her laughs to.

      Izzy is on the couch in my office playing on a computer on her lap, Ham next to her. Scribe is sitting in a chair on the other side of the room on his laptop, too. When they hear me enter, they both look up for a split second and then go back to their laptops like I’m not even here.

      “What the fuck are you doing?”

      “Just got done raiding,” Scribe says not looking up. “Do you know who you brought here? One of the best Paladin healers on Mal’Ganis. I can’t fucking believe it. We’ve been raiding all night. She’s incredible.” He looks up and winks at Izzy, making me narrow my eyes at him.

      “Mal’Ganis?” I say the word, oblivious to what the fuck it means.

      “Warcraft,” Izzy says, still not looking up. “You know, For the Horde!”

      “I don’t care what she is. She’s not raiding nothing with you.”

      I feel like I could climb over my desk and rip out his throat, so I go to do it, but I feel Izzy’s hand on my arm. She’s dressed and has her glasses on now, and I guess that means Scribe got her shit and gave it to her.

      “How’d it go?” she whispers and looks to Scribe and then to me. “Everything okay?”

      I see worry in her eyes and immediately I want to comfort her. All my anger melts away and I want to make her feel better. I put my hand on her cheek and nod. “Yeah. As promised. It’s taken care of.”

      She releases a breath as if she’s been holding it the whole time, and I feel as if I’ve done something right. For the first time in a long time, I feel like someone is proud of me. I haven’t had that feeling since I was a Marine, and it feels pretty damn good. Running a motorcycle club is a thankless job. There’s a ton of shit to do and keep up with, and nobody is ever stopping to give you a pat on the back. It’s tiring, but I’ve got it good here, so I try to focus on that. But right now, seeing how Izzy is looking at me, it feels like for the first time I mean something to someone. Maybe it’s because she’s grateful, and maybe it’s because she feels this crazy connection that’s been running between us the past few months. Either way, I’m selfish enough to take it however I can get it.

      Pulling her to me, I feel her softness melt against me, and I need more.

      “Scribe, get out.”

      “Sure thing, boss.” He stands, bringing his laptop with him, and he’s out of my office in point three seconds. I can’t help but laugh. I don’t think he looked up from his laptop the whole way out.

      “You been up all night doing whatever shit that is with Scribe?” I feel myself get mad again, but she just smiles and nods.

      “Yeah. Knox is actually pretty good.”

      I hate the way she says his name, and I feel myself grinding my teeth.

      “Maybe I’ll teach you how to play sometime.”

      There’s a hopeful sound in her voice. She’s talking about things like there’s a future. I like it. A lot.

      “You broke out of my room.” It’s a statement, not a question, but she answers anyway.

      “I did. But I didn’t leave.”

      Pulling her even closer, I look deep into her soft eyes. “Why not?”

      Her hands come up and rest on my chest, and I feel her warmth through my T-shirt.

      “I made a promise, Lucias. I’m all yours, and I’m not going anywhere.”

      “Come to bed with me,” I whisper, needing to hear her say yes.

      She bites her full bottom lip and then gives me what I want. The little nod is all it takes and I’m throwing her over my shoulder and carrying her up the stairs. I hear Ham following us, and I can’t help but laugh. Yeah, I’d follow her anywhere she went, too, buddy.
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      Lucias sets me down on the edge of the bed, dropping to his knees between my legs. I have to part them to accommodate his wide frame.

      “I told myself I didn’t care. I was going to take what you offered but…” He reaches out, running his thumb across my cheek, then drops his hand. He looks a little unsure of himself. It’s a look I’ve never seen on him before. In all the times he’s come into the clinic, even when I shot his date request down, he’d still just smile at me and nod, then do it all over again the next week.

      “Tell me you aren’t just doing this because I saved your brother’s ass and got him out of town. Tell me you want this.”

      “I want this.” The words come easily because they’re true. I’ve been fighting this for months now. Scared that this man could hurt me, not because of his lifestyle, but because of my heart. I’d put a label on him and judged. And I loved that he had no problems proving me wrong and knocking down each wall I’d put up between us.

      I just can’t see how we could fit together, and maybe we won’t past tonight, but I’m taking this.

      He pulls me from the bed, sliding me into his lap and making me straddle him. His mouth takes mine, and the kiss is soft and sweet as his tongue slips past my lips. It’s not what I was expecting to get from him when he pulled me from the bed like he needed me on him that instant. But the tension I feel in his body tells me that he’s holding back, and I don’t want him to.

      I use one hand to grip his shirt and pull him closer, wanting no space between us. There’s been months of space between us, and I don’t want even a sliver of it there now. My other hand goes to his hair as I wiggle against him, deepening the kiss, pushing myself into him. I feel the ridge of his cock against me, and I start to move on it.

      Lucias growls into my mouth as he picks me up and my back hits the bed. He comes over me, never breaking contact with my lips. I wrap my legs around him, wanting the delicious feeling of him against me.

      “Fuck. Slow down, slow down,” Lucias pleads, pulling his mouth from mine and burying his face in my neck. I know he’s talking to himself, and I feel a feminine power come over me at the knowledge that I’m able to put this man on edge. I barely know what I’m doing here and he seems like he’s about to lose it. I pull at his shirt, wanting to be skin to skin, needing the contact more than my next breath.

      I don’t know why he wants to slow down. I want this. Now. This has been building for months, and it’s all crashing down on me.

      “Lucias, please,” I beg. Oh, how the tables have turned in the past twenty-four hours. I’ve gone from wanting to be nowhere near him to not wanting any space between us.

      He grabs my hands, which were trying to rip the shirt from his body, and pins them above my head.

      “Baby, you have to give me a second.”

      “Frak, Lucias, we’ve had months.” I can hear the pout in my own voice, a voice coated with need.

      He drops his forehead to mine, taking a few deep breaths. “How does everything that comes out of your mouth sound so fucking cute and sexy at the same time?”

      I lick my lips and wiggle against him, making him do that growl thing again. I didn’t even know a man could make that kind of noise.

      “I’m on edge, baby. When I got back here I was still a little hyped up, then I saw you laughing with Scribe, which made me jealous as fuck. I wanted to drag him from the room and beat the shit out of him because he made you laugh. He’s my brother and I wanted to lay him out. I didn’t give a shit.”

      He lets out a ragged breath and keeps going.

      “Then you’re saying shit like ‘For the Horde’ and ‘frak.’ I don’t even know what that hell it means and it’s getting me harder.”

      My breath catches.

      “I get you up in my room and you’re finally saying what I’ve been wanting you to say for fucking months. Months! Dreaming of this, wanting this, walking around with a hard-on I can’t seem to get to go down no matter how many times I take myself in hand. But I keep trying because it’s the only option I’ve got. Because if it isn’t you, it’s no one. I knew that from the moment I saw you.”

      He wants me to calm down and go slow, but that isn’t going to help. It’s only making things worse. The more he keeps talking, the more I want him. The more I fall over the edge for him.

      “And those fucking glasses. You kill me with those. I’ve been picturing you in nothing but those glasses and one of those messy hair buns you do on the top of your head, laid out on my bed. Me pulling your hair free as I slide my cock in and out of you, making love to you.”

      “You can do that. Right now, Lucias.” I want him so bad. He’s making me fall in love with him the more he talks, and I believe him. It’s not like he’s trying to get me anymore. I’m throwing myself at him and I couldn’t be more of a sure thing. He’s having to hold my hands down so I don’t attack him.

      “I know, baby. That’s the thing. I want this to be perfect. I want to go slow and savor every moment of it.”

      “Okay,” I agree, taking one of those deep breaths.

      “Now. We’re going to strip these clothes off you and make the fantasy I’ve been having for the past two months a reality. And it starts with me tasting every inch of your body.”
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      I pull Izzy up so she’s sitting in the middle of the bed. Reaching down, I pull off her navy-blue T-shirt that has a picture of a dog on it and reads Pugs Not Drugs. I can’t help but smile at it and then moan as I see she’s got on a soft, pink, lacy bra underneath.

      The sight of her creamy skin against the pale lace has me panting. Reaching down to her waist, I pull off her shorts and see she’s wearing matching panties, too. With her hair piled up on top of her head and those dark-rimmed glasses perched on her nose, it’s all I can do not to blow a load in my pants. She looks like a cross between a naughty schoolteacher and an innocent virgin.

      Putting my head in my hands I rub my eyes, and look back to her.

      “How are you real?” I whisper.

      She smiles ruefully, and in a sultry move spreads her legs wide. When I see the wet spot on her panties, I snap.

      Diving face first into her pussy, I pick up her hips, and she flops back on the bed with a moan. I throw her legs over my shoulders and press my mouth against the pink lace. I can smell her through the material, and I can even get a hint of taste through it. Her sweet fragrance drives me past the point of control and I start to eat at her panty-covered pussy.

      “Lucias,” she gasps as my mouth opens wide and tries to suck her into my mouth, lace and all.

      I don’t want anything between us, but I’m too out of control to stop and think. I’ve got to have her however I can get her, so I just keep sucking and licking, ignoring the panties getting in the way.

      Izzy’s moans fill my ears, and they set the pace for my mouth. Suddenly, I feel her fingers against my cheek, and then they’re pulling the lace to the side for me so that I can have all of her.

      I look down at her pretty, glistening cunt and just stare at it. The little sprinkling of hair, the full lips begging to be sucked, and the hard pearl wet with need.

      “Fuck, Elizabeth. Look at that tight little thing. Goddamn, it’s pretty.”

      Her fingers tangle in my hair, and her hips rise to my mouth. She’s offering herself to me, and I’m the selfish bastard who’s going to take it.

      “Say it again.”

      I smile and press my lips to her lower ones. “Say what, baby? How tight and pretty you are?”

      She moans and lifts her hips again, willing my mouth to move on her. “My name. Call me by my real name.”

      “Anything you want, Elizabeth. Any time, any place, you just say the word and it’s yours.”

      I open my mouth over her cunt and give her long licks. Her sweetness hits my tongue, and I close my eyes, moaning at the flavor. She smells like cinnamon and tastes like maple syrup. I drink her down and fall deeper into her trap with every drop. If she’s the spider, then I will gladly lie down in her web and let her have me. If this is the way I die, then I will go with a smile on my face.

      “Oh my goodness, oh my goodness. I’m going to break in half.”

      Her words are becoming panicked, and I reach up, grabbing her hips so she can’t pull away from me.

      “Mine,” I growl into her pussy and go back to eating her.

      I feel her legs tighten on either side of my face, but I don’t stop. She’s close to cumming, and I’ll be damned if she’s going to take my treat from me right when she’s about to go off. I want every drop of her orgasm, and I want it now.

      “I’m cumming!” she shouts, and then my name echoes through the room.

      Gripping her thick thighs, I hold her steady as her pussy pulses on my face, and I drink down all she’s giving me. Her sticky, sugary cum lands on my tongue, and I feel like a god. I’ve made her body do this. I loved her exactly how she needed and she took pleasure from it. The power is heady, and my dick aches from the act. I’ve gone past need, and now I just hurt. If I don’t get inside her cunt, my dick may just fall off and die.

      Kissing my way up her body, I toss off my clothes as I go. When I get to her tits, I reach behind her back and unhook her bra, freeing them from the restraint. Her large breasts spill free, and my mouth reflexively goes to one hard nipple. I suck the cool, hard pebble into my mouth and nibble on her there. When she lets out a moan, I move to the next, pulling the same reaction from her then, too.

      By the time I get up to her neck and mouth, she’s panting again, and she pulls me down for a deep kiss. I can still taste her sweet pussy on my tongue as hers sweeps in. The smell of her on my stubble and the feel of her soft body under me are enough to drive me insane.

      “I need you,” I say between kisses and move between her legs.

      When my cock bumps against her opening, she doesn’t pull back. Instead she slides against me, as if seeking my cock.

      “I need you, too, Lucias.”

      The little whine in my name does me in, and I’m pushing into her tight opening. There’s a moment where I feel her stiffen under me as a barrier stops my entry. Looking down at her, my eyes widen, and she bites her lip.

      I don’t want to call her out or embarrass her, so I put my face in her neck and her arms go around my back. She pulls me to her and tightens her legs around my ass, trying to get me to go inside of her. I know what she wants, and I’m trying to wrap my mind around the fact that she’s a virgin.

      “Elizabeth,” I whisper as I thrust into her, breaking her untouched cunt.

      We both hold still as she catches her breath, and I try not to cum instantly. Her tight channel is squeezing the life out of me, and I’m concentrating on not hurting her and not cumming at the same time. It’s quite possibly the hardest thing I’ve ever done, but causing her pain is the last thing I would ever want.

      After a moment, her fingers start to move against my back in gentle strokes. I kiss her neck and whisper how beautiful she is and how good she feels. I want to tell her thank you. Thank you for saving yourself for me and for letting me be the first. And thank you for letting me inside your body now and every time for the rest of our lives. That may be going a bit far after just thrusting home for the first time, so I keep that last part to myself. Instead I just keep saying how fucking gorgeous she is and how perfect her body is with mine.

      “Okay. Go slow.”

      Looking into her eyes, I brush the hair out of her face and move just a little. She hisses at first, but after a few shallow strokes, she adjusts. My size is above average, and she’s having a hard time taking me. But she’s willing herself through it because I think we both want this to happen.

      “Real slow, baby. Whatever you want, Elizabeth.” She smiles when I call her that name, and I vow to do it all the time if it means she gives me that.

      We take our time and build slowly to our peaks. We have all day and all night together, so there is no need to rush. Now that I’m inside of her, I don’t ever want to pull out. So when she begs me to cum, I hesitate, not wanting it to end.

      When I finally do as she asks and rub her clit just how she wants, she cums on my cock, triggering my own orgasm, and I can’t bring myself to pull out. I know she’s a virgin and she’s probably not on anything, but I don’t care. I leave my thickness inside of her while I shoot my load, knowing what the consequences could be.

      She could be mine forever, I think to myself. The thought makes me smile, and I take her lips, needing her all over again.
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      “Who the fuck are you?”

      “Umm.” I stare up at the very large older man standing in the doorway of the Ghost Riders’ clubhouse. He looks to be in his mid-forties from the gray showing at his temples. He’s got a cigarette hanging out of his mouth, and he’s wearing sunglasses that block my view of his eyes, even though it’s night out. I can tell by the cut he’s wearing that he’s a member of the club. I don’t recognize him from anyone that I’d met the one and only time I’d been here over a month ago.

      “No sweetbutts allowed, only property. You looking for action, you need to take your cute little ass to the bar down the road. Some of the boys are already down there looking for some.” I cringe at his crude words. Lucias says crude stuff a lot, but it’s always laced with sweet words like, “Baby, spread those legs because I’m not done with you until you coat my cock with at least two orgasms and I finish deep inside that pussy of mine.”

      “I don’t know what a sweetbutt is.” It takes everything in me to not turn my head and look at my ass. Lucias likes my butt. Not sure he’s ever called it sweet. Wait, he did tell me to get my sweet ass in bed the other night.

      “You sure don’t look like one.” I don’t know if that’s a good or bad thing from his tone. This time, I do look. I’m wearing chucks with black leggings and a bright pink T-shirt that reads “I would make a Zelda pun but don’t wanna tri and force it.” I have my hair up in a messy bun, no make-up, and my glasses are perched on my nose. This was kind of a last minute idea when Lucias said he had some stuff to take care of, then he’d be heading back here to grab some stuff from his room, then he’d come to my place. I thought I could sneak in and be in his bed. Naked. I wasn’t worried about what I was wearing because he likes me naked, with messy hair and my glasses.

      The man shifts to the side a little, and I get a glance inside. I see a few people playing pool. It looks like a little party going on.

      “Is Lucias here?” I go to look around him, but he just steps in my way, making sure his whole body blocks me from seeing anything.

      “Probably at the bar down the road looking for some ass. Why don’t you go down there and check?” He points in the direction of the bar.

      His words hit me hard, and I take a step back as if they physically hit me. No. Lucias wouldn’t do that.

      “You’re lying.” I take back the step I just retreated and square my shoulders.

      “You’re right, I am. Just thought it would get you gone faster.”

      “I’m here to see Lucias. I’ll wait in his office or his room.” I take another step towards the man, hoping he’ll just step out of my way, but he only tilts his head a little, raising his eyebrows like he’s saying yeah, sure.

      “Pres already has a piece of ass for the night, but if you’re really looking that bad to get some, I’ll take you down the road myself.”

      This time he takes a step towards me, and I go to back up, tripping over my own feet and falling on my ass, dropping my bag in the process. The gravel digs into my butt through the thin yoga pants, and the sharp pain makes me yelp out. 

      The man goes to help me up, and I try to bat his hands away, but he does it anyway, easily putting me back on my feet in one quick motion.

      His eyes go to my chest, then he releases his hold and takes about three steps back, like he’s suddenly realized I have a disease he might catch. 

      “Izzy.” He says my name like he can’t believe it’s me. “Fucking shit. Why didn’t you show me the tags when you first showed up?” 

      I look down at the dog tags Lucias put on me after the first time we made love. He told me to never take them off, and I’d been wearing them under my shirt as habit. They must have fallen out when I fell. No one was supposed to know we were together. He’d said to keep a low profile.

      He thought it was best after I had to go fill out a missing person’s report on my brother. I had to make it seem like he was really missing. I guess he was, but not like the cops were starting to think. Lucias has been sneaking into my house every night to be with me, but last night he’d said this shit is done. No more sneaking around.

      That’s why I thought it would be okay to show up, and I really needed to talk to him.

      I lift the tags up and shrug. “Lucias gave them to me,” I explain, not getting what the big deal is.

      “Yeah. Means you’re property.”

      “Property of what?” I let the tags go, and they fall back to my chest. Then I reach down and grab my bag, wiping at the gravel dust.

      “Of the Ghost Riders.”

      “Okay.” I’m not really sure what to say to that, and I’m kind of over this. First he tries to tell me Lucias is down the road possibly hooking up with a women, then he tells me that he’s inside with one. I feel my throat contract, the sting of tears burning my nose.

      Is that what’s going on inside? Some party and he just didn’t want me to come? He didn’t invite you here, a little voice says in the back of my mind. He had stuff to handle, he said, then he’d be over late. I don’t want to believe it, but it still burns just thinking it.

      I turn, heading back towards my car. I’m not going to fight to get into Lucias’ place.

      “Hey, you can come in,” the man calls from behind me. Then I hear another mumbled “fuck!” from him.

      I feel a tear slip free, and I wipe it from my face quickly. I can hear the man coming towards me, the gravel crunching under his heavy boots, and I only start walking faster, not wanting to face him. I just want out of here. Then I hear the roar of a motorcycle and see a light coming up the long drive.

      Lucias pulls up behind my car, blocking me in. Taking off his helmet, he kicks down the stand on his motorcycle and swings himself off, coming right towards me with worry on his face. I feel a tug of relief that he wasn’t inside. That he’d been out handling something like he’d said.

      “Baby, what’s wrong?” I can hear the concern in his voice. His hand comes to my chin, making me look up at him. “Something happen? I thought I was meeting you at your house.” He looks around, his gaze going over my shoulder.

      “What happened? Why was she leaving?” Lucias growls at the man I’m guessing is still standing behind me.

      “Pres, I didn’t know she was yours until she was already trying to high-tail it out of here,” the man tries to explain.

      “Why the fuck does she look like she’s been crying?” Lucias goes to step around me, but I grab his arm to stop him.

      “Fuck, I just thought she was a random sweetbutt, and I might have implied some shit.”

      “Inside!” he barks at the man. Then he looks back down at me “What did he say?”

      “It’s nothing. Let’s just forget it. I wanna go back to my place.”

      “I don’t like that shit.”

      “It’s fine, really. I’m sure he didn’t mean what he implied or whatever he said. I didn’t even understand half of it.”

      “That’s not what I meant. I don’t like you saying you got your own place, like our places aren’t together, but we’ll get back to that in a minute. Tell me what he said so I can straighten it out.”

      I don’t know why I don’t want to tell him. Okay, maybe it’s because I don’t want to seem insecure. Lucias is like a freaking sex god. I don’t even want to think about the kind of women that come on to him.

      “No secrets, Izzy. I told you that shit already.” He had. Just a few nights ago when he came home looking like his fists had been in a fight. Knuckles all red and torn. I knew. When I started cleaning him up, he told me if I asked he’d tell me.

      It was on the tip of my tongue to do it. I just shook my head. I could tell he didn’t want to, that he didn’t want that touching me. When I’d shook my head, he kissed me and said if there was something I ever wanted to know, all I had to do was ask and he’d tell me. That he’d never keep secrets from me and he expected the same. And now he was asking. 

      “Just that you might be with someone already,” I shuffle on my feel a little before I finish, “you know, inside or whatever.”

      Lucias lets out a breath. “No, baby, he said that shit to probably get you gone, not knowing who you were. Everyone knows I claimed someone.”

      “You have women just showing up trying to see you or something?” I push, unable to help myself.

      “No, I can’t say we have women banging on the doors to get in here. It’s a hard rule. I don’t let that shit fly. Only people allowed in this building are members and property.”

      There goes that word again.

      “Do you not want me here?” I ask. I know we just gave ourselves the clear to be out in public together, but he hasn’t asked me to come here, even tonight when he could have.  

      Now he starts to look like he doesn’t want to answer the question. I take a step back. I was worried about this. I don’t really fit in with a biker gang or whatever they are. Lucias doesn’t talk much about them and I hadn’t done a lot of asking.

      He reaches out, grabbing my wrist and pulling me back to him.

      “Fuck, it’s not what you think.” He runs his other hand through his hair like he’s trying to find the words. “I didn’t want to share you yet, and I wanted you to get to know me before you got to know the president of the Ghost Riders. Hell, you saw a lot that first night you were here and I was fucking shocked you let me in, but I didn’t want to push it. I’ve been working on making you fall in love with me before you saw the rest.”

      He leans down a little, bringing his face to mine. “You play by all the rules and are way too fucking good for me, but I’m selfish and I want you, and I’ve been trying to make sure you can never slip free. No matter what you see.”

      I close the distance between us, molding my lips to his. Lucias instantly kisses me back, taking control of the kiss like he always does, pushing his way into my mouth. I don’t know how long we’re like that before I hear someone catcalling.

      Lucias growls, pulling his mouth from mine. I turn to see Cas standing in the doorway of the building.

      “Don’t worry. I smacked Bulldog on the back of the head for giving your old lady a hard time,” she says. Lucias just shakes his head. “Izzy, do me a favor and don’t bring up the whole shooting me thing. I finally just got Vincent out of my ass. Literally. Let’s let sleeping dogs lie.”

      I just nod. I haven’t seen her since that night, and she seems really okay with the fact that I shot her. She turns and goes back inside.

      “Alright, let’s do this.” Lucias takes my bag from my shoulder and puts it over his, then takes my hand, pulling me towards the door.

      I stop, yanking on his hand.

      “I love you,” I tell him, because I want him to know that. No matter what I see on the other side of that door, nothing will change that. If all the things he’s been telling me about how he feels about me and what I mean to him are true, then that’s all I care about.

      He turns to look down at me, then drags my body to his once again. His hard-on digs into me.

      “You did not just fucking tell me that before I have to walk in here with a group of my brothers and introduce you,” he growls, making me smile. Lucias has been telling me he loves me from the beginning, but he told me not to tell him until I knew for sure. I’d known, but I could tell it was important to him. He wanted to hear me say it when I really knew him, because he wouldn’t ever let me go once I said it. But I think that was a lie. He wasn’t letting me go long before that. Months before, even.

      I stand on my tip toes, giving him a quick kiss on the mouth, making him growl again.

      “Let’s do this so you can take me back to your room and you can hold me captive again,” I say with confidence, wondering why I even doubted this man moments ago. It doesn’t matter if I fit in. I fit with Lucias, and that’s all that matters.
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      Walking into the clubhouse, I’m holding on to Izzy’s hand like it’s my lifeline. Hell, maybe it is. She’s come to mean more to me than I ever thought anyone could, and I don’t like having her far from me. I never wanted her tangled up in this life, but she’s mine, so there’s no way around it.

      I meant what I told her about no secrets. I’ll tell her everything about this life and won’t leave anything unsaid between us. I was glad she didn’t ask, just because I don’t want to dirty her up with the shit our club does. We only do what we have to in order to protect our area and our businesses. We do what needs to be done to keep money in our pockets and keep our community protected from piece of shit biker clubs like the Five Aces. I’m not out looking for fights, but when someone threatens our territory or our pockets, it’s time to lay down the law. People like them only respond to strength, so we dish it out hard and fast. It doesn’t happen often, but we aren’t boy scouts, and I’d like to keep Izzy clean from this life for as long as I can.

      I look back at the corner and see Bulldog keeping his distance. That’s probably smart for now. He didn’t know who Izzy was, but I’d still like to ring his bell for making her think I was with someone else.

      Savage and Julie are here tonight, and I walk over to where they’re sitting cuddled up next to the pool table. Julie is about to pop, but she’s still got on a short skirt and tank top and is practically lying across Savage’s lap.

      When they see us approach, I notice Savage slip his hand out from under her skirt and bring his fingers to his mouth. Julie has yet to see us, obviously lost to whatever it was Savage was doing under that skirt.

      I look down at Izzy, wondering what she thinks of the scene in front of us, and I see her cheeks turn pink. Before we get too close to them, I pull her to me and whisper in her ear.

      “I told you some couples like to put on a show sometimes. What did you think?”

      Her shaky intake of breath makes me wonder if she thinks this is too much. She may have been a virgin when I had her the first time, but she’s not the least bit shy about her body and telling me what she wants. But it’s one thing to do it in private, and another to witness it out in the open.

      “I…um.” She hesitates, and I brush my lips against her neck. “It’s kinda hot,” she finally admits.

      “I picture us in their place. Thinking about what I would do to you.”

      “I don’t know if I could do it out in the open like this.”

      She looks around the dimly lit clubhouse and sees groups of people having a good time. Some are playing pool or darts, and a few are drinking beers and watching the game. Then there are some like Casper and Vince, and Savage and Julie, who like to push the envelope every now and then. Personally, it doesn’t bother me if couples get it on in the clubhouse out in the open—it’s like porn. But I don’t think I could ever bring myself to take Izzy in front of others.

      I don’t think Savage playing with his wife out here is a bad thing. He can’t go more than five minutes without putting his mouth on her. So the fact that there are people around doesn’t really bother him. I think he went too long without her for those years, so he can’t stop himself. He wants everyone to know she’s his and what that means.

      We were all in the military together, so it’s not like there’s much any of us hasn’t seen in one way or another. Vincent is a crazy-jealous motherfucker when it comes to Cas, but at the end of the day, she’s a wild horse that won’t be broken. If she wants to fuck, he’s pulling his dick out. And that includes fight nights when anyone can see. He’ll bend to whatever she wants, but it never makes me question his manhood. Any man willing to fuck his woman in public just so she’s happy has my respect. That takes some serious balls, and I don’t think I have that kind of security.

      Though I have crazy respect for Vincent. Before him, Cas wouldn’t be caught dead even showing interest in a man in front of the club. It shows how far she’s come. I think he fucks her in public because that’s not something Cas would do for anyone. She has someone she actually wants everyone to know about. I would have never thought that would happen in a million years.

      “I don’t think I want you out in the open either. If you want to stand back and watch, they won’t mind, but if you don’t, we can move on. I haven’t paid it any attention since I met you. You’re the only one who can get my cock hard.”

      She doesn’t answer me right away. She just stares at the two of them. Julie is now straddling Savage, her skirt pushed up, and it’s clear he’s got his cock in her, but he has her covered. You can’t see anything, but you know. It makes me think about two nights ago when I was on the couch at Izzy’s house and she rode me just like that. I reach down and rub the front of my jeans, picturing Izzy’s big tits bouncing in front of my face. I smile, remembering trying to catch a nipple in my mouth, but she was moving too much.

      I lick the shell of her ear and see where her head is. “What are you thinking about?”

      “Me riding you on the couch the other night.”

      She turns and looks to me then, her black-framed glasses making her sexy as fuck. Leaning down, I lick her lips and take them in a kiss. I pull back and smile down at her, nodding my head.

      “Me, too.”

      I pull her to me, and we watch them for a few more moments before I take her hand and lead her away. No need to see the big finish. I’ll be giving her that soon enough.

      As we walk over to the bar we see Cas and Vincent are taking shots. It looks like they’ve got about a dozen lined up in some kind of competition. Cas pulls us over as we approach, clearly having a good time tonight.

      “Izzy, this is my Shield.” Cas points to Vincent, and Izzy says hello. We all keep it quiet that Izzy is the one who shot Cas, because he wouldn’t be so quick to forgive.

      “Want to do tequila chasers with us? We’re having a bet.”

      “You mean I’m winning a bet,” Casper corrects V.

      “Yes, MacKenzie, you’re winning. But I can still come back.” He gives her a kiss and goes back to explaining their game. “Every time we take a shot, we throw a dart. We get worse as we go, but the object is to get closest to the bull’s-eye.”

      “I’m currently five for five,” Cas says and holds her nose in the air like a little brat. I don’t know why she pokes at him like she does, but he doesn’t seem to mind.

      “You in, Izzy?” V asks.

      “No, thanks. I’m just watching tonight.”

      Cas nods over to where Savage and Julie are cuddled up now—obviously having finished what they started—and just holding one another. “Looks like the opening show is over.” She takes a shot of her tequila and winks at Vincent. “Means we get to put on the main event tonight, Shield.”

      He grumbles something about her competitiveness, and she leans over, grabbing his ass. She growls “mine,” and Izzy snorts with laughter.

      Pulling her away from them, I introduce her to a few more of the guys in the club. Tonight is just a clubhouse night where we ask all the members to come by and be together. Just sort of like a family game night where we make an effort to be and to remain united as much as possible.

      When we’ve gone around the room and everyone has met my old lady, I pull Izzy towards the stairs. She looks at me in surprise, and I stop to look down into her eyes.

      “Everything okay, baby?”

      She bites her lip and looks around nervously. “Did you not want to stay for the main event?” she asks, and her cheeks turn beet red.

      I laugh a little, relieved that it wasn’t anything serious. I pull her to me. “No, baby. I’m sure there will be other opportunities to watch if your dirty little heart desires. I’m ready to get you upstairs and make our own main event. You look sexy as fuck tonight, and now that I’ve made it clear you’re mine, we’re not doing this bouncing around shit anymore.”

      “What do you mean?”

      Taking her up the stairs to my room, I don’t answer her until we get inside and I lock the door behind us.

      “Strip off slow, baby. I want my own little show.”

      She gives me a wicked smile as she grabs my hand and leads me over to sit on the edge of the bed. When she takes a step back from me and slips off her shoes, I explain.

      “I want us together all the time. I’ve got this place here, and I’ve got my house in town. I think you should sell your house and live with me.”

      She pauses, her hands at the bottom of her shirt, taking a second to register what I just said.

      “Elizabeth, I want us to have it all. And that starts with you being at my side at all times.”
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      Lucias drops me on the bed, coming down over me. “I remember a while back, before you came into my life, Savage had his last fight. It was over his wife, Julie.”

      “He had to fight over his own wife?” I ask, looking up at him as he looms over me.

      “Yeah, long story short he did it just to have it over with. Knocked the guy out cold in one hit.” He smiles like he’s enjoying the memory. “Anyways, the fights can get a little wild. Kind of like the club downstairs. Open sex, drinking, and so on.”

      “Please don’t tell me you’re going to talk to me about you having sex with—”

      His mouth lands on my mine, silencing me. He pulls back, and his eyes narrow on me. “That was not what I was going to fucking say. I don’t like you thinking that shit.”

      I just nod, biting my lip to keep from smiling because he looks fit to be tied.

      “Told you I haven’t been with anyone since I met you and I hadn’t been for a while.” He raises his eyebrows, daring me to disbelieve him. When he sees I’m not going to, he continues with his story.

      “After the fight, Savage was so worked up he took Julie right there. Probably pumped up from the adrenaline. Anyway, that shit’s so common around the fights that it doesn’t really do anything for me anymore, but I found myself watching them and getting turned on. Like I’d never seen two people fuck before. Then it hit me. It wasn’t the sex that was getting me all worked up. It was how hot they were for each other and how much they needed each other. I was jealous and I wanted it. Wanted it real fucking bad. Then you stumbled into my life.”  

      “I think you stumbled into mine,” I tease, now smiling up at him.

      “You know I had to buy a new dog just to make up excuses to come in and see you?” he growls in return.

      “Don’t growl about that.” I reach up and touch his face, running my fingers through his day-old shave. “I used to get so annoyed you kept trying to ask me out, but I was just lying to myself. I checked every day to see if you were on the appointment schedule, and days you weren’t I’d get sad thinking maybe you gave up.”

      “I’d never give up on you.” He leans into my touch like he’s savoring it.

      “I have to tell you something. It’s kind of why I rushed over here to begin with. You know, before Bulldog got in the way.” Lucias sits up, pulling me with him so I’m now straddling his lap. I make a move to try and get up, but he just grips me tighter. I want to stand and pace, not look him in the face when I tell him my silly mistake. Someone who works in the medical field should not be this stupid. But I was.

      “You’re scaring me.” He grips me even tighter, like I’m going to bolt from the room or something. I didn’t think Lucias could be scared.

      “I’m on the pill,” I blurt out, making him frown at me. I don’t want him to think I was trying to get pregnant on purpose.

      “I’ve never seen you take that shit.” He sounds angry. Maybe he’s mad that I hadn’t been taking it when I should have been. His anger makes this so much harder.

      I don’t know how to respond to that, so I don’t because, well, I did forget. But it was partly his fault with the whole kidnapping thing. Still, I should have known better. I should have remembered that I hadn’t been taking my pill, but in my defense, I only ever used it to keep myself regular. I wasn’t super strict about it because there wasn’t a reason to worry. Until now.

      “Can I…” I try to pull myself from his hold again.

      “No,” he says, making it clear he isn’t letting go and it’s pointless to try and argue.

      I just narrow my eyes at him, but it does nothing. I don’t even get the half smile he gives me when I get a little pissy when he’s being bossy with me.

      “I messed them up,” I rush out. “You all kidnapped me and I forgot them. When I finally got back to my house, I kept missing them, which is your fault, too! I always take them at night, but you fuck me until I pass out and I forget,” I finish yelling, getting myself all worked up.

      “When will you know?” he asks, way too quietly. His face unreadable.

      “I already know.” The words just hang there.

      “Say it, baby. Put me out of my misery.”

      “Misery?” The word comes out strangled, and I can feel the burn of tears in my nose.

      “Yeah, misery. Tell me I put my kid in you. That you’re going to be locked to me for life. That when I pull this ring out that’s been burning a hole in my pocket for the last week, you’ll have no choice but to say yes.”

      “You want to marry me?”

      “Babe, I tagged your ass. You’re as good as married.” His hand comes around, grabbing the tags on my neck. I’d noticed them on Julie and Vincent and a few of the women downstairs. “These mean you’re mine. You can come and go from the club as you please. We don’t tag our women unless they’re it for us.” He leans in, brushing a kiss across my lips. “Forever.”

      A tear slips out, but I realize I’m crying for a different reason now. Lucias kisses it, stopping it in its tracks.

      “Don’t cry. I don’t like that shit.” He growls like I can stop my tears, making me giggle.

      “Say it,” he pushes.

      “I’m pregnant.”

      His big hands go to my face, cupping me, holding me in place as his mouth comes down on mine and he devours me.

      “You’re happy,” I say breathlessly when we finally pull back from the kiss.

      “You gave me something I thought I’d never have.” He rests his forehead against mine like he’s savoring the moment.

      “I never wanted the club,” he finally says after a few beats. He pulls back, looking me in the eyes, his face serous. “I love my dad, but this place started to fall apart after my dad lost my mom.”

      I can see the pain flash across his face, and I bring my hands up to rest on his chest, rubbing little circles.

      “I was thirteen when she died. It was rough, but hell, it almost killed my dad. He stopped spending so much time at home and more and more here at the club. Not that I blamed him. She was all over that house. Everywhere I looked, I saw my mom, so I did the same thing when I turned eighteen. I enlisted to get the hell out of here.”

      I bring my hands up, wrapping them around his neck, wanting to hold him close.

      “It got easier with time. Then I got word he died, too.”

      “Oh, Lucias.” He’s breaking my heart. I lost my parents, too, but I didn’t even know them. Didn’t have to go through the pain.

      “He was gone long before that. He died with her. After she was gone it was wild. Club was full of drugs and sex. Went downhill and I couldn’t find the need to care or a drive to come back. Then Savage got blown to shit in Afghanistan, and we came home. We needed something. I wanted to put this place back together again, so I did. We cleaned up shop. Kicked the trash out and played more by the rules. The drugs were gone; I didn’t want any of that shit. So were the women. Unless you were tagged, your ass wasn’t coming in those club doors. I only wanted people that were trusted to be here. Kind of like I was telling you before. We don’t have ass running around the club. You have to go down the road for that,” he says. It’s all making sense now.

      “When I got back here, all my focus was on this club and getting Savage back together. And well, Savage never chased ass because he only ever had eyes for Julie. Then there was you. What I’d been wanting since before I even took off for the military. A family. I’ve gotten it with the new club we built. Everyone down there is my family, but I was missing something. I knew the moment I laid eyes on you that you were it. Fuck. Been busting my ass getting this place together and I knew in that moment I’d been doing it to get it ready for you. I wanted it ready so that when I got you, I’d already have my shit together and I’d be ready.”

      “God, I’ve wanted that for so long, too.” I lean in, resting my head on his shoulders. He wraps his arms around me. “Since I was a little girl I’ve wanted that. Wanted what all the other kids had that I didn’t, but I got too lost in books and my computer. Scared to take a chance. To get hurt.”

      “I’d never hurt you, and I’ll kill anyone who tries.”
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      I lay Izzy down on the bed and come over the top of her. I slowly strip our clothes away, needing us to be skin on skin. We’ve been a long time in the making, and now everything I’ve ever wanted is in my arms.

      Kissing my way down her silky skin, I move my lips to her belly. I nuzzle her there, giving my thanks to whatever is looking over us that she’s carrying my baby. Laying my cheek against the curve there, I close my eyes. I know it’s too soon to feel the baby, but I want to burn this memory into my brain. The day we became a family.

      Her hands go to my hair, and her fingers thread through the locks. I hum against her belly, and she lets out a little giggle. Then I put my lips against the skin and whisper my words of love and devotion. Both to this little baby and its mama.

      I continue kissing my way down between Izzy’s thighs and throw her legs over my shoulder. I need to make love to all of her body tonight, showing her what I can’t form in words. I know how to do a lot of things well. I can rebuild the engine of anything, I could out-PT anyone under my command, and I can do damn near anything if you tell me I can’t. But finding the words to tell Izzy just how much she means to me feels impossible.

      Reaching up, I thread our fingers together as I eat her pussy, and feeling the cool band of my engagement ring on her finger settles something in my chest. Knowing she’s mine and always will be fixes something in my heart that I didn’t know was damaged. Having her and having a baby together is a dream I never thought could come true, and now I’m holding it in my hands.

      Tasting her sweet juices and sucking on her clit are the icing on an already perfect fucking cake. I lick her just how she wants me to, with no teasing. Her orgasm hits my tongue and I drink her down, hoping that some of the pure, untouched perfection that’s inside her will seep into me. I want to be good for her and good for our baby.

      When her body is relaxed and she’s caught her breath, I give her pussy one last kiss before crawling up her body and putting my cock where my mouth just was. I need to be inside her, connected as much as possible.

      “I love you, Elizabeth.”

      Looking into her eyes, I see traces of happy tears as she gives me a watery smile. I wrap my arms around her back as I slowly sink inside of her. I kiss the trails of her tears away. We are in no rush to finish this. My strokes in and out of her body are slow and patient. We are building something greater than an orgasm between us. We are building an unbreakable bond that will never waver.

      “I love you, too, Lucias.”

      When her thumb comes up and brushes away something wet on my face, I realize that I’ve gotten caught up in the moment, too. I feel the power of what we’ve created, and what is to come, and it’s overwhelmingly beautiful. Our love made this moment, and our love will see us through the next hundred years. Something like that doesn’t come along every day, and it’s changed me. For the better.

      The thick drag of my cock in and out of her is delicious. I can feel every ridge of my shaft penetrating her tight channel, stretching her to accommodate my size. Every warm pulse of her wet cunt makes my heartbeat pick up speed. I’m determined to go slow. I want this moment to be savored, and I refuse to pound into her like some animal.

      “Lucias,” Izzy whispers, and I realize I’d closed my eyes to concentrate.

      When I look down, I see the need on her face. She looks almost pained.

      “Please, Lucias. I need more. Harder.”

      The last word is whispered, and I shake my head while gritting my teeth. If I try to speak, I’ll give in and start pounding into her. This moment should be special. No matter how fucking difficult it is to hold myself back.

      I feel her feet come around my waist and pull me to her roughly. I let out a long moan at the contact, and I hold myself still inside her for a moment.

      “I love you, baby. But if you don’t fuck me like your life depends on the next thrust, I swear on your motorcycle, I’m going to roll us over and ride you like I stole you.”

      I let out a bark of laughter. I can’t help it. My gorgeous soon-to-be-wife is demanding, and I’ll give her what she wants. Like I always do and I always will.

      “Yes, ma’am. My sweet Elizabeth.”

      I thrust into her just as she asks. We both let out a groan of satisfaction. My dick is fucking deep, but her hips are rise to meet me halfway, wanting it hard. Her pussy is nice and wet, making my cock slippery. Reaching between us, I rub her hard clit, getting her to squeeze me with every stroke.

      “That’s it, baby. Cum all over your old man’s dick. I’m yours, baby, just like you’re mine. Fucking take it.”

      Her hands fly up to my shoulders, gripping me tightly, as her hips come off the bed to fuck me. She’s horny, and I’ve got no choice but to satisfy her need. It only takes three more hard thrusts before she’s coating my shaft with her cream and I’m moaning my own orgasm.

      My mouth falls on hers as I taste my name on her lips. We embrace as tightly as possible as our orgasms pass between us and we blend together. At one point, I don’t know where we begin and end. I only know that we are together.

      I whisper words of devotion as I hold her to me and begin to make love to her all over again. This time I swear I’m going to go slow. No matter how much she begs. At least that’s what I tell myself.
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        Two years later…

      

      Lucias comes up behind me and wraps his arms around my growing belly. We’re pregnant with our second girl, and he’s so excited he can’t stand it.

      “Any day now,” he singsongs in my ear, and I just smile.

      Things are so easy between us. We’ve fallen into our rhythm, but it still feels like we just met. The heat from day one is still firing between us, and the sweet tender side of my rough rider is still just as strong.

      We sold my grandmother's house because it held a lot of memories, and over time, the bad ones outweighed the good. Lucias had a house built for us way out on the other side of the club’s property. They have acres and acres on this estate, so even though it’s close, we still have our cozy solitude when we want it. Our daughter, Amelia, loves it out here. We all do.

      I’ve cut back some hours at the office, only working three days a week. Lucias wants me to quit altogether, but I don’t think I could ever give it up. As much as I love my babies, I like having a purpose beyond just being a mom. Besides, with the way Ham loves to go to work with me, it would break that little dog’s heart if I stopped.

      Lucias comes around in front of me, takes the clothes basket, and starts folding. I never would have thought him to be the domestic type, but he’s taking to fatherhood like a duck to water. He was always a good man, but he’s an incredible father.

      He looks over to where Amelia is playing and blows her a kiss. She giggles and goes back to building a fort around Ham, and I roll my eyes. He’s asleep, so it’s not like he cares.

      “You okay?” Lucias asks, giving me a sympathetic look.

      I nod my head and give him a soft smile.

      Two days ago, a piece in the newspaper caught my attention. My brother’s body had been found in an abandoned house in California. He was dead from an apparent overdose. There was a note from a “friend” of his saying that he said if anything ever happened to him to notify me. Somewhere in the back of my mind, I had hoped he was able to get clean and live the life he deserved. But that life had a hold on him like nothing else ever could. I lost my brother long ago; this was just the final page in his story. Instead of dwelling on it, I try to concentrate on the good memories we had together and not let his death be the thing that defines him. He was my protector when I was a little kid, and I’ll always see him that way. And in a way, he led me to Lucias, so I’ll always have that to thank him for.

      “I’m thinking Mexican for dinner tonight,” I say, rubbing my belly.

      “Anything you want, Elizabeth,” Lucias says, coming over and holding me.

      My man always knows exactly what I need, even before I do.

      “Want me to call Casper and Vince? You know they’d never turn down tequila.”

      I laugh and nod my head. “Sure. As long as Cas stops trying to get Amelia to ask for a gun for Christmas.”

      He laughs as I put my hand on his chest and rub the place over his heart. Looking up into his eyes, I think about how damn lucky we are. He growls deep, and I feel it under my palms, heating my insides. He knows what that rumble does to me, especially when it’s between my legs. Leaning down, he trails a kiss up my neck and licks the shell of my ear.

      “When’s nap time?” I ask, a little breathy. He bites my lobe, and I shiver.

      “Now.”

      
        THE END
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      Vincent and MacKenzie have found their happily ever after, and now they're just kicking back and enjoying life.

      

      But Mac is hiding something.

      

      Vincent has known for some time, but he loves Mac more than anything and he'll wait for her to reveal the truth.

      

      Warning: It's the same intense love as before, but this can be read as a standalone. So whether you're new to Vincent worshiping his woman and Mac's sassy mouth, or if you loved reading about them before and want to see how they're doing, hop on!
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      “You ready?” I look over at Violet as she pulls her long, dark chocolate hair into a ponytail. It’s eerie sometimes, how much she looks like her brother. My man. Or my old man, as he’s known in the club, seeing as I’m the only female member of the Ghost Riders and the club’s sergeant-at-arms. Even with him being a fed, they’d let him in easy. Well, maybe not so easy. He did have to break a few laws to keep my ass out of jail, proving to everyone that he’s always chosen me first. My Vincent knew how much this club meant to me, so that meant protecting it, too. And he had and does still. For the last six months, he’s proven that to me and anyone watching that it would always be that way.

      “Hell yeah,” Violet answers, shooting me a smirk. I bend down to make sure her ankle weights are on tight so they don’t knock against her or slide all around. “Those things are fucking heavy.” She lifts up each foot one at a time, testing them. Then she starts bouncing back and forth, warming up her legs. Violet actually looks to be fitter than me. We are about the same height, both on the shorter side, but I’ve probably got about twenty pounds on her. Vincent’s Italian home-cooked meals every night aren’t helping, but I’m not going to go complain about that. I still know I can move. I’m just not sure she’ll have the strength to carry the rifle for long sprints.

      “Yep, but they work,” I reassure her, standing up. Running with ankle weights is a bitch, but you’ll thank yourself for having trained with them the first time your feet hit land that isn’t so solid. Sand and mud sink, making your strides hard and heavy. This way, you’re always prepared for the extra weight. And when you are on solid ground and you take off in a sprint, you move even faster for longer periods.

      I pick the rifle up off the ground and hand it to her.

      “All right, so you’re the first I’ve gotten to try this out on. Pres knows I’ve been working on something out here, but I haven’t told him yet. I’ve just been playing around with it, and I thought you’d be a perfect fit to try it out.”

      For a few weeks, I’ve been putting together a practice field out on the land beside the range. It’s a place where people can do drills or maybe even have paintball tournaments. I’ve wanted to do something to expand business for the range as I own part of it with the club president, Lucias. I miss the adrenaline that comes with being on active duty.

      Out here on the course, it feels like old times. I know not all my brothers look at our time overseas like I do. They see it as being filled with blood and pain, but me, I see the moment I finally found a home. A place I belonged. I fought with them, and when we returned to the States, we stayed together. The same team working together, but now we just do it for the club instead of the government.

      Now I’m helping Vincent’s little sister train. I’ve been helping her practice shooting for weeks in between her classes. She’s good and learning fast. She also wants in the club something bad, and I’m keen on the idea because soon I won’t be able to be the club’s eyes in the sky anymore. At least for a few months. Can’t lie on your stomach for hours if you’ve got a pregnant belly in the way. But that’s a secret I haven’t shared with anyone else yet.

      I also know Violet to be loyal to a fault. It’s how all of Vincent’s family is. It’s the way they were raised. I’m just not sure how happy they’ll be when they find out all the little things she’s been doing at night. She’s the youngest, the baby of the family, but she’s nothing like Vincent’s other four sisters who are always going on and on about marriage and babies and the latest fashion and what everyone should make for the next family barbecue. She has a taste for adrenaline, like me.

      She’d talked about enlisting, but I’d talked her out of it. I’m sure Vincent would rather her be here than a whole other country away and in harm’s way.

      “Let’s do this,” she says and stops jumping around.

      “High noon at all times.” I point to the rifle. “That’s the fast way to move with that one.”

      She nods, doing as I say.

      “We’ll start off easier. Around the lake and up that hill. When you get to the top, you’ll see your target.”

      She nods again.

      “Feel it V.” I drop my head back and look up at the sky. The sun is coming up. I snuck out of bed on Vincent early on a Sunday morning. I’m sure he’ll be popping up soon. I want to be done before we get busted. “Feel the wind. Feel it as we move up the hill. Because with each step, it will get heavier, and it will affect your shot. Think about it every step of the way. Think about your breathing. If you’re running too fast, then you’ll be out of breath. How will that affect you when you hit the ground to take your shot? Feel it all because all of it counts. Every. Little. Thing.”

      I drop my head back down and look at her. I want her to be the best. You have to think of everything to become that. I want that for her. I can see the fire in her eyes. How much she craves it. I used to have that fire and drive, too.

      “I got it,” she confirms.

      “You want to be fast, but not too fast if it will fuck you up. The best thing about us is our size. We’re quick. Unnoticeable. Make sure your feet hit the ground that way. Be a ghost.”

      “Got it, Cas.” She calls me by my club name, Cas, Casper the not-so-friendly ghost, and it makes me smile. I’ve had the name since the day I met my brothers. Saved their asses as I sat up on a hill, popping enemies off one by one, protecting the platoon. I had a knack for doing that for them.

      Normally, Violet calls me MacKenzie, like the rest of her family.

      “All right. Let’s go.”

      We both take off, and I make sure my strides match hers, following her around the lake, then up the high hill that sits way off to the side of the property. She glances down at her watch, checking her heart rate. She must be satisfied as her strides pick up a beat, making me bite back a smile.

      When we get to the top, she stops and drops. This time I don’t follow her. I stand on watch. She caught it. She was too open for her target. If it was alive she’d have been noticed. She hits the ground, crawling a good four feet, getting better ground as she brings the rifle up. It doesn’t take her a second to fire her shot. She hits the target, which is a good mile out, and I see hay explode at the impact. I reach into my cargo pants and pull out my binoculars. I smile at what I see.

      “Fucking perfect.”
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      I felt Mac get out of bed and sneak out of the house. She thinks she’s fooling me, so I let her.

      We’ve been together months, but I knew her from day one. Knew inside and out she was the one for me. My dad did the same thing with my mom. One look and he was gone, just like I was the day I saw Mac’s picture. That was all it took for her to become my whole world.

      So her thinking she can sneak out of bed without waking me up is a joke. I know every inch of her skin. I know every scar on her body. There’s nothing about her that I don’t know or don’t notice, but I let her have the space she needs.

      I know she’s pregnant. I’m just waiting on her to be ready to tell me. I also know she’s training my sister Violet to take her place temporarily. I’d love to talk her out of it, but I know my woman, and I know that’s not happening. What I can do is love her, and I’ll do that until the end of time.

      Rolling over, I get out of bed and pull on some clothes. I moved into Mac’s house after about a day of our knowing one another, but it was the right decision. She’s it for me, so why would I waste time? We would have been dragging it out if I hadn’t, because no fucking way was I going to deprive myself of being wrapped around her each night.

      She doesn’t know it, but I bought us a house two months ago when I found out she was pregnant. I think I knew before she did. I know how her body moves, and I could tell you the location of each freckle on her body. So I knew when her breasts got a little bigger and her belly was a bit softer that my baby was in her. I thought maybe I had convinced myself, as seeing her with my child was what I desperately wanted, but as time went on, I knew I was right.

      The house I got us is still close to the clubhouse, and even close to her brother Savage and his wife, Julie. They’ve got two little ones, and it will be nice to have them close. It’s also close to a couple of my sisters, who I know will be all over Mac when they find out. She’ll hate it at first, but she’ll be happy to have the support. I know her, and she just needs time to get it straight in her mind and heart before she can say it out loud.

      I get in my car and head over to the new house to check on the progress. I’ve had some guys out here doing some work on the place so that it’s perfect when Mac sees it for the first time. The house is new construction, but I wanted just a few changes to make it feel more like ours.

      Walking down the hall, I check on the baby’s room. It was painted a pale green last week, and then I came in and assembled the crib. That only took about five hours, but Mac was training Violet so she wasn’t too worried about where I was. I look over the last of the furniture that was delivered and make sure it’s all ready to go. We’ve still got a while before the baby is here, but better to be prepared than not.

      Everything else in the house looks great, so I lock up and head over to the clubhouse. When I get to the gate, I punch in my code and it swings open.

      The Ghost Riders’ motorcycle clubhouse is nothing like you’d imagine. The long driveway is lined with trees and ends at a beautiful old home. It’s been kept up and renovated by the club president, Lucias. When I get to the house, I see Knox and Savage standing outside and looking at their bikes. I wave to them as I park my car and get out, heading towards the range. I’m sure Mac is finishing up on the other side of the property with the paintball ranges she’s setting up, so I’ll just wait for her in the armory.

      On my way in, I see Lucias and his girl, Izzy, making their way out, smiles on their faces.

      “Hey.” I smile tightly at Izzy, not yet over the fact that she accidentally shot MacKenzie. I know it was an accident, but I’m just not there yet.

      “Hey, Vincent. You here to see your woman?”

      I reach my hand out to Lucias, shaking his and nodding.

      “Yep. She’s on her way. I’ll just wait for her in the range. You guys get some rounds in?”

      I look at Izzy, raising an eyebrow, and I can see the blush hit her cheeks as she looks away.

      “Something like that,” she mumbles.

      “Thought she could use a few lessons,” Lucias says, clearing his throat. “Never a bad idea.”

      “Not at all,” I say, looking between them. “See you guys at the cookout later?”

      I try to change the subject, none of us wanting to talk about the accidental shooting.

      “Yeah, we’ll be here for it. I think Savage is bringing the kids, too. Should be a nice time to kick back. Think we could all use it.”

      I nod to Lucias in agreement before waving goodbye and going into the range. I get lucky that I don’t have to wait long before Mac and Violet are coming in.

      “Shield,” Mac says, walking over with a surprised look in her eyes. “I didn’t think I’d find you in here.”

      “One of my most favorite places,” I mumble against her neck, thinking of the time we fucked in here. Mac presses against me, and I know she’s thinking about it, too.

      “Violet, I’ll see you later,” Mac says over her shoulder, and my sister takes the not-so-subtle hint.

      Mac and I aren’t known for being discreet, but we try to keep our decorum around my sisters.

      Pulling her to me, I grind my hard cock against her as her legs go around my waist.

      “You didn’t give me any of that sweet pussy this morning. Want to explain why you slipped out of bed? And why you have my sister in here?”

      “Nope,” Mac says, leaning in and biting my bottom lip
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        Vincent

      

    
    
      I growl at the aggressive bite, wanting her so bad that my cock is in pain, having been denied my morning fix of her. Pushing her against the low table behind us, I set her ass on the edge and look down at my beautiful woman.

      I take a fistful of her thick, dark hair in my hands and hold her head back until her eyes meet mine.

      “You want me to fuck it out of you?”

      A hint of something in her eyes tells me she wants to say something, but as quick as a flash it’s gone. Now she’s raising her eyebrow at me in challenge and reaching for the belt of my jeans.

      “Oh, you’re going to fuck me, all right. Hard and fast, Shield.”

      I grit my teeth when her hand wraps around my cock and she starts to jack me off. When she calls me Shield, I know she’s in a playful mood, so I let her have her way and give her what she wants. Like I always do.

      She’s wearing loose shorts today, so I just push them to the side, exposing her naked pussy to me. Thrusting two fingers in, I see that she’s drenched, and a moan escapes her full lips.

      “You been thinking about this all morning, or are you just walking around wet for me, baby?” Her hands on my cock slow down, and I rub that sweet spot inside her pussy. “Get your hands back on my cock and tell me why you’re so horny for it, Mac.”

      Her hands grip me again, and she bites her lip, looking up at me through her lashes. I pull my fingers out, licking them clean and tasting her sweet pussy. She knows I can’t get inside her without the taste of it on my tongue now. I have to have all of her, all the time. Cum leaks from the end of my cock, and she uses it to slick me up.

      “I don’t know why. I just really need to get that big dick inside me. Now.”

      She spreads her legs wider. I line my cock up with her opening and thrust inside her in one quick stroke, feeling her slick heat wrap around me.

      “Fuck, MacKenzie. Always so fucking good.”

      Gripping her hips hard, I thrust in and out of her. Her pregnancy must have her hormones going wild because she’s gripping me tightly with her arms and legs, nearly climbing up my body. I give her every thick inch of me, and she doesn’t hold back when taking it. Her body is spun tight, and she’s got a need for me like I’ve never felt before. Looking down at where we’re connected, I see my cock covered in her cream. The material of her shorts is soaked, and the front of my jeans is going to have a wet spot, too.

      “Goddamn, Vincent. More.”

      Mac throws her head back and wraps around me tighter, coming off the table. I grip her ass and turn us, pushing her against a wall. She’s got a need only I can fill, and I’ll make sure she gets what she wants.

      “Harder,” she says, and I oblige.

      I’ve got her pinned to the wall with her arms and legs wrapped around me, but we’re still almost fully dressed—just the opening of my jeans slightly parted and her shorts pushed over an inch or two—and yet we’re still fucking without a care in the world.

      Someone could walk in and see us, but I don’t give a shit. I will fuck my woman whenever and wherever she tells me to.

      At first I didn’t like the idea of people seeing us, but after Mac convinced me that she wanted to mark her territory, I felt like doing the same to her. We’ve played in public before, and while it doesn’t make me any hotter for her, I like the fact that people know she’s mine. I also know she never played in front of the club until me. I am different. I make her feel safe. I get to wear her tags that mark me as her old man in the club, so I don’t mind her using my cock to mark her as mine.

      I hold Mac up with one hand while bouncing her up and down on my cock. The other hand I bring to my mouth and lick my finger. She watches me with hooded eyes, and I feel her pussy clench.

      I reach around behind her, push my hand down her shorts, and press my finger against her asshole. I don’t do anything, just hold it there, giving it a tiny bit of pressure as I thrust in and out of her. The added sensation is something she loves, and in seconds, she’s bearing down on me and tensing up.

      Her orgasm is so strong it nearly makes me pass out. Black spots dance before my eyes. She clings to me and screams out her pleasure, and the sound echoes through the building. There’s not a doubt in my mind they heard her all the way up at the clubhouse. Hell, they probably heard her three states away.

      I thrust into her one last time and hold myself there as I cum inside her. This is going to be a sticky mess, but the thought just turns me on even more. Knowing my cum will be leaking out of her for the rest of the day makes me spurt even harder inside this sweet pussy.

      “Fuck, MacKenzie,” I breathe as I bury my face in her neck and drain my balls into her womb.

      If she wasn’t already pregnant, I’d say that would have done it. My thick cock throbs inside her even after the last drop has emptied into her. Slowly she lets her grip on my body ease, and I pull my face back to look at her. She’s got the most beautiful glow, and it’s not just because of the baby.

      “God, you’re so beautiful. I love you,” I say, tucking her dark hair behind her ear.

      She bites her lip again, and I think she’s finally going to tell me. But just as she takes a breath, the door to the range opens.

      “Yo, Casper! You done?” Knox shouts from the doorway, and I want to punch him in his face.

      He can’t see us from where we’re standing, but she was so close to telling me. He knows we were in here fucking, so what could he possibly want?

      “What the fuck do you want, Scribe? I’ve still got Vince twelve inches deep!” There’s a hint of relief in her voice, and I wonder if she’s thankful for the interruption.

      “Pres wants a meeting.”

      I hear the door shut, and we’re alone again. The moment has passed, and she’s not going to tell me right now, but hopefully it’ll happen soon. I can’t stand the wait much longer.

      “Hey, everything okay?” I ask, holding her chin and kissing her lips softly.

      “Yeah, just have some stuff I need to take care of.”

      I pull out of her, and a rush of her cum and mine flows out behind me. She moves her shorts over. They’re soaked in the crotch, and she lets out an annoyed sigh.

      “Don’t act like you don’t love that,” I say, reaching down and rubbing the wet shorts against her pussy. “I fucking love knowing my cum is smeared all over you.”

      “Fine,” she says giving me a wicked smile and another quick kiss. “But you’re cleaning me up after this meeting is over. Get that tongue ready, Shield.” With that, she turns to walk out.

      Tucking myself into my jeans, I follow behind her, smacking her ass. “Anything you want, baby.”
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      Walking in the front door, I drop my bag in the entryway before hanging my cut up and kicking off my boots. The meeting went longer than I thought, but it didn’t go how I wanted it to. Lucias said Violet wasn’t ready yet but that she was damn close.

      I’ll do tonight’s job on my own, then maybe on the next I can bring her. But who knows when that will be. We never know when something might come up, but tonight is important. We got a call from a sister club, Hard Mixers over in Kansas. They need eyes in the sky for a meeting they’re holding with a rival gang that we’ve had problems with before—the Five Aces.

      We owe them a favor and they’re calling it in. I just hope all goes well and I won’t have to light up the sky. I already shot the Five Aces VP months back, and most of the dust has settled. Maybe it calmed because they have bigger battles to deal with. The Hard Mixers are pretty sure shit is going to get rough tonight.

      I don’t have a problem getting my hands dirty if it means taking out a few Five Aces. They’re a waste of human existence. But now, if stuff blows back it won’t just hit me. I put my hand over my belly, the life that’s growing there.

      “Shit,” I mumble to myself, feeling a little helpless, like I might be letting down my brothers. I haven’t felt helpless since I was little girl and my father used to beat on me. No, I made sure I never felt helpless again. Spent my life making sure that wouldn’t ever happen again. But now I feel like I’m spinning, unsure which direction I’m going.

      I let anger take it. It’s the easiest emotion to deal with, and I know right where I’ll be going with it. Heading down the hallway, I yell Vincent’s name.

      I walk into the bedroom to see him making the bed.

      “This is all your fucking fault!” I yell at him. Vincent just walks around the side of the bed closer to me and sits on the end. A smile pulls at his lips.

      “That so?” He kicks his feet out like he’s just relaxing and not at all intimidated by my anger. In fact, he seems to be liking it. That makes me even madder.

      “Yes, it's all your fault. You got me pregnant! You know, like a baby!” I motion to my stomach. “You refused to wear those condoms. Now I’m going to leave my brothers hanging. Worse, I’m going to be the worst mother on the face of the planet. I don’t know what to do with a baby. I don’t even know how to hold them, change them, God, even feed them.”

      I feel my panic rising when I start to think about all the things being a mother will entail. I’m going to be so lost. I feel my nose start to burn. I do not want to fail this child. Not like my parents failed me, leaving scars on me to this day.

      Vincent gets up from the bed and walks over to me. He cups my face. I’m in full meltdown mode, and I do not melt down.

      “You ran to me this time,” he says, leaning down and placing a kiss on the top of my head. My heart flutters. I did. I have a knack for running when I get scared. Ran from my home when I was young, ran from the pain of people I’d lost when I was in the service, ran from Vincent when I thought my world might crush his. This time, I ran to him. It was the first place I thought to go when it all started hitting me.

      “Yeah, I did, because you’re going to be changing all those diapers. You’re the one who did this. It’s all your fault.” I push at his chest, but he doesn’t move an inch. He throws his head back and laughs, making me grit my teeth.

      “I’m going to punch you right in the throat.”

      “All right, let me make sure I’m clear on why I’m getting punched before you do it.”

      I cock my head to the side, waiting to hear his excuse.

      “Tell me, MacKenzie, why didn’t you go get the shot again? You’ve been on birth control for years.”

      “I forgot! Sometimes I forget things.”

      Vincent laughs again. “You haven’t forgotten a goddamn thing in your whole life, Mac,” he says. “Hell, I bet you could name the last twenty bets we’ve had and who won them.”

      “Well that’s easy. I always win.” I smirk.

      “Yeah, you do.” He leans down, kissing the smirk off my face, his hands going to my ass as he picks me up. I wrap my legs around him and lock my arms behind his head.

      “You never forget. Why do you think you forgot this time?”

      “’Cause I want it.” I feel my eyes start to water like I’m about to cry. I don’t cry. Not even when I killed my own father.

      “There it is.” He lays me down on the bed and cages me in. I’d never let a man handle me like he does. I like to be in control, but with Vincent I don’t need it. In fact, I feel safe when he has it and I know nothing can touch me. He’d destroy anything that tried to touch me anyway.

      “It’s your family,” I finally say. As much as his sisters can drive me freaking nuts, I love their crazy asses. Going over there for Sunday dinner is chaos, and I bitch about having to go every week, but the truth is, I love it over there. My brothers at the club are my family, but with Vincent’s family it's different. It’s sweet and filled with a love I’d never known, and they sucked me right in like I’ve always belonged with them.

      I wanted more, and I knew Vincent wanted a family of his own. I wanted to give him that.

      “Yeah, I know. They’re hard not to love,” he says, smiling down at me.

      “I have no idea what I’m doing here. I have no idea how to be a mom. I guess I thought subconsciously if I just let it happen that I’d have to figure it out.”

      “You’ve never failed at a thing in your life. I can promise you will not fail at this. Hell, if we have a little girl, I bet all the boys will be more scared to meet you than me.” Vincent’s teasing makes me smile. “Look at you with Violet. Don’t think I don’t know what’s going on, but before you got here she was spinning, and you righted her. Gave her someone to talk to. You might think you can’t be motherly, but I’ve already seen you do it.”

      “I love you,” I tell him.

      He slides down my body, lifting my shirt and kissing my stomach. “Love you, too,” he mumbles against my skin. “Should I show Mommy my dirty little secret?” he says to my belly, making my eyebrows rise.

      He pulls off the bed and goes over to his closet. He opens the door and pulls out a huge cardboard box. I get off the bed and walk over as he pulls the lid off.

      The sight inside makes me laugh. It’s crammed full with so much baby crap.

      “How long have you known?” I look over at him, and he’s got a giant smile on his face.

      “Long before you.”
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      I fought with Vincent for a total of five minutes, knew I wasn’t going to win, and gave in. He’d just follow me if I hadn’t. I could try and lose him, but that never seemed to work with him. He had a habit of popping up on me out of nowhere, so I knew it was best this way. I wouldn’t be shocked to find out that he’d somehow implanted me with a tracking device.

      For a big motherfucker, he can move just as quietly as I can. I’ve even joked about putting a bell on him a few times after he made me almost shit myself when he came out of nowhere. It almost got him a few black eyes. So I knew he’d be fine at my side for this. Sliding out of my truck, I grab my sniper and my night-vision goggles out from under the truck bench sitting them on the seat.

      We’re in the flatlands of Kansas, with only one place to get in the sky. A fucking water tower. Vincent comes to the other side of the truck to stand next to me, watching my every move like he always seems to do.

      I go to sling the weapon to my back, but Vincent grabs it and takes it from me.

      “I'll carry it.”

      I just nod.

      “If the ladder is back-caged too tight, I’ll have to take it. You and It won’t fit together.”

      Vincent is a thick guy, and if the cage is as tight as I fear, there’s no way he’ll fit.

      He picks up the night goggles from the seat and hands them to me. “It’s not.”

      Grabbing him by the shirt, I pull him to me. He bends, knowing what I want, meeting me for the kiss. It’s deep, sweet, and utterly possessive. Completely Vincent. He lets me think I’m

      leading the kiss, but I’m not. It’s all him.

      Pulling back, I stare up at him. “You sure you wanna do this? I could be breaking so many fucking laws here in a minute. You want that blood on you?” I know Vincent has saved my ass before, putting his own career at the FBI on the line, but this is more than that. He’s actually going to stand there while I do it. I don’t even know why I’m asking the question because I know the answer. But I still want to give him an out.

      “You come before anything. Always.” He kisses me again.

      We make our short trek over to the water tower. I go up first, climbing the tall ladder until I reach the top. Pulling out my phone, I check my messages from Scribe, making sure everything is on the ups and confirming the location.

      I head over to the south side of the tower and lie down, pulling on the night-vision goggles as I look for my target. I spot them a mile out. I pull out my phone again.

      Me: I got three.

      Scribe: Those are Mixers. Any other shows will be Aces.

      I slide my phone into my back pocket. Vincent hands me my sniper, and I fix my scope.

      Vincent lies down next to me.

      “Never fails to turn me the fuck on when you got a gun in your hand.”

      I look over at him and smile. “Name something I do that doesn’t turn you on.”

      “You got me there.” He leans in closer. “I tell you, your pussy tastes sweeter since you got knocked up. I can’t seem to stop eating your cunt lately.”

      “You’ve never been able to stop eating my cunt,” I retort. It’s nice having him here. It’s not like we have to be quiet. No one can hear us.

      “Hostile,” I say when I see movement. Three motorcycles come in on the Mixers. Vincent goes utterly still while I let the world fade away as I watch the ground.

      I’m only to fire if one of the Aces pulls a weapons. So I wait. I can’t make out any of the members of the Five Aces as they get off their choppers, but I count more than two. I watch two of the Mixers pull guns out from behind their backs. I see the light of fire, but it takes a moment for the sound to reach us this far out.

      Vincent still doesn’t say a word. I sit up, and he follows suit.

      “Mixers killed them,” I tell him, shaking my head, not knowing what the fuck could be going on or why they needed me here. Maybe they thought the Aces would pull something, but it was clear the Mixers came to kill them. I bet they have three graves dug and ready. God, I hope we don’t get pulled into whatever this mess is. We just got clean and have been trying to stay that way.

      “That’s it, Mac. You’re done for a while.” His voice is firmer than it normally is with me, no hint of playfulness. “Your brothers will just have to figure something out for the time being. It’s not just the blowback that could come. You shouldn’t be hauling this heavy shit around. Lying on the ground on your belly for hours. You’re starting to show and—”

      I kiss him, cutting him off.

      “I’m with you. This family first.” I watch the tension leave his body. His hand goes to my belly in a protective move.

      “Come on.” He pulls me to my feet, picking the gun up and flipping it over his back. “I cooked three dishes for this barbecue tonight and they are going to be shit if I don’t get them in the fridge.”

      I laugh. “I can’t even with you.” I head for the ladder, but stop and turn. “You made the pasta salad, right?”

      “Of course I made the fucking pasta salad. I like getting laid.” He moves past me. “I’ll go first.”

      I descend the ladder after him, follow him to the truck, and put my gear away.

      “I’m gonna tell them.” I’m nervous about telling everyone I’m knocked up.

      “Don’t be nervous.” Vincent pulls me to him. “Think they’ll be that shocked I put a baby in you? I do just about anything and everything I can to leave my mark on you.”

      “I’m not sure how they will react, to be honest.”

      “It’s a freaking baby factory over there. Soon it’s not even going to be a motorcycle club. It’ll just be a daycare.”

      “I don’t think I mind the idea of things being a little calmer. I feel calmer.”

      “Not going to lie. I do love when you come off a mission high. You climb all over my cock like you might die. I get to fuck you until you pass out on me.”

      “How about when we get home, I fuck you until you pass out.” I grab the dog chains he has hanging around his neck and pull him to me.

      “You think I could pass out with you riding my cock?”

      “Wanna bet?”

      “Not like you to make bets you can’t win, Mac.”

      “Oh, we’ll see.”
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      The next morning, I wake up with MacKenzie wrapped around me. I sigh, feeling happy and warm. Pulling her leg over my hip, I slip my cock inside her and thrust in lazily.

      “Mmm. Good morning,” Mac mumbles and opens her legs wider for me.

      I roll us over and pin her on her back, thrusting hard this time. I want all of my dick wet, and I go in deep so that she takes every thick inch.

      “It’s good now.” I bury my face between her big tits and suck on her nipples. She arches her back and lets out a moan because they’re so much more sensitive. “Just wait until they’re full of milk. I’ll wake you up every morning with my mouth on them.”

      Her pussy clenches around me, and her fingers grip my hair.

      “Fuck, why is that so hot?” she asks, breathy and wanton.

      I pop a nipple out of my mouth and move to the other one. “Because it’s primal and raw. Knowing I’ve bred you, it’s fucking hot, Mac. Thinking about you getting horny and leaking milk. It’s dirty as shit, but it turns me on. Everything about your body makes me rock hard. This will just be something new to get hard about.”

      She grips the headboard as I pound into her, our gentle morning sex turning into something animal and dirty. I flip her over, pulling her ass up in the air and giving it a few smacks before thrusting back inside her pussy.

      “Fuck. I won’t last,” I say through gritted teeth.

      “You damn well better. I’m almost there.”

      Mac pushes towards me, fucking my cock. Her cunt leaves a trail of juice on me as she thrusts back and forth, and it drives me wild.

      “Mac,” I beg, and then I feel her pulse.

      Her orgasm takes her over the edge, and her face hits the pillow while she cries out in pleasure. I’ve still got her hips in my hands, and her ass is up off the bed. I thrust hard one last time, emptying myself into her.

      When I’m spent, I lie down on top of her, pinning her to the bed, careful not to give her all of my weight. She’s still early in her pregnancy and her belly isn’t getting in the way, but I don’t want to put any extra weight on her.

      I kiss her neck, then move my lips to her ear. “I’ve got something to show you today.”

      “Hmmm?”

      She’s nearly fallen back asleep, so I bite her shoulder, trying to wake her back up.

      “Shield, you can’t just fuck me like that and expect me to be able to function.”

      I laugh and lick the spot I bit. “Wake up, Mac. I’ve got a surprise for you.”

      “Is it more baby shit?”

      I laugh at her words and bite her again. This time she tries to elbow me, but I catch her arm.

      “Yes, it’s more baby shit. But I think you’ll like it.”

      “You better feed me first.”

      Pulling out, I pick her up and carry her to the shower. Mac snuggles against me as I walk us into the bathroom and turn on the water.

      “I love how cuddly you are in the mornings,” I say, tilting her head back and washing her hair.

      “I love how you make me breakfast in the morning.”

      “Ha ha. I’ll take you for breakfast, then the surprise.”

      “Fine. But it better be good. This baby is starving.” She rubs her nonexistent baby bump, and I kneel in front of her and kiss her belly.

      “I think Mommy is trying to fool Daddy. She’s always hungry,” I say and nuzzle her.

      “True. But now I’m extra hungry.”

      I laugh and finish cleaning her up so I can get my little mama fed.
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* * *

      “Where are we?” Mac asks as we pull up to the new house.

      I don’t answer her. Instead I go around to her side of the car and open the door. The final deliveries were made yesterday, and with the help of my sisters, the house is perfect.

      Opening Mac’s door, I help her out and walk to the front of the house. I reach into my pocket and pull out a key tied with a yellow ribbon and hand it to her.

      “I bought you a present. Well, it’s for all of us, but mostly for you and the baby.”

      She looks down at the key and then looks back at me.

      “Is the present inside the house?” She raises an eyebrow, and I smile at her.

      “Go inside.”

      Reluctantly she puts the key in the door and unlocks it. Through the entryway is a large room, and in there is a big wall that I had put in just for Mac.

      “Vincent. What did you do?” She sees the wall directly in front of us and takes a step towards it. Both of her hands go to her mouth when she realizes what it is.

      There’s a large compass painted on the wall, and all the way around it are pictures of her and her brothers. Some pictures from when they served together and some pictures from the club. All around the compass, her club and her family are represented. In the middle, there’s a black and white picture of her and me sitting on her motorcycle. She’s driving, and I’m on the back with my arms around her waist and my face buried in her hair. She got her cut on and is wearing dark shades, and she looks like a fucking badass. But if you look close enough, you can see she’s leaning back against me and her hand is on top of mine. She’s showing strength and dominance, but also she’s relying on me. It’s my favorite picture of us, and it’s right in the middle.

      Going up behind her, I wrap my arms around her waist and pull her back to my front.

      “Welcome home, baby.”

      She turns in my arms, and I see the tears in her eyes. Suddenly she jumps up and I catch her. She squeezes my neck tightly.

      “You bought me a house?” she squeals and looks around the place.

      “I did. And I’d be really happy if you let me live here,” I tease, like I'd ever let her get even a night away from me.

      She laughs, and I grab her ass, carrying her from room to room, showing her around. When we get to the nursery, I put her down and let her open the door. Everything inside is all set up, even though she’s got a long way to go.

      “How in the hell did you do all this without me knowing?”

      I lean against the doorframe, watching her pick up a little yellow bunny and wave it at me.

      “MacKenzie, I always know where you are. At all times.”

      “So I’ve noticed.”

      “If I know where you are, then I can do what I need to do while you’re occupied elsewhere.” I pull her to me, giving her a quick kiss. “Plus, I’ve got a gang of sisters all too willing to help us out.”

      She leans into me, looking around the nursery and letting out a big sigh. “Good thing, because this kid is going to need someone who knows what they’re doing.”

      “It will. It’s got the two of us for parents. And you and I,” I grip her chin so her eyes meet mine, “make one hell of a team.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter Seven

        

        Mac
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      “Move.” I kick Scribe’s boots, shoving his feet from the table so I can get by and sit down on the couch next to him in Pres’s office. It’s late afternoon, and I came right after leaving Vincent’s family’s house. I figure I might pull the Band-Aid off all in one day. I’m just not sure how the club is going to react, but it seems like babies are in right now. Savage has two little ones, and Pres’s wife isn't too far out from having her first.

      Vincent’s family almost lost it with excitement. His mother and sisters helped ease some of my worries. I know we’ll have a lot of help, not to mention I always have Julie, Savage’s old lady, for help. We’ve always been close.

      Vincent’s older sister just popped a kid out two weeks ago, and watching Vincent hold the little baby girl did all kinds of things to me that I don’t even know what to do with. I’m going to blame it on the hormones because I’ve never in my life gotten all gushy about a baby. Well, what it counted as gushy for me, anyway, but anyone else would have seen it as me standing back a few feet and just watching.

      “What’s got you all pissy?” Scribe puts his laptop down on the table before propping his feet up again, leaning back and putting his hands behind his head. I don’t think I’m pissy. I’m more just anxious to see how everything plays out today. What’s going to happen to me and my brothers? I sure as shit can’t be running around with a giant belly, and I’m guessing it will be giant if I’m going off Vincent's size.

      “Do you fuckin’ live here now or something?” I toss the chip bags he’s got lying next to him and an empty bottle of pop onto the table. Scribe can eat as much as I can, but he doesn’t run like I do. In fact, I don’t think he works out much at all, but his body doesn’t show that. He might be the club’s resident geek, handling anything we need when it comes to computers or getting into places we shouldn’t be, but he’s also the pretty one. The sweet butts tend to flock to him because of his looks and maybe because he often seems bored when they do, so they see him as a challenge. I used to scare them off by laying a few jokes on him and trying to embarrass him. Until I learned he got a kick out of it just as much as I did.

      “Better than being at home,” he shoots back. I look over at him trying to read him. Scribe’s got more money than any of us. He was the one who taught us how to invest for when we got out of the service, so we’d have nice little nest eggs when we got home. He’d more than tripled our money. I can’t imagine what he’s done for himself, but his house shows he’s very well off. However, it’s a house he doesn’t seem to want to go home to.

      I could see that. I’m used to being solo. Well, before Vincent, anyway. I’ve always been eyes in the sky, and sometimes that puts me out for days, all alone, sitting my ass in one spot. These guys, not so much. They were shoved up each other’s ass. Maybe Scribe’s not liking the change quite so much. He studies me back.

      “You keep looking at me like Vincent's ass is gonna pop up from behind this couch.” Scribe actually pretends to try and look behind the couch pressed firmly against the wall. It makes me laugh. There he is. Out of everyone, I’ve probably been the closest to him. We have a nice teasing banter between us, and even when shit gets tense and I’m about to lose my shit, Scribe is always the first to get me to laugh.

      Pres and Savage both walk in, and Pres walks over to his deck, leaning his ass against it. Savage takes his normal chair in the corner.

      “Mixers called me today. Said we’re even,” Pres says, getting straight to the point like he always does. He’s always been our leader.

      “I didn’t even do shit for them.”

      “Not the point. You stuck your neck out for them, and something could've happened. That’s all that matters.”

      I nod. The Mixers are a good club, but you never want to owe anyone favors. I’ve seen good clubs go to shit in a few years for that kind of thing.

      “They did say they’d like to use you again. That they’d owe us.” Pres smiles at his own words. He loves collecting favors and having people in his back pocket.

      I just shake my head.

      “I figured,” he says, catching me off guard. “Scribe, pull a name for me. Violet Cassano.”

      Scribe picks his laptop off the table and starts typing away.

      “You know?” I ask Pres. I shouldn’t be shocked. “How?”

      “The fact that Vincent can’t seem to keep his hand off your stomach gave it away about a month ago.”

      I’m not sure how I didn’t catch that either. Then again, he always has his hands on me.

      “Gave what away?” Savage asks, making Scribe look up from his laptop, too.

      “I’m pregnant.”

      “Holy shit. No fucking way,” Scribe and Savage say in unison.

      “I don’t know what this mean or if—”

      “I’m just going to stop you right there, Cas,” Pres says. “You do what you got to do, then you do the club. Just like Savage and I are at our women’s side when they need us. You’re still the sergeant-at-arms of the club. Period. Now if you want to step down, then…” He raises his hands.

      “No, I don’t,” I say instantly, because I don’t. Maybe someday, but not today. Having a baby might change me a little, but this club is deep in me, and I’m not ready to let that go yet. Vincent and this baby might be my new family, but my brothers are my family, too.

      “All right then,” Pres says, a smile on his face.

      “Soak up every moment, Cas. They grow up fast, and you don't want to miss any of it,” Savage says, and I know what he means. He messed up a few years back and missed out on the first year of his son’s life. It still eats at him. I nod in understanding. This club isn't going anywhere. I'll handle my shit, then I'll handle the club.

      “Now that we got that out of the way, onto Violet.” I look over at Scribe, who is studying his screen with a look I've never seen before, his fists clenched.

      “Who is she?” he finally says, his voice thick.

      “New eyes in the sky,” I say.

      “No fucking way,” he growls.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter Eight

        

        Vincent

      

    
    
      Mac comes out of the office, and I push away from the pool table. She walks over, and I open my arms. She comes right into them.

      I kiss the top of her head and ask her how it went.

      “Way to go, Vincent,” Lucias says, coming out from the office behind her and offering me a high five.

      I smile and give him one up top, and Savage does the same. Knox comes over and wraps his big arms around both me and MacKenzie.

      “Get off me, Scribe, before I turn you into my soon-to-be sister-in-law.” Making me raise my eyebrows in question. Knox better not have the hots for my sister.

      Knox drops his arms and straightens up, clearing his throat. “Okay. Yeah. I’ll see you guys later.” With that, he’s gone, hauling ass out of the clubhouse.

      “What was that about?” I ask, letting go of Mac.

      She smirks at me and shakes her head. “You’ll find out soon enough, Shield. Just let it go.”

      My suspicions are up, but I decide to let it go. For now.

      “You ready to go?” I ask.

      “Get your cute ass on my bike.”

      She throws the words over her shoulder as she walks out of the clubhouse. Smiling, I shake my head and follow her out.

      The guys have long ago stopped giving me shit about riding bitch on the back of Mac’s bike. I’ve told them before, I don’t care where I ride, as long as I get to have my hands on my woman.

      I walk out to her bike, throw my leg over, and scoot back, letting her get on in front of me. When she saddles up, we wave goodbye to the guys, and she takes us down the road.

      I think she’s going to take us to the new house, but instead she goes down a side road, and we ride for a while. Sometimes she likes to take the chopper out for a few hours and just get lost with me. Mac needs the quiet, and I like that she takes me with her now, instead of going and doing it on her own.

      We ride for about an hour, and just as the sun is going down, she pulls off onto a side road and takes us down to a lake. We’ve been out here before. I think someone in the club owns it or has family that does, but either way, I know it’s secluded and we won’t be disturbed.

      Mac pulls her motorcycle to the side, and we’ve got a beautiful view of the sunset. She hops off, and I watch as she unbuttons her shorts and pushes them down her legs.

      “What are you up to?” I ask, giving her a wicked smile.

      “I need a ride, Shield. A long hard one.”

      Leaning back on the bike, I reach down and unbuckle my belt and unzip my jeans. I watch as Mac puts her hands between her legs and starts rubbing as she climbs back on the bike. This time, she’s facing me. I pull my cock out, and it’s standing straight up, cum already beading at the tip. He’s always up when it comes to MacKenzie.

      She moves, straddling my lap, putting her legs on either side of my hips, and moves her panties to the side. She slowly lowers herself down onto my cock and hisses at the tight fit. When she’s fully seated and I’m balls deep inside her tight cunt, I lean all the way back and moan at the feeling.

      Mac still has her boots on, and she puts them on either side of the bike so she can fuck me how she wants. I keep a grip on her thighs as she rides me so she doesn’t fall off, but her motions are sure and strong, and she looks like a fucking goddess on top of me with the last of the sunlight streaming in behind her.

      She needs this right now. She’s been struggling with the fact that she’s pregnant and the idea of juggling remaining who she is while becoming a mom. I can see the push and pull she’s been dealing with lately, and now that everyone knows, it’s a relief it’s out in the open. MacKenzie is used to being in charge of herself and what happens around her. A baby isn’t something she thought was possible, but her life has gone in a different direction, and now she has me, she can have anything she damn well wants.

      Her pussy squeezes me, and she leans forward, rubbing her clit against my cock as she slides down. I look up and our eyes lock, her dark hair falling around her face.

      “Fuck, you’re gorgeous.”

      “You’re not so bad yourself, pretty boy.”

      I smile at her, and she moans, working her body down on me. I try to think about baseball to keep from cumming too soon, but then I remember fucking Mac on the couch while we watched the Royals play and that’s no good.

      “Goddamn. I won’t last.”

      She gives me a rueful smile and squeezes me even tighter, causing me to grit my teeth and grunt.

      “Keep it together, Shield. I’m not done with you yet.”

      She keeps working me up and down, and I throw my head back, trying with everything in me to hold on a little longer. It’s too good. Her pussy is too fucking good.

      When I look back at her, I see MacKenzie lost in pleasure. She’s taking what she wants, and she’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen. I watch her and think about what a lucky bastard I am.

      In that moment, she looks up and locks eyes with me. A passionate, intimate moment passes between us, and she whispers “I love you.”

      “I love you, too, MacKenzie.”

      She drops down on me, and I feel her orgasm roll through her. She throws her head back and moans my name, squeezing me tighter than I ever thought possible.

      Her own orgasm triggers mine, and I empty into her tight heat. We cling to one another on the back of her motorcycle, both of us gripped by pleasure. We are both breathless as we come down from the peak, and Mac falls on my chest once she’s done.

      “Feel better?” I ask, brushing her sweat-dampened hair out of her face.

      After a second she looks up at me and quietly nods.

      “You know that just because you become a mom, it doesn’t mean you have to lose who you are.” Tucking another stray hair behind her ear, I tell her what she needs to hear. “You’ll always be you. Now there’s just another part of you that I get to love. And you get to see what life is like as a mom. With me by your side.”

      She smiles at me, and I can see her doubt lifting.

      “You think I would ever let you stop taking me on sunset drives to fuck me on the back of your bike?” I wink at her, and she laughs. “Now take me home and put me to bed. I’m an old man, baby.”

      Mac sits up and grabs a fistful of my shirt, pulling me to her. I sit up, and our lips are almost touching but not quite.

      “You’ll stop fucking me when I tell you to, Shield. I said I wanted a long hard ride. You up for it or not?”

      Thrusting up, I answer her question with my cock, and she gives me a wicked smile. “Anything you want, MacKenzie. Anything.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Epilogue

        

        Vincent

      

    
    
      
        About 8 months later...

      

      “We need help!” I scream into the emergency room, carrying MacKenzie in my arms.

      “Vincent, I swear to God, if you don’t put me down and stop freaking out, I’m going to shoot you with one of my rubber bullets. I’ve got two in my back pocket, so quit fucking around.”

      The nurses rush out from behind the desk, and I walk over and gently place Mac in a nearby wheelchair.

      “Her water broke,” I look down at my watch and back at the nurse, “thirteen minutes ago.” I can feel panic start to rise, and I know the baby will be here any second. “We don’t have time to sit around and talk. We need doctors and nurses. Someone needs to boil water.”

      Mac kicks my shin, and I lean over, grunting.

      “Simmer down, Shield. I’m gonna do it. I’m gonna shoot you if you don’t calm the fuck down.”

      Taking a deep breath, I look over and see the nurses shake their heads at us. They wheel Mac down the hall and over to the elevators, and I follow. They hit the button for the maternity floor, and I just stand there, tapping my foot and willing the elevator to move faster.

      I feel a shock in my shin again and look down to see Mac raising one of the rubber bullets at me. I throw my hand up and take a step back, realizing she would be all too happy to use it right now.

      When we finally get her to the room and the doctor comes in, she looks her over and checks to see how far she’s dilated. I’ve read every book, so I know what to expect. I just forgot all of it the second MacKenzie stood up after breakfast and said she thought her water broke. All of that important information went right out of my head, and now all I can think is, the baby is coming, the baby is coming, it’s time.

      “Well, your water broke, but you’re only dilated to four centimeters. How are your contractions?”

      It’s then I remember contractions. That Mac is supposed to be having them and I’m supposed to be timing them. Oh God, I’ve failed already.

      “They are getting closer. About every four minutes now.”

      I sigh with relief, thanking God one of us remembered. I start pacing, unable to think straight. I need to move.

      The doctor talks to me and Mac for a few minutes and says we are going to wait and see how she progresses, but with the size of the baby, a C-section may be a possibility.

      Kneeling down beside the bed, I take MacKenzie’s hand and try to think of what I should be doing. “Ice chips?” I ask, looking around the room. “Aren’t I supposed to be feeding you those?”

      Mac rolls her eyes, but then another contraction hits her and she squeezes the life out of my hand. I thank God I’m kneeling because her grip would have sent me to my knees.

      “Just shut up, Vince. Just shut up and be pretty. I’ve got this.”

      [image: ]
* * *

      I thought labor would be this very delicate, soft, and warm experience. I had this image in my mind that we would go in and a baby would come out and we would just glow.

      It was nothing as I imagined it.

      Mac fractured three fingers in my left hand before the doctors agreed that she’d need a C-section. After she got the good drugs and they got the baby out, it was all smooth sailing. But those hours up until that moment were like something out of The Exorcist, and my woman became a beast. I think I may have actually been afraid of her for a moment, but then I realized that if that’s the kind of mother she’s going to be, our child will always be loved and fiercely protected.

      She endured hours of pain for our baby before she finally got the C-section. If her body hadn’t been so small, I think she’d still be at it. Mac was worried about the kind of mom she would be, but she’s only just begun and she’s already more amazing than she ever thought.

      I look over and watch her feed our baby girl as one of the nurses wraps my hand. They can’t do much for me other than that, so I’ll just have to deal with it. It was worth it though, holding Mac’s hand and helping her bring our little one into the world. Our daughter.

      When the nurse is finished, I walk over and sit on the bed next to Mac and watch the two of them together.

      “She’s fallen asleep,” Mac whispers, holding her back a little and covering her breast up.

      Any minute now my sisters and her brothers are going to storm through those doors, and we won’t have another second alone. Hell, I’ve only held her for a moment myself before Mac was wanting her back in her arms.

      Looking up, I see Lucias peek his head in, and I smile at him.

      “It’s okay, man, send them in.”

      He nods and then the door shuts for a half second, then burst open and the room fills with people.

      I look at Mac, and she’s smiling so big I can see tears in her eyes. She’s so happy and so full of love. I lean down, kissing her lips.

      Looking around the room, I decide to make the announcement. “Ladies and gentlemen. I’d like to present our daughter, Angelina Vincenza Cassano.”

      My sisters melt into puddles of tears and kisses and hugs. The guys all give me pats on the back and lean down to embrace Mac. It's a great day, and our little girl is so lucky to have so many people that love her. We all are.

      

      
        THE END
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        by Alexa Riley

      

      Knox “Scribe” Robertson has been with the Ghost Riders MC since the beginning. He’s the club hacker, and there’s nothing he can’t do… except make Violet Cassano notice him. The little thing is trying to patch in, and suddenly all his protective instincts push forward. He can’t let her become a member of the club without putting her in harm's way.

      Violet has been different since that dark day in her past, but the Ghost Riders are exactly what she needs. If only the hot, tattooed, bearded piece of meat Knox would get out of her way. She’s got enough sass and skills with knives to keep him at a distance, but soon she doesn’t want to.

      When the two of them are paired up for a job out of town, they’ll be left on their own in the middle of nowhere. Being stuck inside a tiny tent, with no one to hear them… I wonder what could possibly happen? *cue dirty 70s music*

      The Ghost Riders are at it again in this final chapter to the series. See how the club hacker finds his happily ever after, and what Violet does to keep it that way. Spoiler alert… It’s dirty stuff.

      

      Warning: This book would be enjoyed by those who read Alexa Riley, Alexa Riley, or Alexa Riley. If you’ve read an Alexa Riley book, then Alexa Riley is the author for you. Please be sure to pick up an Alexa Riley book after reading this Alexa Riley series. Alexa Riley.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter One

        

        Violet
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      I pull my eyes away from the man I haven’t been staring at for the last thirty minutes. Or at least that’s what I keep telling myself. I take a sip from the warm beer I’ve been milking. I don’t stare at men. Never really have. Not since… I push that thought away, not wanting to go there right now. I have other things to think about.

      Scribe.

      I can’t tell you that it’s clear he got a haircut today. The sides buzzed short and the top left long, like a sexy-ass mohawk. Even his beard is perfectly cut and combed. Just like everything about him. The tips of my fingers tingle just thinking about running my fingers along the side of his head to feel the fresh cut of his hair.

      He’s broad and lean and looks nothing like what you’d think a computer hacker would look like. No cliché when it comes to Scribe there. He’s doesn’t look like someone who’d spent years working for the government. No, he looks like he spends half his life in a gym. A GQ model covered in tattoos if ever there was one. I don’t fucking know because I don’t think I’ve ever read the magazine, but I’ve seen the covers my sisters leave around. He’s definitely not something you’d see sitting behind a computer screen doing God knows what. I can barely check my email.

      I’ve only met him a few times now, and even with the few words we’ve shared, I already can’t stand him. Or maybe it’s the fact that I can’t stand how he makes me feel when he’s in a room with me. The spark that hit me the first time I’d seen him. Maybe spark is underplaying something I’ve been feeling since I’d meet him. More like a ball of hot lust that’s burning me deep in my gut, making me itch. That has never happened to me in my life. It’s unsettling, and something I hadn't planned for, and I don't like when things don’t go to plan.

      He is just so damn…charming, witty, smart, fucking sexy, and the world’s biggest flirt. Well, the last I’ve just heard whispers of. Because, fuck me if I haven’t been listening to anything and everything people say about him. Trying to soak it all in and pretend I don’t care at the same time.

      There are jokes here and there about it, but right now I’m looking right at it as he leans against the bar, talking to a beautiful blonde bartender. She is exactly the kind of woman that I’d picture up against him. Under his arm. She’s tall enough to match his height and has curves in all the right places. Womanly. Something I’m definitely not. I haven’t worn a dress or heels in…I search my mind and come up blank. I don’t even have a womanly body. I’m more straight and lean and maybe have a handful of tit. I hadn’t given much thought to it until lately, which only further pisses me off. I don’t do insecure, but I’d caught myself just last night looking at myself in the mirror wondering if a man like Scribe would even look my way. That just burned.

      Denim and Diamonds is where all the Ghost Riders like to hang out. That’s the club I’m trying to fit in with, and I’m hoping I’ll be getting news very soon that I’m now a prospect. I’ve been busting my ass to get this. I’ve never wanting something so bad in my life, and I knew it was where I belonged from the first moment I’d met my sister-in-law Mac, also known as Casper in the Ghost Riders. The only female member at the moment. Not only that, but she’s their Sergeant at arms and one of the best snipers that served our country. She put a lot of things into focus for me. Showed me what I’d been missing. This meaningless feeling I’d been walking around with. I know this could fill it. This is something I have to be a part of. Something I want to be a part of me.

      I didn’t want to go into the police force like the rest of my family had. Well, the men anyway. I seemed to be the only female in the family who had a desire to play with guns and knives and run with the boys. I’d always been like that, even with all my sisters always trying to dress me up and make me go on dates. I wanted to play with my older brother Vincent instead. Listen to him and Dad swap stories of their time on the force. I wanted a life like that.

      Adrenaline. I love it; it makes me feel alive. But I’d never looked at a man before and had a dose of it shoot through my veins. Even though I love it when it hits, I don’t like it coming from a man. Even worse, a man like Scribe. He’s all kinds of wrong for me, and while I might be able to hang with the guys, I don’t have much experience really playing with them like that. Like I said, that spark had just never hit.

      “Violet, don’t look so tense. You got this,” Casper, my sister-in-law says to me. I glance over at her. Like always, she has her long black hair pulled up in a tight ponytail. But unlike her usual tight black tee, today she has on a loose shirt hiding her little baby bump.

      She leans back in the chair next to me, scrolling through her phone. “Pres is going to call us in soon.”

      I nod and look back out into the bar, watching everyone. Just trying to take it all in and do as Cas taught me. Watch everything and everyone.

      “Who’d you hit first?” Cas asks me, leaning forward in her chair and putting her elbows on the table.

      “Two o’clock in the blue with the goatee.” Cas smiles. “Then the one in red, three down to blue shirt to the right. Normally I would have said Red, but he’s got a few beers deeper, so he’ll be slower.”

      “What about him?” I follow Cas’s line of sight and see a big motherfucker leaning against the far wall and watching two girls play pool. He looks deadly. Probably is with his hands, but takes a lot for a man that size to move, and I’ve got lots of time before he could get to me.

      “He’s not carrying. He’d come later.”

      

      She must like what I say, because she just leans back in her chair once again, going back to her phone.

      I go back to watching. Pres, Lucias Houston, doesn’t let sweet butts into the club, so this is where everyone hangs when not at the clubhouse. A lot of locals know that, and this place is always crawling with women looking for a bad boy.

      It’s a thrill I don’t understand. Or maybe I’ve just been around my father and brother too much. They treat their wives like gold. Like nothing else in the whole world is more important to them, and I don’t think that’s something I’m going to find around here. Even less so with someone like Scribe. Not that I’m looking, I remind myself. I’m not his type either, and he barely gave me the time of day when I first saw him. In fact, he looked like he didn’t like me at all. Worse, I’d overheard him tell Pres I shouldn’t be here. Just my fucking luck. The first interest I show in a man in forever and he doesn’t even want to be in the same room as me.

      The reminder has me tightening my grip around my beer bottle. How the fuck does he know if I belong here or not? He doesn’t even know me. Has no idea of what I’m capable of. The things I’ve done. No, not many know. That was sealed up tight. So tight I don’t even think Scribe could find it.

      I glance over at him once again and see the blonde bartender throw back her head and laugh at whatever he just said to her. I have to fight an eye roll. I’m not sure if I want to roll my eyes at them or myself for even caring. Fuck him. I’ll show him how much I belong.

      The bartender nods towards the door that leads to the back of the bar into the kitchen, and Scribe nods back, following her and making my stomach do a little nervous flip. God, I have to shake this. Whatever it is I’m feeling for him has to go, because it’s not going to work. At least not with him.

      “Can’t go hating Scribe already,” I hear Cas say next to me. I turn to see her staring at me, busting me spying on him following the bartender into the back. “He can drive you nuts, but he’ll always be your eyes on the ground when you’re high in the hills.”

      I study her for a second. I know her and Scribe are close, which makes sense with what she’s saying. When you’re the sniper, you’re always away from the pack, and someone has to feed you intel. And that someone would of course be Scribe.

      For me, it had only ever been Cas when she was helping me train. Trying to teach me everything she knows for me to be as good a shot as her. I’m not, but I’m getting close, and the training is paying off. But there have been sessions where s me sit in the hills alone for hours with only her in my ear and my gun trained on one spot. Until my body started to throb with aches and pains. I never knew being stealth could hurt so much. But having someone with you in your ear helped. Pulled you through the hours. And I’m guessing that’s what they had when they were serving together or when she did jobs for the Ghost Riders. I’m trying to fill that role now, because Cas is going to be MIA for a little while. Can’t lie on your stomach for hours with a baby bump. Not to mention, my brother Vincent would lose his mind if she was on jobs now.

      I just smile like I don’t have a problem with him, but her eyes study me, and I have a feeling she can see through me. She always seems to be able to do that, and she’s been trying to get me to do it, too. Always be seconds ahead of people. If you can read them, you will be able to anticipate their movements. And seconds matter when you’re behind the scope of a gun. I don’t think my eyes are as good as hers, not yet anyway, but I’ll keep trying. Any little knowledge she’s given me, I’ve soaked it up. It’s what I’ve always done. With my father, my brother, school, and now her. I’m hungry for it.

      I hear her phone vibrate, and she pulls her eyes from mine and looks down at it. “Let’s go.” She jumps up from her chair, seeming just as eager as I am.

      I abandon my beer and follow her out of the bar, hopping into my truck. Like Cas, it’s hard to ride a chopper with some of the gear we carry around, and we’ve been training all day and my cab is full of all kinds of shit.

      I follow her down the road for about a mile until we reach club property. It’s nothing like you’d normally think, with unkempt land and chain-link fences. They handle this place with care. You can see it. This is their home, and they take pride in it.

      The front of the property has a brick privacy fence, and it makes you wonder what’s behind it. Cas pulls up to the gate, enters her code, and waves me to go around her as the double iron gate swings open. I pass through, making sure it doesn’t close on me.

      I drive through a tree-lined driveway that’s about a half a mile long to the clubhouse, an old farm that’s been converted for the Ghost Riders.

      I know the property used to belong to the Pres’s father before he passed, then Pres took it over. I’ve spent hours out here on the land with Cas training me. The whole property is littered with buildings. Some of them are used for businesses, one of which Cas owns herself. A gun range a little off to the east of the property that has a public entrance.

      I pull up to the main house, which is huge. A few bikes are parked out front, and I recognize one right away. Scribe. I didn’t even see him leave. I thought he was still in the back of the bar.

      I pull myself from the truck as Cas pulls up next to me. I follow her in and see only Scribe and Savage sitting in the main area where everyone normally hangs. Savage is sitting on one of the sofas looking every bit of his name, taking up most of the thing with his massive bulk. He has a hard look on his face like he doesn’t really want to be here. Scribe is sitting in one of the stools at the old wooden bar with his computer open next to him.

      His eyes come straight to me when he hears us enter. Then he shakes his head. I don’t know how the fuck he beat us here. I figured he’d still be in the back of the bar with the blonde. I inwardly smirk that his time got cut short because of the meeting being called.

      “Don’t start,” Cas barks, a slash of heat behind her words. I guess she knows too that Scribe doesn’t like the idea of my being around.

      “She’s not ready.” His eyes run over me. I never seem to get the funny, flirty Scribe everyone talks about. I only ever get distaste. We all know why we’re here. I know they’ve been talking about me coming into the Ghost Riders, and today is the day I find out if I’m in. If I get a shot.

      I try not to flinch at his words, keeping my face impassive. I don’t want him thinking he bothers me one bit. He’s just like the boys on the playground when you’re a kid. If they know they get to you, they’ll keep doing it. You just have to ignore them. Or punch them in the face. That trick worked, too. I have a feeling I’ll be doing that one soon.

      “You questioning my judgment?” I hear Cas say from behind me as I make my way towards Scribe. His eyes stay on me, giving me a look I can’t quite make out. Good, you should keep looking at me, because I’m the one coming for you.

      “She’s going to get herself hurt. Maybe even killed.” His eyes shoot over my shoulder at Cas, then back to me as my feet eat up the distance between us.

      “We aren’t going to let anyone near her. She’ll be miles out from danger.” Cas is standing hard behind my being here.

      “Doesn’t matter,” I say, sliding up next to him, taking the stool next to his and turning to face him. His musky sweet scent hits me, and I didn’t know a man could smell like both at the same time, but he does. “I don’t need to be miles away. I can handle myself right here,” I tell him, looking him dead in the eyes. “You don’t know me.” My words are flat, brooking no argument. It’s nice to be farther away from your target, but I learned at a younger age that isn’t always the case. Sometimes you have to be close. Sometimes life just gives you the option and you have to learn how to protect yourself in that moment, and I have.

      “I know a lot more than you think.” He glances at his computer, then back at me. “In fact, I feel like I know almost everything.” A small smirk plays at his lips, and I wonder if that’s a trace of the flirting I’ve heard so much about. Does he think I’ll turn into some blushing girl in front of him and bat my eyelashes? Not happening. Not for him. Never for a man who doesn’t think I belong. I may not know shit about men in this area, but I know how the men in my life treat their women, and I want that.

      “That so?” I scoot a little closer to him, wanting him to know I don’t care what he thinks. That he has no effect on me, even if that’s a total lie. I want him to know that I’m here and I’ll be all up in his fucking space and this place whether he likes it or not. “Just because you went through my life with your computer doesn’t mean you know shit.”

      “I beg to differ.” He leans a little in himself. “You finished college in under three years, spending hours up late writing your papers and studying, that when you can’t sleep you read Harry Potter, and you like to scroll JJ Watt’s Twitter a little too much.” He says the last part with gritted teeth. “You’re too young to be here.”

      All the things he said are true, except the part about me being too young, but that’s unimportant. These are things he shouldn’t be looking at. My personal fucking business. Has nothing to do with this club. I get they need to know shit about me, but that is just a little too intimate. He doesn’t have that privilege. I haven’t granted him that privilege.

      I also don’t throw in his face that everyone in this room was fighting in a war when they were 18. I’m 21. I feel my age is just fine and not part of this equation because I can do what they need me to do and that’s all that matters.

      I reach down, grabbing the knife out of my right boot and slamming the blade down into the wood of the bar, leaving the handle sticking up.

      “Shit,” I hear from the other side of the room, but I don’t turn to look to see who said it. Neither does Scribe. He didn’t so much as blink. Not even when I pulled out the knife.

      “You can’t see everything behind that computer,” I tell him, pulling the knife from the wood, still looking straight into his eyes as I lay my left hand, palm down flat, on the bar, fingers spread wide. I start to unhurriedly hit the blade between each finger, slowly picking up speed. Moving my right hand faster and faster as the knife lands between my fingers, hitting the wood of the bar. I’m sure it’s leaving nice little nicks each time it hits, but I don’t give a fuck. Finally, he pulls his eyes from mine and looks at my hand. “Not everything is as it appears on your little screen. I think someone like you would know that, because most of you are nothing like you seem.”

      “Jesus Christ.” I hear another voice from the other side of the room again.

      Scribe’s eyes are now studying my hand, but I still keep looking at him as I move the blade between my fingers with quick ease. I know what he’s going to do. He’s looking for the right moment to grab my hand, and just when he goes to grab me, I pull back, making him jump. It gives me an opening, and I slam the knife right into the center of the keyboard of his laptop. The light drains from the screen.

      “Stay out of my fucking business,” I say as calmly as I can. I pull the knife from his keyboard and throw it across the room to the dartboard next to the pool table. I hit it square in the center. “I can handle myself,” I tell him, leaning in so I’m only a breath away. “Even better when I’m close up.”
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      The first time I saw Violet, I think my balls dropped right along with my jaw. I’d never seen anything like her in my life. Sure, I’d seen pretty girls before, and good-looking women trying to get at me, but she was different.

      She was short and trim with a nice little rack and a sweet round ass, but something behind those crystal-blue eyes was dark. She looked innocent and sweet standing alongside Casper the first time, but I could tell something flared under that facade. She looked a lot like her brother Vincent with his dark Italian complexion, but Violet’s got long auburn hair nearly to her waist. Those blue eyes of hers sparkled behind her bangs, and I ached to walk over and grip her chin, making her look into me. To let me see what she was hiding, because there was something there. I could feel it.

      I’ve seen the side glances she gives me. I know what an interested woman looks like, and she is most definitely interested. I think it pisses her off. But I can’t get too close. There are a few things keeping me at a distance, and the first one is that she wants to be in the club. It’s not that she’s a woman, and it’s not that she’s Vincent’s sister. It’s the fact that she looks so goddamn sweet and innocent when she’s just standing there, that she’d be a liability to the club.

      Anyone wanting to start any shit would just have to say the wrong word to her and I’d lose it. Maybe that’s the real liability. Me around her. Something inside of me makes me want to protect her, and I can’t have that kind of distraction. No matter how bad I want her. No matter that what Cas says is true, she can handle herself just fine.

      The other reason is that she’s so young. She says she’s 21, but she looks like she’s fifteen. Far too young to be getting my dick hard. But here we are, with my cock straining down my thigh and aching to break free because I’m within ten feet of her sweet-smelling cunt, her little body that I know I could easily move around. Take her on any surface and not even strain a muscle. Well, except for my cock.

      There’s something about her that’s familiar, and I’m drawn to her. I try to fight it every step of the way, but I’m always pulled back to her. I feel like there’s something about her that’s like me, almost like she can see through people’s bullshit like I can.

      I grew up around rich snobs who flaunted their wealth, so it’s easy for me to spot someone being fake. My parents come from old money in Kansas City. They are from a long line of socialites and just assumed I would follow in their footsteps.

      Most people don’t know it about me but I was a really fat kid. I was overweight and didn’t have a lot of friends, so I stayed in my room and played video games. Then after time, that developed into an interest in computers. And after getting really bored one night, I started to see what I could do just sitting in my room. What damage was I capable of? I started off small, hacking into the high school’s system and changing out a few things. Just kids’ stuff at first. After a few months of basic tinkering, I started to branch out. I made friends online, and with them I started doing things that were riskier. Right before my eighteenth birthday, I broke into one of the government’s highest security clearance sites and ordered all of them pink dildos and charged it to the taxpayers in Washington DC.

      I thought I’d cleared my trail, but when a man in uniform showed up on my doorstep, we were both just as surprised to see the other. Thankfully my parents were in Paris on a trip and I was home alone. General Rogue and I came to an understanding that day. He promised not to take me to jail if I promised to show up at an address the following day and take a few tests. I agreed, figuring I was getting off easy and would do whatever they asked as long as it kept me out of prison. I was a punk kid, but I also knew enough to know I’d fucked up.

      When I showed up to the address the next day, I was put in front of a computer and asked to perform some tasks. Some were child’s play and some were really challenging. To my amazement, I looked up six hours later, not realizing where the day had gone. General Rogue came over and talked to me, and for the first time in my life, someone asked me what I wanted to do with my life. He said I had potential, and he could get me in a program in the military if I could somehow pass the physical tests. I was embarrassed because I was so overweight and out of shape that I knew that wasn’t possible. But he said if I wanted it bad enough, he would make it happen.

      He gave me his number and told me I could think on it for a few days but that he needed an answer by the end of the week. My eighteenth birthday. I knew the second I walked out of there what my decision was going to be. But I waited until the day and called him to give him my answer. He swore me in that afternoon and put my ass on a plane to Parris Island.

      I heard my parents got the news a few days after they came back and found the letter on my bed. From what one of my friends said, they called the police and tried to get me to come home. They’d said the military had kidnapped me. But I was already halfway through basic, and was killing myself to stay in. I knew I didn’t want to go back to that lifestyle, and this was my ticket out.

      I’d never worked so hard in my life, and soon I started to keep up with the guys around me. I met Savage and Pres, and we became the best in our class. I was tested for intel and scored through the roof. The rest is history. I did my tours with the Marines and got out after Savage got hurt. My parents are still assholes about my decision and are, needless to say, quite disappointed in the path I took. My mom is even less excited about my tattoos and hair, but I stopped caring the day I stopped using their money. I took what little I made in the military and invested it. I ended up making a shit ton and invested the rest of the guys’ money for them, too. The last thing we wanted to worry about was paying our bills while serving our country, so we played it smart, and it paid off.

      Now I just game online and do the occasional hack when it benefits the club. General Rogue was more like a dad to me than my own father, giving me advice during my career and even now that I’m out. I got him playing World of Warcraft after he retired, and now I get emails at least once a week shit-talking me. Life was good and exactly how I wanted it, until Violent Violet walked in the club looking for a cut. Looking to put my life into chaos.

      Violet reads people well, and while that should be an asset to the club, I don’t like the thought of her reading anyone but me. I’ve never been selfish when it came to women, never really cared who they went to when we were done. It’s been too long since I’ve been with a woman, and maybe that’s why I’m all worked up about her. The fact that I can’t seem to get her off my mind has to be because I haven’t fucked anything but my hand since the first time I saw her with Casper.

      As I sit here now, inches from her, and try not to be impressed by her knife work, I inhale through my nose, just wanting another smell of her sweetness. I want to fall down on my knees and worship her body, but I kind of want to fire her up at the same time. Get her all worked up like I am. I want to replace the indifference she has on her face right now with something more. She can hold her own, I see that now. But can she do it while her knees are weak?

      “Who gave you the road name Violent Violet?” I lean into her space so our lips are almost touching, and I can feel her breath against me. “From where I’m sitting, you look like a sweet little thing just waiting for a man to take you down.”

      Her cheeks heat, and I give her a cocky smile, liking that I got some emotion from her. Then the pain hits me. I cry out and double over, hitting the floor hard. The last thing I see before I black out is her combat boot stepping over me while I lie there in agony.

      I can’t believe she kneed me in the balls.
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      “You awake, pretty boy?”

      I groan at the sound of Casper’s voice and feel like I’m going to vomit. The pain isn’t as bad as it was, but damn, it hurts all over, not just the place she kneed me.

      “Goddamn, she got you good.” She laughs like the devil. She’s fucking proud of her.

      Pushing up a little, I look around the room, waiting for all the guys to give me shit, but really I’m searching for Violet. “What happened?” I feel a surge of panic when I don’t see her or anyone else.

      “Basically, Violet kneeing you in the balls got her in the club. We were voting her in, no matter what, but you being passed out on the ground was really like the icing on the cake. The guys gave her the cut. She’s a prospect. Pres took her into the office for a quick meeting, and I said I’d wait around for you to wake up and find your dick.”

      I sit up on the floor and put my hands between my legs. “Goddamn, Casper. Get your keys. You’re going to have to take me to your house.”

      “Why?” she asks, a real look of concern crossing her face.

      “I need to find a dress. I think she made me a woman,” I grunt, getting to my feet.

      Cas laughs and pats me on the back. “Guess that’s what bikers do when they can’t pull pigtails on the playground anymore.”

      “What the fuck is that supposed to mean?” I take a few steps, making sure my dick is still attached.

      “It means you two need to just fuck already and get it over with. But don’t tell Vincent I said that.” She points her finger at me and gives me a look of death. Then she looks around the room like he might possibly have heard her.

      I don’t say anything in response, mostly because I’m not sure my dick could fuck anything ever again. But goddamn, does that little thing turn me on. My cock twitches with the thought of her, and I’m happy he’s not completely useless.

      “Come on, Scribe. Pres wants to talk to you in his office when you think you can see straight.”

      The look on Casper’s face is far too happy about my injury, but I can’t really hate her for it. I’d laugh my ass off if one of the guys got kneed in the balls by Violet. But then I get angry thinking about her knee anywhere near them and shake that thought off. Goddamn it, I’m developing a split personality disorder with her.

      This has been a long time coming though, and I know it. I’ve tried to keep my distance, but the more I try to push her away, the closer I end up getting to her. Like tonight when I tried to rattle her and give her shit, she ends up kneeing me in the balls, and now I’m chasing after her. Like a goddamn puppy, I’ll follow her anywhere. I’ve always got my eyes on her.

      I can hear everyone outside when I hobble over to Pres’ office. I knock on the door as I walk in, not looking around the room, just falling onto the couch and throwing my arm over my eyes.

      “Goddamn, I need some ice,” I say rubbing my balls.

      “I wish I had some,” Violet says. I hear a glass full of ice shaking, and I groan at the sound.

      Lifting my arm, I look over to see her sitting in front of Pres’ desk, and him behind it trying to muffle a laugh. I want to punch him in the face, but I daresay I’m not in the state to do much at the moment with my balls still up in my stomach.

      She takes the last sip of her drink and then pops a piece of ice in her mouth, crunching down on it hard as she smirks at me. My eyes follow down to her cut, and I have to admit it looks sexy as fuck on her. I didn’t want her wearing it because of the target it now puts on her back, but my dick twitches again as I think about her wearing it while I fuck her. Nothing on underneath it, just the cut and her tits bouncing while she rides my cock.

      “That’s a great idea, baby. Get your mouth nice and cold so you can suck me better.”

      The smile on her face dies as she crunches the last of the ice, and I hate myself a little for extinguishing it. Fuck, I’m an asshole, and I can’t seem to help it when it comes to her. It would be heaven having her mouth anywhere on me, but especially my dick. I’d hold her auburn hair out of the way and tell her how good she is at it. No doubt with thick lips like hers, she’d feel so good around my shaft. I don’t think Violet has ever done anything she hasn’t excelled at. If I’ve learned anything about her, that’s it.

      “That cock of yours hasn’t seen so much as the light of day in years, Scribe. You use those hands for something else besides video games?” Pres asks, breaking my thoughts about Violet going down on me.

      I open my mouth to respond, and he cuts me off.

      “Enough of this bullshit. Violent is a prospect. She’s going on a run with you. You’ll leave tonight. Pack your shit up. She’s got the details.”

      “What?” I say sharply, sitting up.

      Violet stands, takes the thick envelope on the desk, and walks to the door. “I’ll meet you outside,” is all she says before exiting. Cas winks at me and follows her out.

      “Pres, I’m not some prospect. I’m a fucking patchmember. I’m the goddamn intel for this club, and you’re going to give her the orders and not tell me what the hell is going on?”

      He rolls his eyes and leans back in his chair. Savage comes into the room and sits down beside me on the couch. Ham, Pres’ bulldog, follows him and sits on my other side.

      “I was going to tell you before you went and got yourself kicked in the nuts.” I start to protest, but he raises his hand to stop me. “I need a shooter in the sky, and I need your skills on the computer. She’s got all the information you two need. And I know you didn’t want her in the club, but she is. So fucking deal with it. And I don’t want to hear about it from her when she gets back. Get your shit together with Violet, Scribe. She can hold her own against any of these guys, and she’ll be an asset to the club. Cas vouches for her, so she’s in. End of fucking story.”

      I sit back on the couch and look over at Savage. He just looks at Pres and nods once, confirming what he just said.

      At the end of the day, I’m going to do whatever the fuck Pres tells me to do. He was my commanding officer in the Marines, and he’s my club President now. I know he wouldn’t send me on a mission if I didn’t have to be there. So instead of fighting, I let out a breath and nod in agreement.

      “Yes, sir,” I say and exit his office.

      I get the stirring in my stomach as I walk out, like every other time I think about Violet. There’s been something about her that’s drawn me in from day one, something I can’t put my finger on.

      There’s a way about her that’s different, and every time I’m near her, I get pulled in. I see the spark in her eyes that lets me know there’s more to her than she’s willing to show. There’s a vulnerability inside that she’s trying to hide, but I see it. I see through the sassy exterior that keeps people at arm’s length. The part that tries to push me away. I see through her threats and tough talk to the woman inside. I think because I’ve battled with my own inner demons, I recognize the darkness in her, as well as the light.

      I did a lot of things I’m not proud of when fighting for my country overseas, and I think that kind of shit always leaves a mark on your soul. And for some reason, when I’m close to Violet, I feel that, and I want to hold her. I know she’d just push me away, so I cover it with jokes and cocky words. But there’s something about her that I see inside myself, and I want to get to know that better.

      For all those reasons, I should probably stay away. But because of those reasons, I know I won’t. I’ve tried for long enough to voice my concerns about her being in the club, and it didn’t work. I know she’s more than capable of doing the job, but something inside me wants to protect her and keep her safe. I want to shield her from the dangers of the world, and her joining the Ghost Riders will put her in harm’s way at some point.

      But even with all the reasons in the world, and all that I’ve stacked against her, I’m on my way to pick her up and carry out this mission. She’s on the team, and as much as I’ve tried to hold back, I don’t think I can much longer. Now I just need to convince her that trusting me is a safe bet.
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      “I think the guns you’ve got are good,” Cas says from behind me, making me turn to look at her. I’m a ball of nerves. Excitement and all kinds of other shit I can’t explain are pumping through me, and I don’t know what to do with it all. I don’t know how I kept a straight face in there through it all when I really wanted to jump up and do a fist pump. Then maybe throw up. I’m feeling way too much crap right now.

      “Yeah, and I’m good with both of them,” I reply casually, but she just smiles and cocks an eyebrow at me. We still have a few guns in my truck that we’ve been training with, and even with soft plans in place for where we’re going, I’m not one hundred percent sure what I might end up needing. It’s better to have a few to choose from, just in case. I want to be prepared for almost anything.

      “You did good, V. With some time, it won’t be so…” she shakes her head like she’s searching for the right word, making her dark ponytail sway with the motion, “…combative.” She snaps her fingers as she says the word, then takes a few steps towards me, her heavy boots crackling on the gravel beneath us. “You go and do this and show everyone you’ve got what it takes. I fucking know you have it. I can see it. Saw that same look once before when I looked in the mirror years ago.”

      She points her thumb over her shoulder back to the door of the clubhouse. “I know it probably took a lot for you to play cocky in there, but I promise you, you don’t have to play. You have every right to be cocky. Now go and show everyone you do.”

      I can’t stop myself from closing the distance between Cas and me, pulling her in for a hug. It’s taken her some time to get used to my hugs. I know her experiences in growing up were different than mine and my brother’s. We can barely leave a room without someone wanting to pull us into a hug or lay a few pecks on our cheeks. I ate up the attention at home because it was the only place I ever got it. My family was all I had, but hopefully I’ll have this club, too. I’ll have something that’s mine. That I wasn’t born into. Somewhere I can fit in, because I don't seem to fit in anywhere.

      Unlike months before, this hug comes easy to her, and she returns it with a hard squeeze. “Don’t forget it’s going to be more difficult to run at a higher elevation than you’re used to. At higher altitudes, like in Colorado, the air is thin, which means you’ll get less oxygen per breath you take. You’ll have to put in a lot more effort and work much harder to run at the same pace you’re used to,” she says before pulling back. “Be careful.”

      “You’re worse than my brother,” I tease, trying to relieve a little bit of the emotion floating in the air around us.

      “No one is worse than my Vincent.”

      “He must be rubbing off on you.”

      “Oh, he’s…” I throw my hand up, not wanting her to finish that sentence. She laughs.

      “I’ll tell Scribe you went to pack a bag,” she says.

      “Thanks.” I give her one last look before I hop into my truck and take off for my apartment. I go through everything that happened. I know Cas had been saying I would get this, but to really have it, to know I have a shot at being a real member of the Ghost Riders, is better than anything I’ve ever accomplished before.

      Prospect. I have my freaking foot in the door. I wonder if this is how Vincent felt when he got into the FBI. I feel a tug of guilt at not being able to call him up and tell him about it. I tell him most things. Before Cas, he was my best friend. My only friend, really, and he had to be. I was his little sister. He was stuck with me. The only person who seemed to get me.

      When I hit my apartment, I fly up the stairs, unlock my front door, and then kick it closed behind me. I flip on the light and stop short when I see my brother sitting on my couch, arms folded over his chest looking just like my father.

      His dark hair is cut short and he’s built like a freaking tank. A very annoyed-looking tank.

      “I’m really going to have to take that key back if you’re going to be all creepy and sit in the dark.” I drop my keys and the folder on the table by the front door. “The least you could do is clean or something,” I joke, but he doesn’t even crack a smile. He just stares…and stares.

      “So you know.” He tilts his head to the side with a really? look on his still-very-annoyed face. I know Cas didn’t tell him, yet somehow he knows everything. “Mom know?”

      He lets out a huff. “Hell, I never know what Mom knows,” he finally says, a little smile pulling at his lips. A really little smile, but I’ll take it over the annoyed look.

      “You’re not talking me out of it.” I throw the words out there, just wanting them done with. Might as well get this fight rolling, I need to get going soon. “I’m 21. Hell, you were 18 when—”

      “Wouldn’t dream of it,” he says, cutting me off and dropping his arms from their folded position on his chest. He places his elbows on his knees, leaning forward and leaving me a little bit shocked.

      “If anyone knows what a woman is capable of, it’s me, Violet. I don’t worry about you because you’re a woman. I worry because you’re my baby sister. I came here because I wanted you to know that. That it pissed me off you hadn’t told me on your own by now.”

      Guilt hits me hard. Shit, this day is just a ball full of all kinds of emotions. I guess I don’t really have any reason to not have told him. Maybe before Cas, I might have thought he wouldn’t be okay with my hanging with a motorcycle club, what with him being a Fed and all, but it’s clear that isn’t something he gives a shit about. We both know the Ghost Riders are clean. Well, where it counts, anyway.

      “I thought you might be disappointed. Wanted me to go like you or Dad. Join the force.”

      He lets out a little laugh. “You’ve never done a thing that people expect.” He stands. “I wouldn’t want you to start now.”

      I can’t help but smile at that. No, I’ve never done anything like people thought I would. That thought makes something warm take hold in the pit of my stomach because the look on Vincent's face is showing me that this is something that he loves about me.

      I close the distance between us and pull him into a hug, which he quickly takes over, engulfing me with his arms, lifting me off the ground a few inches and taking the air right out of my lungs. Then he gently puts me back down on my feet.

      He reaches into his pocket and pulls out a knife that makes me gasp at the sight.

      “Pulled a few strings, but I got it back.” He flips the butterfly knife open and the closes it again. “Thought you might want it.” He holds it out to me.

      “It wasn't mine.” I stole that knife from Vincent's room so many times, and he’d always just steal it right back, saying I was going to hurt myself. I loved the damn thing. Something about it. I couldn’t stop playing with it, and it’s where my little knife obsession started. It was where I’d gotten my first taste of blood.

      “It was always yours.” He moves his hand closer to me, and I reach out and tentatively take the knife from his palm. I feel the metal against my skin. This time when I hold the knife, there is no fear like there had been the last time I had it.

      “How’d you get it back?” I look up at him.

      “Called in a favor and got it out of evidence. Not like it matters anyways.” No, it didn't matter. That case was long closed. It closed when they put Frank Steed six feet under and all charges against me were dropped.

      Self-defense, they called it. Me, I wasn't so sure. Six years ago and I still remember the day like it was yesterday. Being lured into a cop car on my way home from school. It wasn't hard when the man had said my father’s name, that my dad had asked him to pick me up, but I wasn't taken to my father. I was taken to an abandoned house not four houses down from my own at the time. I can still remember the smell of alcohol coming off the man. I had looked down at his badge with so much confusion, not understanding how a cop could be doing this to me. The things he’d said he was going to do to me, words that were branded into my brain.

      I didn’t think, or maybe I did.

      I didn’t pull the knife to use it to get away from him. I pulled it to kill. Never did escape even enter my mind, and I’d known right where to strike to make sure that happened. I didn’t just stab him once with the blade. I turned it and dragged, watched the light leave his eyes before I pushed him from my body.

      When the cops finally came, they had to fight me for the knife. I just couldn’t seem to release it, even when I’d tried. Vincent was the only one who could talk me into handing it over.

      We’d never really talked much about that night after it was all said and done. The case closed up tight. The judge said it would never be seen. My name was sealed away with it because I was a minor. The one thing that did change was Vincent started teaching me about knives until I was better than even he was.

      I flip it open and then closed again like he did before I slip it into my pocket. The knife means so much more than I think even Vincent knows. It was the day I started to see the world was not black and white. That there were rules that many followed, but I wasn’t so sure they would work for me. I seemed to walk my own line, looked at the world a little differently.

      That’s what I like about the Ghost Riders. They don't hide who they are. They don't have a badge that makes you feel safe. They are who they say they are. That day the thought of being a cop like my dad and Vincent slipped away, just like I’d watched the life slip away from the man who’d grabbed me. I knew that day I could never be the one to slap cuffs on someone and take them down to a precinct, to see a judge and to face a jury of peers. I have a feeling I’d have the same reaction I did before.

      “Watch your ass,” he tells me. “I’d trust all of them to have my back, and I’m sure Mac has already told you this, but always use your team. You’re built like a team for a reason. If you don’t trust them, you make yourself just as big a danger to them as you’re being to yourself.”

      “I wouldn’t have wanted to be a part of them if I didn’t think you trusted them,” I tell him, trying to reassure him. If my brother says they’re good people, they are good people.

      My phone starts going off like crazy. I pull it from my back pocket, thinking it’s Scribe wondering where the hell I am, but I just see a million texts from my sisters.

      Vanessa: You have a boyfriend?!

      Valerie: OMG stop lying already and admit it! This is the third time your status has changed.

      Victoria: I’ll clean up after next Sunday dinner if you tell me all the details first! Vanessa always knows everything first.

      I groan. This is the third time this has happened.

      Victoria: Fine. I’ll just ask Vincent. He knows everything :-P

      “Shit,” I mumble as I hear Vincent’s phone go off next to me.

      “Boyfriend?”

      “No,” I cut him off, not wanting to open that can right now. I still need to get packed. “Somehow my relationship status on Facebook keeps going from Single to In a relationship. I don’t even use the freaking thing. Victoria made me get the fucking account.”

      “Christ,” Vincent mumbles, and I look up at him.

      “What?”

      “Nothing,” he says, like he knows what’s going on and just doesn’t want to talk about it. That is fine with me because I need to get gone. “I’ll tell Mom you won’t be at dinner tomorrow. I’ll make something up that won’t have her racing over here to check on you.”

      “Thanks.” I lean up and give him a kiss on his cheek.

      “Make sure Scribe keeps his hands to himself,” he says as the door closes behind him.

      Scribe’s going to be lucky if he has hands by the time we get back, I think to myself as my phone dings again, an unknown number popping up.

      I’m downstairs. Get your little ass down here, and bring a bag of frozen peas for my nuts. You can hold them in place for me while I drive.
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      It took me a few minutes to load all my shit up. I didn’t know exactly what I’d need and wanted to be prepared for anything. By the time I’d gotten outside, Cas had told me Violet had headed to her apartment and I could meet her there, but not before giving me a piece of her mind about keeping my eyes on Violet. Like I could take them off her.

      Not needing anyone to tell me where she lived, I headed her way. I knew. Maybe even drove past a couple of times. Okay, maybe not just a couple. A few hundred.

      I kept telling myself it was because I was supposed to look into her for the Pres, but I’ve done more than look into her for him. Fuck, in some states I could be hit with felony stalking. There isn’t much I can’t tell you about her, even down to every item she bought at the grocery store two days ago. It is freaky what you can find online if you really want, and this seems to be my new obsession lately. Her.

      I decided to take my old 4Runner instead of the chopper because we’ll have a lot of shit. Not only will I be bringing my computer and some of my gear, Violet will be bringing her guns and who knows what else. I’ve also got camping gear in the back, just in case. You never know when you might need to go off the map at any moment.

      Before I headed her way though, I took the liberty of changing her Facebook status. Her Facebook was one of the first things I stumbled upon when I looked into her. It had been annoying me every time I looked at it, even though I knew she didn’t go on it. She never showed any activity, and after a few key strokes I could see she never logged into the thing either. The only pictures on there were ones her sisters had tagged her in. Maybe she’ll figure out I did it and get fired up again. Before she kneed me in the balls, I was enjoying her temper.

      I don’t know what it was, but when she got all worked up and shot it my way, it did something to me. Or maybe it was just having her attention on me. When she wasn’t pissed at me, all I got was indifference and I fucking hate that shit from her. It eats at me. To everyone else, she was easy laughs and talk, but not to me. I never got that, and it didn’t look like she would be giving it to me anytime soon. My attention just seemed to piss her off. Never even cocked a smile at a joke.

      When I get to her place, I send a text right as I see Vincent exit the apartment upstairs, and I know what’s coming. He walks down, straight to my ride, and I roll down the window.

      “You got her?” is all he says. A deadly quiet behind the words. It’s how Vincent always is, even when he’s with Cas. He just kind of stands back and watches until he thinks he might need to step in.

      I think everyone else thought he might have a problem with his little sister joining the Ghost Riders, but I knew he wouldn’t, even if I wished he had. Fuck, he was with Cas, and she was a member, and he was so fucking proud of her. He wanted everyone to know she belonged to him. That he was the lucky SOB that landed her ass, and I couldn't be happier for Cas because I’d never seen her like she is with him. They worked. And I couldn’t see a man who loved Cas like that and knew what she did and stood by her not do the same for another woman he loved. It was just who he was, and I knew he’d have his sister’s back on whatever road she wanted to go down.

      “I got her.” I nod, and an understanding passes between us. I take care of her, or I pay the consequences. He might be willing to let her walk this road, but if she gets hurt on our watch, who knows what hell he’ll make rain down on us. This isn’t an old man telling a club member what to do. This is a brother looking out for his family. And I respect the hell out of Vincent for that.

      He walks away without saying anything else. What else is there to say? He said what he had to say and that was that. No sugar-coating it or making threats. He didn’t need to.

      After a few moments, I see Violet exit her apartment with a bag over her shoulder. She comes to stand right where Vincent was. She looks as fucking beautiful as she did when she stepped over my ass after nailing me in the dick. All that hair and legs. Both seem to go on forever.

      “We can take mine,” she says, looking at her truck.

      “I’ve got the camping gear,” I counter. I want to drive. I need some kind of fucking control here because she isn't going to give me any.

      “I’ve got the guns,” she fires right back at me, not budging.

      “I like to drive.”

      “I like to drive, too.”

      I let out a frustrated breath. I don’t know why I feel both annoyed and turned on. I would’ve thought that blow to my cock would have knocked some sense into him, but he clearly doesn't care. “Look, you need to read me all the information Pres gave you in the office and tell me where the fuck we are going and what the fuck we are doing. Can you do that while driving?”

      “Yes,” she snaps without even a second of hesitation. She’s showing me that she will fight me on everything. That really isn't going to work if we are going to be a team in this. I need her to listen. She needs to understand that when it comes to some things, she just can’t win, and this is one of them. When it comes to this, I’m in charge. Not that I wouldn’t ask her opinion on some things or listen to what she has to say, but when I give an order, it sticks.

      I wait, letting her know I’m not fucking around with this, and finally she rolls her big blue eyes and opens the door to the back seat of my SUV. She tosses in her bag and then grabs her guns out of her truck. I get out and help her load up, making quick work of what she wants to bring. Then she hops into the passenger seat and slams the door in my face. For a second I stand there, wondering what the fuck I was planning on doing. Was I trying to open the door for her?

      I just shake my head and walk around to the driver’s side and get in.

      “Head west and hop on the 70. We’re going to Colorado,” she says as she opens the file and starts flipping through the pages.

      “Hope you packed a coat,” I say, looking over at her. She’s wearing a thin tank top and tight jeans with combat boots. She looks sexy as fuck, and I can’t stop picturing her nipples getting hard in the cold air. “Never mind. Hope you didn’t,” I tease, shooting a smile that seems to do nothing for her.

      She sighs, clearly annoyed, and reads the intel from Lucias.

      Our club has been having a turf war with the Five Aces for a while now. Their club is in business with some arms dealers, and we’ve been lucky to stay out of it and keep them out of our area. But the president of the Five Aces is pushing back, and it’s time we take matters into our own hands. They haven’t just stolen from us, they’ve planted evidence that’s had the cops crawling up our asses for shit we didn't even do, and they’ve done it just to try to make a point. But we’re about to make a bigger point right back. We’re lucky we aren't the only club that’s been having problems with them. The Hard Mixers, a sister club, is gunning for them too.

      Normally this would be a mission for Casper, but she’s having a kid, and times are changing. The Ghost Riders are trying to stay legit and protect our town. And in order to do that, our Pres has decided we take off the head of the snake to show anyone and everyone that we might be clean for the most part, but if you fuck with us, we will fuck you right back. I’ve got no problems putting any of those men six feet under. They are all kinds of dirty. They don’t care what it is or how they have to do things to make money. Shit that makes your skin crawl, but they seem to just want to roll around in it.

      Cobra is their club president, and his men are loyal to him but not one another. They fight like dogs to get to the top, wanting his approval and hoping to be the next in line at his side. They do what he says because they fear the consequences, not because they respect him as a leader. I’d bet anything most would stab him right in the back to take his place, unaware that what they would be getting is total and utter chaos that no one could really control. Their own president is barely hanging on.

      That club is a band of misfits that can’t agree on anything except doing what he tells them to. There is no real unity or brotherhood. We take out the leader, and the club dismantles around it. They’ll end up eating each other alive trying to take his spot. We’ve seen it happen before when you get guys in your club that don’t have respect for anything. You can’t have a group of people trying to work together when you’ve got to watch your back to make sure none of them stab you. That’s how the Five Aces operate. Inside their own house, no one can be trusted. They’re sloppy, and bringing assault rifles to our front door is crossing the line. We’ve put up with their shit long enough, and Pres wants Violet and me to put it to an end.

      “So, a bike rally?” I ask, looking over to get a peek of her cleavage and then back to the road, unable to help myself.

      “It seems so. Pres says the Five Aces are going to be at a rally this weekend in upstate Colorado. All of them will be in attendance, and so will Cobra. They’re staying outside of town, so looks like we’ll be using that camping gear after all.” She looks over at me and catches me looking down her shirt. “Eyes on the road, Scribe.”

      I wink at her and look away. If I’m not mistaken, I catch a smile playing at her lips. Finally, she gives me something.

      “There’s just one problem with the camping gear.”

      “What?”

      I turn back to her and blatantly look down at her tits pushing against the tank she’s wearing. I lick my lips and then look back to the road. “Only brought one blanket. Guess I’ll have to keep you warm,” I tease her. It’s just my nature. It’s how I am. I’ve always been the lighthearted one. Cas and I can go back and forth for hours doing it. Hell, it’s how we spent many nights when all she had was me in her ear while she was high in the hills waiting for her shot or go call for hours. It helped. Sometimes laughter is all you can go to when death is beating at all the doors around you.

      “That’s fine with me. I’m used to sleeping with dogs,” she says, and I clench my jaw.

      Thinking about her being with someone else makes anger flood my veins, and having her call me a dog is just as bad. I’ve not so much as given any woman a second glance since I saw her. How can she possibly think I’m a dog? I know there are rumors about me, but that’s all bullshit. It still stings she believes that shit. How can she not see that she’s all I look at?

      I grip the steering wheel with both hands and try to concentrate on the drive instead of pulling over and demanding things I know I won’t get from her. I want to shatter that wall she’s got around her. See who’s really standing there when the damn thing crumbles.
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      He’s cocky, he thinks he knows everything, thinks I’m not good enough for the club. He’s too muscled, he’s too tattooed, and his beard is too…too beardy. I tell myself all these things to try to push back what he makes me feel. Being in the vehicle with him isn’t helping. His masculine scent keeps filling my lungs and warming me in places it shouldn’t be.

      I stand beside the SUV as he unpacks the camping gear and sets up the tent, if you could even call it that. It looks big enough for one person, and the blanket he mentioned is even smaller. I did bring a jacket, so I guess I’ll be sleeping in it tonight, trying not to freeze my ass off. It’s warm in Kansas City, but at this altitude in the Colorado mountains, it’s going to get cold tonight.

      I agreed with Scribe it’s best to stay off the map as much as possible. He even had me pull my phone apart so we couldn’t be tracked. He did the same with his own and opened a burner. No one should know we’re here.

      We got here just before dark and made camp. We’re about an hour from where the Five Aces are having their party, if you take the windy road down the mountain, but I’ve got a clear shot of what’s going down from where we are.

      Scribe found the best site possible for us to set up, only we can’t have a fire. We don’t want to attract any attention, so we’re going black for the night. The sun slowly slips behind the mountain, taking the light with it. At dawn I’ll get in the spot I’ve got picked out while Scribe gets closer and tells me what I need to know. He’ll be my ears on the ground, and I’ve got to trust him. The only thing I’m not trusting right now is my body. I’m starting to feel like it’s not mine. It’s also not helping that every time I try to cut him down he just smiles and keeps on flirting with me. Which I equally hate and love. Hate it because each time he tries again, I fall a little more for him. And I love that he isn’t giving up. Almost like he’s fighting for me, even if I don’t want him to. He’s trying to get close to me.

      With most men, when you cut them down and give them a no, they either walk away or turn into an utter ass, further proving my point about why I said no to begin with. Not him though. He just goes at it again, and usually with a smile on his face. Until I’d made that dog comment. That one seemed to hit deep for him.

      “We may be here a couple of nights,” Scribe says, pulling my attention away from his ass.

      He’s got on loose jeans that hang low on his hips, and his tight T-shirt has ridden up on one side. It exposes the tattoos at his waist and the dip on his hipbone that leads to what I can only assume is a child’s size bat in his pants. I knew when my knee made contact that there was a lot going on down there. It would be a shame for ovaries everywhere to deny that man his baby-making duty to the world, but I can’t help but smile at the memory. I quickly wipe it away. I don’t ogle men. Haven’t in forever. Not since… I push that memory away. That’s the second time in 24 hours I’ve thought about that night.

      Oddly it wasn't the killing that sat with me for so long, it was the fact that you’re not always safe when you think you are. I’m small, and I learned it’s easy for me to be overpowered by a man. I’ve learned to keep most at a distance. But right now all I can think about is having him against me.

      “I love camping,” I say, shrugging. What am I supposed to say? Oh no, please don’t press your sex-god body against me and dry hump me into oblivion while I pretend to sleep. Instead I just lean back against the SUV and wait, trying to play it cool. I seem to be getting really good at it when it comes to him.

      We stopped for supplies a few towns back, just to be sure we didn’t run into anyone we know. I got the essentials—water, food, chocolate—while Scribe loaded up with Slim Jims and Doritos. I don’t know where all that junk goes, but it goes to all the right places.

      I watch him move as he walks around camp, trying to set it up. I should probably help, but why give up the view? If I’m going to take up this whole ogling thing, I might as well do it right and not miss a moment. Finally, he sits down and starts working on his laptop. I’m oddly jealous of the attention he’s giving it.

      After a while, he closes it and says, “Okay, that’s all I can do for tonight.”

      He had two laptops out checking, switching back and forth to see if we’d been tracked, and then getting a trace on Cobra’s cell phone. The reception out here is spotty, but Scribe is the best from what Cas says, and he pinpointed their location. Now he can keep track of it on his burner phone and we’ll know if the Five Aces are on the move.

      “Might as well get some sleep now. We may not be getting much.” He winks at me with those gorgeous green eyes of his, and I want to slap him.

      I roll my eyes, and he throws his hands up in defense.

      “I meant because of the mission.” He takes off his cut and shirt before removing his boots.

      His chest and arms are covered in ink, but it’s hard to make out more than that with night setting in and no light around us.

      “Now don’t go trying anything with me tonight, Violent Violet. I’m just looking to stay warm, and being skin on skin is the best way to do that. It’s science. You can Google it.” He shoots me one of his classic smiles.

      I would protest, but I know he’s right. I’ve seen enough survivor shows to know how to make it in the wilderness. Plus, my dad loved dragging us on camping trips, and he would tell us all this crap until we were all bored to death.

      “Just try to keep your hands to yourself tonight,” he says, rubbing his hard abs and giving me a cocky grin.

      Meeting his gaze, I slip off my cut, and then pull my tank top off, too. I stand in front of him in jeans and my black lacy bra. Thank God, I put on decent underwear. I toe off my boots and wiggle my jeans down my hips until I’m only in my bra and pink panties.

      Scribe stands there open-mouthed, not saying a word as I walk past him and try my best to seem confident instead of scared shitless. I stop and look over my shoulder at him.

      “I think I’ll be okay tonight, Knox,” I whisper sexily. “I’m used to sleeping with danger.”

      I flip open my butterfly knife and flip it closed again. The moonlight bounces off the silver, catching his eye, and I see him audibly swallow. Then he just smiles like he’s not scared at all, which kicks my anger up a notch.

      “Besides, didn't you get enough already? You got lucky with that bartender, and then I played with your dick after that, too.” I try to say it as calmly as possible, like I’m teasing him back, but I hear the sound of anger in my own voice.

      “Trust me, baby, you're the only action my dick’s seen in a long time.” He reaches down like he’s remembering my touch there.

      “Right,” I laugh. Scribe is one of the biggest flirts I’ve seen. He’s always got something dirty to say to either me or Cas, but I know with Cas, it’s a joke. That’s just how they are together. When I’d seen him with the bartender, all laughs and following her into the back, it just cemented it.

      Scribe leans in so we’re just a breath apart. The moon lights up all the lines of his face, making those green eyes even brighter than normal.

      His hand comes up, his thumb tracing the line of my jaw. “It’s been a long time, Violet.” His words are soft and quiet in the night. “I didn't touch Tracy, just helped her with a few cases of beer she needed moved. We always do it for her, being as she lets us over take her bar most nights.” He leans in a little, and I don’t move an inch. I’m not even sure I’m breathing. “I was only there because I knew you’d be there. Besides, I don’t care for blondes. Seems I’ve taken a liking to brunettes half my size that won’t seem to give me the time of day.”

      I just stare up at him, unsure what to say, expecting him to give me one of those teasing smiles or something, but he doesn't. He just looks down at me, waiting for me to say something, but I can’t find any words. Once again, all kinds of shit I don’t understand is hitting me, and I’m feeling things for him I shouldn’t be.

      He closes the distance between us, his mouth landing on mine. I go to push him away, but my fingers only grab ahold of him. His flesh is warm under my fingertips as his mouth starts to move against mine. My lips fall open for him. My body seems to have a mind of its own when it comes to him.

      His tongue lazily slides between my lips, and I can’t stop myself from pushing into his mouth, nothing lazy about it. I want him. Fuck, do I want him. It’s like the gates have opened and I need him now. All those feeling I’d been trying to tell myself I didn’t have come flooding out in one giant wave, and now I’m climbing his body like I’m in heat or something.

      He matches my enthusiasm, kissing me back just as hard. He growls into my mouth, and before I know it I’m flat on my back inside the tent with him looming over me.

      “Fuck, you’re even sweeter than I thought you’d be,” he mumbles before going for my neck and placing kisses there. My body feels like it’s about to explode with pleasure. It’s like I’m having an overload of feelings and sensations and I have no idea what to do with any of them.

      So I just let go for once in my life. In this moment, I’m just going to let the walls fall, and when light comes, I’ll build them back up.
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      I look down into her crystal-blue eyes, feeling my heart pound in my chest. I want everything all at once. To go slow with her, to ravage her, to make love and fuck, all at the same time. Just like everything with her, I'm all over the place.

      “Violet,” I whisper and take a breath.

      She looks up at me with the same intensity, but suddenly a cloud passes over her eyes and it’s gone. She shrugs like she isn’t feeling the world around us stop spinning, and she gives me a sarcastic look.

      “You going to tease me all night or make good on that shit you talked, Scribe?”

      She’d called me Knox outside the tent. When she’d kissed me back, her intensity had matched mine. And now she’s trying to play this off like it’s some quick hook-up. This isn’t my style, especially with her, and I won’t cheapen her like that.

      I keep looking down at her, not saying anything and not laughing this off like I normally would. I take another breath, and she looks away, biting her lip. I reach up, cupping her chin and making her look at me.

      “When we’re like this, you call me Knox. It’s just you and me, baby. Nobody else. And what I’m going to do to you tonight isn’t something to laugh off. You feel me?”

      She looks almost hopeful, but it’s gone so fast I can’t be sure I saw it. She licks her lips and nods, but I want her to say it. I give her chin a little squeeze, and she replies.

      “I feel you.” She hesitates, then says what I want to hear. “I feel you, Knox.”

      My mouth is back on hers, and my hands go down the sides of her body and to her waist. I grip her there with both hands, raising her lower half up while I move between her legs. Her thighs grip my waist, and I growl into her mouth, loving her silky skin on mine.

      “I’m not going to take you tonight, but I’ll get my fill. Give you a taste of what could be,” I say as I move my mouth down her throat and between her breasts.

      Reaching up, I pull her bra straps down her arms, trapping them to her sides. I pull down the cups, exposing her tits, and latch my mouth onto one. I press the hard nub to the roof of my mouth with my tongue and graze her nipple with my teeth. She lets out a shout and arches her back off the blanket.

      I pop her tit out of my mouth and put my hand over her mouth. “You can be as loud as you want when you’re in my bed. But right now, you switch that shit to silent mode, baby. I better not hear another noise, or you’ll be over my knee before you can apologize.”

      I wink at her as I see her eyes grow wide with shock, but she doesn’t say a word. She just nods, and I go back to her tits, enjoying the feel of them in my mouth. I take turns, sucking one and then the other, licking all over them. I love that I can almost suck the whole thing into my mouth. Owning it completely. I rub her nipples on my face, relishing the way she shivers when I graze my stubble across them.

      Moving my mouth down her stomach, I use one hand to grab the front of her pale pink panties, such a contrast to her olive skin, and pull. I’m shocked that she chose that color, but I fucking love that she can surprise me at every turn. The material snaps with one good jerk, and she tenses before relaxing again. The sweet scent of her pussy hits me just as I kiss below her belly button and move lower. Her thighs give a little tremor as I get between them and kiss the crease where they meet her cunt. I inhale through my nose, wanting to brand her scent inside my body. She smells like peaches, and my mouth waters for a taste.

      I feel her hands grip my hair tightly right before my mouth descends. Her heady sweetness fills my mouth, and I moan softly around her pussy. Sweet Jesus, I’ve never tasted anything so fucking good.

      A rush of excitement shoots through me, and I have to beat it back down. I can’t lose control, but fuck if I don’t want to ravish her right here and now. Gripping her legs tighter, I have to control myself as I give her pussy long hard licks. When I dip my tongue inside her, she tries to grip it with her cunt, not wanting me to leave. Knowing how bad she wants it almost has me cumming in my pants.

      Her juices coat my lips and chin, and all it does it fuel me forward. I need all of her in my mouth right now, and I won’t be held back any longer.

      Leaning back, I reach down, and in one fluid motion I flip Violet onto her stomach and pull her ass up in the air. She buries her face in the pillow, and I hear her muffled pleasure as I close my mouth over her pussy again.

      From this angle I can get deeper inside her cunt and even lick her sweet asshole. I want to taste every part of her. I need it. I run the tip of my tongue over her clit, and then up until I get to her tight bud. I lick her there, and her legs shake as her moans deepen.

      I run my big hands all over her body, needing to feel her as much as possible. But I can’t seem to get enough of her.

      As I lick her up and down, I feel her body coiling tighter, but I want more. My cock is painful. I ignore it, knowing giving it any attention would be a bad idea. She’s close to cumming, and I know once I get her off I’ll be okay. But she’s fighting me, fighting the orgasm, and I need her to stop it.

      I smack one big palm across her round ass. She grunts into the pillow, and I put my mouth back on her cunt, sucking the juices from her. She’s still tense, so I do it again on the other ass cheek, watching it jiggle before I put my mouth back between her legs.

      Violet whines into the fabric, trying to muffle her sounds, but she won’t let go. I lick and suck on her for a few more minutes, and then I know exactly what it’s going to take.

      Turning over, I lie on my back and get between her legs.

      “Sit on my face, baby. You’re not going to let go until you’ve got control.” I can feel it in her body. She likes the control I’ve taken, but she's not used to it. Not yet anyways.

      She looks down at me, her eyes wild with need. She’s been close to the edge for the better part of an hour now and yet her body refuses to give in. Something is keeping her from letting me take it, so I’m going to let her give it to me.

      She spreads her legs a little wider, and I grab her hips, helping to position her cunt over my tongue. She lowers and slowly starts to rock her hips. She bites her lip to keep from crying out, and I suck her pussy into my mouth.

      She moves at her own pace, and after a few licks, she’s tensing on top of me. Before she climaxes, she falls forward on her hands, but I still hold her hips and pussy in place. I suck on her clit, and she buries her face in the pillow as she shatters and screams out her pleasure. She cums so hard on me, I feel the pulses of her pussy clenching as her juices splash on my mouth. My cock aches all the way to my balls with my need to fill her sweet peachy heaven. But I force it down and focus on my girl.

      I hear a flurry of words from her mouth, but the only thing I can make out is my name. And that’s all I need to know. She cums hard, and I feel so goddamn powerful I could lift a truck. But instead, I just give her slow licks, gently bringing her down from her peak.

      The hurry to lust has been slowed down with her release, and now I’m taking my time. I kiss the insides of her thighs and run my hands all over her ass, giving it little squeezes. This is the time when she can come back to reality and pull away from me, but I won’t let her.

      As if she can read my thoughts, I feel her stiffen and try to get off my face.

      “Not yet, baby. I’m still enjoying this.”

      I lick the place where her thigh meets her pussy, and she shivers.

      “Knox.”

      There’s so much in that one word. There’s need and desperation. But what I can hear most is fear. She’s scared to give in, and she’s scared of what’s to come. Right now, all I can do is make her see that I’m not going anywhere.

      “Just relax, baby. We’ve got all night.”

      She takes a breath and sits up, looking down at me between her legs. She runs her fingers through my hair while I give her pussy long licks. Soon she’s moving on top of me again, her cunt riding my face.

      We do this for God knows how long, and by the time Violet can’t take any more, the sun is coming up.

      I’ve kissed her pussy more than anything I’ve ever laid my lips on in my life. And I can’t think of a better way to have spent the night. Her thighs are sore from cradling me for hours. But when I finally move back up her body, I kiss her mouth so thoroughly I think she’d let me get back between them if we didn’t have other business to attend to.

      “We’ve got work to do,” Violet says after I move my lips below her ear.

      “I know. Just getting my fill until I can have you alone again tonight.”

      She melts into me but lets out a huff like she’s pissed. “What makes you think I want more of what happened last night?”

      I laugh against her neck and pull back to look down at her. “I think you cumming on my face all night was your pussy’s welcome mat. Simmer down, baby, and let her do the talking.”

      She wiggles out from under me and crawls out of the tent. I can’t help but smile as I watch her stomp over to the truck and pull out some clothes. She has a mighty fine ass.

      I reach down and stroke my cock, but he’s not speaking to me. He’s pissed about not getting any action last night, but I don’t care. It was all about Violet and what I could give to her. She’s been keeping me at arm’s length, and she’s going to try to do it now. But after last night and having her pussy in my mouth, she belongs to me. This might not be what she thinks she wants, but her body, and I believe her heart, say otherwise.

      I climb out of the tent and stretch. It’s dark out, with just the first light of dawn approaching, but I can still see Violet over by the truck, pulling on some jeans and her boots.

      I walk over, and when she feels I’m near, she turns around to face me while pulling on a tight T-shirt and covering her beautiful tits from view. She pulls out her knife and looks down to my cock. He’s still hard as fuck, but tucked away in my underwear. For now.

      As if she realizes I spent the whole night giving her pleasure and not taking any for myself, she puts the knife in her pocket and looks away.

      “Um. Thanks for last night,” she mumbles.

      Not one to beat around the bush, I reach out, grabbing her by the waist and pulling her to me. She lets out a little squeak of surprise, but otherwise melts into me again.

      “Don’t thank me for something I’d do a thousand times over. All you have to do is say the word, baby.”

      I lean down, but instead of giving her a kiss on the lips, I nuzzle into her neck and smell her scent one last time. I won’t be beside her today, and she’s on her own. So I try to get my fill before I release her and grab my jeans.

      “Saddle up, Violent Violet. It’s your first club hit.”
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      I’ve been lying in the dirt for the last three hours, and I swear I can still feel Knox’s beard on the insides of my thighs. Jesus, I had no idea orgasms could be like that. Sure I’ve had some before. I thought they were good. Hell, it’s normally my nightly routine to get myself off right before I go to bed, but it’s never been like that. Not even freaking close. It was like my body came alive.

      It was a whole new thrill I knew nothing about, and now I think, just like my adrenaline addiction, I’m about to have an orgasm addiction. Is this how people become nymphos? Maybe I could test this out more with Knox. See all the things I’ve been missing. He’s seems like he’s more than willing to oblige. He could teach me all the wonderful things he could do to my body. Maybe I’d even learn a little something for my own nightly routine.

      I shake the thought from my head and go back to scanning the crowd, which is what I should be focusing on. Not trying to remember just how many times Knox had made me cum. How his hands felt on my skin. How it seemed like he couldn’t get enough of my taste on him. That all he wanted was just that. Almost like he got off on just getting me off.

      There are thousands of people below at the rally, and I still haven’t spotted my target. Worse, we can’t even really be sure he’s down there right now. Cobra’s cell isn’t hitting any tower. The battery is dead, or he’s pulled it from the phone. So Knox says, anyway. I don’t know shit about any of that kind of crap. So I just wait and keep looking, playing the biker version of Where’s Waldo.

      I roll my left shoulder, trying to relieve a little bit of strain. I know this is going to be a long day. I can’t be having my muscles tense up on me this early. The sun is already sitting high and beating down on me. I have absolutely no coverage from above.

      “How you feeling?” Knox asks into my ear. He stayed down at the camp to do some shit on his computer. See if any of Cobra’s known men were in the area. They were generally close to where he was. Knowing my luck they probably fucking left because I haven’t spotted shit but heavy partying since I got up here. I’m not sure if this is a rally or an orgy. Before last night I would question how people could go at it for hours, but I’m seeing that isn’t so uncommon.

      It makes me wonder if Knox has ever gone at it for hours. Been at the rallies with women crawling all over him. That little green monster of jealousy spikes in the back of my mind. I’m not sure if I’m madder at the thought of Knox doing it, or myself for caring.

      Worse, if the rumors are true, this thing that happened between Knox and me will never work. Once things are done with us, I’ll have to see this shit all the time. Right in my face. I could barely take it when I thought he’d been with the bartender, and that was before last night. Before I’d let him do things to me I thought I'd never want to do. I don’t want to be the crazy jealous ex. I’d probably end up stabbing someone. That would most definitely get me kicked out of the club.

      Now I’m starting to really question everything. It isn’t helping that thinking is all I have to do right now. Recount every little detail of last night over and over again in my head. I should be exhausted from my lack of sleep, but I actually feel the opposite. I could run a freaking marathon right now with everything that’s pumping through me.

      “I’m good,” I tell him, though my chest is freakin’ killing me and the ground is fucking freezing, even with the sun beating down on me. I should have practiced sitting still more. I try to go back to when Cas and I did these drills together, how I’d gotten through the hours. It only makes me think that it’s Knox fucking with my head. When I’d been doing those drills, I hadn't even met him yet. He wasn’t clouding my brain like he is now.

      “Hmm,” he mumbles back, and the line goes quiet for a few moments. The silence stretches longer than I like. As much as I want to push Knox away, I want him to keep talking. “What made you want to be a part of the club?” he finally asks, as if he can hear my silent plea.

      I’m starting to think he can read my thoughts. Last night when I couldn’t get there, he knew what I needed. He pulled me on top of him and let me have control. I didn’t even know why I couldn’t get there. I was so close, yet so far from cumming, but somehow he knew. He’s reading me better than I can read myself, which is fucking scary as shit. He sees me a little too well.

      “Couldn’t find that on your computer?” I retort, locking my jaw after the words are out of my mouth. After last night I feel more confused than ever about Knox. Fuck, I don’t even know what name I should be calling him. I almost want to smack myself. First I’m wanting him to talk, then when he does, I say something to shut him down. It’s almost like I can’t stop myself. The need to protect myself seems to be rather strong.

      “Putting the walls back up, I see.” His tone is light, like it doesn’t matter. A small pang of fear runs through me at the thought that he’ll give up, and his words only confirm that. “That’s all right, baby, I’ll knock them back down.”

      A stupid little flutter hits my stomach, knocking that pang of fear right out of there.

      “I didn’t know when I joined the military I’d find a family. Didn’t even know I was looking for one. Or at least I didn’t know better families could be out there.” I feel some of the building tension leave my body as Knox starts to talk. He’s giving me a piece of him. Something deeper. At his words, a wave of sadness hits me. More than anyone, I know what he’s missed out on.

      I have a family. A fucking wonderful one. One that will drive you so fucking nuts that you don’t know if you want to punch them or kiss them. I don’t know what I would have done without them, to be honest. They are all I’ve ever had. I don’t seem to fit in anywhere, but I know when I go home I’ll always fit in there. I have that security blanket, and I couldn’t imagine not having it. I can’t imagine the pain of not having that as a child.

      “I didn’t really fit in anywhere before then. Kind of always kept to myself. Just my computer and me.” He says it like he’s remembering. It’s hard for me to picture, because Knox seems like he fits in everywhere. That person who can walk into a room and talk to anyone. I would have pictured him as the class clown. The center of attention.

      “Hard to see you like that,” I admit, wanting him to tell me more. Anything or everything, if he would. His tale of childhood is hitting a little close to home. I didn’t sit behind a computer, but I was always alone when not with my family. Not like everyone else in my family, who had big personalities. Each and every one of them stood out. You couldn’t miss them. They wouldn’t let you. They were my only friends because, like Knox, I didn’t seem to fit anywhere else.

      “You can make people see anything you like if you want.” He drops that little truth bomb right on top of me. How he keeps doing that, I don’t know. He surprises me at every turn. He doesn't have to say more, because I get what he’s saying. You don’t have to pretend to be a badass to hide something else. But normally when you pretend to be a badass, people don’t touch you. Except for Knox. They don’t try to grab you off the street or think they can trick you into getting into their car. But when does pretending become reality? When does it become too hard to find yourself again? To find the part you’ve lost? I had that part taken away from me. Had Knox lost something, too? Behind all those jokes, is there something else no one really gets to see? And why do I want to see it so badly now?

      “The jokes,” I say, letting him know I understand.

      “Yeah, baby, like the jokes.” I can hear the smile in his voice. He’s happy that I get him, that I can see it. “You know, at first the jokes were to be liked, and well, they made everyone laugh. I’d be lying if I didn’t say I soaked up some of that attention. I’d never really had it before. I wasn’t always this handsome, as hard as it might be to believe.”

      I smile at that. There it is.

      “And just like I probably made you smile right there, I started to see I could use that humor for something else. I can use it when times are rough, when I’m behind a computer screen and everyone I love is on the ground fighting for their lives. Fighting for each other’s lives.”

      I listen to what he’s saying, and I feel all the things I’d been thinking about him slip away.

      “Sometimes everybody just needs to laugh, and I could give that to them. Cut the darkness that was hanging around us. It might not be much, but it was something. When the silence started to stretch in the night and everyone was waiting for the skies to light up with impending death, it gave a moment of relief.”

      “Wow,” is all I say. That was nothing like I thought. Nothing at all.

      “Eyes on the crowd, baby,” he tells me in a soft whisper, reminding me that I’d stopped scanning the crowd for a moment.

      “You burning up out there?”

      I let out a long sigh. “I don’t know how my front is fucking freezing and my back is burning.”

      “You need another layer of sunscreen? I’ll come up over there and put it on you.”

      “Hands to yourself, Scribe.”

      “For now,” he adds, reminding me that he plans to continue what we did last night. I want to ask him if all that stuff he’d said to me last night was true. About only wanting me and not having been with anyone. God, he was so good to me. Said all the right stuff. I wonder if that’s the real Knox or just another front he’s putting up. I need a distraction, so I decide to talk about something else.

      “I wanted something that was mine,” I admit, returning to his earlier question.

      “I’m all yours, Violet,” he jokes, but for some reason it doesn’t feel like a joke at all. Or maybe I try to make myself believe that because I want it to be true.

      “Being a police officer just wasn’t something that interested me.” At least not since I was a young girl. “I thought about the military for a moment, but Cas showed me a few things. I fit with her. I felt like there was somewhere I could belong. That maybe the Ghost Riders was what I’d been looking for.”

      I don’t tell him how I’d felt a little lost before Cas came along. I didn’t know that when I started protecting myself, it would result in pushing everyone else away. I’m not good at balance. I only have two modes: all or nothing. For some reason I don’t want him to see my faults, to think I’m broken or damaged. But he’s given me so much. He’s told me things I don’t think he’s ever told anyone. Maybe I should do the same. I push past what I would normally do and try something new, give a little bit of me.

      “You don’t think I belong though.” It isn’t a question.

      “Violet—”

      I cut him off and talk over him. “I’ve killed before.” With that, he goes utterly silent. No joke to be found. Not even “baby.” Just “Violet.” Why does that bother me?

      “You think I don’t have it in me to go all the way. That while I might have the skills, I just don’t have that final push to do what needs to be done. But what you don’t know is I had that moment long ago. You think I’m too young now. I can’t imagine what you would have thought seven years ago.” I hear a mumbled “Jesus.”

      “That day changed me, and you know what? It wasn’t taking a life that did it. In fact, I’ve never had a moment of regret about that, and I’m not sure what that says about me. But what I am sure of is that I don’t care what it says about me.”

      “What changed you about that day? Tell me, baby.” The last word gets me. How does the simple word make me feel all soft? Even a little bit precious. I wonder if he calls everyone that. I’m going to have to listen to see if I catch it.

      “It was a cop.”

      I get another mumble at that. “You lost trust.”

      I just nod, knowing he can’t see me.

      “Even in yourself,” he finishes, hitting the nail on the head.

      I did. So I made sure that couldn’t happen again. That I wouldn’t trust myself. Keep them at arm’s length. It was for the best, but now I’m starting to wonder the cost of that. I’d only built this security to protect myself, but was I even really living? What cost was I paying for it?

      The silence stretches once again.

      “We’re calling it.”

      “What?!” I wonder if I told him too much and now he really doesn’t think I should be here.

      “Calm down. I got word Cobra is in town until nightfall. We’ll get him tomorrow when he shows up.”

      Fuck. I wanted this to be done with. I expected to be heading back home soon. Not only that, I wanted everyone to know I’d come out and done what needed to be done. I wanted to be one step closer to being a full member of the Ghost Riders.

      I roll to my side, easing my gun from my shoulder where it had been propped.

      “Leave it,” Knox says, probably knowing I was going to dismantle it. I grab the camouflage netting and throw it over the gun, then take the bullets with me.

      Making my way back down to camp, I have no idea what I’m going to say when I get there. There’s probably going to be some weird awkwardness. This isn't like me. I don’t fuck with things I want, and I’m playing a very dangerous game with Knox, because I’m falling for him. And like all things in life, I never do them half-assed. I have a feeling if I fall for him it will be hard. So hard I’m not sure I’ll ever be able to get up, let alone be able to see him every day after it all goes up in flames.
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      I walk towards her slowly, each step calculated as I see her coming towards me down the bend. Violet puts on a show of acting tough all the time, but deep down she’s soft, and I just got a taste of that. She let me see a little more of her today. I don’t think she’s shown anyone that in a very long time, and I fucking love that I got it out of her, that I’m breaking down those walls.

      She’s got her own weak points just like I do, and she’s managed to hit every target on me. But with her, those walls go up so hard and fast that when they’re down, I have to be careful. I have to make sure she knows my intentions and that I’m not going to do anything to hurt her. After what she just told me, I want to show her she can trust me. That I’d never betray her in any way. I could never hurt someone I love.

      The thought makes me falter, but I don’t let it show. I don’t know why the thought comes as a shock because it’s all I’ve been doing with Violet since day one. Falling in love. She’s been in my every thought from the moment I first saw her. I haven’t wanted to say it out loud, because there’s a cost that goes with that. Admitting you care for someone so deeply that it turns to love is frightening. Violet has the ability to reject it and break my heart into a thousand unmendable pieces. Giving her that power scares the shit out of me, but isn’t this what it’s all about? Being willing to give your heart to someone else and hope that they don’t hurt you? I want her to trust me, so I have to be willing to do the same. I’m willing to take the risk of her breaking me because I know that never trying would be ten times worse.

      I know I’d never do anything to hurt Violet. I may do a lot of shit-talking and joking around with her, but I’m not the type of guy to take something like this lightly. What I feel for her isn’t something that’s going to just up and go away. This is forever, and I want her to feel that way, too.

      I close the distance between us and put my hands on either side of her neck, making her tilt her head back to look at me.

      “Tonight you’re mine, Violet. Completely and in every way you can imagine. I’m not having a one-night stand here, and when we get back to the club, we’re not hiding this.”

      I see the nervous look in her eyes, like she’s not sure she should want this, but deep down she does. I know it, or she wouldn't have told me the stuff she did. She gave me a piece of her. I’m going to collect each one until I have them all. Every part of her.

      “I want my tags on you, and I want you patched in to the Ghost Riders. I want everyone in the club to know you’re mine and I’m yours. But even without the club, I want the world to know we belong to each other.”

      “Knox, you’re asking for everything.”

      She brings her hands up and places them on mine. Her eyes are pleading, and it’s as if she’s hoping with all her heart I mean what I say. It’s written all over her face, which looks even more innocent than before. Knowing what she’s done hasn’t changed shit. She still looks like that to me. I’m starting to think maybe I’m the only one who sees it. That softness that I know is there. I’ve known it all along.

      “Yeah, baby. I want it all. I’ll take it if I have to, but I want you to put your trust in my hands and give me everything you’ve got.”

      I see a little tear form in her eye, but it doesn’t fall. She just lets out a breath and nods.

      “You break my heart and I’ll stab you,” she says, giving me a soft smile.

      “You’ve got me in the palm of your hand, Violet. I’ll never do you wrong.”

      I take her mouth, not waiting another second. She’s given me the green light, and I’m stomping my foot on the gas. I’ve been holding back, but not anymore. I’m taking all that she’s giving me and then some.

      My hands go to her shirt, pushing it up and feeling her bare skin underneath. My cock aches in my jeans. We’ve got all night, and he’s going to get his turn when I’m good and ready.

      I grip her waist and pick her up. Her legs go around my hips, and we don’t stop kissing as I carry her to bed. When I lay her down, I peel off her shirt and bra, then lean down and suck her hard nipple into my mouth. I bite down on the peak as my hands go to her jeans and I push them down her narrow little hips.

      Her hands pull on my shirt, and I break away from her tit just long enough to slip it off my head. I nearly rip her jeans and panties off her legs. She lets out a giggle at my frustrated efforts, but I just growl and go back to putting my mouth on her body.

      I run my tongue all over her creamy skin and work my way lower to between her legs. When I get there, she grips my hair and I look up at her.

      “You going to let me get you off like this, or do you need to ride my face again?”

      She raises her hips, and I give her a little lick as I wait on the answer.

      “Knox, I’ve never done this before.”

      The confession is quick, and I’m a little confused.

      “Baby, we did it last night. You want on top, or you going to trust me to get you off like this?”

      “That’s not what I mean,” she whispers. Her eyebrows draw together, and a look I’ve never seen before on her crosses her face. She’s unsure. “I’m a virgin.”

      “Oh fuck,” I groan and let my face fall between her legs, my mouth open just at her pussy. I try to get myself together.

      “Knox?”

      “Hold on, Violet. I’m trying not to cum.”

      I breathe, but all I can smell is her sweet cunt that I now know is untouched, and it’s all I can do to keep from nutting in my pants. I would have taken her no matter what her past was, but this is killing me. I’m seeing a little bit more of that innocence she hides.

      “Never, baby?” I ask, looking up at her.

      “If you don’t want to, that’s fine…” She starts to get mad, but I cut her off. I know there has to be a reason behind this, and her story about the cop flashes through my mind. It’s something we’ll have to go back to later. I’m not going to taint this moment with that.

      “Oh, fuck no. I want to, and we’re going to. I’m just so goddamn turned on I don’t know what to do with myself.” I take another breath and feel her relax under me. “Okay. I’ll try to be gentle.” I’m not sure if I’m telling myself or reassuring her.

      “Okay.” I look up at her, and I see the trust there. Tension drains from her body.

      Kissing the insides of her thighs and then the top of her pussy, I feel her relax further under me.

      “I’m going to be so good to you, sweet girl,” I whisper to her pussy and give it another kiss. She and I are about to be best fucking friends.

      Rolling over, I take Violet with me so she’s straddling my face. She seems to be most comfortable with being on top, so for the first time, I think we should do it this way. I think this will give her the sense of control she needs and let her go at her own pace. And meanwhile, I’ll lie here and try not to die of torture with all her perfection on top of me.

      “Let me get you off first, baby. I want that pussy silky smooth when my cock slides in deep.”

      She moans at my words as she sits down on my mouth, and her peach flavor hits my tongue. I grip her ass cheeks and pull her down on my mouth as she rocks back and forth on my face. I breathe in her smell and suck down her juice, eating her cunt with all that I’ve got. I want this orgasm to be so good that she can’t wait to hop on my cock.

      Letting go of her ass, I reach down and unbutton my jeans and push them down my hips along with my underwear. I fist my cock in my hand while I suck her clit, trying to keep myself from cumming too soon.

      “Knox,” she whispers and tenses on top of me. I lick inside her cunt as far as I can while she cums on my mouth.

      I eat her orgasm as I squeeze my dick, trying to stop the flow of cum from leaking out of the end of it. I’ve already made a small mess on my stomach from the sticky precum, but I’ve still got lots more for her.

      When Violet stops pulsing on my mouth, I give her little licks to try to wring out the last of her pleasure. She relaxes on top of me and then takes her pussy away, moving down on top of me.

      “Condom?” she asks nervously, biting her lip. As if she’s just now thought about the logistics of this.

      “Fuck no. I’m taking you raw. And I’m not pulling out, so don’t even ask.” She looks like she’s going to get pissed for a second, and I stop her train of thought, grabbing her hips so she can’t get up. “You on the pill?”

      “I’m on the shot. I’ve had it since I was sixteen.”

      “All right, then,” I say, moving my cock to her opening.

      “Knox,” she says in a warning voice.

      “Trust me, Violet. I got a chart full of tests when I discharged from the military. I’m clean. Don’t make me put the barrier between us.” I felt like I’d pulled so many down in the past 24 hours that I couldn't stand to put another one up.

      “So what about the people you’ve fucked since then?” There’s a note of jealousy in her voice, and I can’t help but kind of love that.

      “Baby,” I say, taking her face in my hands. “There hasn’t been anyone since then. And there damn sure hasn’t been anyone since the day I saw your round ass walk onto club property. So let’s cut this shit out. You’re mine, and I’m taking you bare. Taking you like I’ve never taken anyone before.”

      She hesitates for a second, but then gives me a shy smile and nods. I can see why she thinks that maybe I get around, but I hardly ever go down to the bar where the others go to get ass. Just isn’t my scene. I do flirt at little, but it’s more like joking. It often breaks tension and puts people at ease.

      I take her mouth, unable to hold back much longer. The taste of her pussy passes between us, and I moan at the flavor. Her warm tongue combined with her sweet cunt, and I’m on the edge of losing it.

      “Hold still, baby,” I say against her lips and reach between us, grabbing my cock.

      I press the tip against her wet opening and rub it back and forth for just a second. It’s all it takes and I’m spurting cum into her waiting entrance, lubing it up for my thick cock.

      “Fuck,” Violet whispers as she looks down between our bodies and watches me cum on her. It’s so goddamn erotic seeing her turned on by this.

      Once she’s coated in the thick cream, it’s as if she can’t help herself. She lowers her pussy onto my rock-hard shaft and slowly lets me penetrate her. The feeling of her opening kissing the tip and then taking me inside as she moves down, inch by thick inch, is indescribable.

      I grip her hips and watch her pussy stretch around me until I feel her barrier stop the progress. Her virginity holds me back for only a second, before Violet’s pressing down against me, and I slip deeper. Violet tenses and lets out a sharp breath before relaxing into the sensation. It takes her longer than she likes, but she keeps moving up and down in shallow thrusts.

      I lie on my back in absolute pleasure and torture watching this happen. I just had an orgasm, but I couldn’t even tell you how it felt because I was too busy watching Violet. Now that I’m wrapped around her pussy, I can’t think of anything else. Thank God she’s leading this parade, because I’m fucking useless right now.

      “Oh God, Knox,” she breathes, and seats herself fully on my cock.

      Her hands come forward and brace on my chest as she closes her eyes and adjusts to the feeling of me inside her. Her hair is fucking everywhere, and I love the sight of it.

      “You okay, baby?” I try to rub her back and legs to let her know she’s doing good. “Jesus, you are so beautiful.”

      She looks down at me and then presses her lips to mine. We kiss softly and sweetly as she starts to move, rocking slowly on top of me.

      After a few minutes she’s fully relaxed and breaks our kiss to sit up. I run my hands up her stomach and to her tits, squeezing them and pinching her nipples. Her pussy clenches on my cock, and I groan.

      “Fuck,” I say through gritted teeth.

      Reaching one hand between us, I lightly rub her clit as she rides me. Her little clenches are driving me fucking crazy, and I can’t last much longer. Her heat is squeezing me so tight and the sight of her on my dick is just too much.

      Violet arches her back and tenses her legs as she cums on me. Her orgasm is fast and unexpected, and I thank God. I give myself over to her pulses, and cum deep inside her. I cum so hard that I sit up, holding her to me tightly as I moan into her chest, trying to muffle the sound. We cling to each other as our pleasure takes over and we share the most intense moment of our lives.

      When we are both breathing normally again, I lie back with her still in my arms. Violet rests her head on my chest, and I brush her sweaty auburn hair out of her face, just loving the intimacy of the moment.

      “Thank you,” I whisper into the darkness, because I don’t think she’s ready to hear what I really want to say.

      Her hands rub my chest, and I feel her place a kiss over where my heart is. “Thank you, Knox. That was really wonderful.”

      I know that in this moment she’s the most vulnerable she’s ever been. And she’s finally giving that part of herself to me. Having her body is a privilege, but her soul is truly what I’m after. And if this is the way to get to it, then this is the way I’ll take it.

      Rolling us over, I put Violet on her back without breaking our connection. I thrust into her and moan as I bury my face in her neck.

      “More, baby. I need more.”

      

      Chapter 10 *Violet*

      “I didn’t know you could look more beautiful,” Knox says as he leans over me, brushing my hair out of my face and waking me up.

      I want to tell him the same. A smile lights up his whole face, and he looks at me like I just gave him the world and not just my body, my virginity.

      “I bet I look a mess,” I counter. I can still feel the sleep in my eyes. After we made love for the second time, Knox fed me, and I passed out while he gave my shoulders a rubdown. I don’t think he was rubbing me for more than a minute before I was dead to the world.

      I’d slept deeper than I had in longer than I can remember. All of this just felt so right.

      “You’re nothing like I thought,” I tell him, and his eyes go soft.

      “You’re more than I could have dreamed of, baby.” Now he makes me smile. I reach up, running my fingers through his beard. I’ve wanted to do it forever and now I can. No more wanting when it comes to him. I’m going to take.

      I jumped off the cliff last night. I wanted him, and I was going to take what I wanted. It was how I’ve always done things, and he’d be no different. I grip his beard a little tightly. He raises his eyebrows, but the playful look doesn't leave his face. I school my expression to look as stern as possible.

      “I’m going to go out and make this shot, then we’re going back to Kansas City. That funny flirting shit better only come my way. Got me?” Knox starts laughing, and I scowl at him. “I don’t know what’s so fucking funny, unless you think me leaving two bodies instead of one behind in Colorado is humorous.”

      “No, baby.” He leans in a little. “Hate to say this while we’re still both naked, but you’ve never sounded more like your brother.”

      My mouth falls open. Oh my God, he’s right. I sound just like my crazy, obsessed brother with Cas. Knox steals the opportunity to take my mouth in a kiss, and I easily melt into it. It leaves me breathless and reluctant to get up and do what needs to be done.

      “It’s fucking hot, you getting all worked up over me, but I’ll be sure not to do it, because trust me, I’ll murder a motherfucker if he even looks at you with an ounce of interest in his eyes.”

      “Don’t be calling anyone ‘baby’ either,” I add. I want to make sure all this is clear.

      “Never have and never will. Unless you give me one.” With that little bomb, he jumps up and pulls me with him, unaware that I’m still reeling.

      “Let’s go shoot this motherfucker, because as much as I like having you all alone out here, I want    your ass in a soft bed tonight.”

      [image: ]
* * *

      “That fuck still hasn't turned on his phone,” Knox growls into my ear. I can hear him clicking away on his computer. I’ve been lying out here for an hour and still nothing. I don’t know how many times I’ve scanned the crowd. If I could just get an area to focus in on, it would make this easier. There are too many people.

      “Check your two o’clock. I got one of his guys pinging over there.”

      Fuck yes, I think as I follow his instructions, looking for my target. Bingo.

      “Got him,” I tell him. I’m itching to go it.

      He’s standing next to a motorcycle, smoking a cigarette with a beer in his other hand.

      “Keep eyes. No movement until my go.”

      So I wait, doing as I’m told and knowing Knox will do me right. I don’t take the target until I have the all clear.

      “Affirmative,” I tell him. “I won’t lose him.” I keep my scope locked on him while I listen to Knox pack up our camp and make a call to Cas, telling her to get public. They had decided to make sure Cas was trackable when the shot went down so no one could claim it was her. That’s what everyone would think. I’m too new for anyone to know about.

      What I can do is to remain a secret. A card no one knows about. For some reason I like that. You’re always at the best advantage when people don’t know what’s coming and when you take them by surprise.

      “We’re clear, baby. You still good?”

      “Perfect,” I tell him, letting my eyes fall closed for a second. I feel the wind on my skin, gauging my shot like Cas taught me. Preparing myself for the run down the mountain with my gun in tow.

      “Then take it.”

      I open my eyes, zoning in, and I take the shot. The impact sends him flying back, knocking over his motorcycle in the process. I watch everyone scatter and see if he moves. He doesn’t. He was dead before he hit the ground.

      “Target’s down.”

      “Move,” Knox tells me, and I do. Faster than I ever have in my life. I want to get back to him as fast as possible and never leave that bed he talked about.

      It’s then I realize I’m more excited about doing that than reporting in to the Ghost Riders to show them I was capable of being here. In this moment, all I can think about is Knox.
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      “Jesus. It’s huge.”

      “I love it when you say that, baby.”

      Violet looks over at me and rolls her eyes, then looks back to my house. It’s big, but me and the guys used it for a hangout back when we were in the service. The pool and the movie room were great for entertaining. But lately it’s felt too big for just me. Since Pres got the clubhouse up and running, we haven’t had a need for this place much anymore. Most nights I just crash at the club. I’ve got a single room on the second floor with just a bed and a change of clothes. I could have taken Violet back there, but something in me wanted to bring her here first.

      I jump out of the SUV and go around to grab her door. I hold out my hand to help her out, and she raises an eyebrow at me.

      “I’m a gentleman, baby. Don’t look so disappointed.”

      She laughs, and I pull her into my arms. I love the sound of her laughter. It’s so light and sweet. It warms me to the core.

      After the hit, we got out of camp, keeping cool and watching our asses. We got confirmation that Casper had been in town, so we didn’t have to worry about the Ghost Riders getting exposed as the shooter. The Five Aces had a lot of heat from other clubs, so we weren’t the only ones looking to target Cobra. It didn’t take long after the kill to hear about the club scattering and everyone getting the hell out of town. It’s the exact scenario we wanted, and Violet and I are feeling good about a successful mission. I’m just not ready to let her try to get away from me yet. I called Pres on the way back from Colorado and said Violet and I were going to lie low one more night before hitting the clubhouse. I’m sure he knows exactly what I really meant, because he didn’t put up a fight. Violet and I agreed that one more night away wouldn’t be so bad, and she agreed to come back to my place with me.

      I pick her up off the ground, and her laughter increases as she starts to playfully wiggle in my arms.

      “What are you doing? Put me down.”

      “Nope,” I say, hitting the code to get in my house and carrying her through the door.

      When we get inside, I set her down on her feet and close the door behind us and lock it. I look at her and take a step forward, and she takes a small step back, still smiling at me.

      “You going to run from me?” I challenge.

      “Me? Never.”

      She says the last word and turns, running faster than I expected. The house is big, so she’s got a lot of places to hide, and I kind of like the idea of finding her.

      I laugh and start to count. “One, two, three…” When I get to ten, I shout, “Ready or not, here I come.”

      Slowly I make my way to the back of the house, and it’s then I hear water running. I follow the sound to the master bedroom and walk over to the master bath, where the door is slightly ajar. I see Violet in the shower, completely naked and soaping up her curves. I’ve never stripped out of my clothes so fast in my life. I throw them off me and go in to join her.

      She opens her mouth to make some sassy comment, but I just barrel inside and grab her around the waist, lifting her up and pressing her against the tile. Her legs go around my waist as my lips come down on hers. The kiss is powerful and consuming. She moans, and I use it to my advantage, sweeping my tongue inside her mouth and tasting her. My hard cock rests between our bodies as the warm water flows from above. She’s clinging to me with ravenous passion, and all it does is push me further over the edge.

      I adjust her hips a little and slide my cock up and down her pussy until she’s leaning her head back and moaning loudly. We weren't able to get as loud as we wanted in the woods, so it feels fucking amazing to hear my name on her lips as it echoes off the shower walls.

      “You’re in my house now, baby. We’re doing this my way.”

      I move my hips so my cock is at her opening, and I thrust all the way inside her, balls deep. She moans and grips my shoulders tightly as I start to move inside her.

      “I let you have control when we were in the tent. But you’re mine here, and in my bed you’ll do what I say.”

      She locks eyes with me, and for a second she looks like she wants to deny me. But she licks her lips and nods.

      “Say it, baby.”

      “I’m yours,” she breathes, gripping her legs tighter around my waist and giving over her control.

      It’s the last piece of the puzzle I need from her, and now I’m complete. I want to own not only her body but her heart and her mind. When she holds those back and doesn’t let go, I can’t be a part of her in every way. This is why I didn’t want to go back to the club tonight. I needed this last bit of her for myself.

      Keeping one arm around her waist, I hold her up and continue to thrust. I move my other hand up to her neck and hold it there while I stare into her eyes. I give her every hard ridge of me and watch as she cums on my cock.

      She tenses up but doesn’t break our eye contact as she finally lets go and gives her pleasure to me. I’ve taken her over the edge and made her mine like no one ever has and no one ever will again.

      When I feel her clenches, I thrust hard one last time and give her my hot cum. My own pleasure takes over my whole body, and I have to grip her ass with both hands to keep from dropping both of us to the shower floor.

      I rest my forehead against hers and try to catch my breath. The intensity of what we just shared rolls around us, and I’ve got to finally say the words I’ve been holding back.

      “I lo—”

      “I love you, Knox.” Violet interrupts me and steals my thunder.

      Of course she does.

      I give her a cocky smirk and a soft kiss on the lips. “Knew it the whole time, baby.” She playfully slaps my arm and I kiss her again. “I love you, too, Violet. Love at first sight.”

      She looks at me and blushes, and I swear I could stay like this forever. But instead we wash each other’s bodies and hair and then fall naked into bed. After two nights of camping with no sleep, I practically fall on top of her and start snoring immediately.

      It’s the soundest sleep I’ve ever had in my life, and when I wake up in the morning to her smiling face, I know I won’t let another day go by without it.
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      “You ready?” Knox asks as he squeezes my hand. We just pulled up outside the club, and I can see the row of choppers lined up. Everybody is here.

      Looking into his eyes, I squeeze his hand back, letting him know I’m not running. After last night and finally giving over to him and admitting what I’ve been feeling, I’m not looking back. I plan on living my life the way I want to, and for once, I’m going to be honest about who and what I want. I love Knox, and I’m taking him. If my attack when I was younger taught me anything, it’s that life is short and it can all be taken away from you in the blink of an eye. I’m not willing to live the rest of my days in fear of it falling away. I’m ready to grab hold of what’s in front of me and live in the happiness and love he makes me feel.

      “Let’s do this.”

      Pres called a meeting this morning to go over the shooting and any sort of blowback. When Knox finally let me out of bed, we threw on some clothes and headed over. It didn’t hit me that everyone would be here and see us together until we got close. But now that we’re here, I’m over it. Let them see what we have. I know Knox loves me, and I love him. This is something beyond the club, and I know he feels that way, too.

      He walks around and opens the door of his SUV for me, and we walk into the club hand in hand. All the members are sitting around the bar. Casper is in one of the big chairs with her feet propped up. Her feet are swelling almost as much as her ankles.

      When we walk in, everybody turns to look at us. Pres looks down at our joined hands and then looks to Knox. I open my mouth to say something, but he beats me to it.

      Of course he does.

      “Yo. Little announcement here. Violent Violet and I are together. She’s my old lady and I’m her old man. Yada yada yada, we’re getting married. So there’s that.”

      I look at him, and I feel my jaw pop open. “Did you just yada yada your proposal to me?”

      Knox shrugs like it’s no big deal. “Wasn’t going to let you tell me no.”

      The big scarred-up guy named Savage comes over and gives him a high five. “Best way to do it,” he says and pats Knox on the back.

      “What the fuck?” I mumble, knowing I should probably be protesting what he said, but my stomach is busy doing flip flops of excitement. I bite my lip to hide my smile. Holy shit, I’m engaged!

      “About time you made an honest man out of him,” Pres says, walking over and giving me a hug. I feel Knox’s hand tighten, and he doesn’t let it go while I awkwardly try to hug the guy back.

      Casper gets up and makes her way over to us, and she gives me a big hug, too. This time Knox lets my hand go, and I wrap my arms around my sister-in-law. “This might be the first time we know something before Vincent does,” she says, leaning back and smiling at me. She looks way too excited about knowing something he doesn’t.

      “Don’t be too sure,” he says from behind us as he makes his way over to where we’re standing. He reaches out, shaking Knox’s hand and congratulating him. “Figured this was what he was up to after changing your Facebook status.”

      I glare at Knox, and he just shrugs again like it’s no big deal. I’m going to strangle him when we get home. But then I’m sure I’ll end up giving up. Because what do I really care? I kind of just like riling him up.

      “We all good?” Pres asks Vincent.

      “Just got the clearance from the Fed. Nobody’s digging too hard into Cobra’s death, and they’ve targeted men inside their own club. The place was dismantled when they got there last night, and someone had set it on fire. Looks like the Five Aces are finished, and the Ghost Riders claim the territory back. My guys are okay with this as long as things keep running like they are.”

      Pres nods and looks at me, and I feel the weight of the club’s eyes on me, too.

      “You took care of the club, and you made sure we’re all safe for generations to come.” He looks at Casper as she rubs her belly, and then over to Savage who’s got two little kids of his own. “We’re all a family here now, and it’s going to stay that way. We agreed that you’re patched in, regardless if you marry this nerd or not.”

      I lean into Knox and laugh. “Thank you.”

      “Welcome to the Ghost Riders,” Pres says, and suddenly I hear a champagne cork pop and we’re all being sprayed with suds.

      I try to turn into Knox’s chest, but he holds me in front of him so I get covered. I don’t know how many people have bottles, but they all have their fun soaking everyone in the group.

      It feels like a time to celebrate. To prepare for a new baby on the way with Vincent and Casper, to welcome me to the club, and to toast the end of the Five Aces. We finally have peace in our town and in our club. No more drama or worry about what comes next. And that’s a pretty great feeling.

      As more champagne is popped and more bottles get poured, Knox spins me in his arms and raises me up so we are at eye level.

      “I love you, baby,” he says, kissing me on the lips.

      ‘I love you, too,” I mumble as I wrap myself around him.

      I’m finally at peace with myself and my life, and I’ve got someone to always make me feel safe. It was a long time coming, but it was worth the wait. And now we’ve got the rest of our lives to do this thing we call love.
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        5 years later…

      

      “What are you doing?” My sister Vanessa leans over in the passenger seat, trying to look at my phone. I’ve been staring down at it for the past five minutes instead of leaving the grocery store parking lot. We were supposed to be back at Mom and Dad’s twenty minutes ago to cook for Mother’s Day, but I haven’t been able to get a hold of Knox for the past three hours, and it’s starting to really piss me off.

      Something is up with him, and I’m wondering if he knows and he’s freaking out. There’s something I’ve been keeping from him. I wanted to wait for Mother’s Day. I felt it was fitting, and I could tell everyone at once.

      Since I brought Knox home, he’s become a Cassano. One of us. He’d even taken my name when we got married. It wasn’t normal and it shocked me at first when the subject came up. But when we got hitched years ago, he made the decision.

      He said my family has been better to him than his own had ever been, and that he’d be honored to carry my name if I let him. He said he’d want our children, when we had them, to have that name. Everyone got a little choked up, even Cas. My sisters all turned to a pile of goo, and even I fought like hell to stop the tears from flowing.

      I thought this was something that he wanted. Hell, when I’d gone to the doctor months ago to get my new birth control shot, I was told I didn’t have an appointment. After the third time it happened, I knew it was Knox canceling them. He’d actually hacked into the system and canceled my appointments.

      That seemed like he was on baby board, if you ask me, but over the past week he’s been randomly falling off the grid. What the fuck is he up to, and who with?

      “You know this place?” I show my sister my phone. It’s a map of Knox’s location on my iPhone tracker. I have it on satellite so I can actually see the building he’s in. Looks like just a bunch of new office spaces.

      “I know the new center that was built, but I’m not sure of all the businesses that have been set up there.”

      I pull the phone back, debating what to do.

      Knox has never given me a reason to question him, but this is driving me nuts. I’m blaming it on the pregnancy hormones.

      “Violet,” Vanessa says in warning.

      “Well, why the fuck isn’t he answering his phone?” I snap back.

      She grins evilly. “Let’s go spy,” she says. “We’ll just, like, drive by. Park right across the street or something.”

      “Okay,” I agree, like I’m down with her idea and I wasn’t already going to go there.

      “We don’t even have spy stuff.” She starts digging around in the truck like she might find some as I pull out of the parking lot.

      “Bingo.” She produces a pair of sunglasses and slides them on.

      “Oh yeah, no one will ever know it’s you now,” I tell her, but she doesn’t seem to care. She’s just happy to have the giant sunglasses.

      “Whose are these?” she asks, taking my rearview mirror for her own usage. They clearly aren’t mine. They are giant and have freaking pink diamonds on the side.

      “Probably Valerie or Victoria.”

      “They’re mine now.” She says it with a smirk on her face. You’d think at this age the three of them wouldn’t be fighting over clothes, but here they are still doing it.

      “Wait, what are you doing! We have to hide, not pull right in!” Vanessa explodes.

      “Right.” I throw the truck into park. “Stay here,” I tell her as I exit, slamming my door behind me. I see Knox’s chopper sitting outside, and I have to resist kicking it. Even with my sister carrying on in the car, my mind has been whirring with possibilities. What is he doing here? Why?

      Feelings of jealousy that I’d never felt bear down on me. I keep telling myself it’s irrational, but here they are. I know this can’t be club shit or I’d know about it. So then what the hell is it? Never has Knox cleared my phone call.

      I push open the door, and the bell sounds.

      The office is pink. All the walls are covered in a soft pink, and different kinds of chandeliers hang from the ceiling. Three desks with computers sit there, and written on the back wall is, “Perfect Match”.

      Is this like a fucking dating match-up place? I see red just as Knox comes out from the back. He stops when he sees me.

      I’d always thought if something like this ever happened, I’d be on him. That I’d be cutting his dick off like I always joked, but for the first time in my life all I want to do is run. Maybe vomit.

      “Baby?” He starts coming towards me, but I don’t want him to touch me.

      I turn and bolt for the door.

      I almost make it to the truck before I’m spun around by Knox. I swing, and he dodges it, grabbing both my arms and pinning me to my truck, his big body caging me in.

      “Don’t play rough here, baby. I can’t fuck you in this parking lot. Save that shit for the bedroom.” His tone is teasing, and he leans down, kissing between my ear and neck. I jerk against him.

      “I’m going to show you rough, you cheating bastard.”

      Knox pulls back, looking down at me. The horn of my truck goes off, and Knox’s face goes hard.

      “Who’s in the truck, Violet?”

      “None of your business,” I snap at him.

      “Baby, I can’t be going to prison for murdering someone in the broad light of day, so there better not be a man in that truck.”

      “I’m more than okay with you going to prison, you cheating asshole. That way I don’t have to kill you, and I know you can’t be giving out your dick in prison,” I throw back at him. “You are pretty though, so you might take a couple.”

      Knox ignores my words, picks me up by my hips, and turns, placing me behind him before flinging open the driver side door.

      “You’re terrible at this spy stuff, Violet,” I hear my sister say. All the tension in Knox’s body drains away.

      I poke my head around Knox to see my sister. “You honked the horn. That’s real spy-like.”

      “It was a distraction! Like a…a…a diversion!” she defends.

      “Is everything all right?” I turn around to see an older woman standing in the doorway of the mystery office. She’s smiling at us.

      Knox just shuts the door on Vanessa, grabs my hand, and pulls me back towards the door.

      “Hey, stop.” I yank on my hand, but he doesn’t let go. He just keeps walking. I have to run to keep up with him.

      “Oh, you brought her!” The older woman gets all excited when we get closer. It’s like she knows who I am. “I hope you like everything I’ve come up with.”

      “Mrs. Ware, this is my wife, Violet.” The woman reaches out to grab my hand at Knox’s introduction. I shake her hand and just stand there dumbly.

      “Can you give us a moment?” Knox asks her.

      She nods. “I’ll be in the back. Just bring her in and show her when you’re ready,” she says before turning and going back into the office.

      Knox doesn’t waste time dropping down to his knees in front of me. His hand goes to my hips.

      “I was going to surprise you at the barbecue this afternoon, but I should have known you’d catch me.” He smiles when he says it. “I don’t like that you thought I might be fucking around, but hell, it turns me the fuck on to see you still get so worked up over me.”

      “What’s going on? Why haven’t you answered your phone?”

      He looks at me in confusion and reaches to his side clip where he keeps his phone.

      “Fuck, baby, I’m sorry. I must have accidently put it on silent.”

      “Oh,” I say as I feel the heat hit my cheeks. I’m a little embarrassed that I went crazy. This place is clearly not what I thought it was.

      “Oh,” he repeats and laughs. “She’s a designer, and I’ve been having her do some stuff.” He leans in, kissing my stomach over my T-shirt. “For the baby.”

      “You know?”

      “Yeah, I know.” Now he’s full-on smiling.

      “Do you know it's twins?”

      His head drops forward, resting on my belly, before he looks back up at me. I swear I can see tears in his eyes.

      “See, that’s what happens when you make me wait five years to knock you up. I got so excited I put two in there.”

      I burst out laughing.

      Knox stands and cups my face, bringing me in for a tender and sweet kiss.

      “Come on, let’s go in here and let me show you your first Mother’s Day present. And we need to tell Mrs. Ware we’re going to need two of everything.”
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        Another 3 years later…

      

      “This place looks like a freaking daycare,” Pres says, taking a sip of his beer as he sits down across from me. His eyes are fixed on his wife, who is plating up food for some of the kids.

      When his gaze comes back to me, he’s smiling.

      I just shrug. I like it like this. No more crazy jobs or runs. Hasn’t been in a few years. We run a tight ship, making sure people stay out of our area. Leave us alone and we’ll leave you alone. It’s quiet, and we plan to keep it that way. Just running the range and mechanic shop. Nothing like a horde of kids to put your life into perspective. To show you what you really want in life.

      Most of us had spent years having to watch our backs. It’s not something we want to do anymore.

      “Look who’s up, Daddy.” Violet comes walking down the stairs, holding hands with both Emma and Evan. I stand up and make my way over to them. I meet them at the bottom of the stairs, and Emma launches herself at me. I catch her and bring her up for a kiss.

      She looks just like her mother. She has a full head of hair, and though she’s only two it’s already halfway down her back. Emma cuddles up to me.

      “I’m taking Evan to get something to eat.” Violet picks him up with a grunt. The kid isn’t small. He came out almost ten pounds, while Emma was only five.

      I lean in and kiss my wife. She’d dozed off with them, too. I went up to check on them about an hour ago and there they were, all cuddled up on my bed. Violet and Evan both wrapped around Emma. Even at two, Evan is a force to be reckoned with when it comes to his sister. Poor girl is never going to be able to date between her mom, me, and her brother.

      “You want anything?” Violet asks.

      “No, baby. Get him a plate, then come sit down and I’ll make you one.”

      I watch her stroll off, and I make my way back over to sit down. Cas is now sitting next to Pres, her daughter in her lap. Cas is pulling the little girl’s hair into a ponytail. I sit down next to them.

      Emma lets go of my neck and sits up, trying to get her cousin’s attention.

      “Who’d have thought we’d marry a brother and sister?” I ask her. She looks over at me, smiling.

      “I could never shake you,” she teases. Both Cas and I never had much of a family. It’s why we latched on so hard to the Ghost Riders, and now we have a whole other family, one we both belong to and love.

      “Like you’d want to shake me,” I tease her back. We are the closet out of everyone as we spent a lot of time together on missions.

      “Now we’re really family.” She runs her hand down her daughter’s dark ponytail. We are.

      “Always have been, MacKenzie.” I use her real name, and she looks over at me.

      “I know.”

      Soon Savage is joining us, sitting down with two kids in his lap. They quickly jump off to go play, and they’re quickly replaced by his pregnant wife.

      “Julie, are you ever not pregnant?” I ask with a laugh.

      “Not if he can help it.”

      Savage just grunts and puts his hands on her belly. She leans back, resting her head on him. Savage’s deadly face softens.

      I just shake my head and look around as Violet comes over and takes a seat on my lap and puts Emma in hers. I kiss her neck, wondering when she’s going to figure out she’s pregnant again.

      I look around and take everything in, thinking about everything we’ve been through together.

      Things we’ve lost and found along the way. The pain and happiness we’ve all had to endure. And I know I wouldn’t change one thing. Not one. Because I wouldn’t want to end anywhere but here. Sitting here with my family and the love of my life. What more could a man want?

      Violet looks over and winks at me, and I give her one back. She’s still the most beautiful woman I’ve ever laid eyes on, and every day with her is better than the last. And every night when we lie down, I hold her close and remind her just how much I love her. Then she smiles and grabs my dick to remind me just the same, not with words, but by riding him.

      

      
        THE END
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          Thank You
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      We would like to thank Katie Wilde, Ruby Dixon, and Ella Goode for asking us to be a part of this journey with them. We’d never envisioned an MC series like the one we wanted to write… with no cheating, no condoms, and a couple of virgins. So when they asked us to come along, and tell the story in our Alexa Riley way, we jumped at the chance. The three of them are not only amazing to work with, but are pretty fantastic people. Through their encouragement and support they pushed us to be our best, and we are forever grateful. You babes rock!

      To all our readers… we are so happy you ate this series up, and kept yelling at us for more. Thank you for turning the pages… but with all good things, it’s time The Ghost Riders come to an end.

      Thank you so much for from the bottom of our dirty, dirty hearts, and we look forward to what’s coming next!
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