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        Luca

      

      

      

      I always knew I would be a ranking member with the Rebel Guardians, but I never thought I would head a whole new chapter in Fallen Creek, Oklahoma. Establishing new businesses and incorporating a satellite office of the trucking company is time consuming. It’s both exciting and exhausting at the same time. My protective nature has me offering a young woman a place to go. She’s got secrets, but my hope is that one day, she’ll open up to me.

      Because she’s mine. She just doesn’t know it yet, but she will...soon.

      

      
        
        Gypsy

      

      

      

      My faith and trust in men is abysmal. But there’s something about Luca Callahan that calls to me and I find myself taking my dog, Lucy, and following him on his new adventure. However, secrets never stay hidden and when the past rears its ugly head, I find myself stuck between the past and the present.

      

      Will Gypsy find her saving knight who wears a cut, or will she find that she’s all alone in the world? Will Luca show her what true friendship and love are supposed to be about, or will he let her past and secrets hold him hostage?
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        Luca

      

      

      

      I watch the gas pumps as I fill up Gypsy’s car. The phone call with my mom brings a smile upon my face.

      “What’s the young woman’s name, Luca?” Mom inquires.

      “Gypsy. Gypsy Fields,” I answer her.

      “Fine name. We’ll do everything we can to help her.”

      “Thanks, Mom.”

      “Anything for you, my son.” And this is what makes my mother the unique, caring woman she is. She may not know you, but she’s going to help you anyways.

      “See you soon, Luca.”

      “I can’t wait, Mom.”

      “Luca?” I hear a small, timid voice call out my name.

      “Yeah, babe?”

      “Are you sure they won’t see me as an intrusion? I hate feeling like a leech on people.” She begins to bite her lower lip. My jeans grow tight with the desire to be the one to nibble on that lip.

      “Gypsy, they invited you. They want you. Just be you and everything will work itself out.” And they will – I’ve known her a total of twenty minutes, and I already want to keep her for myself.
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        * * *

      

      We just had a meeting with the fathers. We are starting a new chapter of the Rebel Guardians in Fallen Creek, Oklahoma. It’s been a week since I made it home with Gypsy. She fits in like she was born a part of our crew. I watch as the moms cater to her. I watch as our fathers fawn all over her.

      I knew one day my time would come; I just had no idea it’d be so quickly once I made it home. I’ve been serving my country for eight long, miserable, lonely years. I’ve missed my parents, my pseudo aunts and uncles, my sisters, brother, cousins, best friends...the list goes on and on of those I’ve wished I could’ve seen daily...weekly. But serving my fellow Americans gave me a sense of pride that I wouldn’t have felt otherwise.

      I laugh as I hear DJ shout ‘now’ and watch as all the men go scrambling to the kitchen to do her bidding. Shaking my head, I walk up to Tig, “Think that will ever be us one day?” As I ask him this my vision stays on Gypsy.

      “God, I hope so,” he returns. But I notice his eyes are laser focused on another woman. One that I would never in a million years think he’d be eyeing. Maddox’s sister, Danika. My eyes widen when I think about how much fun this is going to be – the new beginning of Rebel Guardians. Fallen Creek, Oklahoma chapter. I rub my hands together thinking about how much Maddox is going to lose his shit. This is going to be fucking awesome to watch! He’s very protective of his younger sister. Very much indeed.

      

      
        
        Gypsy

      

      

      

      The day my mother informed me of who my biological father was, I thought I’d be elated. Instead, she taunted and tormented me with the fact that he wouldn’t want me. Apparently, she’s kept tabs on him over the years and has found out that he’s married and that they don’t have any kids after being together for several long years. According to my mother, he never wanted children and it shows in his marriage.

      I dreamed all of my life that she was wrong, misguided. I picture him awaiting me, welcoming me, with wide-open arms when he discovers who I am. But as I sit here in the clubhouse and watch him with his wife, my frame of thinking changes. He seems perfectly content with it just being the two of them. He looks happy with only being the uncle. I can see the pure love on his face when he looks at his wife. This is something I have no right to come into and turn their world and lives upside down. I have no rhyme or reason to interfere with their happiness.

      I’m the poor, pathetic little girl who's always longed for a daddy; for a savior, a rescuer, someone to come in and save the day. That person never arrived, and from the looks of things I will never have that. It’s time to grow up and have grown-up expectations and move on with my life. I mentally pull up my big-girl panties and prepare myself to move on and forward with my life.

      I’ve bonded with the men and women of the Rebel Guardians in ways that I would’ve never dreamed possible. They are great people, but I can’t stay here and watch my biological father live a life without being involved in it. It hurts too deeply, mauling and shredding my heart the way a werewolf’s claws do to its victim’s skin.

      Holding my head up high and squaring my shoulders, I walk up to Luca and ask the question that I need him to say yes to.

      “What’s up, buttercup?” He and Tig smile at me as I walk up to them.

      “Ca…” I clear the frog in my throat and continue, “can I please come with you?” Ducking my head, staring at my feet, I pray for him to say that foreign word I haven’t heard much in my life.

      “Look at me, darlin’,” Luca says as he puts his finger under my chin and raises my face to where we’re staring into each other’s eyes. “Where would you like to go?”

      “With you. With both of you,” I turn my head from him to Tig. “Please, Luca.” I’ll get down on my hands and knees and beg if I must.

      “You’re family, Gypsy. You are more than welcome to come with us. It’s going to be a lot of hard work.”

      “I will work my fingers to the bone, Luca. I swear you won’t regret bringing me with you.” I plead my case.

      “I believe you, Gypsy. We,” he points between himself and Tig, “believe in you. You have no reason to try and convince me. The answer is yes.”
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        Luca

      

      

      

      When we moved to Fallen Creek, most of the fathers came with us to help. They showed us the ways to get businesses, a clubhouse, and homesteads all set up. Nan came along to be with her sister and those two together are trouble with a capital T. Nan went along with us in search of the new clubhouse. When we found the perfect location, she had a lot of great ideas. Dad had a look of horror on his face and Hatch yelled for me to hide the checkbook and credit cards. It started a family argument that lasted for four long days and nights.

      I turned my phone off at night and took off during the daylight hours. I love my family but the years I spent in the military gave me structure and solitude, something I find I need in order to take control of the chaos that is raging around me. Once I have my head straight and thoughts clear, I meet with the real estate agent in charge of finding a location for Tig’s bar, the custom bike repair shop, and the satellite location for the trucking company. I know the female agent sees flashing dollar signs with respect to her commission, but I’ve made it clear that unless all the properties are to my specifications, no deal will happen.

      “I think I’ve found what you’re looking for, Mr. Callahan,” Penelope Crenshaw, the wide-eyed agent, says to me when I enter her office.

      “Show me, please.” I may not like her attitude that much, but my mother raised me to be polite and she’d lecture me mercilessly if I neglected my manners. She flips her laptop around and starts scrolling through several properties she has highlighted. The one for Tig’s bar is of great interest because it’s set off the highway and will draw the attention of passersby. My mind automatically makes a note to talk to Paisley about the possibility of creating a bar like the one she met Twisted in all those years ago. “When can we go see this one?” I look over and ask.

      “I can set something up for this afternoon. Will that work for you?” she questions batting her eyelashes at me. I’m so sick and tired of women thinking because they have breasts a man will bend over backwards for them.

      “I need to call Tig and make sure he’s available. Give me a second, please.” I hope she takes this as a sign of dismissal as it’s meant to be.

      “Sure, sure. I’ll give you a few minutes. Would you like a coffee? Some water?”

      “I’m good, thank you.” I’d roll my eyes but that is something that Lily or Rae would do. Thinking of the dynamic duo has me grinning as memories flood my thoughts. When Penelope leaves, I give Tig a quick call. “Hey, man, you busy this afternoon?” I question when he picks up.

      “Not really, what time are we talking about?” he asks back. “Oh, and what for?” Yeah, my VP’s on the ball but I’ll cut him some slack since this shit is new for all of us.

      “To look at a location for the bar. Say, one o’clock? If you like it, we’ll take it up in church and put it to a vote. The pictures look good, but we need to see it in person. Hey, call Maddox and see if he can come along as well. Need to make sure this place is solid.”

      “I gotcha. One o’clock works and I’ll give Maddox a ring. Later, Luca.” He hangs up without waiting for me to say anything. Typical Tig. At least I didn’t have to hear about the length and width of his dick or hear about how long his balls have been hanging for. They’re his go-to lines when someone irritates him, causing me to stay on the other side of that sort of conversation.

      “Miss Penelope?” I stand up and head out of her office. She’s been gone quite a bit and I need to see the other locations she was speaking about earlier. “Miss Penelope, where are you?” I ask, taking the back hallway and stumbling on the sight before me. I’m both grossed out and scared for my life. She’s bent over the break room table, panties down to her knees and she’s masturbating while calling out my name. A shiver of disgust rolls through me, she’s at least my mother’s age causing me to cringe when that thought comes over me.

      “Mmmm...Luca, just like that,” she hollers out as her juices run down her legs. I slowly back out of the room hoping she never noticed me standing at the doorway. I need to call in Smokey and Bandit to come help me deal with this woman. With that decision made, I quickly pull out my phone and text Bandit, telling him what I just witnessed. Seeing as he’s the most levelheaded out of him and Smokey, he was the winner of my reach out. They are in town with my father and Hatch. Out of the four of them, I’d prefer to deal with the mighty clown-like duo than with my dad watching a woman the same age as him try to get into my pants. That would probably get me a safe sex talk...again.

      I get an eggplant and a smiley face emoji as a response. Then I see the words, we’re on our way. Hang in there little man.

      The fuck? I haven’t been little in a long damn time. Those two really test my patience. Now I’m glad I won’t have to deal with all the grown-ups on a daily basis or in church meetings. I slowly and quietly make my way back into her office and sit and wait on her to ‘finish up’ what she was doing and join me. When I hear her heels clicking on the hardwood floors, I suddenly find her ceiling very interesting. My thumbs begin twiddling and I’m counting the tiles over my head.

      “Sorry if I kept you waiting.” She gives me a sly, come-hither look that has me recounting the ceiling tiles. “Shall we continue?” And now I know what it’s like to be preyed upon.

      “I just heard from my uncles; they’d like to join me. They’re more experienced than I am, shall I say.” I give her a playful grin. I can’t wait to see what Smokey and Bandit do to this cougar. She’s never gonna know what hit her. I hear their bike motors and my smile widens. “They’re here,” I inform her.

      As soon as Smokey clears the doorway of the building, he calls out my name passionately. “Luca,” he loudly moans. “I need you,” he continues in his sexual-enhanced voice. I may kill him. This is not what I was thinking when I sent that fucking text.

      “You can’t have my man,” Bandit playfully hits Smokey in the chest. He’s dead too. I hope Hannah can handle dealing with the kids on her own the rest of their lives, because these two assholes are dead fucking meat.

      “Oh my fucking God,” I moan, burying my head in my hands.

      “Just playing with you, boy,” Bandit sticks his hand out to shake Penelope’s. “I’m this one’s uncle.”

      “Nice to meet you,” she blushes, knowing she was caught earlier thanks to Tweedle Dee and Tweedle Dumb. “I’m Penelope Crenshaw,” she states shaking both of their hands.

      “I’m Bandit, and that’s the second best looking out of the two of us, Smokey,” he says throwing his thumb over his shoulder.

      “He’s just jealous because the ladies like me better,” Smokey informs her.

      “Hardee-har-har, you two have jokes today.” I get up and move down the row of chairs so they have to sit directly in front of her. They both send a smirk in my direction letting me know they’re on to me.

      “Show us these fabulous buildings Luca’s been bragging about,” Bandit says, breaking up the tension that’s built in the room.

      “We have confirmation to go see the bar later, Luca,” she says, sending a sideways look down at me.

      “One o’clock works for Tig,” I inform her. She nods her head and clicks on her computer, then turns it around for the three of us to look at.

      “This is what I was thinking for the trucking company.” For the next forty-five minutes we go over a few buildings and pick out the ones we’d like to look at for the companies. When it’s time to leave and meet Tig, I text him the address and practically run out to my bike. When I peel out of the parking lot in a squeal of tires, I swear I see a trail of fire following in my wake.

      Today is not turning out to be what I thought it would be.

      

      
        
        Gypsy

      

      

      

      “Dammit,” I yell out instead of hitting the screen of my computer. This accounting program is more difficult than I presumed it would be. I’m not a quitter, however, and will give it everything I’ve got until Luca fires me.

      “What’s wrong, ladybug?” Braxton comes in causing me to spin around in my chair. I do it so quickly that I end up dizzy. He’s become a father type figure to me over the last couple of weeks. I really enjoy his company and he never seems to judge me or how I’m feeling.

      “I’m having a hard time with this accounting program, Braxton,” I admit. “I’m not stupid, but this thing is giving me fits.” I know that they decided to use the same system as the Corinth chapter uses, so maybe someone there can help me wrap my brain around the issues I’m having.

      “How about I call Cara and have her come up to help you out? She helped develop the system we use, so she’s the most familiar with it.” He pulls out his phone and before I know what’s happening, he has a flight booked for her.

      “When will she get here?” At this point, I have no qualms about asking for help. It’s the only way I’ll learn, and I want to do the best possible job I can so Luca keeps me. These people have become my family for all intents and purposes. I like having one – a family that is. I’ve never felt part of something so special and I do not plan on giving it up. I’ll keep my parentage close and never share it. I don’t want any single person in the club to think I came here with the intent to betray any of them.

      “She’ll be here later this afternoon. How about we go get some lunch?” he asks.

      “Thank you. Actually, I want to thank you for everything y’all have done for me since I showed up with Luca. I-I don’t trust very easily, but y’all are making it easy.” I blink away the tears that want to fall.

      “We’re here to help in any way we can, Gypsy,” he tells me as he leads me out of the office and out to my car. When we get there, he holds out his hands and I grin as I hand him my keys. Luca is the same way whenever we go anywhere; he has to drive. Like father, like son, I suppose.
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        Gypsy

      

      

      

      I go with Braxton to pick up Cara from the airport. He didn’t want me sitting at the office all by myself becoming frustrated with the program from hell. I watch as he gets out of the car and walks toward his wife. His smile and body language changes from President Axe to husband Braxton. He’s positively radiant as he pulls her close and leans in for a kiss. I find myself secretly wishing for a relationship like they’ve got, the same caliber of love and trust that they share, it’s written all over their faces. I’m sure they’ve had their struggles, but she’s looking at him the same way. Like he’s the only person around.

      I want that.

      “Hey, Gypsy,” Cara says as she gets into the car and turns around to look at me. I slipped into the backseat while he was helping her. “I understand the computer is giving you fits.”

      “Just a bit. I appreciate you coming up and helping me.” I can hear the shyness coming out of me. I’ve never been heard, taken seriously, or cared for so I’ve never applied strength in my voice. It was a deterrent in my mother's eyes and would earn me a slap across the face. I don’t know why she even kept me; I’ve been nothing but a burden to her since the day I was conceived. Trust me, she’s shared this fact with me since before I knew what it meant. I’ve never been loved, cherished or wanted. It’s something I pray that will come knocking on my door one day.

      “I brought a copy of the notes I used when I first started the system because I had no clue what I was doing either. DJ calls it my computer training for dummies, but I don’t want you to be offended by that title. She was feeling a bit crazy and created a cover and all that stuff for it.” I giggle because her friend, DJ, is a bit on the feisty side.

      “I won’t, I promise,” I tell her. Hell, right now I feel a bit like a dummy because the online tutorials weren’t making a lot of sense to me. “I think I’m more of a hands-on learner, so you coming here should help a lot.”

      “I’m glad. So, how’s Luca?” she asks. I’m not sure if she’s asking me or Braxton, so I don’t say anything. “Gypsy?” she prompts.

      “I think he’s out looking at properties today,” I advise. “He’s been gone a lot during the day, but I think that has more to do with Nan and Hazel than anything.” Those two women are forces to be reckoned with, that’s for damn sure. But they remind me of the little old lady from The Golden Girls.

      Cara’s laughter fills the car and soon I’m joining in. “Braxton, do you remember how she redid your clubhouse?” she asks.

      I see Braxton shake his head as he chuckles. “Thought I was gonna go insane, she always has had the best intentions at heart, but her redecorating will drive a sane person to the asylum and cause a rich man to go broke. Since the guys found that old military base to use as the clubhouse and living quarters, she’s already neck-deep in plotting and planning renovations.”

      “She is and she’s pulled Maddox’s mom into it all as well,” I state.

      “Oh fuck,” he mutters. “I need to tell Luca to put a stop to it now or he’ll find himself and the club in the poorhouse before they even get a chance to get up off the ground. He’ll need a head start in order to avoid her. She’s like a leech when she gets something stuck in her head, you’re never safe no matter where you hide,” he says with a straight face.

      “You make your mom sound like a leper,” I tease Braxton.

      “Then I’m not convincing enough if you don’t believe me.” This time he chuckles with the two of us as these words leave him.
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        * * *

      

      Cara has been patiently sitting with me going over the program that the devil…I mean she, invented. It’s really not as hard as I was making it out to be when she broke it down for me. But they seriously need a better tutorial than what they have out there. I’ll be taking my manual for dummies home to read tonight to keep everything fresh in my mind. She came a long way and took time away from her family to help me understand my job and simplify it for me.

      I’ve got this!

      As long as I believe it to be true, it will be.

      “You’ve caught on really well. Do you have any other questions you need answered today?” Cara asks me.

      “I don’t think so. This isn’t to say that I won’t be picking up the phone and calling you for help,” I admit.

      “Any time, Gypsy. I mean that,” she tells me. Damn, why couldn’t I have a mom like her? That thought barely crosses my mind when she reaches over and gives me a motherly hug. “I don’t think you’ve had a lot of those,” she says, “but you better get used to receiving them, because we’re a hugging kind of family.” So I’ve noticed. The first time Braxton hugged me I nearly jumped out of my skin. I’ve never had a man of the fatherly type show me any sort of affection, it took me off guard, but I’ve since then been better prepared for the onslaught of emotions it brings forward.

      “Thank you, again. I need to go feed Lucy and let her out,” I say.

      

      
        
        Luca

      

      

      

      “Yes, Mom. I’ll be there, Mom. Yes, I can be there in twenty minutes. Steak sounds good. Okay, Mom. See ya later.” I hang up the phone and roll my eyes. She always has great intentions, but I swear she still treats me like I’m seven. Freshly showered, shaved and changed, I head out to my bike thanking the good Lord for the fact that I was already cleaned before she called. I jumped straight into the shower with how dirty and violated I felt from hearing Penelope call out my name as she got herself off.

      As I head to the restaurant, my mind thinks about what subjects I need to cover when we have church. The good thing about the new compound is that it used to be a government military base that shut down due to loss of funding. We need to get started on the renovations because living out of a suitcase inside of a small-town hotel is a pain in the ass. Plus, I know Gypsy’s dog needs more space and fresh air, not to mention a backyard to run around in. I make another mental note to let her know that if she wants to do so, she can bring Lucy to the office since she’s trained and well-behaved.

      I’d actually enjoy having the little gal around. She’s a sweetheart and loves to be cuddled. Gypsy wasn’t too happy at first that Lucy took so well to me, but she eventually learned to share her dog’s affections. She’s opened up and dropped some walls since we’ve moved to Oklahoma from Texas, it’s not a huge difference, but I’ll take what I can get. She no longer cowers from others who want to be around her and is no longer showing suspicion of our intentions. It makes me feel good when I’m the one to make her smile since it doesn’t happen often.

      Pulling up to the small-town steakhouse, I see my parents through the window. They are sitting next to each other, my dad’s arm thrown around my mother’s shoulder and her head thrown back in laughter. I’ve always admired and wanted a relationship just like theirs. I’m shaking my head at the two of them acting as if they’re teenagers. As much as I was gone these past few years, it’s nice that I’m getting the opportunity to spend a little time with them by myself. Not that I don’t miss Lily, Layne and Landon, but as the oldest child in our family, getting a chance for alone time with them has been slim to non-existent.

      “Mom,” I lean over and kiss her cheek as I come up and stand next to them. “Dad,” I say as I reach my hand out for a shake. Dad and I’ve never had the kissing sorta relationship, ever since the day he became my father, he’s always treated me like a man and has shown me respect.

      “Son, how did the show and tell go this afternoon?” I can tell by the mirth in his eyes my pseudo uncles told him what happened earlier. I do a full body shiver since my eyes can never unsee what they witnessed.

      “There’s not enough eye bleach in the world, Dad,” I admit. In fact, I feel a bit nauseous just saying this little bit and I saw a ton of whacked out shit while stationed overseas.

      “What are you two going on about?” Mom gives us both the mom glare, letting us know there’s no holding back here. I lay it out for her and as I do, her mouth hangs open. When it eventually closes, she grabs her phone from her purse and her fingers are frantically typing away.

      “Mom? What are you doing?” As if I even need to know, my intuition already knows who she’s messaging and what she’s saying.

      “Hmm...thought your aunt could use that in one of her books.” She starts chuckling. Nuh-uh, my humiliation isn’t supposed to be shared with the world. The reading world is made of women who fall in love with Aunt DJ’s men; claiming them as book boyfriends if they have an overly large penis.

      “Mom, don’t think her readers wanna read that shit. It was bad enough seeing it live.” I’ll no longer be able to watch pornos or think of professional women the same again. I’m completely and utterly sickened by a woman in a skirt now.

      “That kind of ‘shit’ as you call it sells books, Luca. Trust me on this one.” Yeah, I’ll have to because there’s no way in hell I want to read a book that my aunt has written.

      “Dad, the location for the bar is perfect. So is the one for the satellite office. We’ve got one more place to look at for the repair shop.” There, change of subject subtly switched there, I expect to stay off our previous topic...preferably for forever.

      I see his eyes dancing and know that he knows I changed the subject for a reason, especially seeing as I don’t want to ruin a good steak with visions that should never be in my mind to begin with. How do I know they cook a good one? Well, the smells emanating from the building is a good clue, as is the full house in the middle of the week.

      “Sounds like y’all are moving along nicely. Any word from Maddox about when he expects to start the renovations on the officer’s quarters?” We all voted and agreed that the main building where we’ll have our main rooms and church room is usable as it is and can wait for repairs. The officer’s rooms however, they are in desperate need of demolition. Maddox says the bone structure is good and he won’t have to completely take the building down, but he’ll be gutting it and restructuring the layout.

      “Tig said he and his crew showed up today and did all the measurements and shit they had to have based on what we want. He went ahead and ordered supplies and they should be starting in the next few days.”

      “I like the idea you had to make the rooms bigger and adding bathrooms, almost like a mini-apartment. You also left enough extra rooms to cover for when you add the other officers to your crew,” Dad states.

      “Yeah, I suspect some will want to live within the compound instead of finding outside housing. I’d actually prefer us to all be together instead of spread out. Just how I’ve been living with the brotherhood of a different variety for the last eight years,” I respond as the waitress brings out our water and menus.
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        * * *

      

      Dinner was just what I needed to re-bond with my parents. It’s been a long time since I’d been home, and I got used to my fellow soldiers. I had an officer that was older, but he was never a substitute for Cara and Braxton Callahan, that’s for damn sure. He was a mean son-of-a-bitch, but he was never cruel to any of us, however, he expected a lot out of each and every one of us. Me being me, I did everything I could to bend over backwards and make him happy. I’ve never been one to do well with disappointing my superiors. A trait my mother instilled in me from a very young age.

      When I pull back up into the motel’s parking lot, I notice Gypsy’s light is still on. Hesitantly, I walk up and knock. I haven’t really seen her today and it hurts my soul to not place eyes on her for an entire twenty-four hours.

      

      
        
        Gypsy

      

      

      

      I’m laying here watching television, eating a peanut butter and jelly sandwich, Lucy asleep at my side. I’m watching a nighttime soap opera and rolling my eyes at each mushy thing the man is saying to the woman. “Kiss ass! She was just fucking your brother, you moron!” I scream at the television set. “Piece of shit,” I mutter as the screen switches to the woman. She’s all crying, red-nosed and tears streaming down her cheeks. “You lying, manipulative, useless cunt.” God! Why do I watch this shit? Lucy suddenly jumps up and begins barking in my face. “What? I just say it how it is,” I inform her as her snout touches my nose. “Do you need outside? Bark once for yes and twice for absolutely not...you just think your mom has lost her mind.”

      What does the little shit do? She barks once. “Fine. But you better go to the bathroom and not sniff every crack in the cement and blade of grass you find...otherwise your ass will be grass. Hear me, young lady?” She barks twice and I roll my eyes. “You would accuse me of losing my mind,” I mutter as I lean over and grab my shoes. Just as I have her leash attached and my hand on the door handle, there’s a knock on the door.

      I look through the peephole and feel my eyebrows raise as I see Luca standing outside. I’m a little stunned by what I see because ever since I’ve known him, he’s always so full of confidence. Yet right now, he’s got his hands in his jeans pockets and is rocking back and forth on his heels as if he’s unsure about something. I undo the deadbolt and open the door, asking, “Luca? Is everything okay?”

      “Hey, Gypsy. Yeah, everything’s fine. I saw your light on and thought I’d stop and see if you needed to walk Lucy one last time before you call it a night.” Why is it I feel like he just made this excuse up out of thin air?

      “Funny you should say that because I was just about to do that very thing,” I say, nodding down to where Lucy is doing her version of the potty dance. I also notice that the leash is in my hand making his earlier statement a little too convenient. But I shake it off, if a good-looking man wants to go with me while I walk my dog, who am I to stop him? What is that saying, don’t look a gift horse in the mouth...I’m all about following others’ advice.

      “Then grab your key and I’ll walk with you two. I’m sure we’re safe here, but no sense in taking chances.” I do as he says and follow him out the door, Lucy’s ecstatic about this turn of events as Luca walks us over to the grassy ‘pet area’ that the motel has for its guests. While we watch her do her thing, I try hard not to stare at his tight ass and ripped abs that I can see through the opening in his cut. His shirt is skin forming, leaving nothing to my imagination, which is a-okay with me. Just saying, a girl could have much worse things to look at while her dog takes a shit.

      “Here, I’ll get the doggie bag and take care of that for you,” Luca says as he walks away. My head automatically tilts to the side as I watch those tree trunks he calls legs march him forward. Damn, I need to get laid before I make a fool of myself with my boss. It’s been at least two years since I’ve had a man between my thighs and my panties are wet and my mouth is panting over the fine specimen that is in front of me. “What has that look on your face?” he asks as he walks back over to me.

      “Oh, nothing just thinking about a book I was reading earlier,” I hurry and cover up.

      “What kind of book was it?” he questions me.

      “Your mom’s—” He holds up his hand and I watch as his face turns green.

      “Mom is the last word I need to hear come from your mouth while sporting that look.” He shakes his head as if he’s trying to clear something from it.

      “Pervert! I was going to say the manual your mother gave me for the program at work.” He doesn't need to know I’m lying through my teeth.

      “Thank goodness. I thought you were gonna say my mom gave you one of my aunt’s books.”

      “Oh, Luca. That ship sailed the very first day you brought me home,” I antagonize him.

      “Fucking hell. DJ and her damn porn.”

      “It’s not porn,” I defend his aunt.

      “No? Then what is it?” He places his hands on his hips waiting on my answer. The visual is quite yummy because he’s built in all the right ways.

      “It’s romance,” I declare.

      “Do people fuck in it?” he asks me.

      I know my face is bright red as I shake my head no and answer, “Yes.” Dammit, that just slipped out, I meant to say the same as my head.

      “Then it’s porn.” He makes me so mad when he says this as if he’s read the damn things which I know for a fact he hasn’t!

      “No, porn is where all they do is uh, you know. Your aunt’s books have a storyline and that stuff that happens is just extra. Y’know, like a bonus.” I rush the last part out not wanting him to link the word bonus to me reading. He doesn't need to know that my battery-operated boyfriend has had plenty of working out here lately.

      He grins at me and I realize that he’s been teasing me all along. Then his smile grows enormous and my eyes narrow at him. “Did you mean to say that last part out loud?” I gasp in horror. Hanging my head, I throw my arms out in anguish and feel my hand hit something. I hear an ‘oomph’ and look over to see Luca bent over in half and holding his ...no! Oh, my fucking God I nailed him in the dick!

      “I-I’m so, so sorry, Luca.” Can this day get any more mortifying? I’m so freaking embarrassed that I grab Lucy’s leash and dart toward my room screaming, “I’m sorry, Luca!” then rush inside the safety of my room.
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        Luca

      

      

      

      The next morning, I find myself holding ice to my black and blue nuts. Why is it that I’m the one who’d happen to be in the way of flying hands? I swear these things only happen to me. “Fuck you, fate!” You can take a flying leap and land in a volcano of fire, you damn bitch. There’s no way I can walk today, let alone ride my bike around town. Deciding that my best option to avoid persecution from my peers…in other words my uncles and dad, I opt to take the day off. They can be mean sons-of-bitches. Judgmental pricks — every one of them.

      Picking up my phone, I text Tig and inform him that I’m taking a personal day and he needs to take over my duties. Of course, Tig messages me back with a lot of flipping me off emoji’s.

      Tig: Fuck you and your damn paperwork. You owe me whatever I want whenever I want.

      Me: You owe me tons, fucker. Take it as me calling in on a favor that you already owe me. Then I send him back a few flip-off emoji’s.

      Then he does the unfuckingthinkable… that motherfucker sends me a dick pic!

      Me: Motherfucker, I’m gonna pay you back for blinding me with your micro-penis!

      Tig: Ain’t nothing micro about me, you jealous fucker! Don’t worry, Luca, one day yours will grow big and strong too.

      Me: Eat shit and die, Tig. You’re on permanent paperwork duty!

      Tig: The fuck I am!!!!

      Me: Bye, Tig. Have a great day. Don’t get a papercut!

      Tig: Some best friend you are!

      I don’t answer. I want him to stew on his shit and eat his words. He has a tendency to speak — or in this case, text — without thinking about the consequences.

      Tig: Don’t ignore me!

      A few minutes later.

      Tig: Fine, you’ve grown into your dick, asshole! Now I no longer have anything to say to you.

      A few minutes later.

      Tig: Are you mad at me?

      A few minutes later.

      Tig: Fine, I’ll reinstate you as my best friend. Stop ignoring me, it drives me crazy!

      Deciding he can stew a bit longer, I set my phone down and head into the bathroom. One cold shower to hopefully ease my aching balls coming up.
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        * * *

      

      When I get out of the shower, dried off and in a pair of extremely loose boxers, I go and pick up my phone. I have twenty-seven missed texts and seven missed calls. All from my VP, my best friend, Tig. I open up the texts and the last thing on it catches my attention. It’s him with his bottom lip sticking out and a pouting look upon his face. Then my eyes go back up and read the messages. I’m bent over, this time I’m holding my gut instead of my balls. He’s promised me his first-born child if I’ll just talk to him again. He cracks me the fuck up sometimes.

      Me: I don't want your first-born child, Tig. I can barely handle you; I can’t imagine raising your mini-me. No fucking thank you.

      Tig: Does this mean we’re on talking terms again?

      Me: Not for the rest of the day. I need a break.

      Tig: You got it, boss man. This time he sends me a picture of him saluting me. I just can’t even with him sometimes!

      

      
        
        Gypsy

      

      

      

      I called into work sick today. Then I threw my pillow back over my head and have stayed hidden. I just can’t even bring myself to look Luca square in the eyes after running away like a scared little girl last night. I was mortified, I cannot believe that happened! I need a day to recover from my humiliation and have a strong game face tomorrow when I run into him. Today, I’m gonna stay locked up tight in this room, watch bad daytime television, have some food delivered and only leave to take Lucy for a quick walk. I will run her to her favorite spot and back. I’m not much of a runner, my endurance isn’t strong, but I’ll force my legs to go as fast as humanly possible.

      Moaning as I toss the pillow off of my head where I’ve been hiding throughout the night, I hop over a sleeping Lucy and head toward the bathroom. “Good guard dog,” I say as she growls in her sleep. I have no idea who she’s guarding, but it sure as hell wasn’t me last night when I needed my girl to have my back...or Luca’s front as it turns out. If she’d been doing her job instead of sniffing all of the weeds, my life would be tolerable right about now.

      I wonder if he’s still in pain and then worry that I might have done irreparable damage which will have Braxton and Cara after me. I’m sure they want grandkids at some point but based on his reaction, that may now just be a memory. I take care of my morning routine consisting of showering, shaving, washing my hair, brushing my teeth then combing out my hair. I look in the mirror and realize it’s as good as it’s gonna get today. I shrug my shoulders and walk out of the room to find a hair tie. At least I can be comfortable since I won’t be going into work.

      As soon as I’m put together, I grab my tennis shoes and wake Lucy from her blissful slumber. “It’s time to do your morning routine and take care of your own duties, Lucy. Wakey-wakey.” I swear that dog opens only one eye to growl at me while giving me her best I’m gonna bite your ass look. “Aww, I’m sorry, Lucy. I’m not much of a morning person either, but that’s life, girl.”

      She finally rolls over, grumbling the whole time, and then wanders over to her water and food bowl to get a few bites. Apparently, she needs the energy in order to do her morning thing. Crazy dog. Clicking my tongue against the roof of my mouth, she finally glances at me, huffs, then walks over so I can clip her leash on. I grab my room key and head out the door to the pet area. While Lucy meanders, I peek around at the parking lot and my eyes widen when I see Luca’s bike parked outside of the room he’s staying in. Wonder if Braxton picked him up today in the company truck?

      “C’mon, Lucy, you don’t need to sniff every damn blade of grass in order to go! Humans use the same place every single time, dammit!” She grumbles at me and I roll my eyes at her insubordinate attitude. “No treats for you today, little miss,” I call out. As if she understands what I just said, she finally squats and does her thing before scratching at the grass, a futile effort I might add, and then trotting her way over to me. I may not have a lot right now, but I make sure that I’ve got everything I need to take care of my girl.

      I used my last few dollars to get Lucy her favorite treats. She hasn’t been as spoiled as most dogs are, but she’s been well loved and cared for. She has never gone without anything she needs…including her inoculations. One time I had the flu pretty bad, but shots needed updating so she came first, and I suffered for weeks. But at the end of the day, I survived and she’s healthy. Good thing I got paid today so I can order something to be delivered for lunch.

      This won’t last forever; I chant to myself as I haul ass back to my room. I was shocked when Luca told me what my salary was going to be. I’ve never made that much in my life and I have already started a list of things I need to get once I make sure the essentials are taken care of. One of the things I need to find is a local vet because I’ve only got one more of Lucy’s heartworm preventatives. They’re expensive as hell, but I don’t want my baby to get that horrible disease. The one I found also protects against fleas and ticks, which is good because I’m allergic and end up looking like an Oompa Loompa when I get bit. Excluding the green hair that is, that’s definitely a look I can’t pull off. But I wish I could be expressive with my hair color. I’ve seen some beautiful shades of blue, pink and purple I wouldn’t mind having.

      Once back inside, I slip my shoes off and turn the television on to see what I can find to watch. I nibble on a pack of Pop Tarts, wishing that the room had a toaster because I love it when the brown sugar and cinnamon is warm and toasty. I finally find a channel that has an all-day movie marathon of Tyler Perry movies, so I settle in to get some hard-core laughs.
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        * * *

      

      Two movies later and my stomach is growling so I pull up the delivery app on my phone and find a pizza place that has several specials going on. If I do it right, I’ll have food for almost a week, plus I can get some much-needed caffeine in the fridge. I’m not a coffee drinker, but I’ve been eyeballing the coffee pot that comes with the room because I do need that morning jolt and water doesn’t cut it. But water’s free so I’ve just sucked it up and carried on, just like always.

      Before I can order, Lucy barks and lets me know that she has to go out again. I get up and put her leash on, then grab my key and head back outside. While I wait for her to do her thing, I see movement at Luca’s door and my eyes widen when I see him walking, almost bow-legged, to his bike. The guilt that washes over me…again, has me wanting the ground to open up and swallow me whole. “Please don’t see me, please don’t see me,” I chant as Lucy does this weird three circle thing dogs sometimes do before dropping back and pottying. I swear she nearly sighs with relief and I can’t stop the giggle that escapes. “You’re like a little old lady in a fur coat,” I tell her as she walks back over to me.

      I turn to take us back to our room and Luca is standing there, a weird expression on his face. Fuck, now what do I do? I decide to brazen it out; I’ve had a lot of practice faking it living with my mom. “Hey, Luca, did you just get back?”

      “Uh, no, I took today off,” he replies. “Gypsy, why aren’t you looking at me?” Shit, he caught me. I tried the old look over the shoulder trick, but he’s onto me.

      “I was!” I protest.

      “You weren’t. Wait, why are you home today?” he asks.

      Deciding to take the bull by the horns, I admit, “I was embarrassed by what happened last night. Figured you could use a day without having Queen Klutz running around. Plus, I don’t want your parents hating me.” All of my current and earlier thoughts go flying out of my mouth. Now, I’m debating if I should pack my bags and hit the road before I die of complete and total humiliation.

      “Why would my parents hate you?” I see the puzzled look on his face and groan because now I have to tell him that part of it.

      “Because of what happened. I’m sure they want grandkids someday.” Fine, I can always leave in the dead of night. I’ve got enough money on me to get a few states away.

      “I’m fine, Gypsy,” he says, walking closer to me. I see the wince he tries to hide and raise my eyebrow.

      “Then why are you making faces? And walking funny?” I’d like to see him explain this one with a strait-laced face.

      “Okay, let me rephrase. I will be fine. Not the first time my nuts have ended up in my gut, or clamped together with a C-clamp, and I’m more than positive, it won’t be the last. Stop worrying, okay? I mean, if I’d have had my preference, I would’ve liked a different touch, but it is what it is.”

      Wait, what? What is he rambling on about? A different touch? I feel my face redden when it dawns on me what he’s referring to and I see his grin widen. “You jerk!”

      “Just speaking the truth is all.” That still doesn’t explain his statement to me. I have a hard time dealing with things that are not bluntly stated.

      “To think I was willing to order pizza and share it with you,” I blurt out. Granted, I didn’t know he was here when I had that thought, but now I want to spend time with him.

      “Pizza? What kind? I could do pizza,” he excitedly stammers out. I guess when he really wants something he talks quickly.

      “They’ve got some specials, let me see what I can remember. I know they have a meat lover supreme and also a Hawaiian delight.” Those stick out in my head because I love both kinds.

      “Don’t tell me you like pineapple on your pizza?” he hisses out, his voice sounding almost horrified.

      “Only when I get the Hawaiian delight,” I reply. What’s wrong with pineapples? They’re yummy and good for you. At least I’ve heard that they are.

      “It’s like I don’t even know you,” he murmurs.

      “Well, actually, you don’t. Not really, anyhow.” How’s that for the truth?

      “Since we’ve got the day off, let’s change that then, huh? Here, let me download the app and I’ll get the pizzas ordered. Do you want any soda? What about garlic knots or breadsticks? Oh, and they’ve got marbled brownies too!” Well, he’s obviously excited about the pizza place.

      “Wait, I was going to order! I owe you, Luca, for all you and your family have done.” My words come out whiny, but I need to be independent here. I need to not feel like a kept woman. They already pay for my room, gave me a pay advance in the beginning, and always make sure Lucy and I are well fed. Until I put my foot down that is.

      “That’s not how it works, Gypsy. I’m the guy so I pay.” Oh, no he didn’t! Caveman much? I am man, I beat chest, hear me roar, mind me woman — he has a lot to learn about women and how to speak to them. Jeez Louise, I can’t believe him right now. “So, decide. I’ll get one of your Hawaiian delights for you and a meat lover’s supreme, garlic knots and breadsticks because they have the dipping sauce, brownies, Coke and Sprite. How does that sound?”

      “Well, you’ve got everything I would’ve ordered. Can I go in halves at least?” I mean, I don’t want to take away from his manliness or anything, but I’m a modern woman. We’re not in a relationship, so I should pay half of the bill...it’s only right.

      “Nope. Not happening.” He pushes a few more buttons and says, “Done, it’s ordered and should be here in the next thirty to forty-five minutes. That gives me time to run to the store and grab some plates and shit. Can I borrow your car? Riding is a little...challenging today.” I try not to snicker, but it slips out and I see his lips tilt up.

      He follows me into my room so I can get the keys to my car and I see his lips tighten when he catches a glimpse of my food stash, or should I say lack thereof. I don’t open my mouth to defend myself, just hand him my keys. I try to place some cash in his hand, earning myself a glare for my troubles. He glances over his shoulder at me before walking away, saying, “Lock the door. I’ll be back before they get here.”

      While I sit and wait, I straighten up my room and gather my dirty clothes so I can hit the laundry later on. I don’t have much but saw a second-hand shop and figure when I get my next pay, I can check it out and hopefully, supplement my meager wardrobe. I’ve grown accustomed to doing without and definitely don’t feel sorry for myself, but sometimes, it wears on my soul that I’ve had to struggle so hard to get what I do have.
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        Luca

      

      

      

      I get into Gypsy’s car and the minute I turn it on, I realize that shit is harder for her than I realized. Nearly every single light on her dashboard comes on, from her fuel gauge to her brake fluid. Fuck, I need to fix this somehow. I know she’s only been going back and forth to work, so it’s probable that she’s still running on the same tank of gas I put in when we first moved to Fallen Creek. I pull out of the parking lot and head to the little auto parts store in town. Once in there; I grab the brake, windshield wiper and transmission fluids her car needs, then once I’ve paid, I quickly get everything filled up. Even though the light wasn’t on, I check her oil and see that she’s low on that as well, so I go back inside and grab some oil and take care of that task. Now, to fill her tank up. While I have the car filling, I go inside the gas station and grab a store gas card so she can fill up as she needs to. There’s no way she’s going without on my watch. Not happening.

      I don’t question this pull I have to her. I can see she’s independent, but I still want to take care of her, and I quickly realize that I’m gonna have a fight on my hands. While I wait for the car to finish filling, I check her tires and realize they’re nearly bald. Fuck! I don’t have time to take care of that right now since the pizza will arrive at any time.

      Now at the store, I grab paper plates and napkins and as I’m checking out, I see that they offer an online ordering and delivery service. I grab the information so I can get her stocked up and head back to the motel. She can’t kill me if she doesn't know what I’m doing ahead of time. She’ll have to wait and accept my offer of food. I’ll make sure it isn’t delivered until I’m safely tucked inside the safety of my own room. I’ll even order it anonymously, but I’m sure she’ll quickly figure out who did it.

      Operation Claim Gypsy is now in effect.

      So far, I’m ahead of the game. Gypsy has a lot of catching up to do. But I can’t wait until she does...my dick is hard just thinking of ways she can make it all up to me.

      Then my phone rings and I go and pick it up. The display says; Mom calling...causing my cock to deflate.

      Mom 1: Luca 0.
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        * * *

      

      I manage to arrive just as the pizza delivery guy is pulling in. Even though I added a tip to the online order, I still pull out a ten and hand it to him as he gives me the boxes. “Appreciate it, man,” I tell him.

      “No, thank you, mister. You don’t have to give me anything else,” he replies, looking at the ten.

      “Yeah, I do. You’re busting your ass, probably for minimum wage, and I know some folks don’t believe in tipping.”

      “Well, thanks again. I hope you enjoy it,” he says, getting back into his car and driving off. I grab the bag with the paper plates and napkins and, balancing that with the pizza boxes and the other stuff I ordered, I knock on her door.

      When she opens it, her eyes widen and she reaches out to grab the top two boxes, which are in danger of falling. “I didn’t realize it would be this much,” she murmurs as she heads toward the table that’s in the room. I really like this motel; it’s set up for folks to have extended stays so there are apartment-sized refrigerators, a microwave, a small ‘dining’ area, and of course, the bed and the bathroom. I notice that she’s picked up the room, not that it was particularly messy before. She has a paperback on the nightstand, and I remember that she likes to read. Now I think I need to get her one of those e-reader things that my mom and aunts all enjoy. Hell, she can bring it to work for all I care, as long as the work gets done, that is. There are a few things that have to be done and can’t be slacked on. Payroll is one; we’d have a mutiny on our hands if our warehouse workers don’t get paid.

      “Luca? Earth to Luca. Where is your mind at?” she teases me.

      “I’m sorry, did you say something?” I question.

      “I asked how many pieces you wanted, and did you want one of each or just a particular one. Are you okay?” Her eyebrows notch up in worry.

      “As long as it doesn’t have pineapple, I’m good with it. Just two pieces please, I wanna make sure I have room for that brownie,” I say rubbing my belly. Chocolate chip cookies are one of my weaknesses and the fact that the brownie is marbled with chocolate chips means that I’ll get my fix.

      “What is it with pineapple? Do you have a particular dislike for the fruit or something?” Her nose scrunches up and I smile at how cute she is making that face.

      “I love fruit, just not on my pizza and food. It needs to be separate or in a bowl of nothing but fruit,” I explain to her.

      “Google pineapple and male sex drive,” she says with a red face. If it gives her that much heat on her face, I want to know what that is. Googling it, I suddenly realize that pineapple needs to be a staple in my shopping supplies...every week.

      “Um...yeah, sounds good,” I say, clearing my clogged-up throat. Then I turn around and adjust myself in my jeans...how did she even know about that? Never mind, I don’t want to know, I’ll just end up reaping the benefits of her apparent knowledge.

      She grins at me and sits down to start eating. I find myself fascinated by her movements and find my mind wandering to the noises and facial expressions she’ll make when she’s under me. Yeah, I went there and even if she doesn’t have the first fucking clue that we’re heading in that direction, I’ll make sure she knows. When the time is right, that is. First, I have to keep her from murdering me after her food order arrives. Granted, I still have to go online and place it, but I intend to take care of that shortly.

      

      
        
        Gypsy

      

      

      

      Don’t ask me how I know, but Luca is up to something. He’s very transparent in his facial expressions. Every time I look in his direction, he turns his eyes away from me and glues them to the television set. “What are you up to?” I finally ask.

      “Who, me? Nothing.” His innocent act isn’t fooling me. He’ll never win the Golden Globe for his performance.

      “Luca, I wasn’t born yesterday. Your body stance speaks of sneakiness. Now, you can share it with me, or I’ll find out on my own. I don’t like surprises, Luca. Just remember that before you follow through with whatever it is you’re up to over there.”

      “I’m not up to anything. I cross my heart.” I swear that I hear an inner voice screaming out in my head that he’s lying through his teeth.

      “The wrath of Gypsy is waiting,” I warn. He grins at me and reaches over to ruffle my hair like I’m a little kid. Of course, my body isn’t reacting like a child’s, that’s for damn sure, because I feel my nipples harden and am grateful for whoever it was that invented padded bras.

      “I’ll keep that in mind. Hey, which movie has been your favorite so far?” he questions. Smooth move there, biker prince.

      “I like Diary of a Mad Black Woman the best so far,” I admit. Something about how that female character rose above what her slimeball husband did gets me every time. Plus, hello, Shemar Moore is a hottie. “What about you?” I ask him.

      “Any movie that he’s made using Madea is hysterical. I could watch them over and over again when I’m having a bad day or something is stuck in my head that I don’t really want to take up permanent residency.”

      “Same here. Plus, even though her logic is screwy at times, she does toss around a lot of wisdom, don’t you think?” The parts that get me are when she goes off on a ‘religious tangent’ and messes up scriptures and stuff. Makes me laugh so hard my stomach hurts.

      “Never thought about it like that before. You ready for a brownie?” he inquires as he gets up and grabs the box holding the melted chocolate chip gooey-goodness. What can I say? I’m a kid when it comes to my yummy treats.

      “Any time is a good time for chocolate as far as I’m concerned,” I tell him, reaching in and grabbing a corner piece. I prefer the middle, but I am trying to be nice and let him have that. I saw him eyeballing the one in the very middle of the box.

      “How did you know I didn’t want that piece?” he questions as I take a bite.

      “You snooze, you lose when it comes to brownies,” I reply. I know it’s rude to talk with food in my mouth, but he needs to understand now that nothing stands in the way of my chocolate fix. The hours go by quickly, and before I know it, I’m saying goodnight to Luca.
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        * * *

      

      As soon as I spit the toothpaste into the sink, I hear a knocking on my door. Thinking Luca must’ve forgotten something, I make sure the girls are nice and hidden in my pajama top and rush to the door. Flinging it open I squeal when a teenage boy is standing on the other side with several bags hanging from his arms. “What the? Who the hell are you?” I refuse to take part in some pimple-faced kid’s nighttime dream come true. Nope, nada, not happening.

      “May I help you?” I squint my eyes at him as I mentally search my memory for a usable weapon in the room.

      “I have a delivery for a Miss Fields,” he croaks out, his eyes never leaving my chest. Either he’s going through the change or he’s never seen tits hanging loose in a camisole.

      “Eyes up here, kid,” I state. “I didn’t order anything, there must be a mistake.” Just about then, I see the blinds rustling in the window of Luca’s room. Our eyes meet and mine narrow while his get comically wide and his blinds settle back in the right position. Not up to something my ass, Luca Callahan.

      “Uh, no mistake, ma’am,” he replies, looking at the piece of paper he’s got a death clutch on. “Can you take these? I’ve got a few more to grab.” More? What the ever-loving fuck is going on right now? I’ll deal with biker prince in a minute; right now, I need to get this kid out of here.

      “I didn’t order this.” I am not his charity case. I refuse to be beholden to anyone...especially a man. I’m gonna chop his balls off!

      “If you don’t take it, I’ll lose my job, lady. I help support my family because my dad’s out of work right now.” Great, I’ve got a teenager trying to extort me into taking this shit by laying on the guilt.

      I sigh, knowing that I’m going to give in. I can’t in good conscience know that his family will suffer for my refusal. “Fine, give them to me. I don’t wanna be responsible for you losing your job.”

      I take the bags and put them on the table and turn when I hear him at the door again with more bags, including a big bag of dog food. He’s dead. D.E.A.D. The Fallen Creek chapter of the Rebel Guardians is going to have to find a new president because I’m killing the current one. With little more than a snarl in the kid’s direction, I shut and lock the door once I’m sure he has nothing else to drop on my doorstep, then start putting shit away.

      As the minutes pass, I realize that there’s still light shining through my blinds, so I peek through them and see the kid over at Luca’s door being handed some money. Great, he tipped the kid and that never crossed my mind. My anger ramps up again and I grab my key and head over to his room to give him a piece of my mind. I realize I’m stomping but at this point, I don’t give a rat’s ass.

      I begin pounding relentlessly on his door all the while screaming his name. “Luca! I know you’re in there. You better open up right now!” He better not test me by ignoring me. He won’t win any points in his favor if he does, my payback will be worse if he refuses to see me.

      After what feels like an eternity, he casually opens the door and says, “Hey, Gypsy. What’s up?” Undeterred, I push into his room and stand there, my chest heaving and my hands on my hips.

      “What in the fucking hell do you think you’re doing, Luca?” I demand. “Why did you have food delivered? I can take care of myself!” I’m so livid that I can feel the tears pouring down my face. I hate that when I get upset, I cry because it makes me look like a pansy.

      “You done yet?” he asks when I stop talking. Oh, I don’t fucking think so! Without any thought whatsoever, my hand flies back and I slap him hard. “What the fuck, Gypsy?” he roars out, his hand going to his cheek. “Jesus Fucking Christ, woman, you need to watch who the fuck you’re hitting.”
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        Gypsy

      

      

      

      The look in his eyes as he hollers at me brings fear to my heart. It reminds me of my mother and how angry she would get with me anytime I ‘messed up’ in her opinion. I know in my heart that Luca would never strike me, but memories of the past resurface, and I find myself ducking, landing on my rear-end on the floor, with my hands over my head for protection.

      “Jesus Christ, Gypsy. What the fuck? I’d never put my hands on you, especially in anger. Please don’t do that.” I feel him kneel over me and his hands touch mine. “Please, Gypsy look at me. Let me see your eyes so I know you’re alright.”

      I look up at him and see him wince when he catches the look on my face. “Sorry, old habits die hard.” When he goes to say something, I shake my head. “I can’t talk about it right now, Luca. Just know that I know deep inside that you’re not that kind of person.” I don’t know how to explain it to him so he’d understand. Where I went in my mind and that my actions all came from a subconscious level. I never in any way believe him, or anyone in his family, would ever lay a hand on me in anything but a loving manner.

      He pulls me closer until his arms are wrapped around me in a loose hug. “Gypsy, I didn’t order that stuff to piss you off. I know right now is a tough time for you seeing as you’re starting over. Something you may not know about me yet is that I’m fiercely protective over those who mean something to me. You mean something to me, Gypsy, so when I saw that you don’t have a whole lot of food, I wanted to take care of that for you. I don’t think you’re weak, or anything like that, I just want to help.”

      I can hear the sincerity in his voice and nod. “Something you don’t know about me, Luca, is I have a hard time asking for or receiving help.” My voice is little more than a whisper, but he tightens his arms and I feel his nod against my head.

      “Kinda figured that much, my gypsy girl,” he murmurs. “But there’s nothing wrong with taking help when it’s offered. And just so you know, I’m offering.”

      “Just so you know, I’m not always going to accept. There are things I need to do for myself, Luca, and you have to allow me to do that. You have to let me grow and find myself. I’ve always been living and hiding in the shadows; I want to enjoy the light in life.” He closes his eyes and lays his forehead on mine before nodding.

      “I’ll try. That’s the best I can do.”

      “That’s all I can ask.” I smile as I lay my head down on his shoulder.

      “Um, Gypsy?”

      “Yes, Luca,” I sigh, burying deeper into him.

      “Just a question. Were you wearing this outfit when the kid delivered your groceries?” His finger is gliding underneath the spaghetti strap of my camisole. My eyes pop open and my orbs travel down my body. Oh God, oh God, ohgodohgodohgodohgod!

      “Fuck!” I hiss out and then the hysterical tears claim me. “I-I...no wonder his eyes never left my chest! I’m that dirty older lady that moms warn their sons about!” I feel his body shaking under mine and I get ready to scold him until he breaks out in a different sort of hysterics – he’s laughing so hard I fear he’ll give himself a hernia.

      “If you...if you could just see your face right now,” he gasps out. “You had no clue, did you?”

      “Nope, not at all. Well, I mean, I knew I was in my nightclothes and noticed that his voice was high-pitched, but I guess I didn’t connect all the dots. Jesus, I feel like I need to find that kid and apologize or something.” Maybe purchase him some eye bleach or memory cleanser?

      “Hell, you gave him something for his spank bank. Not that I like that thought at all, but you’re beautiful, Gypsy.”

      I shudder thinking about that kid jerking off to thoughts of me. It creeps me the fuck out.

      

      
        
        Luca

      

      

      

      The look she’s wearing on her face has me clenching my teeth as to not hysterically laugh at her expressions. She seems to be sensitive to other people; and is fearful of them making fun of her. I’m not sure where that stems from, but I hope to be the one to help her climb that hurdle. I hope to help her jump over the next obstacle as well. I want to help her rid herself of all the things that have plagued and bothered her in her lifetime. The same way my parents did for me and my sibling – Lily.

      

      
        
        One Week Later

      

      

      

      This last week has been so busy I’ve barely had time to visit with Gypsy. We found all the locations for our businesses and have signed all the contracts needed. I’m grateful that we’re done with Penelope Crenshaw though, because every time I was around her, I felt filthy as hell. Maddox’s construction/renovation company has two crews so one is working on the bar’s renovations, while the other is working on the living quarters at the clubhouse. He’s given us a timeline of two months, but the way things are going, I suspect it’ll be done a lot sooner. Since we’re waiting on the stuff to be done, a few of the guys have picked up tools to lend a hand. Let me tell you, he’s a bit of a perfectionist slave-driver. If he doesn’t watch it, I’m gonna bury him in the concrete he’s having poured tomorrow. Dad and Hatch are here to help me find licensed drivers, and also get some trucks ordered. I like the trucks they use down in Corinth, so we’re ordering two for long-distance trips, and four for local jobs. I also like that our members work in our businesses, but right now, since we’re just getting started, our numbers are still low. I’ve put an ad out for over-the-road drivers and have been busy setting up interviews.

      Deciding I need a break, I run to the local convenience store and grab some snacks and drinks before I go by the office. I’ve always heard that if you want a snack, you should probably get one for the woman in your life as well. Since my goal is to make her mine, I figure this is wise advice, even if it did come from a meme on social media.

      I walk into the office to catch her stretched out in her chair, her face pointing toward the ceiling. “Hey,” I say, causing her to jump.

      “Jesus, you scared the shit out of me!”

      “Sorry, just had a break so I figured I’d run by and see how things are going.”

      “Let me tell you, your mother is a damn genius. Since she came up and worked with me, and left me this handy-dandy manual, it’s been a damn breeze. Oh, speaking of which, I’ve got the payroll and vendor checks ready for you to sign, boss man.”

      I grin at her and reach out to take the checks she has in her hand. “Anything else?” I ask.

      “I have a list of prospective employees that the local staffing company sent over. All have passed their drug tests, and I’m waiting on the background checks from the temp agency to come back before we offer any of them a job.”

      “Sounds like you’re on top of shit, Gypsy.”

      “Just going down the list your parents came up with to help us get started.” She shows me a handwritten page that I recognize as a combination of my dad’s illegible scrawl and my mom’s precise script.

      “Well, color me impressed. You’ve done all that without having to call me.”

      “I know you’re busy, Luca. Anything I’m capable of doing that can help take some of that load off is what I’ll do, okay?”

      “We make a good team, my gypsy-girl.” I watch her face light up at my compliment. I need to make sure and praise her as often as I can.

      “I guess we do,” she replies, grinning at me. Fuck, she’s so pretty and I think the best part is, she has no damn clue.

      “Are you pretty well caught up in here?” I question. Her desk is organized and well-maintained, so I think she’s likely at a good stopping point.

      “Other than the few paychecks we issue, yes. I was wondering what to do for the rest of the day, actually.”

      “Want to come see how the bar renovation is going?” I hope she says yes, because I’m pretty excited to show her what we’re building.

      “Can I? I’ve been wondering how it’s going but didn’t want to ask because I know all of y’all are so busy.”

      “Wouldn’t have asked if it wasn’t okay. How about if we head out now?” I inquire as I quickly sign the checks. “Here’s yours,” I tell her, handing her her paycheck. “You can mail the rest out tomorrow.”

      “Thanks. Okay, can we run by and let Lucy out?”

      “Actually, I want you on the back of my bike, so we need to go by there so you can change. Shorts, tank tops, flip-flops and bikes don’t mix.”

      She grins at me as she stands, grabbing her purse and keys before she leads me out the door. I follow her back to the motel and say, “You get changed, I’ll take care of Lucy.” The little dog doesn’t look like she wants to go out; she’s curled up at the top of the bed snoring. Gypsy grabs some jeans and socks before heading into the bathroom, giggling. “What’s so funny?” I holler.

      “She’s not the kind of dog who likes her naps interrupted,” she yells back.

      “Whatever,” I mutter. “C’mon, Lucy, time to go potty,” I say. She grumbles in her sleep and rolls over. “Lucy,” I cajole, “if you go out, you get a treat!” She opens one eye and peers at me, so I repeat myself. When she hears the word ‘treat’ again, she jumps up like she wasn’t just sound asleep and starts wiggling her tail like she’s a rocket ship about to take off. “Silly dog,” I say, clipping her leash on before I help her off the bed. I don’t like her jumping because she’s so small and have noticed that whenever she’s up there, Gypsy helps her as well.
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        Luca

      

      

      

      Her arms wrapped around me feels like heaven. I’ve always enjoyed the feel of the open road, but this is a whole new experience for me. I’ve had my sisters on the back of my bike, and of course, my best friend, Rae, but never a woman that I’ve been seriously interested in. I feel her body shake as she chuckles and throws her head back. Outside of her helmet, her hair flows freely around her shoulders reminding me of a goddess from painted portraits. She’s enraptured with the ride; I knew she was made just for me.

      Talking through our helmet mics I ask her, “Are you enjoying yourself?”

      “I’ve never had so much fun or felt so free in my life! We have to do this more often, Luca.” Her statement makes me a very happy man. I could use some company on my night rides. Those are the times that I enjoy the solitude of the towns and enjoy the coolness slapping me in the face.

      “I like to take rides in the evening after the sun has gone down and most people are tucked into the safety of their homes. Would you want to go with me sometime?” I know she’s going to say yes, but the polite thing to do is ask anyways.

      “I’d love too, Luca. Thank you for asking me. This is the most exhilarating thing I’ve ever experienced.”

      “You a thrill-seeker, Gypsy?” I am praying she says yes. I love high rides at the amusement parks, jumping from airplanes, bungee jumping, zip-lining, if it goes fast, and is unpredictable, I want to do it.

      “Oh yes! I love the thrill of the unknown. Going up high and not knowing how the ride down is going to affect you. The wind in my hair and the thrill of speed. Having something in your life that is not controlled, but the exact opposite. I’ve always been a dare-devil type of gal.”

      “Then it’s a date,” I tell her. Her arms tighten around me in agreement and I find my mind wandering to the time when we’re alone, in a bed, with nothing between us. And... there goes my dick again.

      By the time we pull up to the bar, I’ve managed, barely, to get it down, but having her hands on my shoulders as she gets off the bike has me thinking disgusting thoughts so that I don’t rise to the occasion. Tig would never let me live it down if he saw me walking in sporting a hard-on and he’s the type of best friend who would vocalize his thoughts. I won’t have him embarrassing Gypsy, so whatever it takes to keep that from happening, that’s what I’ll do. I grab her hand in mine and we walk through the front door.

      “Oh my God, Luca, this is gonna be awesome!” I smile down at her exuberance. We wanted a bar that everyone would feel comfortable at, so we set up a main, u-shaped bar off to the left, and then put in a smaller one at the back of the bar itself. We have a stage area that hopefully, we’ll get live cover bands in on the weekends. Tig has also mentioned doing a karaoke night or two, but I’m concerned about how that will go over if a bunch of drunk bikers get up and start belting out heavy metal.

      We put a porch off a side door for the smokers in the place in order to comply with the local codes. Tig did his research and it has an air purification system that prevents any smoke from coming into the main bar itself. We also put in a state-of-the-art kitchen based on Gino’s recommendation so we can have a small ‘bar type’ menu, burgers and wings, that kind of shit.

      “Well, looks like the boss man has come to grace us with his presence,” Tig says, walking up to us.

      “Shut up, fucker,” I reply, flipping him off. “Looks like Maddox’s crew is gonna be done sooner than he anticipated.”

      “He’s still got the offices, the bathrooms, the walk-in freezer and pantry area. Plus, what do you think about doing a concrete stain on the floor instead of hardwoods? The clean-up aspect would be easier, but I don’t wanna fuck with the look we have going on.”

      “Do we have samples?” I ask.
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        * * *

      

      We’re sitting around a table going through various sample books and having a few beers. I notice that Gypsy is getting a bit giggly and worry that we might not be able to take the bike back to the motel. I’m about to say something when she stands and goes behind the bar then comes back with a glass of ice water.

      “I like this one the best,” Gypsy says, pointing to a light dove gray stain that has a swirl pattern. I nod and Tig folds down the page. “Have you decided on a name yet?” she asks.

      “Well, Coyote Ugly has already been used, so what about Tig’s Place?” Tig asks.

      “Really? Tig’s Place? Jesus Fucking Christ, Tig, that makes no sense at all!”

      “What about the Dirty Rebel?” Gypsy questions.

      “Wait now, I shower every day. Well, almost every day,” Tig mutters.

      “Don’t need to know about your hygiene habits, brother,” I reply. “But if you’re not showering daily, that explains why you don’t have women beating down your door to see your micro-penis.”

      “Fucker. Okay, how about Dirty Rebel Bar and Grill? Since we’re offering burgers and wings.”

      “Wait, does Tig really have a micro-penis? I’ve never seen one of those,” Gypsy sputters. Great I need to sober her up or she’s gonna fall off the damn bike.

      “I can send you a pic if you’d like,” Tig offers, “or hell, I can just show you right here and right now.” He goes to stand, and I shove him back into his seat and cover Gypsy’s eyes. Tig has zero fucks to give and has no morality issues when it comes to sharing his package with the female variety.

      “The fuck you will!” I growl out. Gypsy is full out laughing, clutching her stomach as tears start falling. “Look at you, you made my woman cry with your threats! None of us have a microscope on hand, you moron. She wouldn’t be able to see it anyways.” Take that, you fucker.

      “Your woman?” Tig questions. “Since when?” That motherfucker would pick up on that one word and run with it.

      Fucking hell.

      “Not up for discussion, your inability to remember when you’re in the presence of a lady is what I wanna address right now, fuckface.”

      “Wait, can we go back?” Gypsy asks, raising her hand. “I wanna know what you meant, Luca.”

      Shit. Fuck my entire life! I need to learn when to keep my damn mouth shut. She picks up on everything – especially when Tig points it out to her.

      “Baby, why are you raising your hand?” There. Deflect, Luca, deflect. She’s obviously tipsy so maybe if I change the subject, she’ll ride that switch with me. Worth a shot.

      “Because you said that I’m your woman. What does that mean?” Dammit, she’s like a dog with a bone.

      “Yeah, Luca, what does that mean?” Tig asks, a grin on his face. I’m killing him. I need another vice president A-S-fucking-A-P.

      “Can we discuss this later?” I don’t mind discussing what I want with her, but I won’t do it with an audience, that’s for damn sure.

      She sighs and I gear up for a major discussion that I’m not prepared to have right now. “You probably don’t want Tig to hear, huh?” she asks, unfortunately not low enough to where Tig doesn’t hear what she says.

      “Why the hell not? He and I are best friends. We share pretty much everything!” Tig retorts. Sometimes we share too much. I don’t need to have dick pics delivered to me via text messages or instant messenger. There was something that happened to Tig as a teenager that caused him to go from a serious personality to a jokester like Smokey and Bandit are. That’s his story to share, however. I’m not one to break confidences so I’ll let him share that with Gypsy on his own time.

      “Are we done here?” Now I’m looking at damage control. Get Gypsy back to the motel and pray to everyone I can think of that she drops this particular subject until I have it straight in my head. I mean, I know I want her, but there’s still a lot that we don’t know about one another. Do I know enough about her to weather anything that she hasn’t told me? I hold my hand out and she grasps it as she stands. “Let’s make sure you’re okay to ride, Gypsy.”

      “What do you mean?” Her cuteness that comes with her confusion has me biting back a smile.

      I start out by having her close her eyes and alternate touching her nose. When she manages to do that without poking her eye out, I have her walk a straight line, then have her balance on first one leg then the other. She starts to topple over on the second leg, and then gives me a look, saying, “I told you, I’m a klutz, Luca!” Since she seems pretty steady, I nod and lead her over to the bike.

      Operation Avoidance is now in session.

      As we meander through the town, I decide to take various side roads and when she says something, I state, “Figured you haven’t been out that much, so I want to show you around the town we’re living in.”

      She snorts in my ear and I hear her mutter, “Sure, right, Captain Obvious. I bet you’re hoping I forget what you said earlier.” Okay, she needs to get out of my head, dammit.

      “I haven’t forgotten, Gypsy. Just reckoned we’d wait until we were back at the motel is all.” Liar, liar. If my mom heard me right now, she’d be putting tabasco sauce on the tip of my tongue to, as she would tell me, ‘keep the lie from sticking to my mouth.’

      I won’t lie to her, but I am nervous about spelling it all out. She really doesn’t grasp what being claimed by a biker means and I’m worried that if I tell her too soon, she’ll head for the hills.

      

      
        
        Gypsy

      

      

      

      He’s stalling, I know a good stall tactic when I hear one. I am the queen at them after all. I’ve done it all of my life, especially when I was trying to prevent punishments for acts my mother and her boy toys would accuse me of. I hated them all...yes, that includes my mother as well.

      I might not fully grasp this MC world I find myself in, but if him calling me his woman means that I could possibly have what his parents have someday, count me in.

      You’ve got a lot to tell him first, my subconscious whispers. He doesn’t know what really brought you to Corinth and he has no clue about the hell you lived in with your mother.

      This conversation probably needs more alcohol, so now I’m thinking that I am okay if he wants to stall. I can wait. I mean, he might change his mind when he finds out that the few times I’ve had sex were extremely underwhelming. I mean, the first jerk was barely inside me before he was shuddering and yelling my name, telling me he was coming. Hell, I sure as fuck didn’t feel anything that I thought I was supposed to feel. And none of the others measured up to anything I’ve read or seen on television.

      I feel the bike slowing and realize that we’re in the parking lot of the motel. He helps me off once he’s shut it down, and I remove the helmet and hand it over to him to put in his saddlebags. Thank goodness for the shows I’ve watched; at least I know what those are called.

      He walks with me to my room, lacing my fingers with his. I find that I like how my hand feels encompassed in his, safe and secure. In fact, that’s how I’ve felt around him since we first met. My heart does a little flutter when that thought hits me, because after how my mother was with regard to her constant revolving door of men, I swore I’d never let anyone in.

      Once we’re inside, Lucy comes running over, wagging her tail. “C’mon, Lucy, I’ll take you out,” he says, grabbing her leash.

      “Do you wanna reheat some of my left-over Chinese food? I ordered a lot the other day. My eyes were so much bigger than my stomach,” I inform him.

      “What’cha got?” he asks me, bending down and petting Lucy behind her ears. You pay special attention to that area and you’re her best friend for life. She’ll always come and see you and beg you for some loving.

      “Let’s see, I know I have some sesame chicken, vegetable egg-rolls, fried rice, low-mien and crab rolls. Any of that sound good to you?” I hope it works for him, because I’m tired of him paying for everything and would like the opportunity to offer him something. For once.

      “Got any duck sauce or sweet and sour?”

      “Yep, I had them give me extra.” Inside, I’m cheering because this means I get to be the one in charge for a change, at least as far as tonight goes.

      “It all sounds good to me. If you wanna heat it up, I’ll be back inside probably before you’re done.” I highly doubt that because this is Lucy’s ‘long time’ outside, but I don’t say anything, I just smile and nod. When the door closes behind him, I snicker into my hands...he just has no clue how long her nighttime potty time actually takes. She has to take a long walk, sniff everything in sight, turn in a few circles and lord forbid if you’re looking at her. She’ll just sit there and stare at you until you turn around. She’s a lady after all and doesn't appreciate someone’s eyes on her while she’s taking care of her business.

      Thirty minutes later, he comes back in with Lucy wagging her tail and shaking her butt, tongue lolling out as if she’s grinning. I’ve got dinner all heated and have a movie playing on one of the movie channels we get. While I was waiting, I replayed the whole day and I can’t keep the grin off my face. I got to spend time with Luca, ride on the back of his bike, see the new bar, and now I’m going to find out what being his woman means.
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        Luca

      

      

      

      It’s been a month since Gypsy and I took our first bike ride together. Every night, we’ve gone for a long ride, letting the troubles of the day go. We’ve grown closer, but we haven’t had that conversation I need to have with her. Instead I’ve decided to enjoy spending some time with her and getting to know her better, on a more personal level, before I completely throw her to the wolves, so to speak. I’ve jacked off so much I’m afraid I’ve developed calluses on my hand.

      I haven’t pushed anything physical because she seems to tense up whenever I get too close which makes me worry that something bad happened in her past. But I’m done waiting and plan to at least kiss her tonight so she realizes what my intentions are toward her. Plus, I am dying to know what her lips taste like and I’m tired of waiting to find out.

      We’re planning to hit up the Italian restaurant in the next town over. They have five-star reviews, plus a little bird told me it’s her favorite meal. That flying source is none other than my beautiful, intelligent, amazing mother. Who happens to speak with the object of my affections on a daily basis, she even has now begun speaking with Lily. I feel like they spend more time together than she and I do and it’s beginning to make my patience take a flying leap. I’m a little possessive of Gypsy’s time, and my family stealing time away from me doesn't make me a happy man – my little guy downstairs hasn’t been too happy either.

      “Are you ready to go?” I ask once she opens her door. I admire how she looks, dressed in black skinny jeans, black motorcycle boots with silver rings on the sides, and a girly-girl tank top underneath the leather jacket I got for her since we ride so much. I should probably take her in her car, but I honestly hate being in cages after the shit I saw and experienced in the service. I’d rather be able to see what’s coming and being in enclosed spaces brings back too many bad memories.

      “I am, do I look okay?” she replies, doing a little spin that gives me a glimpse of her delectable ass in those jeans. I quickly adjust myself before she turns fully around and nod, before I take her hand in mine and lead her out of the room.

      “You look beautiful,” I tell her as I lock the door to her room.

      “I hope my hair holds up under the helmet.” I don’t know what she’s done, exactly, but my sister and Rae have done the same with their hair when they’ve gone riding, so I’m sure she’ll be fine.

      “You’ll be fine, Gypsy,” I say as I hand over her helmet. Once she has it on and strapped down, I double-check it to be safe.

      We talk through the mics as I maneuver us from Fallen Creek to Lost Eagle. She’s giggling at Tig’s latest dumb move. Somehow, the dumb fuck managed to do a video while drunk telling all the single ladies where they could find a well-hung biker. Only, it went viral because he hit the ‘live’ button. Not only did it make its way to all the moms, but it made the media in our local town. I thought he was going to shit a brick when Twisted walked into the bar and replayed the video for him, telling him that while the moves were good, his execution needs more work.

      “I bet his mom is livid,” she says, still giggling. I had a facetime session with my mom, she wasn’t impressed and stressed that Paisley most definitely was not. They want to have an intervention for him. It’s like I told her, you can’t fix stupid, we can only lead the horse to the open water. We can’t hold his hand throughout life. Something will happen to bring him to his knees, we just need to be there for him when it slaps him in the face.

      “Hell, we’re bikers and I’m sure that our dads have their own stories that are as bad if not worse.” Even if I knew them all, I’d only share a select few with her. Especially if the stories have Smokey, Bandit or Hatch, well more DJ than him, because those four are crazy as fuck. DJ has been an aunt to me my entire life...not by blood, but that of the heart, just like I view Ralynn as a sister. It was horrid growing up with her and Lily conspiring against me. They made life interesting, that’s for damn sure.

      “Still, no mom wants to see her grown-ass son’s dick waving around the internet because even though I’m sure he took it down, someone still has it,” she says. “Nothing is completely deletable. I hope he never has a daughter than runs across it on YouTube or something.”

      “Very true. I hate to think of what the brothers have in store for him for the holidays. They already play pranks but what he did gives them fodder for years to come.”

      We finally arrive at the restaurant and once I’ve parked, I help her off before locking our helmets up in the saddlebags. As we walk in, I tuck a stray lock of hair behind her ear and place a kiss on her temple. She raises startled eyes to me, and I wink at her as we finally arrive at the hostess stand. “I’ve got reservations for two,” I tell the hostess who is eye-fucking me as if I don’t have a woman on my arm standing next to me.

      “Right this way, sir,” she replies, grabbing two menus and walking through the restaurant to a booth in the back. When Gypsy sits down, I slide into the booth next to her and throw my arm over her shoulders. I’m trying to ignore the hostess, who hasn’t quit eye-fucking me, and show her I already have what I desire most. My Gypsy, the woman I dream of each and every night when my eyes close. My dreams consist of nothing outside of her. “Your server will be with you in a minute,” the hostess finally says. She shoots Gypsy a snide glare and I make a mental note to either speak with a manager before we leave or call back and advise them of how their hostess acts. This one is most certainly not a class act that you’d think would greet you as you enter the establishment.

      “Do you know what you’re going to want?” I ask Gypsy, who’s busy looking at the menu. She’s given me no indication at this point that she’s even noticed the way the stupid bitch was acting. I’m not sure if she’s really that blind to her surroundings, or if she’s working hard to not let it affect her.

      “Luca, this place is too expensive! We don’t have any real business yet,” she hisses. I really have to work hard to not roll my eyes. I feel like we’ve had this conversation daily. At this point, she sounds like Charlie Brown’s teacher… wah, wah, wah...wah, wah. I’m not sure if I should even be paying attention anymore or ignore her so she’ll drop it and not make it a bone of contention between us.

      Deciding I should say something, if nothing more than to just pass the time I open my mouth and speak. “Honey girl, I’ve got this. You order whatever you want, okay?” I grab the pitcher of water and pour us each a glass. I know she’ll want lemon, but at least we’ve got something until our server arrives. Any time she drinks water, it has a flavored shaker in it, or an entire lemon. Apparently, water is the devil’s work that our bodies must have. She lets everyone know that it sucks because it’s not flavored. I personally needed it for my body’s survival while overseas, so flavored or not, it doesn't bother me to drink.

      “If you’re sure,” she replies, her teeth biting her lower lip. I hold back my groan because seeing her do that has my dick hardening. A-fucking-gain.

      “Positive. Trust me, Gypsy, I’ll always be able to take care of you.” She doesn’t need to know that I’m basically financially set for life. She could stay home, knit, raise the kids and join a book club and we’d still have money to leave behind when we leave this earth.

      

      
        
        Gypsy

      

      

      

      This is the nicest restaurant I’ve ever been to in my entire life and I’m worried that I’ll say or do something that will embarrass Luca. He might be a biker, but he has a presence about him, probably from his time in the military as well as the manners his mom forced upon him growing up, that exudes from him. I discreetly glance around and notice that many of the people sitting around us have their napkins on their laps, so I pull mine out and lay it gently and gracefully across mine. Fuck, what do I do with all of these forks that are sitting here?

      The server arriving interrupts my inner monologue and before I know it, we’ve placed our drink and dinner orders. As our server leaves, he says, “I’ll be back with your wine and some lemons for your water in just a moment, miss.”

      “Thank you.” I use the manners that I taught myself.

      “You’re so beautiful, Gypsy,” Luca says out of nowhere, catching me off guard.

      “You’re not so bad yourself,” I shyly respond.

      “We make a good-looking couple,” he teases.

      “Yeah, about that. Aren’t we due a particular conversation?” I bring up. I’m tired of waiting and feel as though I’m walking a thin line.

      “Not sure this is the place, exactly,” he responds. He’s been avoiding this discussion for weeks and I feel uncomfortable. Every time I bring it up, he changes the conversation and I’m done with waiting. I mean, he holds my hand and will occasionally kiss my forehead or the top of my head, but what exactly does that mean? I need some clarity, I need to know if I need to put some walls up to protect my heart, or if I’m free and clear to let him have a place in it.

      “Just trying to clarify what we are to one another is all,” I say. “I mean, I know we’re friends and I’m beyond grateful for that, but if that’s all we are, I don’t want to keep you from finding someone else to date.” My throat feels tight and I will myself not to cry. He’s come to mean so much to me that just the thought of him with another woman is devastating.

      At my words, he turns slightly so he’s facing me and says, “You’re mine, Gypsy. Have been since I pulled into that convenience store you and Lucy were at.” This doesn't exactly explain things so that I understand the meaning behind the words.

      “But what does that mean, Luca?” I need him to define this like the dictionary would for a word. I need to be taught his biker type lingo, his whole general ‘you are mine’ isn’t working for me.

      He tilts my chin up so I can’t avoid his stare and states, “What it means is that we’re a couple. I know you don’t fully understand what it means for a biker to claim an old lady, but in my world, it’s the same as being married. And, for your information, eventually, you’ll wear my rings.” What the fuck! Isn't this just a bit too much too fast? We’ve literally known each other a handful of weeks.

      I am floored by his words. Never in my wildest dreams did I think that anyone would want me on a long-term basis. My mother always told me that I wasn’t good for more than a one-night stand. I believed her since every man I looked at ran far away as fast as they could after being in my company longer than two days...maximum. I just figured I’d be that old cat lady, sitting on a front porch swing, petting each one with all the love and care only their momma could provide. “I feel like I need a thesaurus here, Luca. I’m not comprehending everything the way you’re hoping I am. I understand the whole ‘old lady’ thing, I just don’t get why. I’m nothing like your mother and the other women. My mother has ruined me, I’m a broken shell of a woman.”

      “You absolutely are fucking not!” he shout-whispers, his nose firmly pressed to mine. The frustration is clear on his face.

      “Luca, you have no idea,” I murmur. “None at all.”

      “Then you need to share it with me so I can help carry that burden and show you that what you learned was false.”

      “I’m not ready yet. I need more time, Luca. I’ll get there, I will...just not right now okay? Don’t you think all of this is sudden?” I blurt.

      “I’ll be here when you are, Gypsy. That’s a promise,” he whispers in my ear. “And no, I don’t think it’s sudden. If you ask me, we aren’t moving quick enough.” I go to reply, and he winks at me and wiggles his eyebrows at me.

      “Not quick enough? You basically just Tarzaned me, married me without a ring, and beat your chest for all to see! That is the definition of moving too fast in my book, Luca. What if...what if we’re not, you know, compatible?” My chest is heaving up and down with the heavy breaths I’m taking.

      “Tarzaned you?” he questions with mischief in his voice. “What does that mean?” he repeats my earlier query.

      “Luca!” I sigh out a hot breath. “You know what it means. Me Tarzan, you Jane.” I beat my chest to prove my point.

      His eyes never leave my bouncing chest before he says, “I missed some of that, could you show me again?” I narrow my eyes to slits and give him my best fuck-off look. I know he saw that display. Especially seeing as his eyes are still glued to my chest.

      “Luca!” I snap my fingers in his face. “My eyes are up here.” I take my forefinger and swirl it around the air in the general location of my face.

      “Your eyes are beautiful; I’m not denying that. But, I’m quite enjoying my current view too.” I find myself annoyed by his statement...it’s such a man thing to say.

      “If you’re trying to impress me, Luca, you need to try a little harder.” I hold my fingers up and have a small space left between the two.

      “Do I really need to impress you, Gypsy? I could’ve sworn I’ve proven to you over and over again how much I want you in my life and I’ve not been subtle about wanting you in my bed.”

      “No, you most certainly have not,” I emphatically respond. “We haven’t even kissed yet!”

      “We can remedy that tonight if you’d like.” He playfully smacks his lips at me. I have to place my hand over my mouth so he doesn’t see the smirk and hidden laugh on my face. I don’t want him to think this is all jokes and games. I need him to be completely up front and honest with me.

      “We’ll see. Depends on how the date goes, after all.” His eyes widen at my words but in reality, there’s no way in hell I won’t let him kiss me later. I’ve been dreaming of how his lips will feel against mine and I’m pretty sure that the actual event will far surpass anything my imagination has conjured up.

      “Guess I need to up my game then, huh?” he questions. I start to feel a little bad and decide I’ll throw him a bone.

      “Luca, honestly, this has been one of the best dates I’ve ever been on. I’m just worried that we’re moving too fast is all. We’ve become good friends and I don’t want to fuck that up.”

      “The way I see it, I find something new to like about you every single day. I don’t see that changing, even if I find something I don’t particularly like, if that makes sense. I’ve come to care a lot about you, and I want to see where it goes. I can’t say that I love you, at least not yet, but I know enough right now to say I want you as my old lady.” I feel like I’m dreaming because this is not my reality, at least not one I ever thought I’d have. I would reach over and pinch myself, but I’m afraid that if it turns out this is just a dream, I’d hate to wake myself up.

      “So you’re saying this won’t fuck our friendship up?” I need him to say it out loud and not just imply it.

      “I’ve always heard that friends make the best lovers. Guess we’ll be testing that theory out,” he replies before opening up the bread basket that the server just brought, pulling out a breadstick, putting it on a plate and putting it in front of me. I stare at his offering for a few minutes before I react. I’ve never had anyone take care of me the way that he does.

      “What if we’re not compatible? Like I said a few minutes ago, we haven’t even kissed.”

      “Baby, I’ve been in control of myself since I figured out what it meant when my dick got hard. You defy that control every single time I’m around you.” Giving in, I decide that I should go with my heart instead of my head and mentally agree that this is something that should be explored. I don’t want to look back one day and think about what could’ve been.
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      The rest of the date was, in a word, something dreams are made out of and as we ride back to the motel, I’m excited about what’s finally going to happen. He pulls into the parking lot and parks, then helps me off. We walk over to my room and he holds his hand out for my key. Once he’s unlocked the door, he turns and says, “Let’s walk Lucy really quick.”

      Lucy, hearing her name, rolls over from where she was sleeping on the floor and stares at us. When he clicks his tongue, she wags her tail but doesn’t move. He looks at her and states, “Lucy, come.”

      I watch as she huffs then walks over to us. He puts her leash on and then we walk back out and over to her spot. “I see you got smart about her last time out at night,” I tease, as he unclips her leash and tells her to go.

      “She’s something else, Gypsy. I swear, she’s a tiny person on four legs wearing a fur coat.”

      “She’s been my best friend for eight years,” I murmur.

      “We need to talk about that then, because it bothers me that you consider a pet to be your best friend.” I don’t want to tell him that’s one of the most embarrassing things anyone has ever said to me.

      “Why? She’s the one who has been with me during the worst times in my life. She never really complains. She listens to my hurts and the good things and all she asks for are a belly rub, a comfy pillow and treats.” I don’t know why I’m so adamantly defending my ‘relationship’ with my dog to him. He makes me feel crazy sometimes.

      “You have me now, too, Gypsy. Just saying, though, I may want more than a belly rub, and I won’t promise not to complain if the situation calls for it, but I’m here. How did you get her, anyway?” I know my face turns bright red when I think about other things that may require my attention. Then I remember his question and decide a distraction is in order, so I answer.

      I smile as I remember that day. “I was walking home from a babysitting job and I saw a box off to the side of the road. As I passed it, I heard a noise and decided to check it out when a little black nose popped out of the box. Lucy, as well as three other puppies, had been tossed in the box and thrown away like garbage. She was so tiny I was scared that she wouldn’t make it, because two of her siblings didn’t. But one of my neighbors was involved in animal rescue and she helped me get her seen at the vet then showed me how to bottle feed her until she was old enough to eat puppy food.” In a way, I felt like the reason she lived and flourished was because of my love and the way I cared for her and encouraged her to thrive. I never let her feel as if giving up was an option. She is like my child; I love her as much as I would if I’d given birth to her myself.

      “How did you come up with her name?” he asks, his hand stroking mine. Oh, this is a story I’m sure he’ll have fun with...especially when I explain what her name was when I believed she was the opposite sex.

      “I started calling her Lucifer while walking home the day that I found her, not realizing that she was a girl at the time. I didn’t name her siblings because I had an immediate attachment to her and knew I was keeping her. When my neighbor got me to the vet later that day, the vet told me she was female, so I changed her name to Lucy.” I shrug my shoulders not wanting to see what he thinks about me mistaking her for a he. They do have different parts of the anatomy that determine the difference, only I’d never had experience with animals, so I had no clue how to tell the difference with such a young pup.

      I watch as he throws his head back laughing, my mouth going dry as I see his throat moving. “She’s been a faithful companion to you,” he says, still chuckling.

      “Yeah, she has,” I agree, my gaze roaming to where she’s now nosing around. She’s such a nosey little thing, she needs to take in every scent she passes and is a bossy old lady.

      “Lucy, finish up!” he calls out and I swear I see her glare at him. She’s a little shit, that’s for sure. I watch in amazement as she does what he says because she seldom listens to me. Not that she’s a bad dog, she’s just got her own way of doing things.

      As she trots back over to where we’ve been standing, he lets my hand go and crouches down to clip her leash back onto her collar. Once he stands, he grabs my hand again and laces our fingers, then walks us back over to my room. I hand over my key, which seems to be his thing, and wait as he unlocks the door before stepping inside. Lucy, now ‘empty’, runs over to the area I’ve been feeding her at and proceeds to take a drink and then eat a little of her dry food. She does this every night, so I don’t bother to say anything to admonish her. I wouldn’t want anyone to tell me when I can and can’t have something to eat and drink; I refuse to give her certain ‘meal’ times. What if at that time I declare she doesn’t want anything. That’s just cruel and unusual punishment in my eyes. Every parent parents their animals differently, I choose to allow mine to get what she needs when she wants it.

      “C’mere, Gypsy,” he says, his voice low. I feel my insides shiver a bit as I hear it and sense my body responding.

      “Why?” I hesitantly ask, even as I slowly, unconsciously, shuffle my feet to where he stands waiting. Does he have some sort of spell over me? Why in the hell can’t I stop myself from heading in his direction? Maybe I really am losing my mind and going crazy. No one should have this sort of influence over another. And, now I’m talking to myself – I’m checking myself in for a mental evaluation first thing Monday morning.

      

      
        
        Luca

      

      

      

      My thoughts run rampant wondering what decision she’s going to make when I request her to come to me. I want, no I need, for her to make the decision for herself. I don’t want her to ever look back and think that I forced her to do something she wasn’t ready for.

      “Luca,” she breathlessly says as she heads for me. Once we’re standing toe to toe, I lean down, but don’t touch her. “Luca?” she looks confused, but I want her to fight to feel the touch of my lips upon hers.

      “Take what you want, Gypsy-girl,” I encourage her.

      “What I want. What if I don’t know what I want?” she questions me.

      “You know, Gypsy. Look into your heart and let it lead you.” To me, I want to tack on the end of that sentence, but don’t.

      “It is always confused and has a one-track mind when it comes to you, Luca.” She shyly looks up at me beneath her long, thick lashes.

      “I don’t understand your statement.” I crinkle my eyes at her, trying to understand what she’s trying to say but isn’t.

      “I think you’ve cast a spell upon it, Luca. It wants nothing but to be beside you, connecting to you. I always wonder what you’re doing when I’m not around you. What you’re thinking, feeling...it runs on a continuous loop. I’m just not sure how I’m supposed to feel about that.” This woman, she may not realize it, but she just gave me everything I’ve been needing to hear. She needs to learn that not everyone is going to betray her or her trust.

      “You just have to feel, Gypsy. There is no rhyme or reason for love, trust, relationships, friendships...etc. My loyalty to you is infinite. In time, you will learn to listen to your heart instead of fighting it. I’m not going anywhere...as long as it takes, Gypsy, I’m here. Believe in me, you, us,” I whisper as she swallows deeply. I watch as her throat gulps and wish my lips were on her skin.

      “Luca,” she breathes out. I see the hope lighting her eyes at my words and am about to say something when she leans up on her tiptoes and lightly brushes her lips against mine. Electricity flows through my body. The zip that travels from my lips to my crotch has my control slipping.

      Done.

      She’s mine.

      I pull her close and when she goes to step back, I deepen the kiss, slanting my head as one of my hands cradles her head while my tongue lightly traces her bottom lip. Her soft sigh has me taking the kiss from an innocent perusal to scorching hot. After long minutes where we explore one another, our tongues duel as her hands roam up and down my back, I realize that I need to slow us down some, so she doesn’t feel like we have to go further than a simple kiss.

      Although if I’m being honest, there was nothing simple about the kiss we just shared. No, I haven’t grown a pussy or anything, but something deep inside of me settled when our lips met. I thought that would be the case, but knowing that it’s now a reality, a subconscious concern is now laid to rest.

      When we finally break apart, I rest my forehead on hers and work to hide my grin at how breathless we both sound. “I had a good time tonight, Luca,” she states.

      “Me, too, Gypsy. What are your plans for tomorrow?” I want to spend every possible second with her that I can, which sounds lame to my own ears when I consider that we do spend a great deal of time together already. Whatever.

      “I need to give Lucy a bath and trim her nails, go to the laundromat to do some laundry. You know, the basic errands that an adult runs on the weekends.” My smile grows wide when I realize she’s teasing me. She’s usually so serious, that when she lets go and lets those walls down, she blows my mind. I want to see this side of her every day for the rest of my life.

      “Want some help?” I’m already chuckling envisioning how the little dog will react to being bathed. I can’t help but wonder who wears more water with bath time, Lucy or her owner? I really do want to see how this plays out.

      “If you’re offering, then absolutely,” she replies. “I gotta warn you, Lucy likes water and is a pain in the ass to get out of the tub once she’s finally in there. Beforehand, she screams and it sounds like she’s being killed.” I have a hard time believing such a small, sweet little girl, would be capable of making the noises she’s accusing her of doing.

      “Are you serious?” I glance over to the little doggy bed that Lucy is currently asleep in, her head lolling to the side and tongue hanging out. She’s like a two-year-old, she’s cute as fuck while sleeping, but a demanding beast when she’s wide awake.

      “Just you wait if you don’t believe me!” She giggles a little and I find myself grinning down at her before I lean in and kiss her softly. Now that I’ve tasted her flavor on my tongue, I have plans on it becoming an hourly occurrence. She is delicious, and I have a sweet tooth at all times.

      “Better let you head to bed then, beautiful, because it sounds like we’ve got a busy day,” I tease. I need to get out of this room before I toss her up against the wall and have my way with her. Somehow, I doubt she’d appreciate our first time to happen while I’m roughly handling her. Maybe our second, or even third, but definitely not the first. I want to savor that one and wring every ounce of pleasure I can out of her, so she knows how infinitely precious she is to me.

      “Okay, Luca. Thanks again.” Turning toward the door to leave, I adjust my aching cock in my pants. This seems to be a daily thing anytime she’s here. Looks like a shower, my hand and a bar of soap are my company tonight.

      “The pleasure’s all mine, Gypsy. See you in the morning.” It comes out hoarsely because I’m doing everything I can to walk in a straight line out of this room. I once again find myself bowlegged, this time it isn’t because she’s made my balls her bitch.
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      Something wakes me from a deep sleep. I sit up in my bed, reach over into my nightstand drawer and pull out my gun. I may not know what it is that woke me, but it can’t be good if it pulled me out of the dream I was having. I hear it again and tilt my head to the side to try and distinguish where it is coming from. It’s a light, rapping sound.

      “Luca?” I hear my woman whisper my name through the closed door.

      “Gypsy?” I question back. Shaking my head in admonishment, I get up off the bed and head for her. Of course, it’s her, who else would it be, dipshit, I scold myself as my feet pick up the pace.

      “Luca, the power is out and there’s a thunderstorm that’s shaking my windows and scaring Lucy to death,” she tells me as I pull the door open in a rush.

      “What do you mean the power’s out?” I ask as I look over at the alarm clock and see that it’s dark. Just then a loud boom strikes causing me to startle and her to jump into my arms. Arms that find themselves opening to hold her close to me. “It’s okay, Gypsy.”

      “It’s not! The world sounds like it’s coming to an end! I don’t like thunder; I don’t like storms of any type. Can I please come in and stay with you?” she asks. It’s then that I see something roaming in the parking lot in front of my door. What the fuck? I look harder and nearly laugh out loud, the only reason I don’t is because I don’t want to upset my girl any more than she already is.

      “Lucy, you look like a damned drowned rat, get your ass in here, girl,” I call her name and whistle, gaining her attention. “Come on, girl.” I walk backwards, keeping my eye on Lucy as I carry Gypsy further into the room. They are both soaking wet and I need to get some towels and dry them off. I won’t be a happy man if my woman ends up with a summer cold. I need her nice and healthy since I have plans for us that I don’t want broken. I plan on taking her to the clubhouse and showing her around. Maddox and his crew will have it finished in two weeks’ time. Her being sick is not in the hand of cards life needs to deal.

      “Lucy, now!” Gypsy hollers out, and I instinctively pull her close. There’s a shiver in her voice and I don’t like it. I’m a protective motherfucker by nature, but it’s stronger with her than anyone I’ve ever cared about. “I swear sometimes that dog snickers at me when I give her a command,” she huffs out in irritation. “I just need her for once to do as she’s told when she’s told to do it.”

      “Sounds like she’s a lot like her owner,” I jokingly say.

      “No. Please say you didn’t just go there? I’m so disappointed in you, Luca.” She dramatically sighs, a telling tell that she’s blowing smoke out her ass with that statement. “I mean, if you’re going to compare the two of us, can’t you go with something funnier? That was lame, Luca.” I slowly slide her down my body as I walk around her and shut the door. I won’t think about the fact that all I’m wearing is a pair of boxers. They do nothing to hide the tenting of the material from my dick standing at attention from her. Nope, not at all. I watch as Lucy goes over to my dirty clothes pile, moves it around with her paws, and settles herself there like it is her own personal bed.

      Walking up behind my woman, I wrap my arms around her waist and pull her body into mine. “Lame? I’ve been accused of a lot of things in this life, Gypsy, but I have to say it’s a first for being accused of that.” I make sure my voice comes out husky as my eyes roll into the back of my head once her smell hits my senses. I breathe in more deeply, trying to imprint it into my soul. Something that I find happens with her a lot, she owns me, and when she finally realizes it, I’m completely and utterly fucked. I will no longer belong to myself, everything I am, everything I have, will all belong to her. That thought should scare the ever-loving fuck out of me, and I’m shocked to find that it doesn’t.

      “Luca? Is everything alright?” she asks me, bring me out of my musings.

      “Yeah, everything is perfect,” I state, clearing my throat. I walk around her and head to the bathroom. First order of business is to talk my dick back into his sleeping form. Second, get towels, get them dried off, and get to bed to where I can envision Nan in her birthday suit so that my dick doesn’t rise to attention throughout the night as she rests in my arms. Because now that she’s here, she’s not going anywhere tonight.

      As I have my dick in my hand, aimed in the toilet, the door slams open and Gypsy’s standing there, her chest heaving up and down rapidly. “It-it’s thundering again,” she cries out. As I go to tuck myself back inside of my boxer shorts, a burst of lightning strikes, and once again, I have my arms full of Gypsy and her luscious, curvy, sexy body. Fucking hell, when does my dick get a break? It won’t happen with her rounded ass held in my hands, that’s for damn sure.

      “I won’t let anything happen to you,” I reassure her.

      “I hate loud noises, enclosed spaces, and the fucking rain!” she hollers, nearly causing me to go deaf since her mouth is next to my ear.

      “Where I can appreciate your dilemma, I seem to have one myself.” I try to go for the nonchalant attitude.

      “Wh-what’s your issue, Luca?” she asks, leaning back to where she can look at me.

      “Well, you see, I was sorta taking a piss when you burst through the door. Thinking I need to put Luca Jr. away. That is unless you need his support too.” I go for the funny factor. Trying to get her mind on anything other than the storm surrounding us.

      “Luca!” Her entire body turns a shade of red I’ve never seen before, something I catch when the lightning flashes once again. Her hand flies through the air as she slaps my shoulder and her forehead scrunches together – all signs of embarrassment. I find she gets physically abusive when she gets teased. Which is fine, because she doesn’t do it with malicious intent, she does it in frustration. I know that I’m a character, and in time she’ll get used to it and grow some thicker skin. She’ll have to or Tig will eat her alive.

      

      
        
        Gypsy

      

      

      

      “Ummm...I don’t know what to say to that,” I reply as I look up, finding his bathroom ceiling quite appealing. Well, as much as I can see since we’ve got no electricity, that is.

      “Gypsy? Look at me, baby.” I hear the humor in his voice.

      “I’d prefer not to, thank you very much,” I affirm.

      “Gypsy, there’s nothing to be embarrassed about here. Please look at me, baby.” His begging has me finally giving in and looking down.

      “I’m so sorry, Luca. Storms have a tendency to bring out the little girl in me,” I defend myself.

      “Don’t do that. Don’t apologize when you’ve done nothing wrong. Do you think since the thunder and lightning has let up a little bit, you could wait in the bedroom for me?” I want to say no, I want to tell him that I’d feel better just staying in his arms, but I know that he’s showing me respect by not pushing things further than what we’ve already done.

      “Do-um, do you have something dry I could wear to bed?” I question.

      “I do, can you give me a minute and I’ll get you something and help you dry Lucy off?” It just now dawns on me, that I’m a soaking, wet mess.

      “Oh, Luca. I can’t believe I jumped into your arms when not only you’re holding your dick out for all to see, but I do so a drowned mess!” I swear I’m nothing more than a disaster waiting to happen.

      “Baby, never said I minded that you were wet,” he teases, chuckling a little bit. “I’ll be right out, okay?” I nod so he sets me back on my feet and I step out of the bathroom, feeling my heated cheeks at the fact that I was, for all intents and purposes, wrapped around his nearly naked body. I walk over to where Lucy is and when I realize that she’s laying on his clothes, I nearly have a damn heart attack.

      “Lucy,” I whisper-hiss, “get off his clothes! You’re not being a very good girl right now.” She completely ignores me, burrowing further underneath the shirt that I recognize from earlier in the night. When I realize that, once again, she’s not going to mind me, I give up. I don’t want to sit on the bed because I’m wet, so I find myself pacing around the room while I wait for Luca to come back out of the bathroom.

      “Gypsy? You need to get dried off before you get sick, baby,” he states, coming up to me and handing me a towel. I take it and he goes over to the dresser and pulls out a t-shirt and a pair of his boxers, before leading me back to the bathroom, handing me his phone. I go to say something when I realize that he’s activated the flashlight app so I can actually see where I’m going and what I’m doing.

      “Thanks, Luca,” I murmur, closing the door. I quickly strip out of all my clothes, hanging them on his shower rod, because I was soaked to the skin, then dry off and slip on the boxers before pulling the t-shirt over my head. I take the towel and run it through my hair trying to get it a little dry. When it hits me that it’s a hopeless situation, I hang the towel up as well and leave the bathroom, his phone in hand.

      I start laughing when the light hits Luca and Lucy. He’s on the floor next to the pile of clothes with her wrapped up in a towel as he dries her. She’s making the happy noises she has whenever she’s enjoying something. “I see she has you wrapped too,” I tell him, kneeling next to him. “I’m sorry she got into the clothes.” I’m nervous, I don’t want him to have any excuses to kick me out of his room. He’s my safe place, my safety net so to say, and I need to be with him tonight. He may not know it yet, but he’s become my home, my salvation, my reason to keep putting one foot in front of the other. He’s the oxygen to my lungs. The Tarzan to my Jane, I could go on for hours with analogies, but I need to convince him that Lucy isn’t really Lucifer’s love child.

      “No worries, that’s the dirty clothes pile,” he tells me, his smile flashing at me. I feel my belly flutter because he has the capacity to destroy me. Only, instead of running away, I’m pretty much standing here with my arms wide open and I can’t give that first fuck.

      He stands and reaches his hand out to me to help me up. Once I’m standing as well, he walks me over to the bed and motions for me to get in. “I’m going to grab something clean for her so she has a dry bed to lay on,” he tells me.

      “Okay,” I reply, scooting over to the other side of the bed where it’s obvious he wasn’t sleeping. Another flash of lightning shows him moving around the room, fashioning a makeshift bed for Lucy from the extra pillow he grabbed out of the closet. I watch him pick her up and place her on it, then see her lick his face before she snuggles in and with a snuffle, closes her eyes. She does a little shiver and I see him walk back to the bathroom. When he comes back, I see him unfolding another clean towel. He then covers her up and I swear she does a little doggy sigh. Fucking dog is trying to steal my man. I have to keep a closer eye on the little hussy. I swear she eye-fucks Luca as he gets up to walk away. I narrow my eyes at her but as usual my dirty looks do nothing to dissuade her from what she wants. Doesn’t take much to make her happy, obviously. Just the attention of this man who is now striding back toward the bed.

      I feel like I might hyperventilate when he proceeds to climb in next to me, then pulls me closer so my head is on his shoulder and his arm is wrapped around me. The remnants of the aftershave he put on for our date teases my senses and I breathe in and out a few times, committing it to memory.

      The storm that had lessened in intensity seems to ramp back up and I find myself jumping at each clap of thunder that booms outside. “I got you, Gypsy,” he whispers, rubbing my shoulder and upper arm in a soothing, mindless pattern. I need a distraction, to think about something else that has nothing to do with the weather that has me shaking in my skin.

      “Talk to me, Luca. Tell me about your family, how it was growing up. Fuck, anything, please,” I beg. I know about Braxton, Cara, Lily, Layne, Landon and Nan. Only the basics, I want to know him and his family on a much deeper level.

      “What do you want to know?” he asks. Would it be rude to say anything? Because I don’t give a fuck what he tells me, as long as it’s important in his eyes, it will mean the world in my own. I guess I need to lead him in this conversation and ease my curiosity while we’re at it.

      “Do you have other grandparents besides Nan and Gino?” Other than my mother and of course, the father she told me never wanted kids, I have no blood family. Well, I’ve got a cousin, but I haven’t seen her in years, not since her folks passed away. So knowing he comes from such a large family, I want to know it all.

      I feel him tense up slightly before he nods. “Y’know that Braxton adopted me when he married my mom, right?”

      “Yeah,” I say, my voice a bit cautious because I can’t identify the vibe that’s radiating off him right now. It’s not anger, annoyance or frustration, it’s something on the other side of the spectrum, something I’ve never felt before.

      “Well, my mom was a widow. My biological father died when I was a little kid. My mom’s parents are still alive, but they live near where we used to, as does my uncle, although he comes and visits when he can. Anyhow, my ‘biological father's’ parents, they treated my mom like shit. When she got involved with my dad, they felt that they could do so much better and they tried to take me from her. What they ended up doing was nearly killing me, Lily and Ralynn when they hit us all with a car.”

      “They tried to steal you?” I can’t believe someone would think Cara was anything but wonderful and I’m equally parts horrified at what he’s already said and angry at how people I don’t know treated someone I’ve come to care a great deal about. “What...what happened to them?” My voice is barely above a whisper. My heart hurts for what he, his sister and his best friend went through at such a young age.
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      I can’t believe I’m having to talk about this bullshit. I haven’t thought about those people since the day they hit us. In my eyes, they are dead and never existed. My parents made me do some therapy, I have no idea why; the event never affected me in any negative manner. I told the therapist; I told my parents and now I’m gonna tell my old lady. “I have no feelings whatsoever when it comes to the Jensen’s. They were nasty, cruel, stuck-up pieces of shit that I never cared for. I had amazing parents, a sister that I adored, a best friend that I still think of as the closest person to me in my life. I love them all and felt all of that back ten-fold. As far as what happened to them, the stupid fucks are exactly where they belong. Mr. Jensen is in the ground, and the only way I’d go visit his grave is to spit on it. Mrs. Jensen, last I heard, she was in a comatose state in a hospital. Someone in the joint didn’t appreciate her attitude and beat the fucking shit out of her. Well-deserved if you ask me. Now, I know that I should be boo-hooing here, but that’s not me. It may seem cruel and unusual for you to hear that they never cross my mind, but it’s the God’s honest truth. As far as I’m concerned, Nan is my father’s mother.”

      “It sounds like they brought what they got onto themselves. I’m glad you have Nan and Gino, as well as your mom’s parents, even if you don’t see them all that much.”

      “You know Gino’s really my step-grandpa, right?” Not that I give two shits if he was a ‘real’ or a ‘step’, because ever since he came into Nan’s life, he’s acted like he’s been there since the day we all were conceived, treating each of us as if we are his.

      “Never would have guessed that by the way he treats all of y’all.” I’ve been pretty damn lucky in the family department. I couldn’t ask for a better dad, grandparents, aunts, uncles, cousins and siblings. It makes me sad for my girl that she’s an only child. Having my sister Lily so close in age, then the twins, I never felt alone.

      “That’s Gino. He loves all of us because we’re Nan’s, and honestly, that’s what all adults should do for the kids that are in their lives because nitpicking it to death and saying shit like someone’s a step-this or adopted-that is fucking ridiculous. Trust me, baby, our family is huge and is made up of biological, married-in, and adopted kids, and not one of the adults in our lives treated us as if we were anything but ‘blood born’ so know that your family has expanded by leaps and bounds.”

      “I bet it was fun when y’all were little.” The storm ramps up yet again and she jumps, snuggling even closer to me. I don’t mind because having her in my arms is fucking awesome.

      “Well...we couldn’t get away with shit, that’s for damn sure. Regardless of who saw it, we got corrected if needed and let me tell you, having my Aunt DJ give me a lecture, to tell me that she was disappointed in something I’d done, made me toe the line. Our uncles had no problem correcting things, although they might use an alternative method. That’s not to say we were physically disciplined all the time because we weren’t, only if we really and truly needed it. Again, that didn’t happen too often because they preferred us to endure ‘natural consequences’ to whatever it was that we’d done wrong. Said it was far more effective for us to learn the hard way instead of them punishing us. Just saying, Gypsy, we’ve all turned out good, so I plan to do the same with any kids you and I have down the road.”

      “Kids?” she squeaks out in astonishment. “Luca, we haven’t even...you know, done the deed yet, and you’re talking about having babies?” She sounds so shocked that I have a hard time keeping a straight face. I’ve told her she’s mine, I’ve said I’m not going anywhere. To me, it seems like a natural progression of the direction our life and relationship is headed. Her doubts in me, in us, is starting to grate on my nerves. At some point here really soon, she needs to get on the same page as I am and believe in what I say to her.

      “Not right away, of course,” I reply, leaning down and kissing her nose. “I want you to myself for a few years first because I suspect that it’ll take that long to go through the list of everything I wanna do to you.” And boy oh boy does that list grow by the hour, hell who the fuck am I kidding, it changes and expands by the minute.

      “Luca, I don’t want to beat a dead horse, but I swear to God, a man, kids, a good life...none of that was something I ever dreamed of or anything.” Well, I also wasn’t around to help her make new dreams and work to make them come true. Not to toot my own horn here or anything, but she needs to recognize that I’m her man, and as her man, I won’t allow her to have anything less than perfection in her life. Her days of struggling and low self-esteem are coming to an abrupt end. I won’t let her sit around and pity herself or the life she’s had. From this point on, it’s one foot in front of the other and a life full of love, respect, honor and faithfulness.

      “I told you, baby, that I’d get you there. I haven’t lied to you yet and I don’t intend to start tonight. So you need to start dreaming because this is your life now.” I make a mental note to talk to my mom because I might have been a kid, but I remember how things were before my dad came along. I know Mom struggled with believing in what Dad was offering so maybe she’ll have some suggestions. Or, maybe I should go to Dad instead. Yeah, I’ll give him a ring. Because if I call Mom, she’ll tell Aunt DJ and the next thing I know, I’ll have all my aunts up here, all up in my business, and God knows, I don’t need or want that headache. I have enough of a fight on my hands with Gypsy, I don’t need the added stress of the aunts telling me how to get her down the aisle and pregnant with my baby. They’d even offer their words of wisdom on which positions provide you with which sex you’ll end up with.

      Trust me, I know because apparently, according to Ralynn, Aunt DJ had that particular talk with her and Jaxson, who then banned DJ from his house for an indefinite period of time. That was a year ago, and according to Rae, Jaxson still hasn’t lifted the ban. He is the one brother who is not scared of her trusted pliers. I on the other hand, enjoy all of my body parts exactly where they reside. Everything is still intact, and I plan on keeping it that way.

      “I do, Luca. Please don’t give up on me.” She’s barely speaking, and I can tell from her tone that she’s feeling embarrassed. I hate that after everything I’ve said to her and shown her, she still has insecurities about how I feel.

      I roll so that we’re now both on our sides, face-to-face, and lean in to cup her cheek with my hand. “Won’t happen, Gypsy. You’re stuck with me. Even if I get fat, go bald, or develop warts on my nose.” My words have their desired effect and she starts to giggle.

      “Luca?” she whispers. I kind of like that this storm brought her to me tonight because it feels like a lot of shit has been opened up and talked about. I’ve told her about myself, now, I need to get her to the point where she’ll open up to me. I’m ready for her to rid herself of her demons and start living her life for herself.

      “Yeah?” I say around a yawn. It’s been a long day, and the break in sleep has been great and all, seeing as my woman is wrapped in my arms, but my eyes are heavy lidded and just do not want to stay open so I can enjoy this moment for just a little bit longer.

      “Just saying,” she says and my lids pop back open, I can’t help but want to hear every word that leaves her mouth, “but if you get warts on your nose, we’ve got a helluva good insurance policy so you can get them removed.” And just like that, she has me cracking up with deep chuckles.

      “Goodnight, Gypsy.”

      “Night, Luca.”

      

      
        
        Gypsy

      

      

      

      My mind is a whirl of activity. Luca basically bared his soul for me, told me about the most tragic moment in his life, and I held on to the one thing that I’ve held tight to my chest...the entire reason I went to Texas in the first place.

      To confront my father.

      To find out where I came from.

      To find out why no one has ever wanted me.

      Only, I happened upon the best man I’ve ever met in my life. And now, I get to claim him as my own, just as he proclaims I’m his. I feel like a giddy teenager once that thought enters my mind. Then the guilt sets in and I have to get up and get away from him before it eats me alive. Slowly, I slide myself from under his arms. Knowing I need some time, but not wanting to disappear from him completely today, I decide to go get breakfast to show him appreciation for his compassionate nature he opened up and shared with me, once again, last night. I look over at Lucy, who just raises her head, lets out a doggy breath, and lays back down to sleep. Completely dismissing me, and since I’m not trying to wake Luca, I decide to let her be...for now. Rushing over to my room, I get some ‘appropriate’ clothes for in town running around on and fast walk out to my car. Looking up at the sky, it’s still dark and the smell of rain still lingers in the air.

      Not paying attention to where I’m walking, I end up planting a foot in a slick rain puddle and find myself slipping and landing on my back end. “Son-of-a-bitch!” I curse my luck. As I lay there on my back contemplating my luck and lack of finesse, I notice a shadow lingering over me.

      “What are you doing on the ground?” Luca asks as he leans over, sleep still evident in his voice and features. His hair is tussled, the short locks on top all laying in different directions.

      “Hey there, Luca. I’m just enjoying the cool breeze on my skin.” I go for humor since I don’t like to admit how clumsy I am.

      “Oh yeah? How is it from your position?” He tries to hide the chuckle forming in his throat from me, but I have to admit he’s not being very successful at doing so.

      “Are you making fun of me, Luca Callahan?” I inquire with a quirk of my eyebrow.

      “Who, me? Never.” He finally lets a laugh free as he holds his hand out to help me get up. As I go to take his hand, Lucy thinks we’re playing and jumps on top of my chest and begins licking my face.

      “Lucy!” I try to scold her but end up laughing so hard that my body shakes with it. Luca leans down and scoops her up, then once again holds his hand out to me to help me up. Now that I’m standing, he tugs me close and gives me a smacking kiss on the lips.

      “So what are you really doing up this early?” he asks as we make our way over to the pet ‘potty’ area where he puts Lucy down and she starts her early-morning stroll.

      “Thought I’d go grab us some breakfast,” I admit. He has me wrapped in his arms, my back to his front and I lean into him, sighing.

      “Uh, Gypsy,” he says as I wiggle closer. I’m a bit chilled since the storm that rolled through dropped the temperature. It has cooled off significantly and falling on my ass didn’t help the situation.

      “Yeah, Luca?” I close my eyes and enjoy his warmth as it seeps into my skin and bones.

      “You’re wet. Again.” Well fuck. I try to pull away and he tightens his hold. Leaning down, his lips brush the shell of my ear and he whispers, “I don’t mind you being wet, baby, but would rather it be for a more pleasurable reason.” I don’t know if I’ll ever get used to his bluntness.

      Shoot me now. How in the hell do I keep doing this to myself? His chuckle and the firmness I feel pressing into my lower back and ass let me know he’s serious about how I affect him. It makes me feel sexy, wanted, needed and like one of those heroines in the books I read about. Deciding I want to see how far I can go without his control ultimately snapping, I wiggle a little bit, he’s definitely endowed, and I hear him growl as he buries his head in my shoulder then nuzzles my neck. “Keep that up, baby, and we’re gonna be going someplace that I don’t think you’re ready for, yet.” I may be ready; I mean I’ve had several wet dreams with him as the star of each one of them.

      He’s right on the mark with that comment. I know as hot and sexy as he is, he’s probably had scores of women and the stupid, insecure part of me that seems to be taking center stage right now worries that I’ll be found lacking somehow. “Get out of your fucking head, Gypsy.”

      “How do you do that?” I question. “How are you in my head like that?”

      “I pay attention to you, baby. You’ve got some definite tells that let me know you’re thinking stuff that has no place in our relationship. You’re beautiful, smart, sexy as fuck, and the best thing of all? You’re my old lady.” Where compliments go, that one wasn’t bad if I say so myself. The words cause me to preen a little under his praise.

      Well, alrighty then. Diversion tactics won’t work on him, obviously, so instead, I ask, “What made you come out here? I was really quiet.”

      “Lucy. She made some huffing noise and it woke me up. When I realized you weren’t just in the bathroom, I decided that she must need to go outside and use the restroom. I knew you’d be back, since I had your dog. But let me tell ya, those noises she makes when she wants your attention are adorable.”

      “I don’t know that I’d use the word ‘adorable’ to describe her attention seeking noises, Luca,” I giggle. They sound like nails on a chalkboard to me and always cause me to cringe. But I love the little bitch, so I just accept it as one of those annoying things you can’t change about the ones you love.
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      Last night I came back to my room and noticed what appeared to be an abandoned car that I brushed off as nothing. But this morning I went for a ride and noticed the car still parked across the street. I found it odd but brushed it off since this time I noticed a woman sitting in the driver's side. She was looking down at something, which I presumed to be her phone. I assumed she’d had a night with a tenant at the motel. But what catches my attention, is it’s three hours later and the bitch is in the same clothes, and the car is in the same position as it was previously. Not liking the look of it, I drive by and as I do, I notice that this lady has binoculars glued to her face. I follow the line of direction to which they’re pointed and see my president and his old lady out in the parking lot.

      That has the hair raising on the back of my neck and my blood boiling. My president is not available to be someone’s personal public attraction, especially some bitch that ain’t his woman. He’s had no one-night stands since he returned home, since he waltzed in the clubhouse doors with a woman on his arm. He practically laid claim to her that day and hasn’t done anything that could hurt that potential relationship in any way. I circle the block and park my bike to where it can’t be seen. In an attempt to be inconspicuous, I trespass through a few yards and scale a few fences. I want to find somewhere to sit and observe this trespasser of ours in an attempt to figure out what it is she’s after. Is it Luca? Or could it possibly be his woman? I don’t know what to think, she’s a mystery at this point. One I intend to solve.

      Finding a bush that I can hide in that gives me the perfect vantage point to scope out the bitch, I squat and hide, all while keeping my vision zeroed in on her and her current actions. I deal with the binoculars without losing my shit, but when the dumb fuck pulls out a camera with a zoom lens, I finally relent and let the beast within me come out to play. I stand up from the bushes and stomp my way to the car. I have a one-track mind and that is to interrogate this person who feels threatening where my family is concerned, and no one fucks with what is mine. I’ve been used and fucked over by a stupid conniving bitch before. She hurt me and tried to destroy my family and I vowed then that I’d never let another woman have that much power in any of our lives. I fully plan to keep that promise I made to myself.

      When I reach the driver’s door, I pull it open with all of my strength, practically ripping it off the hinges in the process, I grab her by the back of her neck and haul her out of the car. I pin her body to the side with mine, we are chest-to-chest, toe-to-toe and nose-to-nose before I finally roar out, “Who the fuck are you and why are you so interested in my president?”

      “Wh-who um, is your president?” the bitch tries to play innocent.

      “Don’t fucking play games with me, woman, I’ve had someone teach it to me years ago. I won’t fall for you batting your eyes and pretending to be ignorant to what I’m talking about. Spill now, or I’ll take you somewhere you’ll never be found and force you to talk. What sounds better to you, plan A or plan B?” She smirks at me which angers me further. I’m not in the mood to have some bitch think she can laugh in my face when I’m as serious as a heart attack.

      “Hmm...I thought the Rebel Guardians didn’t believe in hurting women,” she happily responds, thinking she’s got one over me.

      “We don't. That is, we don’t as long as one of our members, family or club, aren’t being fucked with or threatened in any way. See those two you haven’t taken your eyes off of for nearly twenty-four hours now? That is my best friend, my president, and his old lady. They are protected at all costs no matter who the threat stems from. Male, female, cat, dog, unicorn – it doesn’t matter to us. Understand what I’m trying to say to you here?”

      “Yeah, I get it, Tig.” She emphasizes my name.

      “See, you have an advantage over me. You know my name, but I don’t know yours. That doesn’t seem to be very fair now, does it?” I tilt my head trying to tamp down my irritation, but her high-and-mighty attitude is doing nothing to ease that. If anything, she raises it to a boiling point, and I’m doing everything I can to not go overboard. If I snap, we’ll never get the answers of why she’s here and what the fuck she wants.

      “I think a girl should have some secrets. Don’t you agree, Tig?” Her smirk now reaches her eyes and I want to slam my mouth down on hers to shut her the fuck up. I’m fucking pissed, because she both irritates me and turns me on with her attitude. She watches as my eyes lower to her plump lips. She sticks her tongue out and licks them and I have to hold back the moan that wants to escape. I have to build a wall against this woman’s sexual prowess. She’s that wanton kind of woman you read about, she’s the kind of woman that your mothers tell you to run far away from and never look back. She reminds me of a black widow – she’ll get you in her grasp, string you up and leave you for dead. I’ve known women like her, fuck I nearly married a woman just like this, thank God I learned what a conniving bitch she was before we said our ‘I do’s’.

      “Alright, mystery woman, you want to do it this way, that’s fine with me. I need to practice my bondage skills anyways. Let’s go,” I say, pulling her through the parking lot with me. I scan the area and notice Luca and Gypsy in the dog park. Luca notices me and tilts his head at me the way I did her a few minutes ago. I shake my head no, indicating that this isn’t someone Gypsy needs to be introduced to or around.

      

      
        
        Tawny

      

      

      

      I’m amused as Tig drags me into his room. He talks a big game, trying to convince me that he is a big badass biker man. He may be, but not toward women. I willingly let him lead me toward a chair and tie me up. I’m not scared, if I was, there’s no way he’d get me tied down. He doesn’t know me, so he doesn’t know I was raised by an Army Ranger who taught me everything he knows, especially seeing as he wanted me to take over his business. He was the most sought-after personal investigator in the business. Self-defense, especially hand-to-hand combat is my specialty. No one’s been able to take me down when I’m unwilling to be brought down. “What are you planning to do with me?” I ask, playing the vulnerable, scared victim.

      “Whatever it takes to get you talking.” When he says this, I close my eyes and roll them behind the lids. I usually have the ability to wear a great poker face, but he’s so darn cute that I find him irresistible. Too bad he’s not really my type. I’ll never let him see that, however, instead I’ll continue to pretend to be what he’s expecting me to be.

      “I wasn’t doing anything wrong,” I try again.

      “Weren’t you though?” He looks intrigued by my sudden interest in holding a conversation with him.

      “Listen,” he says as he squats down in front of me, “I don’t particularly enjoy treating a woman like this. But I’m not convinced you aren’t a threat to my brothers nor my family; until I’m satisfied otherwise, you’re going to stay right where you are. Got it, sweetheart?” I hate terms of endearment, something he’s fixing to find out right now.

      “I’m not your sweetheart, honey bunches.” I blow him an air kiss.

      “I’m not liking you or your personality too much.” Like I haven’t heard that before. I’m not a girly-girl, I’m a bit of a bitch, and make no apologies for being so. Fuck anyone who doesn’t like me for who I am. I’m not really a team player anyways and don’t do well with making new friends. I don’t much like most people; I’ve seen too much in this business to consider anyone likeable. The only thing I’d like to do is nut punch most of the men and sterilize most of the women I track down and investigate.

      “I’ll be back, don’t go anywhere, sweetheart,” he emphasizes, pissing me off. Deciding that getting myself out of these ties is my best option, I begin twisting my fingers and inserting them into the loops he’s tied. This was a game my dad and I played while growing up. He was always scared of me being kidnapped or taken as revenge for his work. He took on the impossible cases, the cold ones that went years unsolved, the political ones that had him threatened daily. His fears have gotten me out of plenty of ‘touchy’ situations.

      Knowing that Tig took my keys out of my pocket earlier, I’m assuming that he is outside searching my car right about now. What this means is that here shortly, he’ll know who I am. Now, I have to figure out how much I’m willing to share with anyone who isn’t Gypsy...my cousin.
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      I hurry Lucy along then escort Gypsy to her room. “I’ll be right back, babe. I need to go speak with Tig. Figure out what you’d like to do for dinner while I’m away. We can order in or go out, it’s whichever you prefer.”

      “But Luca?” Shit.

      “Yeah?” I hurry and ask.

      “Umm...we haven’t even had breakfast yet. Are you okay?” My mind isn’t in the right place, the only thing I can keep my mind focused on is that woman and why Tig looked so irritated.

      “Shit, sorry, babe.” I decide to be honest with her, and state, “My mind is elsewhere.”

      “It’s okay. Is everything alright?” She looks worried and that’s a look I don’t want to see on her face.

      “Everything’s fine.” I hope and pray that I didn’t just tell her a lie.

      “Um, while you’re gone, I’m just gonna change my jeans since these are wet. Maybe we can do breakfast at the diner before we head to the laundromat?”

      “Sounds like a plan.” I know I’m distracted as fuck, but I’m hoping that whatever the hell is going on that has the hair on the back of my neck standing up on end turns out to be nothing serious. I have a feeling though, that whatever I do learn is going to change things. What things, I don’t know yet. As long as it doesn’t hurt my woman, everyone can live. I lean down and kiss her, then scratch Lucy behind her ears and say, “You behave, little missy.” She barks excitedly at me and turns around in a few circles. I’m so preoccupied that I don’t even chuckle at her exuberance.

      I walk through the door and begin to head down the walkway to Tig’s room when I notice him briskly walking across the street. “Tig! Wait up,” I holler as I jog to catch up with him.

      “Hey. I thought you’d be staying with Gypsy,” he responds as he waits while I catch up with him.

      “She’s in the room.” I throw my thumb over my shoulder indicating the direction I left her in. “Where are we going?”

      “The woman. The one I took to my room. Something’s up with her,” he informs me.

      “Explain that to me, Tig.”

      “I first noticed her car last night when I pulled into the motel. Then for a second time this morning, only this time she was sitting in the driver's seat. I just initially assumed that she’d just finished with a one-nighter or something. But when I made my way back hours later, she was still in the same spot. Same clothes, same exact position, only this time, she was wearing a pair of binoculars. They were aimed at you and Gypsy, man,” he says running his fingers through his hair.

      “What the fuck?” The anger mixed with fear at his words explodes from my mouth and I immediately want to find this woman and use extreme measures to find out what the hell she’s doing watching the two of us.

      “Got her keys, let’s go see if we can figure out who the hell we’re dealing with here,” he states, holding out a key ring.

      “Absofuckinlutely,” I growl out. We reach the car and he unlocks it so we can hopefully identify just who the fuck we’re dealing with right now.

      Tig sees a purse on the front floorboard and grabs it before searching for a wallet. “I kind of feel weird doing this,” he admits. “Mom always stressed that no man should ever go through a woman’s purse, y’know?”

      “Think she’d agree, to it under these circumstances,” I advise, as I still look through the backseat. It’s relatively neat considering that Tig mentioned he saw it sitting there. A small cooler is filled with several bottles of water, protein shakes, as well as some lunchmeat. Containers with cut up fruit and nuts round out the cooler.

      “Fields?” Tig scratching his head, asks, “Why the fuck does this chick have the same last name as your old lady? I thought she was an only child.”

      My body goes ramrod straight at his words. I am a good judge of character and I believed Gypsy when she said there was only her, no brothers or sisters. It doesn’t mean that this person isn’t related somehow. “She is an only child but that’s not an uncommon name, Tig. Let’s not get ahead of ourselves. How about we have a chat with this other Miss Fields?”

      “Fucking A, let’s do this thing,” Tig replies, grabbing the purse and then locking up the car. We head back to his room rather quickly, given that we’re bikers wearing motorcycle boots. I just want to get to the bottom of this shit. The sooner the better.

      He unlocks his door and we step inside. I look around and notice that the room is empty. “Where’s she at, brother? Did you lock her up in the bathroom or something?”

      “Uh, she was sitting over there,” he replies, pointing to the chair in his eating area that is now laying on its side, ropes tossed down as if they are of no importance.

      “I need to get to my woman, Tig.” I’ve got a sense of urgency that makes my tone a bit harsh considering I’m talking to my best friend.

      “Lead the way. I’m right behind you.” I know he’s upset with himself and the fact that she got away. I don’t have the time, nor do I give a fuck to reassure or coddle him right now.

      

      
        
        Gypsy

      

      

      

      As I’m in the bathroom changing my clothing, I hear a crash in my room and Lucy begins growling. The hair on my arms raise on end and my body begins shaking. I know in my gut it’s not Luca, he’d holler out and inform me of his presence. I begin looking around, searching my surroundings for anything I can use as a weapon to protect myself from the intruder. Not finding anything, I begin to turn the lock on the door handle until I feel like a bad doggy mommy since Lucy is still on the other side of this wall. She’s innocent and has no way of protecting herself. Her teeth may feel uncomfortable when they bite you, they sting a little not gonna lie, but they in no way will take anyone out and down. She’s not a guard dog, not by a longshot, but even if she was, she’d still be my baby to protect.

      My motherly instinct kicks in and I open the door and rush out the room. I freeze on the spot when I see my cousin, someone I haven’t seen in seven years at least, leaning against the wall as if she’s been waiting on me for several hours. “Tawny?” I feel the need to have her verify her identity for me.

      “Hey, Gypsy. Long time no see. What’s been going on with you?”

      “The fuck are you doing breaking into my room?” I ask, planting my hands on my hips and narrowing my eyes in her direction.

      “Well, I thought I’d come to town, catch up, oh and by the way, your mother hired me to find you.” My self-preservation kicks in and I run over to the closet and grab my suitcase.

      “How long do I have until she finds me?” I ask her as I begin making a mental plan of where I can go from here. I need to be somewhere off the beaten path...oh, and change my name, hair color, maybe I’ll start wearing glasses as a disguise. It worked for Superman; it could work for me.

      “You’re not running from that stupid cunt, Gypsy. She has no clue where you are, it took me months to follow the little breadcrumbs you scattered around. Smart by the way, I had a hard time finding you, so it won’t be so easy for her unless I tell her where you are. And let me tell ya, there ain’t no way in hell I’m sharing that information with her. I’d rather slit her throat than help her locate you.” My knees buckle from underneath me and I fall to the bed. Leaning over, I place my elbows on my knees and bury my face in the palms of my hands.

      I jump when another crashing sound invades the room. It is so loud that it bounces off the walls. I stand up abruptly and relief swamps me when I recognize it’s Luca and Tig storming the room. “Luca,” I whisper as once again my limbs fail me.

      He rushes over and gathers me into his arms, glaring at my cousin. I see her raise her eyebrow at him and he immediately shoves me behind him before he stands to his full, imposing height and I see his arms cross over his chest. “Who the fuck are you and why are you in my woman’s room?”

      “Luca?” I call out. He ignores me but I feel the tension in the room increase significantly as Tig stalks toward Tawny and tries to grab her by the arm. She does some slick as hell move and Tig is suddenly on his back, staring at the ceiling. Lucy, realizing someone is down on her level, immediately runs over to him and starts to lick his face, making her whiny, happy noise. I feel Luca’s body shake but when I glance at his face and see how hard he looks, I realize that while he finds Lucy’s actions funny, he’s not showing it, at least outwardly. Tig’s face looks like thunder as he realizes a woman has pinned him and I wait for the explosion.

      “Who I am isn’t important, not really,” Tawny tells him.

      “The fuck it isn’t,” Tig growls out, managing to flip Tawny so he can get up. “You were watching my president and his old lady, then we find out your last name is the same as hers. Now, what in the fucking hell are you doing here, Tawny Fields?” He’d sound far more intimidating if he wasn’t now standing, Lucy cradled in his arms.

      I see Tawny sigh and roll her eyes and hide a grin. He has no clue what can of worms he’s just opened because my cousin is a force to be reckoned with thanks to my uncle, Jared.

      “Thought I’d come see my cousin, Tig,” she sneers, her hand now on her hip. “You know, see her and catch up, all that bullshit?”

      “Your what now?” Tig asks, confusion clearly on his face. “That doesn't make any sense.” When he begins scratching the back of his neck, I can’t help the giggle that leaps out of my mouth.

      “Tig? How does it make no sense that I have a cousin?” I ask him.

      “I guess since you’ve never talked about any family, I just assumed that you had no living relatives. I wasn’t expecting you to have such fun members bearing the same blood as you.” He sneers in Tawny’s direction. Alrighty then, they aren’t going to be the best of friends, got it.

      “Tig, it’s a good thing your club doesn't pay you to think.” Tawny reminds me of what a bitch she is when she says this to him.

      “You need to watch your tone when speaking to us,” Luca interjects. “You may not be part of our world, but we expect respect. If you can’t handle that and keep your opinions to yourself, you won’t be visiting with your cousin all that much.” Now my eyebrows are raised, and I give him a little push. Of course, he doesn’t move an inch, the rat!

      “Oh so sorry, Mr. President, I didn’t realize I had committed a faux pas.” Tawny’s mouth has always been unfiltered, but I hope she realizes that these guys don’t fuck around. They won’t hurt her, at least I don’t think they will based on what I know of them so far, but they do demand respect from others.

      “Tawny,” I warn, “behave. Luca, my mother hired her to find me.” This is the last topic of conversation I want to have with him while having an audience in our wake.

      Silence descends. A bug could fart and we’d hear it, it’s that quiet. I suddenly become extremely nervous since I did keep the small factor that I do indeed have a living parental figure out there somewhere. I hope he doesn't push me out of his life because I wasn’t ready to tell him about the evil person who gave birth to me.

      “Your mother?” he hisses out, turning to look down at me. Oh shit, he really is seething. I may have really messed up with him.

      “Uh, yeah, my mother,” I quietly answer.

      “She doesn’t know where you are?” he questions. How do I tell him that I would only care where she is as long as it was her being buried six feet under? And I pray to heaven above that she never finds me. He’d probably think I’m a complete nutcase considering what family means to him and the members of RGMC.

      “By my choice, Luca. I don’t want her to know where I am.” He turns fully around and pulls me into his arms. I sigh in relief when I feel his arms squeeze me harder into him.

      Leaning down, he says, so low that I don’t think Tig or Tawny can hear, “Is she the reason why you react the way you do? Why you don’t think you’re enough? Why you try to blend into the background? If so, we need to find out why she wants to know where you are, baby.” I don’t want to know why she’s looking for me. I want to stomp my feet like an insolent child and tell him no. Absolutely not. No one could possibly understand the danger my mother’s presence near me creates. She endangers not only my life, but anyone around me, anyone that supports me and anyone who she views as a threat to what she wants.

      “Luca, I...my home life is nothing like what y’all had growing up.” Not unless they were extras on that movie where the mother beat her kid with wire hangers. Only that woman was more stable and loved those kids more than mine loved me.

      “Picked up on that, Gypsy. I also know you’ve not shared about it at all. And before you think I’m upset, think again. I figured you’d tell me when you fully trusted me. You understand what I’m saying?” Unfortunately, I don’t want him to think I haven’t shared her with him because I don’t trust him. It’s not that at all, it’s that talking about her brings on anxiety and fear.

      I feel the tears pricking the back of my eyes at how gentle his tone is, even as he’s rubbing his hands up and down my back. The shakes that overtake me have him holding me tighter. “I...I do, and I appreciate you being patient. Can we have this talk without Tig and Tawny witnessing what I say? Because I can’t promise that I won’t break down and scream or even cry.”

      “We can do that, my gypsy-girl.”
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      When Tawny and Tig leave the room, Tig more reluctant than Tawny, I grab Luca’s hand and walk him over to the chair that sits in the corner of my room. It’s comfortable, and big enough for two. I want to be in his lap, comforted by his touch, while I tell him my deepest, darkest secrets. He’s my security blanket of sorts.

      “Luca, this is gonna be hard,” I tell him as I snuggle deeper into him.

      “Take your time, there is no rush, baby girl.” I love the way his sentimental terms of endearments are constantly changing. It’s almost as if he knows something inside of me needs that, needs to be cherished, adored, wanted, protected and most of all...loved. I’ve always been called names...usually by my mother, and most of them consisted of; you’re a mistake, you’re a whore, you’re stupid, my favorite, however, was how I was a waste of space and good sperm. According to her, I stole the best parts of her and my dad and turned into such a disappointment.

      “Once I begin talking, could you do me a favor and just let me get it all out, please? I don’t think I will be able to keep going if you interrupt to ask questions, you can do all of that once I get the whole sordid tale out, okay?”

      “You talk and I’ll listen, Gypsy.” He wraps his arms around me, and I lay my head on his shoulder, my fingers plucking at his shirt.

      Taking a deep breath, I begin, “My mom should’ve never had a child. Ever. She got pregnant after a party she attended at a biker rally. She knew who he was, but she said he never wanted kids. Anyhow, she dreamed of going to Hollywood and becoming an actress but according to her, she lost that chance when she found out about me. It’s why she named me Gypsy, because they’re known as thieves and she claims I stole her youth and dreams. My earliest memories are of her yelling at me about how I ruined her life. Honestly, if it weren’t for my aunt and uncle, Tawny’s parents, I’m not sure I would’ve survived my childhood. They’re the ones who took me to the doctor when I was sick, made sure I got my vaccinations, took vitamins, and ate. Plus, they ensured I didn’t look like a ragamuffin when I started school.” The memories washing over me have tears slowly leaking and he reaches up with his thumb and gently swipes them away. I think it may be futile since there’s still so much more to share. I’m going to be a complete weeping, soggy mess, by the end of this conversation with Luca.

      “So many times, I wished that they’d just let me live with them, but Tawny told me she heard them once and apparently, my mother told them no, that I deserved what I got. They didn’t want to take a chance of losing me to the system, so they chose to keep their mouths shut and do the best they could by me. When I got older, she would tell me that I was stupid and that I’d never amount to anything. All I’d ever be good for was a one-night stand, if that. Life was...shitty, to say the least. I was lucky that a few of my teachers helped me realize that I wasn’t dumb because I ended up graduating at the top of my class. My mother didn’t bother to come to the ceremony so she had no clue I received a scholarship to the local technical college and once I graduated, I moved as far away as I could. That’s one reason why I haven’t seen Tawny in so long because she stayed in our hometown. I couldn’t, though, because my uncle died, and he was a huge part of why people didn’t treat me as a pariah.” Losing him was like losing a piece of my soul. He was the only father-type figured I’d ever known. The only person who I felt loved me with his whole being.

      I stop for a minute, take a deep breath, and gather my thoughts. “Everything I’ve accomplished, I’ve done so despite my mother. And while I enjoyed what I was doing, I finally decided it was time to locate my father. I know why my mother despises me; now I need to find out if what she said was true or not. It’s why I came to Texas, Luca, because I found out where he was living.” Taking a huge breath, I tilt my head so I can see his eyes and continue, “This next part is important, Luca, because he doesn’t know about me. Can you promise if I tell you who it is, you won’t say anything? I don’t want to come between him and his wife, or anything like that.” And if I were being honest with myself, I’m not ready to find out his true feelings or if his wife would be willing to accept me.

      “I’ll keep your secrets, Gypsy, all of them. The only time I won’t is if doing so will put you in danger because it’s my job to protect you. Always.” His voice is gruff with emotion and I notice that his hands have been constantly rubbing me since I started talking. My badass biker is so damned protective, I can practically feel it oozing from his pores. He reminds me of a grizzly bear, he’s soft, fearsome, strong and all alpha.

      “That’s all I can ask, Luca. For the record, even with all the shit that messes with my head, I’ve never felt safer or more whole than I do with you in my life. You’ve brought a piece of me to life that I wasn’t aware even existed. And that’s all I was doing before you, existing. I want you to know that.” Another deep breath and then another before I say, “It’s Chef. He’s my biological father. My mother told me he didn’t want kids and wanted nothing to do with me.” Of course, she’s lied so many times over my life that she may have lied about that as well. But if I put it on a weight scale, I’m afraid it would tip to the side that says, ‘not wanted’...story of my life. The only one who’s tipped the scale the other way was my uncle and now I can add Luca to that as well. Tawny has always been somewhere in the middle. She wanted me, cared about me, but was always immersed in her own life. What else would you expect from a little girl turned teenager? My aunt, well, she died of cervical cancer when I was seventeen years old. That’s the first time I ever felt true loss. Then my uncle a few years later, it was as if I lost both of my parents in a small span of time.

      I watch as his eyes widen when it sinks in who my biological father is. He looks at me then appears to get lost in thought as he looks up to the ceiling. He breaks his vow of silence by saying, “I can see him in you, Gypsy. Same hair color except yours is slightly lighter, same eyes, same smile. And while he and his wife, Lulu, don’t have any kids, I don’t think it’s because they didn’t want any. I think they weren’t able to have them. Knowing how he was with us growing up, I can pretty much guarantee that if he knew about you, he’d have been in your life, sweetheart.” He says this, but can I bank on it being true? That’s something I still need to work through. I just don’t think emotionally I can put myself out there...at least not yet.

      “I’m not ready to say anything to him, Luca. And you promised!” I hear the fear in my tone. He nods his head at me in submission which is a first for me and I never saw it coming from him, but I appreciate the sentiment of that sign of acceptance.

      “I’m not saying a word, baby. It’s your story to tell. Just to say, your mother is full of shit about you. If it takes until my last breath, I’ll show you just how wrong she was about you. Consider this me accepting that as a challenge, and just to let you know, I’ve never backed down.” He leans in a little closer and kisses my nose. “Because there’s nothing I wouldn’t do to help you see how amazing you truly are, Gypsy. Nothing.” For the first time, tears break free not because of fear or sadness, but because someone truly accepts me for me.

      “Luca, I’ve spent my life building walls to protect myself. You need to know that where you’re concerned, your wall has windows in it as you have been breaking it down, it’s crumbing for you. I suspect that one day, while some of them may still be standing, the rest will be nothing but ruins. Thank you for that, for showing me that I can trust someone.”
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      Her mother better pray I never come face-to-face with her. She is the true definition of a bitch, and I have no problems informing her of that fact. I suspect that if my parents or my extended family ever finds out, this woman’s days will be numbered. My Aunt DJ will use her trusty pliers to wreak havoc, then somehow spin it into one of her books. She tends to do that with everyday things and at this point, nothing in my life surprises me. Of course, that’ll have to come from her because right now, I see nothing that she’s told me that warrants me breaking that confidence.

      “Gypsy, I plan to eradicate every single thing you’ve built to protect yourself. And you need to know, it’s humbling that you entrusted all of this to me. How do you feel now that you’ve shared?” I need to see where her head’s at right now because I want to spend some time showing her what she means to me. Whereas I hope that she decides to tell Chef that he’s her father, I understand her apprehension. But he’s a brother, an uncle, and it feels like I’m betraying him by keeping her secret. But I have to say, there’s no way in hell I’d turn my back on the promise I made to her. I feel like I’m in a catch twenty-two situation.

      “I’m glad that at least you know. I mean, Tawny witnessed some of it, but she has no clue how it’s impacted every part of my life. Even the guys I dated before were never around long because they bailed before we ever really got into anything too deep.” I growl a bit when she mentions other guys, but I’m not pure and innocent and I hate people who hold those double standards for others. What matters is she’s mine now.

      “How do you feel about going and grabbing something to eat? We’ve had a rather eventful morning so far,” I ask. Hopefully, I can get her out of this room and put some food in her belly.

      “I could eat. Do you think Tig and Tawny would wanna come with us?” God, I hope not because I suspect the two of them together are like oil and water. I can see claws never being retracted, they butted heads the second they met.

      “We can ask them.” If she must, I’d do anything to make her happy.

      “Then let’s do it, Luca,” she states. I hear her stomach growl and chuckle when her cheeks flush. She turns such a beautiful shade of red, she’s beginning to remind me of a rose when it blooms. Fuck, Tig would accuse me of having a pussy if he heard all of the sweet thoughts that run through my head where Gypsy is concerned.

      “Kinda normal thing, baby,” I tell her. She needs to get that as a biker, growing up around other bikers, there’s not much that truly bothers me when it comes to bodily functions. Hell, I’ve had to run and grab feminine products for Lily before when Mom was tied up at work. Talk about hell; I had no clue what to buy and I called Dad who decided he didn’t wanna know that his little girl needed those things, so I ended up calling Mom. I got an education that day, one that I’m sure Gypsy will appreciate at some point. For one, count me surprised to find out those things came in different sizes and for different times of the month. I’ll be prepared though if I am ever blessed with a daughter. Points for Dad!
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      It’s been two weeks since Tawny made her surprise arrival. She and Tig went head-to-head but have become fast friends. They spend a lot of time in the ring sparring, it’s good to know that it’s not only their mouths that are capable of that action. I got the call from Maddox yesterday that the clubhouse is complete, so my plans are to take Gypsy for a ride, feed her the picnic I’ve got ordered, then show her around. Maddox took mine and Tig’s suggestions for the officers’ quarters and ran with them and I know she’ll be happy with our upcoming living space. It’s almost like a mini-apartment and I plan to spend countless hours with her, breaking in every available surface.

      Thoughts of her have me adjusting my dick, a common occurrence that I don’t bother to hide when she’s around. At first, she would blush and stammer but lately, I’ve noticed a gleam in her eyes whenever she catches me doing my thing. Soon, baby, soon I silently promise her and my overly excited libido. When I told her last night that I planned on spending the day with her, she squealed, clapped her hands, Lucy danced while barking up a storm, and Tawny rolled her eyes in our direction. We’ve both been so busy lately it’s been difficult to spend more than the time we’re eating together. Plus, she’s had her cousin around and they’ve been ‘reconnecting’, according to the women, so I’ve backed off, begrudgingly, but I’ve done it. She’s got the warehouse organized and we’ve started doing small, local delivery runs. The businesses are all ahead of schedule and things seem to be running smoothly. I couldn’t ask for a better crew and group of men. I can’t wait until we’re expanding our numbers. We voted and decided we wanted to be steady and have our clubhouse complete before putting the word out that we’re looking for members. But I can’t always seem to contain my excitement.

      Thinking about it further, I grab my phone and text Tig.

      Me: I think it’s time to put the word out, brother.

      Tig: I thought we were keeping that in the closet?

      Me: What the fuck are you talking about now, Tig?

      Tig: You know, you. That way Gypsy doesn’t get upset that you swing both ways?

      Me: You’ve got jokes today I see. You do recognize you aren’t as funny as you think you are. Right?

      Tig: I’m fucking hysterical, motherfucker.

      Me: Go back in your closet and leave me the fuck alone. First, put the word out that we’re looking to expand.

      Tig: Brother! I told you not to say shit like that to me. I’m innocent and shit over here.

      Me: I’m scared to ask, but what are you talking about now?

      Tig: EXPANDING! The size of your ass is your business, man.

      Me: I’m done. Do as your told.

      I swear he’s like a toddler in a grown man’s body. Always looking to make others laugh, only he’s nowhere near as funny as he thinks he is. My phone pings and I roll my eyes, scared to see what he’s saying now.

      Tig: Are you mad at me?

      Me: Yes. Now leave me the fuck alone.

      Tig: Fine, my lips are sealed. Your closet secrets are safe with me.

      Me: Tig!

      Tig: What?

      Me: We are no longer friends. Have a fantastic day.

      Tig: My heart is wounded. I’m your bestest friend and you know it.

      Me: Go spend time with Tawny today. I feel the need to know you’re getting your ass kicked.

      Tig: She would never!

      Me: She has every time you two have gone between the ropes, dude.

      Tig: Liar, you’re full of lies today, bestie.

      Me: I don’t have time to stroke your ego, Tig.

      Tig: That’s fine, I’ll let Danika stroke something later.

      Me: Maddox is gonna kill you if he finds out you’ve been sneaking around with his sister. You need to talk to him.

      Tig: I will, when I’m ready.

      I hope that’s soon. Maddox is just as protective over his younger sister as I am mine. I hope my VP lives through the entire ordeal. I sorta need him, the club needs him.

      Now that I’ve given him his task, and dealt with his nonsense, I head out to get my old lady. We still haven’t had sex, something my dick complains about daily. I just want her to be fully comfortable with what we’re building because it’s forever. Once at her door, I knock and can hear her fussing at Lucy through the door. “Dammit, Lucy, give me my shoe!” she yells as she opens the door. “Hang on, Luca, Lucy apparently likes some smell on my shoe and she’s under the bed with it.”

      I laugh because she looks so flustered and is waving her arms around before she points to the bed where I can just barely see the tip of Lucy’s tail. “Lucy,” I call. I see her tail wag and her ass end is wiggling so hard I know she’s about to come out. Maybe not with the stolen shoe, but if she comes to me, then Gypsy can grab her shoe. When she waddles over to me, drooling and barking at me in excitement, Gypsy rushes over and crawls under the edge of the bed. When I hear an, “Oh no,” I pick up Lucy, thinking I may need to run with her to keep her from being skinned alive.

      “Lucy, my shoe has slobber all over it and inside of it. I can’t wear these, and I own nothing else that will work on the bike, and I really want to ride on the bike today. I’ve been looking forward to it all night,” she whines.

      “I’ve got a pair of boots that would go perfect with the outfit you're wearing, and they’re designed to ride,” Tawny helpfully interjects.

      “I wouldn’t mind trying them on.” Gypsy lifts her thumb up and begins chewing on the side. Tawny walks up to her, smiles and removes her finger from her mouth.

      “You’ve always done that when you worry over something. If you don’t like them or don’t want to wear them it’s not the end of the world, Gypsy,” she reassures her cousin.

      “It is if I was looking forward to being on the back of Luca’s bike tonight,” she fires back.

      “Baby, see if Tawny’s boots fit. If they don’t, we’ll take your car. Did she ruin the boots or just get them slobbery?”

      “Just wet but I can’t wear them like that.” She stubbornly places her hands on her hips and attempts to glare at me. I find her adorable so her looks don’t faze me as much as they used to, I can read her, and her emotions better than I could back then.

      “Go dry them off and put them up so she doesn’t get them again. We better grab her some chew bones or something. Tawny, let her see if your boots will fit.”

      “Do you know how to say please, Luca?” Tawny mimics her cousin’s stance.

      “Sometimes, but we’re in a bit of a hurry, Tawny. Instead of demanding I use my manners, could you please get them.” See, I still used my manners my mom taught me, but it wasn’t exactly as Tawny deemed I use them. For some reason, I love to get underneath her skin. Maybe it’s because I’m still a bit put out at the way she came back into my woman’s life. She’s like a damn tornado causing all kinds of destruction in her wake. She reminds me a lot of the stories Dad used to tell me about my Aunt DJ.

      

      
        
        Gypsy

      

      

      

      I see the two of them teasing each other escalating and a true standoff happening if I don’t interfere and do something to separate the two. “Okay, Tawny, boots please?” She gives me a sideways look then stomps off to her suitcase. “Could you please be nice to her, Luca?”

      “What,” he shrugs his shoulders, “I was being nice. I can’t help it if we push each other’s buttons. I’m not disrespectful; just blunt with her. I treat others the way they treat me, she talks to me the same way I talk to her.” He ends the conversation by grabbing Lucy’s leash. “I’m taking Lucy for a walk, can’t have her holding her pee for hours,” he declares.

      “She wouldn’t. Tawny’s here.” He gives me a ‘that’s my point’ look and continues with his previous task. He’s impossible sometimes! I throw my hands up in the air not sure how to get these two to get along, for my sake if nothing else. They are the two people who mean the most to me in this world and I don’t want one of them pushing the other away. That’s not fair to me or them.

      “Relax, Gypsy. We’re both hard-headed people. I like your man just fine, but he’s not going to let me feed him shit without returning it to me ten-fold. I promise, we’ll find our way, you just need to relax and let us figure it out,” Tawny admonishes me.

      “It’s hard. I desperately want the two of you to get along so we can all spend time together without me feeling as if I’m going to be playing referee the entire time, Tawny. He’s important to me, you’re important to me, what’s a girl to do?” I smack my hands on my thighs in emphasis, as I sit down and grab the boots she’s handing over to me.

      She sighs as she sits down on the bed next to me. “As a kid, I never really understood the way your mother treated you. My mom used to tell me she was sick, so I’d make up excuses for her in my head. Then as I got older, I worried so much about impressing my dad and taking over his business that I never took the time to pay attention to you or the situation. By then, I was so used to her antics and bad behavior that I just ignored it. I’m so sorry, Gypsy, that I wasn’t there for you then, but I’m here for you now, if you’ll let me that is.” She leans sideways hitting my shoulder with her own.

      “I appreciate it, Tawny. Although, if I’m being honest, all of that led me to here and Luca.” There’s a silver-lining in everything, and I choose to believe that he is mine.

      “Things tend to work out the way they’re supposed to, I guess. And I’m seeing that whatever you and Luca talked about seems to have taken a weight off of your shoulders. You seem more...I don’t know, confident? Yeah, that’s the word I’m looking for. I like it and I like him for you, even if I give him shit all the time.” She grins at me and I can’t help but respond. She’s never been lovey-dovey thanks to my uncle’s teachings, but underneath her brusque, sometimes abrasive personality, lies a heart of gold. If you’re one of hers, she’ll go down swinging in your defense. I’m glad she’s on my side.

      “I think I’m finally getting comfortable in my skin,” I admit. “It’s kind of scary because I’ve been so insulated due to my own insecurities, but Luca and his family have busted their asses to show me what a real family truly is. I only ever had that when I was at your house and when my mother found out that your parents were willing to raise me, they weren’t allowed to get me as often.”

      “I miss them,” Tawny says. “So many times, I want to pick up the phone and call my dad about something. Hell, I’ve gone so far as to hit his number and right before it connects, it hits me that he won’t be on the other end of the phone, so I hang up.”

      “Has anyone ever answered?” I know I shouldn’t ask her this, but my curiosity usually leaves my tongue before I have a chance to think things through thoroughly.

      “No,” she quietly states. I know she’s fighting back tears so I turn to give her some privacy so she can pull herself together. She’s not a crying type of woman, so I know she’d appreciate me giving her a chance to get it together without watching her as if she’s a foreign object.

      “I’m sorry, Tawny. I miss them both too. They were so good to me and are likely the reason I survived my childhood. Remember when I got so sick I ended up in the hospital?” She nods. “Your mom is the reason I was even taken to the doctor. She had come over to drop off some school supplies and when she saw me and then heard how I sounded, she picked me up and took me to the ER.”

      “You almost died,” Tawny whispers. “You had double pneumonia and one of your lungs was so filled with fluid and infection, they thought about putting you on a ventilator to help you breathe.”

      “I remember being scared because I couldn’t talk without coughing or my chest rattling. I was wheezing, and I remember it hurt so much to cough.” I spent a week and a half in the hospital. My mother showed up once, but my Aunt Stella was there every single day. “If I remember correctly, that’s when your folks tried to get custody or guardianship of me, wasn’t it?”

      “Yeah, I think so. That would’ve been a lot of fun having you there all the time, but we would’ve driven them crazy, I think.” That’s the truest statement I think I’ve ever heard.

      “Who? Us?” I innocently question. “I wear a halo. Your devil horns however?” I joke around. I’ve always accused her of being the spawn of Satan...she’s so wild and free and I’ve never known anyone like her. Well, other than her. I was always scared to go anywhere with her, she had a tendency to get herself into trouble. Even going to the movies with her I was never sure if I’d end up in cuffs or not.

      “If you wear a halo, it’s being held up by your own damn horns,” she teases. “Here, let me look.” She moves closer to me as if to check my head and I slap her away, laughing. I seem to be doing that a lot more lately, laughing, and it dawns on me that for the first time in my entire life, I’m happy and content.

      “I resent that statement, my halo has been shined and blessed.” I swat her one more time and duck and weave. Before she can retaliate and catch me, Luca comes back through the door, Lucy in his arms. “Is she okay?” I question, running over to him.

      “She’s fine. The pavement is hot, so I didn’t want her feet to get burned. I think we need to look for some of those boot things you can get to protect a dog’s feet.” I roll my eyes. I know it’s cliché as hell, but seriously? Boots for a dog’s feet? I mean I dress her, but that’s because I can’t stand to watch her body shiver in the cold weather, but even I’ve never contemplated doggy shoes before. It shouldn’t surprise me that he wants to get her boots, next he’ll find her a Harley Davidson cover up. He is a biker after all.

      “Really?” Tawny asks. “She’s got pads on her feet, she’ll be fine.” I can tell she’s working hard to keep herself from rolling her eyes at him.

      “Do you know how fucking hot it is out there? I’ve been doing some research and the experts suggest that little dogs like Lucy wear protective foot coverings. We’ll get some when we’re running errands tomorrow, okay?” he asks, looking at me. If that’s what he wants, I’m not gonna say no. I think it’s sweet that he wants to take care of my girl. As a matter of fact, I think I can add that to the list of things I love about Luca Callahan.

      “Whatever you want, Luca.” His grin lets me know he’s on to me. “I’m ready, can we go now?” I’m eager to get our day alone together started.
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      Finally, we get out of there and to the clubhouse. I have our picnic lunch being delivered, but first I want to show off our space to my girl. This will become her home for a while until we’re ready to expand, buy our first house, and grow our family. Suddenly the vision of her rounded with my child and sleeping nightly in my arms is something I plan to get her on board with...sooner rather than later.

      When we pull up to the front doors of the main clubhouse, I stop the bike and help her off. When I get off, we put our helmets on the seat and lace our fingers in each other’s. “I wanna go see the officer quarters first, we’ll end our tour here.”

      “Whatever you wanna do, Luca. This is your show, I’m just here to ooh and aww at everything you show me,” she teases.

      I lean down and pinch her ass. “Sassy wench.” She giggles and pushes my arm away from her.

      “Luca!” she hollers, pretending to be put out at me. “I’m a lady, you may not touch my ass until we’ve been together for at least six months.” She’s crazy if she thinks I’ll go that long without placing my hands on her round, plump ass.

      “Is that right?” I ask, placing my hand on her wrist, twirling her around and pulling her into my chest. I place my head in the crook of her neck and begin seductively nibbling on her skin. Her scent draws me in, I can’t seem to get enough of it. “You always smell so fucking good,” I moan as I swivel my hips forward and press my hard cock into her belly.

      Her hand goes to the back of my neck and she pulls me closer than I already am. “God, Luca. My belly is fluttering, my skin has goosebumps and my heart feels like it’s getting ready to beat out of my chest. This only happens when you’re around,” she says as her other hand reaches around and she grabs my ass with her fingers. Her words, her actions, they all have me panting and recounting batting averages of my favorite ball players. All so I don’t come in my pants from her actions and my reaction to those little noises she’s making and her hand squeezing my ass.

      “You sure you can wait six months for my hands to be on your ass?” I tease. “Because, baby, I feel the same damn way.” As if she can’t feel my cock trying to drill through our clothes so he can be buried in her sweet heat.

      I watch the blush cover her cheeks and grin. Leaning down, I kiss her breathless and just when she relaxes fully into me, I pull back and whisper, “Anticipation.” I’m gonna make her eat her words. There’s no way she has any more control over her feelings and needs than I do.

      “Anticipation?” she queries. “For what?” I’m about to lose my mind at her question when I see the gleam in her eyes. “Gotcha, Luca,” she whispers. “You’re not the only one who can tease, ya know.” I internally grin, enjoying this play time with my girl. It’s not often I get to witness her guard down, but when it does, she shines bright.

      “Oh, my beautiful Gypsy, you ain’t seen nothing yet.” I can’t wait to see how far she will let me get with teasing her body before the fire ignites and she just can’t take it any longer before she loses all control and attacks me.

      “Counting on it, Luca.” Her words have me wondering just how good her past relationships were, even as I growl low in my throat at the thought of any motherfucker touching her. As far as the two of us are concerned, where it comes to the other, we’re both as pure as the driven snow; I just happen to have the skills needed to ensure we have a real good time.

      Once we walk around the corner, we hit the building that holds all of the officer’s and member’s rooms. We have a main lobby type area downstairs, and all the patch holders and prospects have rooms down here. I head to the staircase that go to the officer’s private quarters. “Over here, we put in an elevator system,” I tell her, pointing to what used to be a closet near the stairway. “We figured if anyone ever ended up on crutches it would be easier.” It’s been known to happen; fights, bike accidents, pissing old ladies off...I’ve seen it all and won’t explain the old lady thing to her. I don’t want her to get any ideas...although all the stories are funny as fuck.

      “Do you expect someone to end up on crutches, Luca?” Her eyebrow is nearly at her hairline and I laugh at her expression.

      “No, baby. We’re not that kind of club. But shit happens, you know? One of us could lay our bike down in bad weather or something. Do you know how heavy Tig is? I wouldn’t wanna lug his ass up and down the stairs and he’s the one most likely to do something that would involve crutches.”

      “I wonder if Lucy will wanna use the stairs or the elevator?” she muses. I’m so happy to hear her including herself and her baby in my life and my clubhouse that I may be celebrating a bit inside of my mind. “She’s a bit of a diva, but you probably haven’t seen that yet, huh?” I hold back my ‘have you lost your mind’ thoughts at her teasing statement. I’ve more than witnessed her dog at her finest.

      “She takes that word to a whole new level, Gypsy. Seriously, she acts like a person, only she’s got four legs and a fucking fur coat!” She’s a demanding little thing and commandeers all of the attention when she is in the same room. I’ve seen Tig taken down to his knees to give her some attention.

      Her giggles ring out and I start chuckling alongside her. I never realized just how much personality an animal could have, and maybe most don’t, but Lucy has it in spades. “So, are we gonna keep going? I’m excited to see everything, Luca!” I pull out of my thoughts and we start up the stairs.

      “Maddox and his crew outdid themselves, Gypsy. I won’t show you each of the rooms, but I want you to know who has each one in case you ever need someone and I’m not here. This one is Tig’s. He wanted it closer to the stairs for some reason. Probably so if he drank too much he wouldn’t have as far to go, but with Tig, it’s anyone’s guess.” Or he picked that room so he can sneak a certain woman in and out of his room without being caught easier. But I’m not a snitch, so I’m gonna keep those thoughts to myself.

      She flat-out laughs and I grin down at her because she’s seen how much Tig can drink and keep on going. “Don’t see that happening myself. Based on what I know of him, he holds his beer pretty well.” I wish he held his tongue the same way. He tends to get a bit blunter when he’s thrown quite a few back.

      He does. We all do, actually, because our parents taught us to drink responsibly. At least they tried to. Us kids, however, had our cooler out by the fire pit, I say by, but what I really mean is that we dug a hole and buried it deep, then covered it with a makeshift, leaf-covered plank of wood. We snuck beers here and there from the bar and then put them in the cooler. Just a bottle here and there...enough to be inconspicuous to our elders. Still not sure how we never got caught. We learned what a hangover felt like and all of us decided it wasn’t for us. Especially when our parents secretly knew and forced us to a day of hard labor the following day. Let’s just say sweating and vomiting are not a match made in heaven.

      “He actually does. Just know that if he has too many, he tends to get a little blunter than normal.” I know one thing, though, if he ever decides to grace Gypsy with his brand of honesty, I’ll be having words with him. Possibly fists too. He actually told me one time that I was too bossy and sometimes he wanted to plant his fist in my mouth and knock my teeth out. Let’s just say I showed him what all I learned serving our country. He’s never verbally attacked me again because he didn’t care for my brand of retaliation.

      “Okay, so where is our room?” she questions. Glad she realizes that when we move in here, she’s with me. I walk us down the hall to the last room on the right. Taking out my keys, I unlock the door and wave her in ahead of me. “Luca, why are we all the way down here?”

      “Because in the event anything ever happens, someone would have to get through all of my brothers before they reach me.” I wasn’t a fan of Tig putting himself at the front, but he said that his job was to protect me. So he and Jasper have the first two rooms, followed by Maddox and finally, me. We left two rooms empty because we still have a few roles to fill.

      “Oh my God, Luca, this is awesome!” she whisper-shouts, looking around. I smile, happy that she likes what I had Maddox do for us. The walls are painted a soft gray and the bedding is in blacks, grays, and purples. I’m thrilled that my room is big enough to hold the California king bed I wanted, because Maddox was able to put a small sitting area in for my woman so she can read. When I designed this room, I did it specifically with her in mind and what would make her happy for the long haul.

      My mind is already on all the ways I plan to christen our room when she asks, “What on earth is this?” Glancing over, I see her standing next to the dog bed I had them build for Lucy. So, it may not have only been her I had on my mind when Maddox and I sat down and decided what all would be in this room.

      “It’s Lucy’s new bed,” I reply. I cross my fingers behind my back that she won’t get all woman-y on me and freak out.

      “Maddox, she’s got stairs and a ramp? What the hell?” I chuckle because there are, indeed, stairs and a ramp that lead to the top, where a thick bed is surrounded by a railing so she won’t fall out. On the bottom are her toys and chew bones, although I suspect that they’ll end up all over the place. I did this because she’s always putting Lucy on the bed and I fear that she’ll break her neck or a paw if she jumps off in her excitement to get to me or Gypsy.

      “Think she’ll like it?” I question. I don’t know why her approval is so important to me in this instant, but I want to make sure she knows that I want everything that comes with her.

      “All she needs is a soft blanket to snuggle under and she’ll probably think she’s died and gone to heaven,” Gypsy replies. And all I can think about is that damn movie my baby sister, Layne, makes me watch whenever I’m home. My woman looks at me and I can see how much this means to her in her expression.

      My phone chimes and I look down and see a text from the local grocery store letting me know that our food has arrived. The deli part of their store does lunchtime deliveries to local companies, all you have to do is place an order online, specify a time, type in the location and voila, food is delivered, and it tastes so much better than fast food. “C’mon, sweetheart, our lunch is here.”

      She walks toward me and I take her hand in mine, placing a kiss on her nose. “Can we take the elevator, Luca?” She’s so damn sexy with her nose scrunched up as she worries over if I’ll say yes or no.

      “Absolutely, I want you to see what we did there, too.” I’m betting that she’ll die laughing. We walk down the hall and over to the elevator and I press the button. She hasn’t noticed that there’s another button lower to the ground and I decide not to point it out. Once inside, she looks around, her forehead wrinkling.

      “So, it looks like a normal elevator to me. Maybe a bit smaller, but other than that, what’s the big deal?” she asks. She’s glowing with happiness and her features are lighter than I’ve ever witnessed them being. I can’t help but be filled with pride that I’m the reason for this.

      “Look down, baby.” She does and immediately bursts into laughter, holding her stomach as if she can’t help herself.

      “What on earth? Do you really think she’ll know to push the button with her nose?”

      “Why not? She’s a smart dog, so I figured if she wanted to go up and down by herself, she could do so. At most, it’ll take her a few times to figure it out, don’t you think?”

      “How does she get out of our room?” Ah hell, she didn’t notice that part.

      “There’s an electronic doggy door in our door, baby. We have to put a charm on her collar but when she gets close to the door, it’ll open for her to either go into the room or come out of it.” Nice thing is that it’s not all that big and Maddox searched everywhere to make sure that the room would still be relatively soundproof. Any noises my woman makes are for my ears alone.

      “Luca,” she whispers. “I can’t believe you did all of this for her.”

      “She’s an important part of your life so that makes her important to me, too.” Not that I’m telling her how fond I am of the little wench. That’s a secret I’ll hold for myself to know only.

      “She’s going to think this whole place is hers,” she warns, before she starts giggling again. “I can see her now, leaving our room and going to someone else’s for attention.” That’s okay, I want them both to feel like this is their home and they can roam anywhere they choose.

      “When we’re in for the night, we can ‘lock’ the door, baby. You won’t have to worry about her wandering the halls while we’re asleep. Besides, from what I’ve seen, when she’s down for the night, she’s down.” And is not happy to be woken up the next morning, something I’ve witnessed a time or two...or twenty.

      We arrive downstairs and I see the delivery boy standing there with our food. I take the bags and tip him before motioning to Gypsy to follow me. As we head out the door, I stop by my bike and grab the blanket, then take her hand and walk us into the clubhouse.

      “What are you doing?” she asks as I walk over and put stuff down so I can arrange the blanket.

      “We’re having a picnic lunch.” My mom told me this would be romantic and would show Gypsy what she means to me.

      “A picnic?” she murmurs. “I’ve never been on one before.” I was sorta banking on that and hoping that I’d be able to give her this first.

      “Consider this your first one, then.” I’m glad I get to give her this first and hope there are other firsts in our future.

      

      
        
        Gypsy

      

      

      

      I’m in complete and utter awe of this man. Every day, every minute, he’s always thinking about me and what would make me happiest. I want to show him, not only tell him how appreciative I am and what he means to me.

      He’s busy setting the food out but right now, my hunger is of a different sort. “Luca?” I lean over and whisper in his ear. “How hungry for food are you right now? Because I’m not.” His head whips around so quick at my words that I worry he gave himself whiplash. I know he catches my intentions from my words because he looks like a boy that just entered his favorite candy store.

      “What’re you saying, Gypsy?” He’s holding himself taut, as if he wants me to say one thing but is afraid I won’t. No worries, my Luca, I’m on the same fucking page as you. I’m not feeling shy at this moment, because I know he wants me, and desires me, as much as I do him.

      “I want you, Luca. We can eat later, right?” He nods, then packs the food back into the bags and puts them off to the side. His eyes never leave mine as I slowly remove my shirt and then my bra. I see his nostrils flare and his cheeks redden slightly and realize he’s holding on by a thread. Let’s see if I can snap it. I wiggle my finger at him as I lower myself onto my back. We’ve fooled around a lot in the past few weeks, and he even got to third base, but I’m aiming for a grand slam.

      He lays down next to me, so I roll over so that we’re face-to-face. I cup his jaw in my hand and lean in and kiss him. What starts out soft and smooth soon hits incendiary, and I find my hands roaming his back and the top of his ass. “Too many clothes, Luca,” I pant.

      “Taking our time, Gypsy,” he returns. He’s always in a hurry, for everything in life, and I’m loving the fact that he wants to take his time and savor our first time together, but at the same time, my hunger is taking over and my pussy is clenching in need. The ache is steady and isn’t dissipating any, I crave to feel him sliding in and out of me.

      “We can do that later, Luca,” I state. The desperation in my voice is evident to both of us, he moans into my mouth, a telling sign that I’m not the only one on fire.

      He pulls back slightly and says, “It’s our first time, Gypsy, and I want to go slow and take my time with you. Show you how precious you are to me.” I want to blurt out that I know, that we can take our time in the future, but I know my words will fall on deaf ears.

      Well, fuck, when he puts it like that, how can I object? No one has ever wanted to take that time and considering that he’s mine and I’m his forever, according to ‘biker rules’, I think I should let him. “Okay, but can you at least take your shirt off? I wanna feel your skin against mine.” He pulls back and whips his shirt off so fast I feel the breeze.

      Now it’s my turn to moan as I feel his chest pressing into mine. He isn’t overly hairy, but the way his chest hairs scrape against my nipples has me wiggling and writhing. My breasts feel swollen and heavy and I’m mentally praying that he gives them some attention soon.

      “You feel so fucking good, Gypsy,” he murmurs, his lips going to my neck where he nuzzles, nips and licks until I’m lightly panting.

      “You do too,” I reply. My hands have been roaming his body, taking in every muscle as it flexes and contracts. He’s got ink that I want to explore, but I figure that’ll happen at some point, so I continue my exploration. When his hands reach my breasts, I nearly weep in exultation, because his lips follow. Finally.

      He nuzzles between them and I want to scream until his thumbs come up and slowly circle each nipple. I didn’t think they could get any harder, but he has just proven me wrong. “Gotta have a taste, baby,” he says, lowering his head to my breasts. When he takes a nipple into his mouth, I swear I have a mini orgasm. I can feel how wet I am and find myself clenching my legs together in an effort to get some relief. “So fucking good,” he whispers as he moves to the other side, keeping the first nipple erect with his thumb.

      Part of me wants to roll him over and pounce and the other part wants to drag this out as long as possible. I’m torn because he’s made his opinion known. I don’t want to go against it, but dammit, I’ve got feelings coursing through me that I’ve never experienced before, and I want it all! I want to demand that he end my suffering, but I know that he’ll make it all worth the wait in the end.

      “Luca,” I breathe out. His hands stop and he looks up at me. I know he can see the desperation I feel plastered all over my face. I don’t have the words to express how badly I need him to move this along without offending or upsetting him. Instead, I continue to keep my mouth closed, but I desperately want to shout out that he’s taking things way to slowly.

      “Patience, baby. I’ll take care of you,” he replies. When his hands slide down to my jeans and he unsnaps then unzips them, I nearly scream my approval. ‘Do it, Luca’, I silently chant, ‘take them off and have your wicked way with me’. He pulls them down and then I hear him chuckling. “Guess they’d come off easier if I had taken your boots off first.” I join him, giggling at how we both forgot that shoes can’t stay on if you’re taking off tight pants.

      By the time he’s done, I’m breathing so hard I can see my chest rising and falling. He doesn’t take off my panties and when I raise my eyebrow at him, he merely grins, before he removes his boots and then carries on removing his own jeans. Moving back to me, we’re now chest-to-chest, with only two cotton barriers separating us.

      He rolls over, onto his back, and in a deep voice, says, “C’mere, Gypsy, and ride my face.” He wants me to do what now? I have no clue what that means. My past experiences have been limited to wham-bam-thank you ma’ams. In and out and they’re done, so this phrase means nothing to me.

      “What? Wait. Why?” I stutter out, hoping he’ll explain what it is he’s expecting me to do without me having to say the words out loud.

      When I hesitate for too long, he manages to pull me up so that my legs straddle each side of his neck. He rips the sides and suddenly my panties are gone. “Fucking gorgeous and dripping,” he mutters before he pulls me closer and swipes at my core with the flat of his tongue.

      Fucking hell. I’ve never experienced anything of this magnitude before and I’m hoping that he’ll make this an everyday event. The shiver that courses through me at such a minimal touch has me realizing that this is a ride I’ll thoroughly enjoy. He does it again, then again, each swipe getting firmer. When he sucks at my extended, hard clit, I finally understand the pleasure that I’ve only ever read about before. Soon, rational thought disappears as he adds first one finger then a second, while his tongue swirls around my clit, lapping at my juices.

      “Luca,” I moan. By now, I’m moving my hips back and forth, riding his tongue. I can feel something building deep in my gut. He doesn’t answer, just doubles his ministrations and I find myself shattering as I scream his name. He continues pumping his digits in and out of my clenching pussy while I ride out my orgasm. When I finally come down, he gently kisses my clit before sliding me down his body.

      Part of me just wants to lay here forever, but the other part wants him buried balls deep inside of me. He gently rolls so that I’m on my back and he’s leaning over me, swiping my hair back from my face, as he kisses me. I can taste myself on him and it ramps my desire back up. “Gonna make you mine now, my gypsy girl,” he says, pulling back slightly. I’m both nervous, and full of excitement, at the prospect of him filling me up and spreading me wide. The fact that it’s finally happening is fulfilling a desire I’ve had since I first laid eyes on him.

      “Okay, Luca,” I whisper. I can’t keep my eyes off of him as he settles between my widely opened thighs, his hard dick pressed against me. I reach down and he takes my hand in his and together we guide him into me. My pussy immediately clenches at the feeling of his head breaching my opening, then his dick filling me up. I’m stuffed with his long, fat length consuming my channel.

      “Fucking heaven,” he moans out once he’s fully seated inside of me. My pussy is so stretched I can’t respond, so I grin at him to let him know I feel the same. He starts to move, slow thrusts in and out and I find myself falling into the sensations once again. My hands clutch his biceps as my legs encircle his hips. At the change in our position and angle, I cross my eyes in pleasure as he begins hitting something deep inside of me, that has me seeing stars.

      “Luca, you fill me so good and are touching that special place in me that makes me want to come, don’t stop. Please don’t stop,” I plead. Okay, I begged while panting, but hell, he’s a hot guy and has a huge dick. Plus, he gave me a fucking hell of an introduction to oral sex.

      “Wasn’t planning on it,” he replies. How unfair is it that he barely sounds winded and I sound like I’ve run a marathon? Before I can complain, he adds a swivel to his hips and my eyes roll to the back of my head. I feel like I’m grounded in him yet flying through the stratosphere at the same time. How does someone experience such different feelings at the same exact time?

      Soon, the only sounds in the room are of our skin slapping skin, and panting, as he increases his pace. “Faster, Luca,” I encourage. I can feel another orgasm on the horizon, and it promises to be bigger than the first one he gave me. My spine begins to tingle, and my brain begins to buzz as I feel him and I becoming one.

      His hips are now practically pummeling in and out of me, he cups my face in his hands and kisses me, our tongues mimicking the action of his dick sliding in and out of my pussy. “Gypsy, get there, baby,” he grits out. At first, I don’t understand how I’m supposed to do that on command, until a foreign sensation takes over.

      I detonate at his tone and demand; my pussy begins clenching his dick so hard it makes it nearly impossible for him to move. At my exhilarated scream, he throws his head back and thrusts his hips twice more before moaning and calling out my name as he freezes. He stills inside of me, and I feel his dick swell to twice its normal size, then his release coats my inner walls. It feels as if he’s marking me so all men know I’m taken and my chest distends with pride that he’s chosen me.
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      Long moments later, he’s moved us so that I’m lying on top of him, but we’re still intimately connected. I’m still struggling to catch my breath and am happy to see that he is breathless as well. “That was incredible,” I whisper, leaning down to kiss his lips. His satisfied smirk makes me want to hit him, but it was incredible, so I let it slide.

      “Yeah, baby, it was pure perfection,” he replies, feeding my ego. “Need to take care of the condom and get you cleaned up.”

      Wait. Condom? Well, based on the fact that I can feel him running out of me, seems we forgot that little bitty detail. “Luca? Unless you managed to disintegrate one, I think we forgot.” I’ve heard of spontaneous combustion, but I don’t think that analogy applies to rubber prophylactics.

      “I’ve never gone ungloved. Fuck!” he sputters out, running his hand through his hair. “I’m sorry, Gypsy. This is on me.” I don’t understand what he’s so upset about, I don’t have any venereal diseases or anything.

      “Luca? I’m on birth control,” I whisper. I don’t want this to change how he feels about what we’ve just done. I had to get on the pill due to my periods and to help keep them on a trackable schedule.

      “Guess that explains why it felt so fucking phenomenal,” he mutters. He can say that again, it was one of the most sensational moments of my life. Feeling him bare inside of me tops every fantasy I’ve ever dreamed.

      “It really did. And so you won’t worry, I’ve never forgotten either.” I don’t want him believing I’m an irresponsible person when it pertains to sex and past partners.

      “I do not want to hear about other men.” I swear he’s part wolf with the gravelly way he growls this out.

      “Let’s both agree, we have pasts, but we never speak of them with each other.” I offer a compromise hoping it settles the beast within.

      “I don’t give a fuck about any of our past ‘mistakes’ I just don’t want to ever imagine or be compared to anyone. I’m a possessive motherfucker. The sooner you learn this, the easier things will be. I’m also protective and will do anything to keep you safe and unharmed in any way.” I know this about him, he’s never made it secretive that he can go a bit overboard at times. I’ve already accepted this about him.

      “Nothing compares to you, Luca. Other than those that were self-induced, you’ve given me my first orgasms.” There, that should give him a bit of a swollen head.

      “Gonna wanna watch that one night, baby,” he whispers.

      “Oh, I’m sure you do.” I snicker at the visual that one brings up. As soon as the last word leaves my mouth my belly rumbles. I place my hand over it and widen my eyes at Luca.

      “Looks like you worked up an appetite. Let me take care of that for you,” Luca chuckles as he reaches for his pants.

      I reach out and stop him. “You may as well leave them off, once I fill my tummy, I need to be filled somewhere else,” I raise a singular eyebrow in his direction.

      “Your wish is my command,” he rumbles, “after.” He taps my nose with his index finger.

      “After,” I agree.
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      After the second time we make love, I raise up on my elbows and run my finger over his abs. “Luca? I was thinking.”

      “Oh shit, a woman says those words and her man is in trouble,” he laughs, thinking his words are funny, which they most certainly are not. “Okay, I’m sorry,” he says when I stick my lower lip out in a pretend pout.

      “Anyways,” I draw the word out dramatically, “since this is the first day that the clubhouse is complete, I think we should have dinner with everyone and celebrate.”

      “What are your thoughts?” He always makes me feel important; willing to listen to what I have to say, and input his opinions, making us a united front. We are strong and unstoppable together. We could rule the world if we put our minds together.

      “What if we order pizzas, wings and beer? Maybe some soda?” I ask.

      “I like that idea. We’ve got a few hours before we have to place that order, so I’ll send a text to Tig and get him on notifying everyone. Because I plan to be very busy with my old lady up until everyone arrives.” Oh yay, I’ve unleashed the sexy beast. I have a feeling we’ll be humping like bunnies for the next couple of months.

      “We need to make sure we go check on Lucy, though,” I remind him. “She’s used to us being around a lot.”

      “Can’t Tig or Tawny do that for us?” he whines, catching me off guard. I’ve never witnessed him acting like a petulant, insufferable child...it’s kinda cute to see and to recognize he’s not as perfect as he appears. Everyone has to have at least one flaw, and if this is his, I’ll accept it.

      “I guess so, if it’s going to keep you from acting like you are right now,” I tease. He swats at me and I giggle.

      “Let’s clean this up and I’ll give you the rest of the tour,” he suggests. “Because I want to christen our bed as well.” I wonder if I should send a text to Tawny to grab me some Epsom salts because I suspect by the time we’re done today, I’m going to be very sore. God, I hope so, because I’m just as hungry for him, and don’t think I can say no or stop us, when he looks at me, and touches me.
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      Tig brought a fold up table and chairs for our impromptu dinner that my old lady planned and organized at the last minute. She and the other women went above and beyond, even with finger foods; they made this evening unforgettable for the men and me. He also brought Lucy with him, as well as her food and an extra bowl for water. Once everyone else gets their furniture delivered, we’ll get moved in, probably over the weekend seeing as everything is scheduled for Friday. The thought of unpacking the boxes in storage has me wishing we had some prospects already.

      “Tig, you can’t seriously believe that women are only good for one thing!” Tawny exclaims. I focus back on the conversation that’s been going on around me to see him nod.

      “I do, and there’s not much anyone can say to change my mind.” Ah hell, from the little I just overheard, I recognize that they’re talking about how he feels with regard to him, and relationships.

      “That’s somewhat archaic, don’t you think?” she asks. “What if you’ve already met ‘the one’ and because of how you act, you blow any chances for something that rivals what your parents have?” I look sideways and see Danika’s face has dropped and she looks as if someone has kicked her new puppy. I’m worried that Maddox is going to notice and go after Tig. The last thing I need is my officers fist fighting. I know Tig and Tawny have gotten close when she mentions my aunt and uncle. They truly do have a fantastic relationship. Actually, all of my relatives do.

      Deciding to nip this specific conversation in the bud, I interject, saying, “We’re going to need all hands on deck this weekend so we can get the shit from storage unpacked and put up. I don’t want this place looking crazy for weeks on end, we’ve got other shit to take care of.”

      “If you want me to, I can ask my friends, Pike and Tristen, to come help us out?” Maddox asks.

      “That works for me. Do they ride?” Never miss an opportunity to possibly add someone to our ranks. That’s my motto, anyhow. Especially if Maddox knows them well and trust them.

      “They actually do. Why?” I give him a look that says ‘why do you think’ but decide that he’ll do better with me verbalizing my response.

      “We’re looking to add a few prospects to our numbers,” I state. “Would you be willing to sponsor them?” He’s the one who knows them best, after all. I hope that they’re interested, I’d prefer to have trustworthy people that our inner circle recommends than a citizen from off the streets that we have to vet and spend endless hours questioning them and getting to know them. It’s easier if we have something or someone in common.

      “Fuck yeah!” he all but shouts. “They really liked talking to everyone back when Maysen...when Maysen went through her troubles.” I was overseas for that too and it pisses me off because Maysen went through hell on earth before she came to my uncle and aunt. It’s a good thing the man had been caught and dealt with before I made it home. I would’ve been a permanent visitor of the brigs if not. Because I’d bury the motherfucker alive and spit on his grave before they’d even catch me.

      “We can come up on Friday and clean,” Gypsy offers.

      “No need. I have a cleaning company coming in,” I advise her. “Figured it would be a helluva lot easier if they had a huge team come in and get it done for us.” Plus, I’m not sure I could handle other men seeing my woman on her hands and knees scrubbing floors and shit.

      “That’s even better,” she admits. I’m glad that was so easy. I expected more of a fight from her about what she deems as ‘spending unnecessary money’ when we can do it ourselves.

      “You can go shopping, baby. Take the club credit card and get the stuff we need for the kitchen and what-not.” I am silently begging her to do this because if Nan and my great-aunt, Hazel, get a hold of the card, we’ll have enough to handle any type of apocalypse a person could imagine. And whereas my mother was okay with Nan putting her personal touch on their clubhouse, I’d like to see my old lady’s on ours. It means a lot to her and me that we put our personal mark on the clubhouse.
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      The clubhouse was completed six weeks ago, and today we are having a BBQ to celebrate. All of the members from Corinth headed up so we have a full house. I love how Gypsy has embraced our lifestyle; I see her strength growing and walls crumbling by leaps and bounds every single day. She’s definitely not the same woman I met and rescued all those months ago when I stopped for gas. I haven’t told her I loved her yet, but plan to do so when I ask her to marry me. Figured this weekend, with all our family around, would be the perfect opportunity.

      “Does this look alright?” she asks, coming into the bathroom where I’m finishing up shaving. I turn and see that she’s got a white tank top, a pair of denim shorts that are frayed at the ends, shorter than I’d like them to be, but I’ve learned not to voice that opinion, and her cut. I motion for her to turn and can’t help the grin that breaks out seeing ‘Property of Luca’ stitched across her back.

      “Looks fantastic,” I tell her. I reach out and snag her belt loops and pull her close. Leaning down, I kiss her until we’re both breathless, then regret that when I hear the pounding on our door. “Later, baby,” I tell her as I stalk off to answer the door.

      When I open it, I see my dad standing there, Lucy embraced securely in his arms. “Dad, why do you have Lucy? She can come and go as she pleases.”

      “She begged until I picked her up,” he replies. “You got a minute?”

      “Sure, what’s up?” I ask him, taking Lucy from him and putting her down on the floor. She immediately heads up her ramp and crawls into her bed, sighing in relief.

      “Just wanted to tell you how proud I was of what y’all have accomplished up here,” he says. “Y’know we would’ve come up and helped as often as you needed us to.” This is why I love my dad so much. He’s always been my biggest supporter, closest confidant, and my protector. I’m so happy he found my mom and me and made us his family.

      “I know, Dad, but we felt that we needed to do it on our own. Does that make sense?” The last thing I want to do is hurt this man; he’s done so much for not only my mom, me and my siblings, but everyone underneath the Rebel Guardians umbrella.

      “It does and I completely understand. Glad to see you kept Nan to a dull roar.” He doesn't understand how hard that task actually was. I had to not only hide the credit cards and checkbook from her, but I had to sic Tawny on them. She has a tendency to speak what’s on her mind but has a way with Nan and Hazel that none of us have ever possessed. That ability is her superpower and I plan on using it as much as I can if the troublesome twosome keep up their ways.

      “It wasn’t easy. The only way I got her and Aunt Hazel to back off was to allow them to set up a storage room and build a garden in the back.” That was Tawny and Tig’s idea. Mine was to send Nan and Gino home with an ‘emergency’ that I hadn’t yet figured out.

      “Heard Tawny had some words with them as well.” We had a hard road to get to where we are today, but once you get past her tough exterior, she’s an amazing person under that armor. Loyal, trustworthy and loves being a part of our extended family. She fits in perfectly and she and Tig have become the bestest of friends. Now she gets the annoying text messages and I have peace of mind.

      “She did. Somehow, she can get through to Nan. The rest of us tend to cave but Tawny doesn’t.” Gypsy really enjoys having her cousin around, and it’s nice that she has the support. They’re going to be good for each other. Tawny has decided to stay close, she wants to live near her cousin, so she’s moving her father’s business here and closing it down in their hometown.

      “Luca!” I hear Gypsy call from the bathroom. My dad smirks at me and I hide the smile that appears on my face when I hear her voice.

      “Duty calls.” My dad chuckles.

      “Seems that way.” I silently beg him to leave. She has her sexy voice on and that means one thing...my little guy is fixing to be very happy.

      “Well, guess I’ll catch ya downstairs in a bit.” He smiles at me. “I feel the need to check on your mom’s progress.” He wiggles his eyebrows at me, and I want to take an ice pick to my brain. I silently gag, there are some things a son doesn’t need to know where his mother is concerned.

      “That works. See you shortly, Dad.” I wait until he leaves the room before I lock the door and walk into the bathroom.

      Seeing my woman bent over the sink, her shorts and panties down around her ankles has my dick hard as concrete. She catches me staring and wiggles her ass while watching me in the mirror. “I didn’t think I could wait until later, baby,” she whispers. I see one of her hands between her thighs and nearly blow my load then. My woman is sexy as fuck, a true vixen and I love every inch of her.

      “Jesus,” I breathe out before I drop to my knees and proceed to work her over with my tongue and fingers. Once she’s screamed my name, I stand and quickly release my cock from my jeans, then plunge into her silky warm heat. I begin a rhythm known through time as I steadily fuck her.

      “Faster, Luca,” she pants, her hands gripping the counters as I thrust and swivel. Her head is thrown back with her eyes closed, and I am captivated by her, once again, from the picture-perfect image she makes in the mirror. I can see her hard as diamond nipples through her tank top and make a note that maybe she should change it later.

      “God, Gypsy, every time gets better than the last.” I’m speaking the truth, too. Each time is like the first, only hotter somehow and I have no clue how. But I’m not going to complain, she makes me feel things that I never understood could happen to a man, until she stole my soul and instilled her love into my heart.

      “I know.” Her voice is almost keening, and I know she’s close. Reaching down, I find her clit and gather some of her juices before I begin lightly tugging and plucking at it. When her pussy starts to flutter and contract, I allow myself to drop some of my control and I thrust a little bit harder until she calls out my name. Four thrusts later, I join her, emptying out my release in her warmth.

      “We don’t have time to take another shower,” I tell her once I catch my breath and stand. “Best you can do is clean up.” Saying that, I grab a washcloth and get it wet before I once again kneel in front of her and this time, clean up our combined releases. The intoxicating smell of us combined makes me want to take her again. Maybe not even show up to our party and leave everyone else to entertain themselves. They are big boys and girls and know where the grill, ice chest and sound system are.

      “I’m good knowing that your cum is deep inside me,” she says, grinning down at me. Little minx!
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      We finally make our way down to the party. It’s in full swing and everyone is laughing and having a fantastic time. I’m proud of the job Maysen, Tawny, Danika and I did. The old ladies from Corinth offered to help, but we wanted to take the reins and put together our first gathering with pride and honor. Plus, we wanted to prove we were just as capable, even though we lack in years of experience, Maysen did grow up in the club and told us some of the fanatical ways they and once the kids, dressed up the party rooms.

      I leave Luca to hang out with his dad, uncles, brothers and friends while I make my way to the circle of old ladies who have taken up residence at the outside bar. “What’s up?” I giggle as I join them.

      “We could ask you the same thing.” Maysen giggles pointing at my hair. Fuck, I must have that freshly fucked hair thing going on.

      “Looks like someone got lucky,” Tawny singsongs.

      “Shut it, bitch,” I reply, holding out my hand for the margarita that DJ has just poured. Since I’ve heard about her legendary margaritas, I’m a bit nervous about drinking so early, but I have to show no fear around Luca’s family, so I take a healthy sip. “This is really good,” I state.

      “It’s Gino’s special recipe,” DJ replies. “Blackberry margaritas.” I’ve heard stories from Nan about this specialty. I’m glad to ‘finally’ join the ranks of the ‘margarita club’ title that the old ladies hold.

      “Well, we need that recipe because they’re gonna be added to the menu at the bar once Tig gets it opened. And if not there, definitely for here. Hell, both places as far as I’m concerned.” I’ll seriously contemplate spiking Tig’s beer and convincing him it’s his idea to make these a staple at his facility.

      “I’ll email it to you later,” DJ promises, giving me a wink. “So, how are you girls settling in? Are the guys giving you too much trouble? Let us know because we’ve got tricks we can tell you about to keep them in line.” I’ve heard about her so called ‘tricks’ and I’m not sure that Luca will let me get away with half the things she has. Although his punishments could be fun.

      “Oh, Gypsy has Luca well in line,” Tawny states, before popping some pastry looking thing in her mouth. “All she has to do is give him a look and he’s panting after her like a dog in heat.” I feel the blush make its way down my chest as I slyly look over in his mother’s direction.

      “Lalalalalala, I can’t hear you,” Cara shouts, putting her hands over her ears. “That’s my little boy you’re talking about.” I want to find a hole in the ground and bury myself in it. How humiliating, I’m gonna pay Tawny back for this. I can’t wait until the day comes that she meets her one. Payback is a real bitch and Karma is my middle name.

      “Not so little anymore,” I murmur, hoping my voice is low enough that no one hears me. Sometimes I blurt out whatever comes to mind when I’m nervous. It’s a habit I’ve always had, I’ve tried breaking it, but it never seems to work. I am who I am.

      DJ takes one look at me and throws her head back, laughing. “Oh, Gypsy, you’re definitely part of the family and have embraced your biker bitch babe persona! Cara, your little boy is all grown up now,” she teases, causing Cara to roll her eyes.

      “I’d prefer to think of him as a Buddhist monk,” Cara replies. Far from it, if she only knew.

      “Only if he’s doing that as a role-play thing,” DJ says. “Wait, are y’all into that thing? If so, I’m doing research for my next book and would love to talk to you about it this weekend.” As if I’ll share about our sex life with someone he calls his aunt. Jesus, these women are hell on wheels, that’s for sure! It’s not as if we’ve whipped out the flogger, spanking bench or Halloween clothes during sexy time.

      “Uh, no, we aren’t.” But she now has my curiosity piqued so I need to have a discussion with Luca later and see if that’s something he wants to try. It could be fun, right? If not, my imagination could conjure something up. But knowing Luca, he won’t allow anyone else in our bedroom, even himself in make-believe status. He’s very possessive of anything that has to do with me and being naked.

      “Speaking of sex hair, yours is looking a bit fluffier than normal, Cara,” DJ states, pointing at her and wagging her finger.

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about, DJ,” Cara replies, giving her best friend a death glare that I need to learn. It’s quite impressive even though DJ just laughs and sips at her margarita.

      “Maybe we should have a moratorium on the sex talks?” Tawny asks, grinning at all of us. Maysen’s face is beet red so I know that she probably got a little busy this morning, and Danika has a wishful look on her face.

      I laugh because I’m enjoying myself tremendously watching how the Corinth old ladies interact with one another. In the weeks while we’ve been getting our clubhouse up and running, I’ve grown closer to Maysen and look forward to when we’ll be like Cara and DJ.

      I can finally see my future. And it’s so bright that I can’t believe that most of my dreams have come to fruition. I have an amazing man, a loving new family, and I finally feel like I’m living my life instead of being an outsider watching life pass me by.
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      “Gypsy!” I hear a voice that I never wanted to hear again call out. “Gypsy! Don’t ignore me, bitch. I’m your mother, show your face and give me the respect I’ve earned birthing your cunt ass!” Someone kill me now, my past self, the one who used to hide like a scared little girl from her, attempts to come out to play. But the new me, the stronger me, raises up in anger and I can feel the fire burn its way through my veins.

      I see the old ladies stiffen when they hear that strident voice screeching at me. The tremors that overtake me are not fear, like they were when I was younger. Oh no, I’m livid. Fuck, I’m beyond livid only I don’t think there’s a strong enough word in the dictionary to describe it. Regardless, this ends now. She played virtually no role in raising me and has no part in my future.

      I stand and stride over to her with determination in my steps, I want to be able to finally eradicate this virus from my life, once and for all. “What the fuck are you doing here, Mother?” I sneer. There’s no mistake in the venomous tone that there’s no love lost between the two of us. “Don’t recall sending you an invitation and you’re most definitely not welcome.” That’s an understatement, I snort at myself which causes her to slit her eyes in a way that used to send me running like a scared bunny rabbit.

      She recoils slightly at my words, which is all a show for our bystanders, and I take that opportunity to give her a once-over. She’s showing signs of her hard life and has caked her make-up on so thick I can see the cracks and crevices. She’s dressed in what I would deem streetwalker wear; a short leather miniskirt, knee-high boots with at least a four-inch heel, and a tank top that’s at least two sizes too small. Fucking bitch. “You can’t speak to me that way. I’m your mother!” she seethes.

      “Like hell I can’t! Mother? What a fucking joke. You have no idea what a mother is! You’ve done nothing good for me my entire life! All you’ve ever done is tear me down and make me feel like I was a piece of shit. If it weren’t for Aunt Stella and Uncle Jared, I wouldn’t have survived my childhood, Mother. Hell, I nearly died from pneumonia because you couldn’t be bothered to take me to the fucking doctor! They were the ones who raised me and made sure I had what I needed for school and shit. Not you! Oh no, you were too busy bitching about how I had ruined your life and how no man wanted you because you had a kid. Didn’t seem to stop the revolving door you had going on, though, did it? Nope, not at all. You make me sick.” My chest is heaving up and down heavily with my anxiety and the atrocious way she makes me feel.

      “So, Gypsy, how does your father feel about you being around?” she asks. The heat I feel at my back, which I know is Luca, stiffens, and the air surrounding us ramps up with tension and anger. Luca knows everything now, but his family is hearing this shit for the first time and their distress is palpable.

      “You should leave now, Cindy, before you say something that causes bigger problems,” Tawny interjects as she comes up alongside me in a show of solidarity. “There’s no one here who’s going to rescue you or speak up for you. You are a worthless piece of shit and quite honestly, the only good thing you ever did was give birth to Gypsy. Too bad you chose not to allow my parents to raise her, or let her father know about her.” My heartbeat has become rapid, I didn’t want him to find out this way...if at all. I am still finding out who I am, who Luca and I are and am not ready for any other changes or rejections.

      “He didn’t want kids!” my mother exclaims. The shame I thought I’d hurdled comes back and slaps me in the face with those four words she used to spit out at me my entire life. I square my shoulders and get ready for a showdown. How dare she come here and start trouble for me. I’d finally escaped her, but she won’t let a dead dog lie. She has to bring vile and anguish to whoever she can. She’s not happy so Lord forbid if anyone else is.

      “How would you know that?” I question. “You spent, what, a week with him at some biker rally? I highly doubt you were spinning lifelong plans with him, were you?” She recoils as if I’ve physically slapped her across the face instead of spewing out hateful words, words that have set heavily on my chest for over twenty-three years now.

      “Does that man who’s holding you know why you came here?” she counters. “I bet if he knew what a deadbeat you really were, so mousy and shit, he’d dump your ass for a real woman.” Luca squeezes my hip in support, giving me the courage to continue my slaughter of her character.

      “What my old man knows or doesn’t know isn’t your concern. Not now, not ever. As for me? I’ve found a family now, one that values me and builds me up as a person. I love the life I’ve built and you, Mommy Dearest, have no part in that, none at all.” The wire hangers Joan Crawford wielded toward her children in that movie holds nothing on the cruelty I grew up with. My scars have scars, they may all be internal, but they’re still there for everyone’s viewing pleasure.

      A voice I’ve heard briefly speaks up, asking, “You got pregnant and didn’t try to find me? You had my numbers and if half the shit I’ve just heard is true and you didn’t want our daughter, you should’ve reached out to me. I would have gladly taken her and raised her. You’re the reason women get a bad rap with us men.” I turn my head to see that Chef has come up alongside me on my right. Not only that, but his brothers are standing behind him and Luca’s club is standing behind us. I’m so scared, scared that they’ll think I came here with bad intent instead of finding a place to belong.

      Yet here we all stand. One united front against an evil, vicious person. Chef turns to me and softly states, “You look just like my little sister, Carmen. How did I miss that before?” I shrug my shoulders because words have escaped me and I’m still that scared little girl when it comes to her daddy. I want to be accepted, wanted and held when I’m scared of the boogeyman under my bed.

      Luca moves so I’m behind him and looks at my mother. “My old lady has said her piece. You’re not welcome here, now, or in the future. Get your ass off our property or I’ll have no problems calling the cops.” When Chief steps forward, Luca shakes his head. “Uncle Chief, you’ve got no jurisdiction here.”

      “I can still escort this lady off the property, Luca,” he replies. I find it funny that Chief goes for intimidation when he pulls out a pair of silver cuffs from his back pocket. I don’t think I want to know why he has those on his person while he’s off duty. Then I look at Trinity and see her cheeks pinken. I feel like a little kid who wants to stomp her feet, plug her ears and cry out eww.

      “Chief, you better do it quickly because I’m about to pull out my pliers,” DJ yells out. “As for you, Cindy, you better take a good look at all these faces around your daughter. We’re her family now and there’s no place for you in this fucking picture.” I close my eyes and enjoy the claiming this family is making of me. It’s something I’ve always dreamed of and am immensely enjoying the feeling this is filling my heart with. Pure and utter, unadulterated joy.

      The emotion that overwhelms me at her words has me curling closer into Luca’s back. He reaches around and grabs my hand and laces our fingers together before he squeezes it. God, I love him, and I think it’s about time I share that fact with him. I’ve never said those words to anyone in my life and it’s going to be so much more special when he’s the first one to hear those words escape my lips.

      “You’re gonna regret this someday when you need me,” my mother calls out as she turns to leave. Why she thinks I’ll ever need or want her advice, face or otherwise in my life is a crazy sentiment. She’s fooling herself to think anyone would enjoy her presence in their lives.

      “Can’t see what I’d ever need from you,” I respond in a not so friendly tone. “Other than medical history and, newsflash, Mother, my aunt made sure I got that years ago.” She did, too, because she was the one who got the information from my grandmother, so I’d know what my history was; something I’ll forever be grateful for if I’m being completely honest. Now, I can get my father’s family medical history since it’s no longer a secret who he is to me.

      “We’re done here,” Braxton states. “You, leave, enough is efuckingnough!” he roars, pointing a finger in my mother’s direction. “You two,” he continues, pointing to me and Chef, “go inside and talk. I believe it’s long overdue and it might help you both move forward.” I nod my acceptance and go to step around Luca. He shakes his head no and pulls me into his side. I feel his love and warmth surround my body, heart and soul when he does this.

      “Going with you, Gypsy. No offense, Chef, but my old lady doesn’t face anything alone. Not anymore.” My heart swells even further if that’s possible. I feel like the old cartoon Grinch where the screen shows my heart growing twice its size. And it feels phenomenal.

      “I hear ya, brother,” Chef replies. “Is it okay for Lulu to come too?” he asks me. Like I would ever deny him the one person who supports him above all else. It’s not fair that Luca is at my side and Lulu isn’t at his. I have to get to know her as much as I do my father.

      “Yeah.” We walk into the clubhouse and Luca takes us to the room that they use for church. I’m anxious because he made sure to express to me that no one, outside of officers and invited brothers were allowed entrance to this room. I want to jump up and down like a spoiled child, but that contradicts the entire reason for this sit-down.

      “Figure this is as private as we can get,” he states as he motions for me to proceed him into the room. I give him my appreciation with a look. This is going to be emotional enough without an audience to witness my tears and potential break down.

      Once we’re all seated, I look over at Chef and inform him, “I knew when I arrived in Corinth that you were my biological father. The only reason I didn’t say anything to you is because I noticed you and your wife had no kids, so it reinforced what my mother told me. I’m beginning to think that she was way off-base.” Resisting rolling my eyes at myself for my smooth-talking ways, I bite my lower lip and contemplate what should be said next.

      He clears his throat, his eyes never leaving my face. “I swear on my cut, my future grave, and on my honor and respect for you, if I had known about you, I would’ve moved heaven and earth to have you in my life. As for me and Lulu, the only reason we don’t have kids is because Lulu isn’t able to get pregnant. We tried for years but it wasn’t in the cards for us.” I sniff back my wayward tears at the comfort my dad shows Lulu when he reaches over and grabs her hand with his. He gives her a light squeeze and smiles at her. She gives him a small smile, and I know that they both love each other very much. I can’t imagine the pain and heartache she’s experienced finding out she isn’t able to give the man she loves the one gift every woman wants to share with said man. I want to rush over and wrap my arms around her and comfort her. I know we’re not there, so I refrain from doing just that.

      “I’m sorry for everything, Chef. I wish she had told you because no lie, what y’all just witnessed is only the tip of the iceberg with how she treated me.” My father’s entire being stiffens and I swear I hear a low growl leave his chest. I’d almost think a grizzly bear or werewolf resides within.

      Luca breaks in, stating, “She’s not lying, brother. When I first met her, she had walls that were so high, I thought they’d be impossible to break through. It’s taken a lot of love and care for her to start healing from her past.” I appreciate his honesty, but I hate that I put him through so much hell to garner my trust and get my guard to dissipate.

      “Congratulations, Chef, you’re the proud daddy of a beautiful, grown-up daughter,” Lulu says, interjecting a little humor. “Gypsy, we would love to get to know you better. You’ve got more family, too. Chef’s parents are still alive, and he has a younger sister and older brother.” I’m wondering if I should get to a point where I’m comfortable being around them before we make it a family affair?

      My mind is reeling at her words. I’m not alone in this world. “You never were, baby,” Luca whispers so low only I can hear, and I realize I mumbled that out loud. I’d still like to get a little more comfortable in my own skin before I am introduced to more blood related members.

      “I know that now, Luca. I would love to get to know y’all better, but my home is here.” I’m hoping that it won’t become a bone of contention between Luca and my father, because I’ve made my life here and I need to stay where my heart is.

      “Could...could you transfer up here, Chef?” Lulu questions. My hope is running through my bones, I hope he says yes.

      He looks at Luca before replying, “No clue, but if there’s a place I can fit in up here, brother, let me know and I’ll talk to your dad.” I close my eyes and say a silent prayer that everything works out the way it is meant to. I’m not sure if that’s with us or not, but whatever happens, I’m going to promise myself that I’ll talk with Chef...Dad, once a week over the phone.

      “Well, Tig’s still looking for someone to manage the kitchen at the bar. But how will that impact the truck stop?” Luca asks. “Can’t leave Smokey and Bandit short-handed.” I nearly snort at that statement, because those two have their hands in so many pots they would add that to their daily schedule, and it wouldn’t mess with their mojo.

      “We’ll figure it out,” Chef states. “Because now that I know about you, Gypsy, there’s no way in hell I want to be so far away. Oh, and Luca? You better do right by my daughter.” I grin at how fatherly he sounds right now. He’s known for less than an hour that he has a kid and has stepped in as if he was there the whole time. I feel something gel in my heart as I smile at his words. I wonder if I’ll become a daddy’s girl now that I have a father in my life.

      “I’ll talk to Tig and my dad,” Luca says. “But I don’t see a problem with it from where I’m standing.” Yay! Do you think they’d put me in the looney bin if I jump up on top of this table and start a celebratory dance off?

      

      
        
        Luca

      

      

      

      I’m so fucking proud of my old lady right now. I want to shout it from the rooftops that I have the bravest, most endearing woman that I’ve ever met. We leave our meeting with Chef and Lulu and I steer her toward my office. Once inside, I pull her close and say, “You’ve grown balls of steel, baby, and that turns me on more than you can imagine.” I dig my hips in her showing her that every part of me is appreciative where she’s concerned.

      “Luca, I have something to tell you,” she replies, looking up at me. For the first time since I’ve met her, her eyes are completely unguarded. A look that I pray stays permanently...just like her.

      “I’m listening, Gypsy.” My voice comes out husky and I do nothing to try to hide it. I want her to know she’s always desired by me.

      Always loved.

      Always cherished.

      Always wanted.

      Always needed.

      I could go on and on, but she has something to say and I promised myself I’d never miss anything that’s important leave her delectable lips.

      “I love you. You came in like one of those knights in shining armor in the old fairy tales, only instead of a horse, you were on a Harley, and you’ve managed to slay every one of my dragons and tear down the prison I was living in.” I will not cry, I am a man, I have a dick, I chant as I clear my clogged throat. Her words affect me on a level I’ve never felt before.

      “I love you too, Gypsy-girl. You are the light to my darkness, the voice to my silence, the atmosphere to my earth. You, my girl, you are my every reason for existing. I thank whatever in the universe it was that brought you to me.” I swipe at the tears that are freely falling down her face before I lean down and softly kiss her lips and brush my thumbs over her cheeks wiping the tears away. “Why are you crying, baby?”

      “These...these are happy tears, Luca. If I would’ve dreamed of someone, it would’ve been you.” That’s one of the best compliments I’ve ever received and am honored she feels the way I do. We were made for each other. No one else could have filled the empty space in my heart the way she has. My life would always be missing something if she hadn’t come into my life. I’m so happy the universe conspired and took me to the same gas station she’d stopped at on that fateful day.

      “No tears, sweetheart, they kill me,” I admit. “Even happy ones stress me out.” Although, I really do love the way her face glows when the tears dry up and she smiles lovingly my way.

      “I’ll try, Luca, but I can’t make any promises,” she teases me. Right now, after our admission to one another, I’d like nothing more than to take her to our room and make love, admire and trace every square inch of her body with my hands and tongue for the rest of the night. But we’ve got our family and friends here and knowing them, they’re gonna want to put their eyes on my girl to make sure she’s okay. I can’t imagine Chef being good with his newfound daughter skipping out when he’ll want nothing more than to get to know her and bond with her in the way only a father and his daughter can. I’ve experienced and witnessed a bond like that, my dad and my sisters have an unbreakable one. And if anyone deserves something like that in life, it’s my gypsy-girl.

      “As much as I wish otherwise, we need to get back out there,” I tell her.

      “If you insist,” she sighs disappointed. “But this time I have to agree with you. My dad wants me, Luca! I can’t wait to get to know Lulu, did you see the way she looked at me with nothing but love and acceptance in her eyes? I didn’t imagine in a million years this would become my life.”

      “You deserve everything good this life has to offer, Gypsy. I’m so happy for you,” I express.

      “It’s all because of you.” She pulls me down and kisses my lips.

      “You’ve revived me, Gypsy. Thank you.”

      “We’ve revived each other, Luca.”

      “Forever.”

      “Forever,” she agrees.
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        Tig

      

      

      

      “Stop! Danika, stop!” I scream out as I follow her out of the parking lot and to where she has her car parked.

      “Why? Why should I stop, Tig?” The begging I see in her eyes has me contemplating what the right thing is to say here.

      “Look. Can we talk about this tomorrow? Tonight is about Luca and Gypsy.” I try to soothe her the only way I know how.

      “No, Tig. Tonight is a celebration for the Rebel Guardians’ new beginning and new chapter. It’s not about a particular couple! Why are you pushing me away?” she asks the question while screaming out at me at the same time. I’m confused, am I supposed to answer her or wait and let her finish? “You know what? Fuck you, Tig!” she hollers, turning around and my vision is captivated by the way her hair flies through the air. I groan out in frustration, because I remember what it’s like to have those locks snuggled between my fingers as I take her from behind.

      “You already did!” I scream back before I sit back and think of if that was the right thing to say or not.

      “You dumb fuck,” I hear said before a slap connects with the back of my head. I turn around and narrow my eyes at the wicked witch that just laid hands on me.

      “Mind your own damn business, Tawny,” I snarl, turning my anger on her instead of its true target...my damn self.

      “What the fuck are you doing, Tig? You just let your girl walk out of here believing that you don’t give a fuck about her other than getting her in the sack?” The disappointment I see on Tawny’s face makes me feel like shit. She’s my best friend and upsetting her is almost as bad as the look on Danika’s face was when I destroyed her a few minutes ago.

      “It’s better this way,” I tell her as I take my boot and move the sand around with my toes.

      “You’re a fool, Tig Martin,” she expresses.

      “Fool me once, shame on you. Fool me twice shame on me. I’ve been demolished before, Tawny. I’ll never allow myself to become that man ever again. I promised myself no woman would ever hold that power over me again.

      “I just don’t get it. You know she’s nothing like that bitch that fucked you and the club over, Tig. That woman was a piranha, intent from day one to fuck with you and fuck y’all up.” She places her hands on her hips and gives me the same look my mother has given me since the day I learned to walk and talk.

      “I don’t need you in my face, Tawny. Danika and I are done. Finished. Over. It’s time to move the fuck on.” I walk away from her with one destination in mind. My room, with a bottle of Jack. I don’t need nor want a woman breathing down my neck tonight. Fuck ‘em all! I don’t have to explain shit to anyone. I ignore her as she stomps behind me. I go to the bar, get my bottle, walk out the back door and keep going through the grass and pavement. All the while, she’s calling out my name, cursing me out for ignoring her, and throwing sticks and rocks at my back as I continue to pretend no one is there.

      “Listen here, Mr. Pissy Pants, you can’t just walk away from me. If you don’t make shit right with her, you’re going to regret it.”

      “My choice, Tawny, whether I regret it or not.”

      

      
        
        Danika

      

      

      

      I drive home with tears streaming down my face. I can’t believe I gave that son-of-a-bitch my heart and my body. He said all the right words, did all the right things, then threw it in my face when I told him I was ready for more.

      “We’ve never been anything more than friends with benefits, Danika. Why would you go there and do that to us? We agreed!”

      “We did no such thing!” I scream back.

      “We did. I told you I wasn’t capable of giving you more of me than my body. I never hid the fact from you that Wendy fucked me over to the point that I never want another relationship again!”

      “You need to think about all the times we were together. All the things that left your mouth while you were buried inside of me. Think about all the things we shared while lying there panting after our lovemaking...don’t! Don’t you dare call it fucking!” I say when I see his mouth open ready to interrupt me. I know him well enough to know what was fixing to exit his big, fat, lying mouth. “I love you, Tig,” I cry out.

      “No!” He screams, then his face changes. His eyes become blank, his features become hard, and his mouth tightens. I can feel the tension and hatred rolling off his body. “I can’t see you anymore, Danika.”

      “What?” I cry out. The shame of him using me, using my body, rolls through me and I feel sick. I almost become violently ill.

      “Goodbye, Danika.” I turn and run.

      He gives chase.

      We argue.

      It’s done.

      We’re done.

      My heart will never be the same. He stole it and has run away with it. I don’t think I’ll ever be able to show my face here again.

      But the secret I hold, will change everything and everyone’s life.

      

      
        
        The end...for now

        Stay tuned as we return to the RGMC Next Generation with Lily and Maxum’s story!
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