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	Dedication 

	 

	To my Rebels & Devils…

	Hell is empty and all the devils are here.

	 - William Shakespeare The Tempest

	 




 

	Guns & Roses

	 

	An arranged marriage between an outlaw and a cartel princess. 

	Forced to marry for survival, Ainsley knows her life is in danger. Torn between the life she desires and the life she has not all is fair in love and war. Her body is protected by her new husband, but what about her heart? 

	This is book 2 of Black Rebel Devils MC. Book 1 Moonshine & Mistletoe should be read first.
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Chapter 1

	 

	Abel

	Hell’s Kitchen, Texas 

	 

	“Shake that ass, baby,” Trucker howls and tosses some dollar bills at the stage. Oaklyn bats her lashes at him. Her sapphire eyes sparkle under the lighting overhead as she grinds on the pole. 

	“Work it,” Snoop barks. “Make that booty clap.” He pours some of his beer out on the floor. 

	“The fuck are you doin’?”  I shake my head at the dumb bastard. He’s loyal but not too bright. 

	“Makin’ it rain.” He grins and does some stupid dance.

	“You make it rain with money, dumbass,” ATL informs him. These fuckers just rolled in from Drag Creek, Kentucky to join my ranks. Fucking Raul Hernandez has a real hardon for my wife. Bastard is gonna learn soon I’m not one to be fucked with. This is my house and my town. Ainsley Leone belongs to me. 

	Our marriage may not be one of love, but she’s mine, and I protect what’s mine. I made a promise, and I never go back on my word. He’s gonna push me too fuckin’ far, and I’ll have to show him how Black Rebel Devils handle pieces of shit like him. 

	The song ends and Oaklyn bends down holding an arm across her tits and collecting her tips. Her long blonde hair dusts the black stage floor. I shoot her a wink. I’ll be balls deep in her mouth later. She’s a sweet ass who showed up about a month ago on the back of Harlem’s chopper and decided to stay. 

	Finishing my beer, I toss the empty bottle in a nearby trash can. 

	“You ridin’ out, Prez?”

	I pull a pack of smokes from the inner pocket of my cut and tap the bottom of the package until one falls out. Lighting up and taking a hard drag, I blow the smoke out before responding. “Yeah, you boys don’t party too hard we got choir early in the morning. Be there.” I brought them out to show them a good time before I put them to work.

	“Later, man.” ATL lifts his chin. The next girl is already on the stage, and I go out to my bike to wait on Oaklyn to go back to the clubhouse. I lean against the brick building and finish my cigarette. Minutes later that booty clapping blonde bombshell comes out the side door. Big Bear, head of The Drop’s security nods at me and closes the door behind her. 

	I grab her ass and pull her into me. “Hey, you.” Her red painted lips meet mine for a quick peck. 

	“Someone’s happy to see me.”  She grins and rubs those slender fingers over my cock. 

	“You ready to ride?”

	“Always.” 


	Taking her hand, we start toward my bike when my cell phone starts vibrating in my back pocket. I stop in my tracks and snort when I see the name flashing on the screen. With annoyance flickering through every cell in my body, I swipe my finger to accept the call. “Talk to me.”

	“Hey, um do you think you can come home?”

	My brows knit. “What the fuck for?” I stay at the clubhouse on the weekends. 

	“Just never mind. Forget it.” Ainsley huffs and hangs up on me.

	Fuck. I shove my cell back in my pocket. 

	Oaklyn peers up at me. “What’s wrong?” 

	“Nothin’. You got somewhere I can drop you or is your car here?”

	“I have my car, but I thought I’d stay with you tonight.” Her plump lips screw into a pout. 

	“Some other time. I have something to take care of.”  I pull her in for a kiss goodbye. “Don’t be giving that pussy up to anyone.”

	She laughs. “You don’t own me, Abel.”

	“It’s a damn shame too.” I swat her ass and climb on my motorcycle. As I pull out, she’s walking back in the club probably to fuck Trucker for all the money he threw at her all night. I don’t give a fuck if she does. The bitch ain’t shit to me really. I roar down the road and take a right making for home. 

	Rolling up to the gate, it opens automatically for me. I salute the guard working the night shift and drive through. The front lawn is lit up and I drive on around to the garage to park my bike. The three-car garage holds Ainsley’s new car, a Maserati GranTurismo. Her graduation gift to herself. And yet she doesn’t want her daddy’s blood money. Yeah right. 

	I smoke another cigarette before going in. She doesn’t like me smoking in the house. Probably because it makes her think of Axel. I walk in through the back-patio doors and there she is. My wife’s dark hair hangs down her back in loose waves but has streaks of copper and red in the right light. She’s got on these little white shorts with pink hearts on them and a matching thin tank top. Petunia, her french bulldog barks at her ankles. Ainsley bends down to pick her up. I can’t help but gaze at her lean tan legs while getting a full view of her ass cheeks. She’d never be up on a damn pole, but I’d be a lair if I said I wouldn’t love to see her in action. 

	I open the back door and Ainsley jumps at the blare of the alarm. I smirk and put the password in before the police are alerted. “Easy, it’s me.” Petunia looks right at me and lets out a low growl. 

	“It’s alright, sweet girl, I won’t let that scary jerk hurt you.”

	I roll my eyes as she cuddles the little tan butterball. “What did you want when you called?”

	“It’s not important. I hope I didn’t interrupt anything.” 

	“Liar. It’s Friday night you know damn good and well you cockblocked my night.”

	“I don’t care who you fuck.”

	“That’s two. Want to go for three?”

	She puts the dog down and moves to the fridge, taking out a fruit tray. “I had another delivery today.”

	“What was it this time?”

	Ainsley swallows her slice of cantaloupe. “It’s in the garbage out back. I didn’t know what to do with it.”

	“I’ll handle it.”

	“Thank you.”

	“Anything else?”

	“Nope.”

	“So you called and had me running for some fucking flowers.”

	“I told you to forget it. You came because you wanted to.”

	“No, I didn’t come.” 

	This time it’s her doing the eye rolling. “Poor baby.” Popping a strawberry in her mouth she starts chewing and making a weird face. 

	“You okay?”

	Spitting into a paper towel she shakes her head and tosses it in the trash under the sink. “Like you give a shit about me. I’m sure it was just too ripe.” 

	I move past her to go to the fridge. I take a bite of the strawberries. “Tastes good and juicy to me.” I lick my lips and grab a beer. 

	“Aren’t you going to get rid of it?”

	“I said I’d handle it.”

	“I know.” Her eyes widen and she slaps her palm over her mouth. Vomit spews between her fingers, and I spin her back to the sink. Ainsley throws up. Her chest shudders violently as she heaves. I grab her silky locks, holding back her dark mane. I flip the faucet on with my free hand and try not to look at the contents of the sink. She grips the edge of the deep basin, continuing to dry heave. 

	“Hey now.” I tuck the ends of her hair into the back of her top. I grab a paper towel and wet it for her to wipe her mouth with. I’m a dick but I can see that she’s not well. 

	Graciously, she accepts the wet towel. “I guess that delivery made me queasier than I thought.”

	“You sure that’s it?”

	“Yeah.” A belch passes through her lips. Her hand moves to her mouth. “Excuse me. I’m just gonna go upstairs to bed.” 

	“Later.” I frown as the smell from the sink hits me. Fuck. I stomp to the broom closet and grab a bottle of bleach and dump it. I gag and cover my nostrils with the collar of my t-shirt. What the fuck did she eat today? Damn. I finish up and go out back to see what message was sent today. You don’t marry a cartel princess and not inherit enemies. I knew what I was signing on for when I agreed to marry her. 

	Pulling the lid off the metal trash can, I find a red satin heart-shaped box on top of yesterday’s garbage. I grab it and walk back in the house so I can see better. Lifting the lid, I feel like a jackass for getting frustrated with Ainsley. Inside the box are crime scene photos of her father and grandmother. Cupping my jaw, I let out a breath and pull out my phone. 

	It takes Uno five rings before he answers. “Lo,” his tone is groggy.  I can hear the baby fussing in the background. His ex gave birth to a son a few weeks ago. They named him Ruger. 

	“Got another delivery. I want to know that fuckers every move. If he shits I want to know what color. Feel me?” 

	“I’ll get Murphy on it.”

	“Good.”

	I end the call and plug my phone in to charge. I grab the gift box and take it out back to the firepit. After getting some lighter fluid I douse it and send the message up in flames. I’ve received it loud and clear. Raul is out for blood. Ainsley may be my brother’s cunt, but she wears my brand on her body. She bears my name. She’s mine to protect. The photos curl and turn to ash. The box begins to melt. I feel around in my pockets for that dime bag ATL slipped me earlier. Some of that good chronic shit he grows back in the sticks of Kentucky. As I lick the rolling paper, I look up and see Ainsley in our bedroom. Her hair is up in a towel and her ass is barely covered by another. 

	I fire up my puff puff pass and watch her go through her routine. Rubbing lotion all over. She drops the towel and walks into the closet. Losing sight of her I return my attention back to the firepit and wait till it burns out before I go inside. 

	Even though we are in the privacy of our house we still keep up appearances. Never show any weakness. Never let your enemy know where to hurt you the most. I kick off my boots at the back door. When I get upstairs to the master suite Ainsley is in bed and the lights are off. I go into the bathroom and strip down for a shower. I’m buzzed and feeling good. 

	The shower still smells of her lemon vanilla soap. Smells like a fucking cookie. The water sprays down on me, and I realize I forgot to close the bathroom door. Too late now. I’m not getting out and tracking water all over the place. I have the perfect view of my wife from our open shower. She’s on her side and the sheet is wrapped around her but low under her hip showing off the tattoo that represents my claim on her. The top she is wearing outlines the shape of her breasts.

	I’d be a liar and blind not to see her beauty. But she doesn’t want me. She’s in love with my brother. Fine by me. Closing my eyes, I grip my cock in hand and think about her, remembering fucking her after we said I do. The way she gave her body to me so easily. So willingly she submitted to desire. 

	I haven’t touched her since. That doesn’t mean I haven’t wanted to.

	I slide my fist up and down my shaft thinking about how tight and wet she was. The way her body responded to my touch. The sounds she made as I drove into her, pushing her to the limit. I jerk faster and harder. My jaw ticks as I spill my release in my hand. When I open my eyes, Ainsley is watching me.

	 




Chapter 2

	 

	Ainsley

	 

	My stomach burns and I can’t sleep. Visions of those damn pictures Raul sent to me today keep dominating my thoughts. Seeing my grandmother’s dead hollow eyes. Her dead body laying in the bedroom doorway. The pool of blood surrounding her head. My father’s body sitting up in bed with no head. It was a clean cut and I pray death was fast for him. I keep telling myself that maybe none of this is real and when I wake up, this will have been a dream. Maybe I’m not married to a man who hates me because I fell for his brother first.  

	I can hear the shower running. That means Abel is sticking around. Soon he’ll slide into bed and sleep as far away from me as possible. I don’t know why he doesn’t stay in the guesthouse or in one of the other rooms down the hall. His men would probably find it strange that he insists on sharing a bed considering he can hardly stand to look at me. I know he keeps a whore. 

	It shouldn’t bother me, but it does. I don’t want anyone thinking I’m his fool. That he married me and took control of my father’s territory and keeps me locked up like his prisoner. I don’t go anywhere unless him or one of his boys in leather are with me. I shift in the sheets and roll to my back, scooting up the black leather padded headboard. The bathroom door is open and there he is. The bastard I married. He’s in the shower. Eyes closed, head back, his fist wrapped around his fat cock. Flames lick up my neck. He’s an asshole, but he’s fine as hell to look at. I should go over there and shut the door to give him his privacy but maybe he intended me to watch. Asshole. 

	I stare at him unable to look away. Unable to resist the temptation to touch myself. I slide my fingers down my shorts and palm my pussy. I may not like the man but I’m not dead. I add a second finger, and my nipples harden as I continue to watch him. Muscles tightening in his neck and face as he erupts in his hand. His release jetting out and disappearing with the spray of the water. 

	His eyes open locking on me. Shit. I freeze and pray he doesn’t know what I’m doing under the sheets. I close my eyes and take a deep breath. When I open them again, he’s out and has a towel wrapped around his waist. Abel continues with his ritual, brushing his teeth and flossing between them. I roll to my side and squeeze my eyes shut as he climbs into bed no doubt naked still. The strong scent of his soap wafts over me, and I inhale deeply, getting a good whiff. If anything, my husband smells amazing. Like Nautica cologne. I don’t know what it is about the scent, but it makes my nerves hum in awareness of his closeness. 

	“Did you enjoy the show, wife ‘o mine,” his husky voice rakes over my skin. The hair on my arms stands as he kisses my earlobe and sucks it into his warm soft mouth. For such a hard man he’s got the sweetest touch when he wants to be kind. I stay quiet not wanting to provoke this hot and cold man of mine. “I saw you watching me.” Stroking my cheek with a feather-light touch he trails a path down my throat. I was watching him and shamefully I enjoyed seeing him so vulnerable. I won’t admit it to him not in a million years, but my thighs quake at the sound of his voice and the feel of his breath caressing my skin. “I bet if I reach between your legs right now, I’d find you fuckin’ soaked.” 

	I squeeze my thighs tight my body betraying me. How do I hate the thought of him touching me and yet want nothing more right now than for him to take what he wants and give me what I need? 

	Pressing on my throat his grip strengthens. “Look at me.”

	Top teeth sinking into my bottom lip, I dare to turn onto my back and face him. His hand slides down my chest and between the valley of my breasts. “You’re a beautiful creature.” Rubbing his thumb over my nipple he smirks at me. Continuing to toy with me his hand moves further to my belly. The pad of his finger traces small lazy circles in a pattern around my navel. “Maybe I should fuck you over and over again until I am damn sure there’s a baby in you. Maybe then Raul would see that he’ll never get to have you. Never get to taste your mouth.” Dipping his head down he presses his lips to mine. He traces the outline of my mouth with the tip of his tongue, daring me to part my lips and open up to him. Abel breaks away. “He’ll never touch you here.” Cupping me between my thighs he teases at my clit with his thumb. Touching me enough to make himself known but not enough to give me any real pleasure. 

	Every fiber of my being screams to be touched, pleasured, and wanted by him, but I won’t dare wiggle. I won’t break. I won’t arch my body to his touch and beg for more. And yet…I stretch ever so slightly into his hand. “Say the words and I’ll give you want you want.” Torturous lips drag down my throat. His tongue brushing along my skin ever so gently. 

	“No.” The word comes out in strained whisper. 

	Abel pinches my clit between his finger and thumb. “You sure?”

	Oh God. My body aches for him, and I hate myself for it. Our gazes meet and we have a staring contest. He releases me from his touch, and I want to cry for him to do it again. 

	To touch me. 

	To give me his fingers. 

	His mouth.

	His body. 

	All the pieces of him that I desperately want right now. 

	“I’m tired.” I deliver the lie cool as a cucumber. 

	He curls an arm around me. “Goodnight, wife ‘o mine. Sleep tight.” His lips brush over mine, and I almost lose the battle and return his kiss. A chuckle passes from his lips and rings in my ear. I squeeze my eyes shut waiting for him to move back to his side of the bed, but he continues to hold me. I grab his hand and start to move from under him. “Where are you going?”

	“To get a glass of water.”

	“That’s three.”

	“What?”

	“Three lies you’ve told since I walked in the door tonight. I told you we’ll have no secrets between us. You thought you’d sneak off and get yourself off, didn’t you?”

	“What? You’re crazy, Abel.”

	I try to push up, but he rolls over me, pinning me to the bed. 

	“Let me up.”

	“Is that what you want?” Pressing his knee between mine he parts them. He tucks his thumb under my chin forcing me to meet his gorgeous blue eyes. “I think you want me to fuck the loneliness out of you.” 

	“You don’t know me.”

	“Oh, baby. I know you. All alone with her fancy clothes and daddy’s money locked away like a fragile doll with no one to play with her. I’ll play with you.” 

	I lick my lips and tears well up in the corners of my eyes. “You’re a real bastard.”

	“But I’m your bastard.”

	He’s right. 

	He is mine. 

	For better or for worse and right now this is definitely for worse because I break. I crumble beneath him and say, “Please.”

	“Was that so hard?” He doesn’t wait for an answer. His mouth crashes into mine, and I greedily thrust my tongue into his mouth and bow my back, lifting my hips, rubbing against him desperate for a release. We’re a fire burning brightly as we come together. Fingers clawing, teeth nipping, lips sucking, tongues tasting we collide. My shorts are jerked down my legs, and I’m flipped over face down ass up. Strong rough hands grab my hips and he lines up behind me. The man is cold as ice but when he gets lost inside me, he melts. 

	“So tight. So ready. So mine.” He looms over me, wrapping a fist around my hair, and kisses the space between my shoulder blades. Guiding himself inside me, he lets out a groan. The heavy weight of him presses down on me, and when I slide further down in the bed his hand coils around my middle and rights me back into position. With one hand on my hip, he uses the other to tug on my hair while thrusting deep. My bones go all gooey like soft ice cream as my orgasm begins to build. 

	“Say it, Ainsley. Tell me that you’re mine,” he grates, yanking on my hair. 

	I smirk over my shoulder, circling my clit. “I belong to no one.”

	He pulls my hair harder and it turns me on. When he’s inside me I forget that I hate him. I fall deeper and harder into his web. My feelings for Abel being muddled with my attraction to his brother because he reminds me of what I miss. What I crave. I’m fucked in the head. 

	His hand leaves my hip and comes down palm to cheek, spanking me hard. 

	“Tell me.”

	My body hums in anticipation of the next blow. I shake my head and bite down on the pillow, welcoming the next. Slap. “Oh, God.” I rock back into him sending him surging so deep I could swear I can feel him in my belly. He draws back out as I pant. 

	“Tell me or I’ll stop.” 

	“You won’t stop.” I wiggle, trying to get him to move again.

	“The hell I won’t.” He pulls out and moves to his side of the bed. He fucking stopped, and I could smother him with my pillow right now. 

	“Seriously?” 

	“Sleep tight, sweetheart. I already got mine in the shower.” He winks and I feel ready to explode and not in a good way.  

	“I hate you.”

	“I loathe you too.” For a second my breath caught in my throat because I thought the prick was going to say he loves me. I wouldn’t have believed him. What we share is part lust part loneliness. I turn on my side and debate going to sleep in another room, but he’d probably follow me just to be an ass. 

	My mind drifts to where it shouldn’t—to Axel. 

	“Forget me,” he said. 

	I wish I could. 

	I wish I’d never met him. That I never gave him pieces of me. He took those pieces with him when he went away. 

	I thought maybe after things cooled down that someday he’d change his mind and come for me. We’d run off to some beach and change our names. But that tomorrow will never come.  He won’t accept my letters and refused my visits. 

	A tear runs down my cheek, and I swipe it away letting out a sniffle. 

	“Are you fuckin’ crying?”

	“Nope.” 

	“Fucking hell.” Abel rolls over and pulls me into him. I rest my head on his shoulder, tucking my nose into the crook of his neck, inhaling his scent. I despise him and yet feel so safe in his arms. It’s a cruel world, and I’m trapped in Abel Black’s arms. 

	“Do whatever you have to. I forgive you.”

	If only I could forgive me. 

	Abel grips my arms and pulls me onto him. We lay naked chest to chest. His fingers stroking my back. His erection pressed into my stomach. I feel crazy as my tears fall and my legs move to either side of him. I slide up his body and come back down on his cock. I ride him steady but slow. Eyes closed head back. I’m in a different place in a different time with another man. But I feel happy and free even if it’s not real. 

	Teeth sink into my skin and I tremble and quake. I take it all and just ride until I find my release and my husband does too.

	 




Chapter 3

	 

	Axel

	Somewhere, Kentucky 

	 

	“What are you doin’ here?”  I stare at the girl I thought I was gonna marry someday through the glass. 

	“I’ve been thinking about you. A lot.” Her palm flattens against the glass separating us. I place my hand up on the other side, wishing I could reach out and touch her. “I never wanted this. I didn’t think.”

	I smirk. “Thinking wasn’t our problem, sweetheart.” 

	A coy smile spreads over her features. “I suppose not.” Her tongue darts out and wets her lips. “Axel, I tried to talk to them on your behalf. I—”

	“Hey.” I cut off her off, shaking my head. “None of that. Doesn’t matter. You didn’t kill that guy. I did that. You look real pretty today, Coralie.” 

	A tear slides down her cheek and it kills me to see her cry. To see her blaming herself. She may not be mine, but she used to be. I care about her. She’s all I have left in this fucked up mess that is now my life. I let Ainsley go. I gave her to my brother even though she was never really mine to give. I wanted her. I knew what would come with her…money…power…the fresh start away from Drag Creek I desperately needed. I should cut Coralie loose too. Tell her to go out and live her life. Be happy. Finish school. Meet someone nice. Someone who isn’t like me. 

	“We were never gonna work, were we?”

	We come from two different worlds. “Don’t say never.” I wink at her. 

	“Oh, Axel. God, I wish I could just reach through this glass and hug you. You have to know that I did love you. I did. I think maybe I still do.” 

	“I know. I loved you too. Part of me always will.”

	Her throat bobs and she bites back her tears. “I’m going to be here every week. You’re not in this alone. I’ve been talking to this guy from school. He’s pre-law and he thinks maybe we could find a way to get you an earlier release.” Her voice drops. “He knows things about Jacob and his father. Neither of them were good people. There were charges pending on Jacob. The Senator paid lots and I mean lots of money to cover it up, but there’s this girl. He raped her and beat her up. You coming to that party and knocking him out probably saved me from sharing her fate. I had no idea. I feel so stupid. I’m so sorry, Axel. But that’s beside the point. I think he bribed people to make sure you were locked up. Honestly, I don’t think Jacob died from you hitting him. I think there is a lot more going on than anyone knows. Do you know what Jacob dying has done for his father’s career?”

	“Piece of shit or not, I still have to answer for what I did. I’ll do my time. Don’t worry about me. I’ll be just fine.” I lick the cut on my upper lip from the fight I got into yesterday. Couple of Skinz jumped my ass. Was no big deal. I held my own. The Mexicans have it out for me too. Lots of enemies in here but I have friends too. 

	“I’ll do whatever I can.”

	“Stop poking around places you shouldn’t. I don’t want to see you hurt.” 

	The guard steps forward. “Time’s up.”

	“Next week. I’ll be here.”

	I nod and turn my back on her sad eyes. 

	I should tell her to stay the fuck away, but I’m a selfish bastard and misery loves company. 

	“I love you, Axel,” she cries out. I can hear the tremble in her voice, and it cuts me in two. 

	We created this situation. 

	I do blame her partly and want her to hurt and suffer. 

	I can be a cruel son’bitch when I wanna. 

	I’ve got the blood of Slim and Rebel Black running through my veins. 

	I can only hope Ainsley is faring better with my brother, but the truth is, I know he’s a bastard. He’s like me. We take what we want and don’t care who we hurt. It’s why I trust him to do right by Ainsley when push comes to shove. He’s always envied me. Always wanted to walk in my boots. Be the big brother. The one who’d inherit the club. He got his wish. He better enjoy it while it lasts because when I do get out, I’m going to Texas and taking back what’s mine.

	Nothing will come between me and Ainsley. Nothing will keep me from my rightful place as Prez. 

	Not even blood.  

	I hold my hands up and the cuffs go back on for the walk back to lockup.

	Back in my cell I lay on my cot and think about Ainsley. Her smile. Her carefree attitude. I hope she hasn’t lost her spirit. I know my pushing her away is a dick move, but I don’t want her worrying about me and wasting her time and money on things that won’t do anything but bring her down. She has her own shit to worry about, and I can’t protect her from in here. But out there she has the next best thing. Abel. 

	He won’t let her down. 

	He won’t let me down.

	Like he said, he’s his brother’s keeper and for now he’s keeping what’s mine. 

	 




Chapter 4

	 

	Abel

	 

	Rolling over in bed I open my eyes and yawn. Then I smile at my wife’s naked ass. I fucked her ass to sleep last night. My handprint marks her skin. I hold my palm out and line it up with the pink welt. Caressing her backside, I grow hard again, but I need to piss. Reluctantly, I leave her sleeping and get my day started. I’ve got to get out the door and to The Inferno to hold choir. 

	When I come out of the bathroom, Ainsley is sitting on the edge of the bed staring at her feet. No doubt beating herself up for giving in and fucking me all night. Her red rimmed eyes meet mine swirling with emotion. 

	“I gotta ride out. You good?”

	“I will be. I might go to the after-hours clinic later. I still feel nauseous. As soon as I tried to stand up, I got dizzy and bile was in my throat. Maybe I stood up too fast.” 

	I cross the room and grab my cut off the bedpost. I shrug it on and crouch down in front of her. Cupping her face, I stroke her cheek. “You could be pregnant.” I smirk at the thought. We’d make a beautiful baby. Her dark hair and my light eyes. 

	She jerks away from my touch. “You’d love that wouldn’t you.” Her eyes narrow on me. “You love the idea that I’m your property. It gets you off.”

	“I got you off multiple times last night.” She looks away, cheeks blooming pink. “Don’t act like you don’t love having me between your legs, wife o’ mine. You didn’t have any problem screaming my name last night.” I spread her thighs and bury my head between her legs. I inhale and grin up at her. “You still smell like me. I bet if I wanted that pussy for breakfast, you’d give it to me.” 

	A scowl stretches over her face, but I can practically hear her heart racing at the thought. 

	“That what you want to start your day? Me giving you an orgasm.” 

	Ainsley slides her fingers through my blond hair, jerking my head up. Our eyes meet, and I know that’s exactly what she wants. She won’t admit it. Bitch would rather die than confess how badly she wants it. 

	“Don’t stress, sweetheart. I’m in a giving mood. Lay back on the bed.”

	Wordlessly she falls back on the mattress. Her legs fall to either side, and I bury my face between them. Thrusting two fingers inside her heat, I’m not surprised at how aroused she is. Ainsley can pretend to hate me all she wants, but we both know it’s her guilt that eats away at her. 

	She may care about my brother, but she’s attracted to me. She loves my cock as much as my mouth. I’m here. He’s gone and not coming back for a long time. A day will come that he’ll be released but by the time that happens I plan on Ainsley having my babies. By then she will love me.

	Wiggling beneath me, her legs kick out when I make a come here motion hitting her in the right spot. She’s close. My dick strains against my zipper, eager to get back inside her. My cell buzzes and I pull away, wiping my mouth on her inner leg as I do. 

	I grab my phone out of my back pocket. It’s Uno, my VP. Ainsley is propped up on her elbows. Her pussy glistens with her arousal and my saliva. She’s panting and hanging on the edge. 

	“Lo,” I answer and grin at my wife. Each and every day I like the taste of it in my mouth more and more. The taste of her. 

	“Just because you’re Prez don’t mean you get to be late for choir.” We are still getting used to one another. He came to me from my brother-in-law’s club, Devils Rejects MC. He may be older and wiser, but this is my club. We came together to end the war between our two clubs but that doesn’t mean I fully trust him either. I know that being Prez puts a target on my back. 

	“I’m on my way.”  I end the call and shove my phone back in my pocket. I rub my thumb over Ainsley’s clit. “We’ll finish this later.”

	I stand up and she grabs a pillow, holds it to her face, and screams. 

	“You’re a greedy brat, but I can’t be spoiling you.” I bend back down and place a kiss on her pussy lips. I can’t help myself from licking her from clit to ass. When my tongue hits her ass, she squirms. I’ll be exploring more ass play with her in the future. The thought of taking her ass has me rock hard, and I decide fuck it. I’m the Prez, those fuckers can wait a few more minutes. I unzip my jeans and lay next to her. “Get over here and sixty-nine me. I want that mouth.”

	Ainsley gives as good as she receives, and I ride out ten minutes later after shooting my load on her face. 

	**

	The Inferno was a warehouse Tiny Leone once used for moving the women he’d sell. Now the property serves as clubhouse to Black Rebel Devils. We gutted the place. It was in fuckin’ bad shape. Some parts are still under construction, but we got the bar finished. Stephanie, Uno’s ex-bitch, baby momma, whatever in the fuck she is to him designed it. I think she’s a bit of a cunt, but she did a great job. It has a real distressed and worn in look, as though we’ve always been here. Wooden beams make up the ceiling with large fans that also serve to light up a majority of the space and they have dimmers on them. This club may be founded with the blood money of Tiny Leone, but we won’t do things the way he did. 

	We’re building a still and expanding my family’s moonshine business. Using Romeo’s recipes. He used to be the VP of Black Rebel Rider’s MC. He taught my father everything he knows about making good ol’ corn liquor and he taught Axel and me. It’s up to me to carry on family tradition. It falls on me to continue the family line. To have a son who holds the last name Black. 

	Ainsley may already have my brother’s child growing inside her, but either way her baby will be brought up as mine. Blood of my blood. Flesh of my bone. 

	“Hey, Prez,” Carmen purrs, wiping down the bar and getting things ready. Bitch is fucking fruitier than a fruitcake. Uno brought her from Webb Hollow with him. Said she needed a new start. We give her room and board and she keeps shit clean. 

	 “You got some coffee for me?” 

	Her head bobs eagerly as she scrambles to pour me a cup. 

	I take the mug and kiss her cheek. “Thanks, baby doll.” I slide her a few bills. “Place is looking great. Head on out and buy yourself something pretty to wear for my new men.”

	Carmen’s face lights up and she’s out the door. She’s okay, but I don’t want her sticking around while I hold choir. Whores like her are a dime a dozen and can be turned easily. I spot Oaklyn coming down the stairs wearing ATL’s t-shirt. 

	“Hey.” She lets out a yawn and smiles at me. 

	“Mornin’.”  I laugh under my breath spotting the hickey on her neck. Looks like she did just fine seeking out company elsewhere. Doesn’t bother me. I already fucked her. Was gonna hit it again last night but things changed. Ainsley gave in. I’ll be having her pussy whenever I please. No need for club pussy if I can get my needs met at home. “Denver, give this lady a ride to her car,” I bark the order out to one of my new prospects. 

	“You got it, Prez.” 

	“So that’s it, huh?” Oaklyn cocks her head to the side. 

	“Yup. But guess I’ll be seeing you around.”

	“Maybe. I do enjoy fucking bikers.” She squeezes my wrist and kisses my cheek. “But hey. You and the wifey ever want to spice up the bedroom. Give me a call. I’ve seen her around town. I’d hit that.” 

	I shake my head. “No fuckin’ way.”

	“What? You afraid she’d enjoy what my mouth can do a little too much. Bet I’d make her cream her panties in three minutes tops.” 

	“I’d like to see you try. Now go on. Get outta here.” 

	Crazy bitch. Ain’t nobody touching my wife but me. I take a sip of my coffee and head into choir. We have lots of business to discuss.

	Everyone is seated at the table except my chair sits empty until I fill it. 

	Pulling out my chair I sit my ass in it and pick up the gavel. I slam it down and call our meeting to order. Matías García has been in contact and wants to discuss the future. He had a hefty contract with Mr. Leone for his yayo. I don’t see any reason not to hold to it. Drugs aren’t my first choice of product but having the Columbians on my side when I take out Raul Hernandez couldn’t hurt. 

	Raul has cut us off from the Mexicans and it’s not really any love loss considering they were supplying a lot the women of the slave trade. I will never sell women and children. Guns and drugs is different. I’ll turn that shit all day long. My old man would tell me to get away from the Columbians but he’s not here and this is my club. Every choice I make falls on my shoulders. 

	I can’t afford a war with Matías García when I have Raul Hernandez knocking on my door. “Set up the meeting, but he comes here.” 

	Uno nods in agreement. At least we are on the same page here.

	 




Chapter 5

	 

	Ainsley

	 

	Looking in my rearview mirror I see my tail. Anytime I step foot outside of the gates of my home Abel has a man watching me. I know he does it for my own protection but it’s annoying as hell. I don’t have any friends here, and it’s too dangerous to keep in touch with any I had back at school. All I have is my stepmother and Abel. I would have asked her to go with me to the clinic, but she has enough on her plate with her newborn. Ruger isn’t my brother. I’m not sure who the father is, but Uno is raising him. 

	Stephanie keeps telling me to introduce myself to the other old ladies of the club. It’s not that I haven’t wanted to but more that I think Abel doesn’t want me involved with the club or anyone. He says it is for my own good, but I feel like his prisoner. I step on the gas, driving my fast car, wishing I could just keep going. Sad thing is I have nowhere to go. No one to run to. The one person who gives a damn about me might as well be dead. He doesn’t want me. Maybe it was all a lie. Maybe he used me. Maybe he never gave a damn. 

	A siren and flashing blue lights snap my attention back to the road. Great. Pulling off on the shoulder, I roll my window down and wait for the officer to approach. 

	He’s a county man dressed in a tan and brown uniform. “Miss.” He tilts his hat at me. 

	“Good day, officer.”

	“Wanna tell me why you were goin’ so fast.”

	I offer him my best smile. “I’m on my way to my stepmother’s. She called and said it was an emergency.” My tail thunders past us, but I’m sure he’ll be waiting up ahead. He can’t exactly pull in behind me and say he’s my muscle. 

	“I’m goin’ta have to see your license and registration.”

	“Of course.” I swipe my license out of my purse and start digging around in the glovebox for the rest while he examines my identification.  

	“Leone?”

	“Yes, well now Black. I haven’t had a chance to change it. But Black is my married name.”

	“You related to that drug kingpin that had his head cut off?”

	I bite down hard on my inner cheek. “No.”

	“That’s good. We don’t like garbage like that around here. Gave the town a bad name.” 

	“Never heard of him,” I lie.

	“Tell you what. I’m going to let you off with a warning this time. Slow down.” He hands my license back and returns to his car. I wait until he pulls out to release my tears. My father may have been a monster, but he was all I had in this fucked up world. He’s the only person who truly gave a damn about me even if he had a fucked up way of showing it. Drying up my tears I get back on the road. I should go to the clinic but deep down I know what’s going on. I’ve not had my period for two months. I keep trying to ignore it, but I know I can’t keep pretending. I’m pregnant and this baby could belong to either Axel or Abel. 

	Instead of going to the clinic I decide to pay visit to Stephanie. I could use some womanly advice. My tail is waiting up ahead at the filling station, he pulls out right on my ass. It must be boring for him having to follow me around. Murphy is probably in his mid-forties to early fifties. He says I remind him of his daughter, Goldie. She’s been up north visiting her mother and you can tell he misses her. 

	I arrive at Stephanie and Uno’s house, and am buzzed through the gate automatically. I don’t bother with knocking. I never do. I find her in the kitchen with her blonde curly hair swept up in a messy bun on her head. I can’t believe my eyes when I take in her haggard appearance. The woman is always so put together, never a hair out of place. Today though she looks a hot mess. Her spaghetti strapped tank top has baby vomit stains on it and she’s wearing a pair of plaid pajama pants that appear two sizes two big, draping off her hips. Dark circles rim her eyes. 

	I hope this isn’t a terrifying look into my future. 

	Ruger is sitting inside the doorway that leads to the back patio. When the swing moves forward, he goes outside and when it swipes back, he’s in the kitchen. The fresh air is good for him. “Hey, what brings you over?” She smiles at me, but it doesn’t reach her eyes. Exhaustion is wearing on her. 

	“Oh, well I thought I’d come over and see if you needed any help or whatever.” Uno hired a nanny, but they give her the weekends off. 

	“I could use five years of sleep.” A light laugh follows with a big yawn. “Uno says you’ve been sick. Everything okay?”

	“Well my husband still thinks I’m his possession and I…” I bite my thumbnail. 

	“You what?” her head tilts as she studies me. 

	“I gave into him last night.”

	“Well that’s a start. You know he’s young and cocky. Abel has a lot to learn but play things right and you can mold him into a man you can love or at least tolerate.”

	I grin. “Like you did with Uno.”

	Rolling her eyes, she shakes her head. “That’s different.” 

	“Mhmmm. He doesn’t spend his nights with club girls either though, does he?” 

	“He knows better.”

	“Exactly. Abel has been spending his weekends at The Inferno. I don’t expect him to love me, but I’m not stupid. I know what he does there.” 

	“But not who,” she muses.

	I sigh and go over to check Ruger when he starts fussing. He lost his pacifier. I smile down at him as I place it back in his mouth. “He’s so cute.” He has a head full of dark hair.

	“He wasn’t so cute last night when he wouldn’t go to sleep.” 

	“But you’re happy now that he’s here? I mean he brought you and Uno closer?”

	“You could say that, but we have a lot of history, and a baby does change things, but it’s not a magic fix. I hope you don’t think having a baby will make Abel change who he is.” 

	“No, but maybe it would make things easier.”

	“Or harder. Don’t be in a rush to grow up.”

	“Says the woman who arranged my marriage.”

	“I wanted you to be protected, and I won’t lie to you, part of it was for selfish reasons. We needed this fresh start for both our sakes and our relationship. If I didn’t get Uno out of Webb Hollow let’s just say he’d be next to your father.”

	“Was he as horrible as people say?”

	“No.” Her gaze meets mine. “He was worse.” 

	I twist my fingers together. “I think I’m pregnant.”

	“I thought so. Axel or Abel?”

	I shake my head and shrug. “Does it matter?”

	“Nope, but if you’re smart, you’ll hang onto your secret a while longer. And when the time is right, tell Abel the baby is his.” 

	“I can’t lie to him.”

	“You can and you should. Make him fall in love with you and maybe while you’re doing that, if you’re lucky you’ll fall for him too. I know you think you love Axel, but you hardly knew the guy.”

	“You don’t believe in love at first sight?”

	“First comes lust then love grows. Axel took your virginity, but Abel is your husband. You guys are young and have years to figure it out.” I don’t correct her. Axel wasn’t my first…he just felt like it.

	“If Raul doesn’t kill one of us first.”

	“He still sending you creepy shit?”

	“Yup. Yesterday he sent photos.”

	“Dick pics? Was he big or ya know?” She pinches her fingers together and I laugh. 

	“Not those kind of pictures. He sent me crime scene stuff from…”

	“I’m sorry you had to see that. I wasn’t a fan of your father, and I’m not sorry he got what he deserved, but you aren’t your father. You’re nothing like him. I can’t believe you’re even related. You must take after your mother.”

	“Well let’s hope not considering she lives in a mental institution. Maybe I was adopted.”

	 “That’s not funny. Your father put her there. Have you thought any more about going to see her?”

	“No. Her doctor doesn’t think it would be healthy for her.”


	“That’s a shame.”

	“I guess. Honestly, I don’t have any real desire to see her. If she’s as crazy as they say, then nothing good can come of it. I have other things to worry about.” 

	“Have you taken a test yet?”

	“No, but I haven’t had a period, and I’ve been having morning sickness.”

	“Want me to make you an appointment?” 

	“Not yet. Like you said I need to wait. I’ll stop off and get a test at the drugstore on my way home.”

	“There’s something you should know. Something about Axel.”

	“What?” mentioning him is unexpected considering he refuses to have anything to do with me. 

	“He’s been accepting visits from his ex-girlfriend. She goes every Sunday for visitation.”

	A lump forms in my throat and bile creeps up my esophagus. I mentally shake myself. I married his brother. I lost all right to care who he talks to or who he sees. I need to get over him and accept that he made his choice and I have to make mine. It’s time to move on with my life.

	“How do you know that?”

	“I overheard Uno talking to Abel about it. Abel didn’t want to hurt you, and he said not to tell you, but I thought you should know. I thought maybe it’d make things easier if you did. You should drop by The Inferno and surprise your husband with a just because blowie.”

	My cheeks redden.

	“Just trying to get the ball or balls rolling.” She smirks and Ruger starts crying.

	“You’re terrible.”

	“I know.” Picking Ruger up from his swing her nose scrunches. “Ew. Maybe you should change him. Get you some practice.”

	“How about no. That’s my cue to leave.”

	“Yeah. Yeah. Remember what I said. Make that husband of yours fall in love. Use your body. Do whatever you have to but keep him happy. It’ll work out.” 

	I sure hope so.

	 




Chapter 6

	 

	Abel

	 

	“Two-ball, left corner.” I point with my stick and line up my shot. 

	“That Oaklyn, damn, man. She can give mean head.” ATL grins.

	I sink the ball. “She’s a fine piece. If that’s what you’re into.”

	“You tap that?” Trucker wraps an arm around my shoulder and nods toward Teagan.

	“No and if you’re smart, you’ll stay away. That’s Murphy’s sweet ass.”

	Harlem rubs his chin. “Looks like to me your man Murphy got him some strange.”

	“Fuck me. Who is that? Damn she fine.” Snoop smacks ATL across the chest, shoving him backwards. 

	I look across the bar toward the door and smirk when I see Ainsley canvassing the room looking for me. Murphy is standing at her side keeping a close eye on my wife like I ordered him to. I gave him the detail because I know he won’t cut her any slack and won’t hesitate to report to me. 

	“That would be my wife.” I hand my stick off to Trucker.

	“Fuck. We thought maybe she was a damn toad or some shit with the way you keep her locked away but now I see how it is.” ATL nods giving her a second look. 

	“Just remember lookin’ is all you can do, and we won’t have any problems.”

	“Damn, Prez. She got a sister? Fat cousin?” Trucker might as well be wagging his damn tongue at her. 

	“Shut the fuck up and stop eye-fuckin’ my woman.” I move toward her. 

	The corners of her mouth lift into a smile when our gazes meet. 

	“I got her from here, Murph.”

	“Later, Prez,” he tells me in his gravelly voice, no doubt going to find Teagan.  

	“Heard you had a run in with the local five-o.”

	“It was nothing.”

	“What brings you here?”

	“I was bored.”

	“Why didn’t you go to the clinic?”

	“Changed my mind.”

	“C’mon let’s get a table.” I grab her hand and can feel all eyes on us as we move toward the back for more privacy. Ainsley has never come to The Inferno since we opened the doors last month. 

	She slides into the booth first. The jukebox kicks on and the lights dim. Ainsley fidgets with some of the broken frays on her ripped jeans. I place my hand over hers, stilling the nervous activity. 

	Leaning in close my lips brush along her ear. “Got something you want to tell me, wife o’ mine?” 

	Twisting to face me, her lips are centimeters from mine. “I want us to try. I want to really try.”

	Her words are not what I was expecting. Gazing into her eyes, I wish I could believe her but that doesn’t mean I can’t enjoy her attempt. “You giving up on that fairytale of my brother rolling up on his Harley to rescue you?”

	“I don’t want to talk about him, Abel. He’s not part of this. Part of us.” Taking my hand, a slender finger rubs over my wedding band. “You’re my husband. You stood up and gave me your protection when you could’ve left me to fend for myself. “

	“I could still hand you over.”

	“You won’t.”

	I lick my lips and motion for Carmen to bring me a beer. “You want something to drink?”

	“Just a water.”

	I glance at her knowing damn good and well why she only wants water but don’t comment. 

	“Can I get your lady friend a drink?” Carmen hands me a bottle of Bud and smiles at Ainsley. 

	“My old lady will take a water. No tap shit. Get her bottled and a cup of ice. Crushed not cubed.” She scurries off. 

	“I hate that term. I’m not old.” Ainsley looks at me, lips curving into a warm smile. 

	“What would you rather be called then? My old man calls my mother his top bitch.”

	Brows lifting, her mouth opens but before she can comment Carmen is back with her water and ice. “Thanks.” Twisting the cap off the bottle, she pours the water over the ice, and squeezes the lemon slices over it. After taking a drink she gazes around the bar taking in the scene.

	Drinks are flowing, club members and sweet asses are dancing and having a good time. 

	“What’s going through that head of yours?”

	“I’m wondering which whore is yours.” 

	“All of them, but if you are wondering which one I’ve taken to my bed, then none of them.”

	“Get real. I’m not stupid. You expect me to believe you’ve not fucked around once since we came to Texas. Since we got married.”

	“I didn’t say that. I said I’ve not fucked anyone that’s here tonight.” 

	“What about her?”

	“Who?” I look around then spot Oaklyn at the pool tables with ATL and Snoop. 

	“That bitch who can’t take her eyes off you.”

	“You jealous?”

	“Just curious. She’s pretty. Looks like a stripper but pretty.”

	I chuckle. “Don’t worry that pretty head of yours. You keep giving me a reason to come home and I won’t have any reason to touch club pussy.”

	“If she looks at you any harder she might pop a blood vessel.” 

	I glance back at Oaklyn and shake my head when she winks at me. 

	“Let’s go upstairs.”

	I slide out of the booth and hold my hand out. Oaklyn is beautiful and I could be an asshole and send Ainsley home so I can fuck her, but I find that tonight I want my wife.  

	“What for?” 

	“Because I want to fuck you.” I can’t get any realer than that for her. 

	Cheeks blooming pink, she joins her hand with mine. “I have a better idea.”

	“What could be better than fuckin’ you?” I murmur, pulling her body against mine. 

	Ainsley stares up at me with soft eyes and a warm smile that holds hope. “I meant what I said about us trying. I think we should do this right and take things slow. Become friends first.” 

	“Can we be friends with benefits?” I thrust my hips into her. 

	“Abel.” She laughs. “I’m being serious.”

	“Me too, baby.” 

	“I’ll play you for it. You win we do this your way. I win you have to date me.”

	“Date my own wife?”

	Going up on her tiptoes she mocks, “You scared?” 

	Closing the distance between our mouths I press my lips to hers and confess, “Terrified.” Ainsley has no idea how deeply she drives me wild. She’s gorgeous and I know I could be crazy for her. If only the old man has sent me down in Axel’s place things would be different. “What are we playing?”

	“Pool.” 

	“You any good?”

	“I’ve never played, so you’ll have to teach me.” 

	“There’s a lot to learn.” I tug her toward the tables. My wife should look out of place standing next to me, but she looks like she belongs. And hell, maybe she does. 

	Trucker practically falls over his own feet as he rushes to introduce his idiot-self. “Hello, darlin’. They call me Trucker.”

	“Hi, Trucker. Nice to meet you.”

	“Pleasure is all mine.” He grins at her like a damn fool.

	ATL smacks the back of his head. “Quit drooling over Prez’s old lady and show some damn respect. Ignore Trucker. Motherfucker needs laid. I’m ATL, that ugly fuck over there is Snoop, and over there is Harlem. You already know Murphy’s crusty old ass.”

	“Who you callin’ old?” Murphy grunts, rubbing a hand over Teagan’s ass. 

	“You fuckers clear out. This is a private game.”

	“You heard the man. Everyone out of the bar. You might not want to go home but you can’t stay here,” ATL announces, cupping his hands around his fat mouth. 

	Everyone scatters. 

	“You didn’t have to make them all leave.” Ainsley skips her fingers down the side of the cherrywood table. Her brown eyes meet my baby blues. 

	“Didn’t figure you’d want an audience because when I win, I’m bending you over this table.” 

	“Ha. You mean if you win.”

	I grin at her as she goes over to the sticks, taking her time in choosing one. 

	If I didn’t know any better, I’d think she’s trying to hustle me. 

	The bar empties out and it’s just the two of us. 

	I go over to the jukebox and turn it down. “You want the music off or on?” 

	“On. I’ll rack.”

	I shake my head at her and move behind the bar for another beer. Popping the cap off I stare at my wife. Dressed in a pair of dark tight denim jeans with the knees ripped out and a white V-neck tee that hugs her tits. Her dark hair is swept up on her head, and all I can think about is tangling my fist up in the silky strands again. Taking a long pull from the bottle I cross the room and see how she did racking the balls.

	“I’ll let you break. C’mere.” I sit my beer on a nearby table. 

	Ainsley moves around the table looking sexy as hell. Her jeans are lowcut, and I can see hints of my brand on her hip. The sight makes me hard. She’s goddamned beautiful and she knows it. 

	“Stand right here,” I instruct from behind her. “Now lean forward and hold the stick like this.” I move over her small fame, guiding her fingers into position. “Hit hard, but not too hard.”

	“Like this?” She looks over her shoulder, pushing her ass straight into my crotch. Win or lose I am fucking her over this table. I don’t give a damn what she says. 

	“Yeah. Just like that.” I grab her hips and thrust.

	“Abel, stop. This is serious.”

	“Fine.” I step away and hold up my hands. “I was going to take it easy on you but have it your way.”

	“Thank you.” Pursing her lips, she resumes her stance and takes the shot, managing to sink two balls. 

	She’s good but not that good. I’m down to the eight-ball and she has three balls on the table. “Better run the table or the game is mine.” 

	“Shut up and stop distracting me.” 

	I lick my lips and finish off another beer. If anyone is distracting, it’s her swaying those hips and wiggling her ass at me every time she moves around the fucking table. She’s damn near hypnotizing. 

	I don’t stand a fucking chance. I haven’t since I first laid eyes on her laying in my brother’s bed at the Roadhouse covered in my grandmother’s quilt. I knew then that I wanted her Axel be damned. He’s my brother, and I love him, but I love me more. I’m a selfish prick, and I’m going to make her mine in every way that counts.

	 




Chapter 7

	 

	Ainsley

	 

	“What are you doing? I can’t stop the smile from creeping across my face as Abel hooks an arm around my waist and kisses my neck. “I won. That means we do this my way.” 

	“Technically speaking. I won. You didn’t call the pocket.” 

	“That’s not fair.” I squeal when he tickles my ribs. 

	“Who said anything is fair in love and war? Now get these off.” He hooks a finger through the belt loop of my jeans and jerks me forward. 

	I gape at him. “You can’t be serious. What if someone walks in?”

	“They won’t. I sent them all away, remember?”

	“Aren’t there cameras in here?”

	“Yup, but I’ll erase them later. I’m claiming my prize.” Abel fumbles with the button on my jeans and proceeds to unzip them. Dropping down he takes my jeans down my legs with him leaving them at my ankles. I kick my boots off and turn around, placing my palms on the green felt table. 

	“Just so we’re clear. I lost on purpose.”

	“Sure you did.” His torturous lips meet the back of my thigh as he pulls my denim the rest of the way off carefully. 

	Strong hands work their way up my legs rubbing and teasing. “Spread’em.” Abel presses against my knees and I comply. We may not like one another very much but one thing we have in common is our sexual attraction. Arousal coats my inner thighs. The thrill of anticipation shoots through me like waiting for fireworks to explode on the Fourth of July. 

	Maybe Stephanie was right. Sex is the key to making Abel love me. He removes my black lace bottoms next. His weight presses against me, and I hear his zipper. Lips to my neck he lines his cock up with my entrance. The head of his dick kisses my pussy lips. Rubbing the tip back and forth through my slick heat, he teases me. 

	“Always ready for this dick, aren’t you?”

	“Yes,” I hiss, bracing for his intrusion. Closing my eyes, I push all thoughts out of my mind and focus on him and the joining of our bodies. Grabbing my hip, he drives inside me. We fit together easily, and I find myself wondering where we’d be now had I met him first. The first time I saw him I knew I was attracted to him. His gorgeous blue eyes, charming smile, and tattoos sucked me in. I thought I knew what I wanted…To be with Axel but he gave me up so easily. He didn’t even try to fight for me. He handed me off to Abel like an old worn t-shirt. A hand me down. I was nothing special to him. What we had meant nothing. 

	Reaching back, I place my hand on my husband’s and promise myself that this time I’ll get it right. This time when I fall, I’ll be sure. 

	Pulling out, he taps me on my hip. “Up on the table. I want you looking in my eyes when you get off.” 

	My chest squeezes tight and I push up from the table. Lifting my hips, he sits me on the edge.

	“Did you mean what you said earlier? That you want to try?”

	Wrapping my legs around him, I nod into his mouth and kiss him deeply. His tongue meets mine full of desire. “I want to be with you, Abel. I want you to love me. I want to make you happy.”

	He doesn’t say anything. My husband pushes inside me, and I lay back on the table and pretend he already does love me. I give in and as his touch moves over my body, his cock pumps inside me, and his kisses melt into my skin. I allow him to erase Axel from my heart and my mind. 

	“Forget about me.”

	I already have.

	“Eyes on me, wife ‘o mine.” My gaze meets his and his eyes remind me of crushed blue velvet. I let go and freefall over the cliff of eternal bliss. My husband falls with me. A tremble quakes through him, his warmth flows into me, and I rock against him, chasing a second orgasm, loving the feel of him. 

	Resting his forehead against mine, his beer stained breath washes over me in heavy waves. Our lips meet briefly, and he pulls out leaving me feeling fully sated. Gazing between us he smirks then rubs a finger through my slick heat and shoves his cum back inside me. Kissing my belly, he continues to finger fuck me. 

	“Abel…” I pant as warmth floods me. 

	“You belong to me now, Ainsley. I don’t ever want you thinking about Axel or any other fuckin’ man again. This pussy belongs to me. And I promise you, I’ll only think of you.” I shudder and soak his fingers. Removing his touch, he shoves his fingers in my mouth. “We taste good together.”

	I moan around his fingers, my body feeling on fire like live a wire. 

	“Come on. Get your clothes back on. I need something to eat.”

	While I’m getting my clothes on, he’s on his cell phone. “Trash it.”

	“He sent something else?”

	Abel nods, tucking his phone in his back pocket. “Nothing to worry about.” He grabs my hand, bringing my knuckles to his lips. “You driving or you want to ride on the back of my bike?” 

	“Your bike.” I smile. We’ve been married for three months now, and I still haven’t ridden with him. I try to hide the uneasiness I feel about Raul Hernandez and the presents he keeps sending me. Abel isn’t concerned but I am. The man claims my father promised him my hand and from the things I have heard about him he sounds like a monster. 

	“Good answer. Leave your keys behind the bar. I’ll have one of the guys get it home for you.” 

	We spend ten minutes in the parking lot while he gives me a crash course in being a passenger on a motorcycle. My arms go around Abel and I inhale the leather scent of his cut. The world blows past us and I feel free and like maybe we stand a chance. 

	For the first time in what seems like forever I have hope. 

	Hope that he will keep me safe. 

	Hope that we are going to be okay. 

	Hope that he can find a way to love me. 

	Hope that I can let go of the past and look to the future. 

	We end up driving to the next town over to a bar and grill. The parking lot is crowded, and it sounds like there is a live band. Abel helps me off his bike and slides an arm around my waist. He stares into my eyes, lips witching into a smile. “I like this look on you.”

	“What look?” I gaze back at him unsure of his meaning.


	“Happiness…peace.”

	“It’s all the hot sex,” I sass.

	“Is that all?”

	“Maybe it’s partly you. I like this…you showing me your sweet side.”

	“I can be your dream come true or your worst nightmare, baby. I give what I get.”

	“No.” I shake my head. “Even when I didn’t deserve it you were gentle with me.” Emotion is thick in my throat as I remember our wedding night and how I betrayed him after giving him my word. I know I hurt him. I was too selfish licking my own wounds and feeling sorry for myself to see what I had in front of me. A chance to start over.  A chance at something real. The fantasy that Axel promised me but never planned to deliver. 

	I have a chance at it with Abel. I’m done wasting it. 

	“In the past. We’re starting over with a clean slate.”

	I suck in a breath knowing I need to tell him what he probably already suspects, but I don’t want to ruin a good thing. He says if I am pregnant that it won’t matter that this baby will be his but saying and doing are two different things. I have so much hope, but hope can be a dangerous thing when you’re a girl in my position. 

	“Unless there is something you want to tell me.”

	Stephanie’s advice from earlier echoes in my head but even if it makes me a fool, I can’t lie to him. 

	“Can I tell you tomorrow?”

	He kisses the side of my head. “Tomorrow, Ainsley, but I’ll not have lies or secrets between us. Not now.”

	“I promise.”

	He nods and leads me inside.

	The double western saloon style doors open to a loud scene. To the left is a dining room and to the right is a bar. In the back is a stage with a live band and in the middle of the joint is a mechanical bull. Abel follows my gaze. “You wanna ride?”

	My hand instinctively moves to my stomach. I quickly brush at my shirt like there was something there, but my husband isn’t stupid. “Some other time. I’m hungry.”

	“Yo’, Prez,” a deep voice booms from across the bar. 

	Abel sees the apprehension on my face but squeezes my hand. “Come on. They aren’t that bad.”

	I don’t tell him it’s not his men I’m worried about. It’s the blonde with them and the way she stares at my husband. Guess I know which whore belongs to him. My stomach drops when she bats her lashes at him. “Hey, Abel.” 

	“Oaklyn,” he says her name coolly and my stomach flip flops. I want to grab her by her hair and ram her head into the table, but instead I smile and lean into my husband. 

	“Scoot over fucker, I mean Trucker.” The dark-skinned brother named ATL throws fries at Trucker. He moves down and Abel motions me into the round booth. I scoot in by Trucker and my husband slides in placing a hand on my upper thigh. 

	“What do you want?”

	I was hungry until we came over to this table. Now my appetite has left me. “Just a bacon burger and fries.”

	“What about to drink?”

	“A Sprite.”

	“Is caffeine a good idea?”

	“What?”  

	“Nothing.” 

	He reaches across the table and place our order electronically on the kiosk. 

	I feel that Oaklyn bitch staring at me. “You guys have something to share with the rest of us?”

	ATL elbows her but she keeps staring at me.  

	 I narrow my eyes at her. She’s definitely fucked my husband, but I have news for her. She won’t ever have him again. “What business would it be of yours?” My voice comes out in a feral growl that surprises me. 

	Abel looks at me with a shit eating grin. “Put your claws away, baby. She don’t mean any harm.”

	“No? But maybe I do.” I don’t blink. I keep my gaze on her and she smiles. 

	“I like you.”

	The table falls quiet. 

	“Well I don’t like you.” I snub my nose at her and Abel brings my knuckles to his lips. 

	“Easy, killer.” 

	“You gonna deny that you fucked her? Because I can see it all over her face.”

	“Maybe we should take our food to go.”

	“Why? If she can sit here and talk to me knowing she’s a cunt I can live with it.”

	“Ainsley,” Abel barks my name in warning.

	“I get it but don’t worry your pretty face another minute about me. I know a man devoted to his old lady when I see one.”

	I snort. 

	“That’s enough out of you both.” Abel’s fist pounds on the table and he gives ATL a sharp look. A look that says reign in the whore. 

	“Why don’t we go try out that bull?” ATL grips her wrist, pulling her away from the table.

	 




Chapter 8

	 

	Ainsley

	 

	 “Stop showin’ your ass, baby. You’ve got nothing to be jealous of. I told you as long as you give me a reason to come home, I won’t stray.” Tilting my chin toward him he leans in for a kiss, but I pull away. 

	“So you admit it. You fucked that bitch.”

	Trucker whistles and slides out the other side leaving us alone.

	“I fucked her. You happy?” 

	I laugh and shake my head. “You think that makes me happy?” Tears burn in my eyes, and I know I have no right after the shit I pulled on our wedding night, but I can’t stop myself. Jealousy tastes bitter on my tongue and I hate it. 

	“No, but I find your jealousy hot as fuck.”

	I scowl and stare off into the crowd. 

	“Listen to me. Hell, three days ago you still hated my ass. I gave you my word. This is a new start. None of the shit from before matters. But you gotta understand that bitches like Oaklyn aren’t going anywhere. Not until she moves on or the brothers get tired of her. As long as she doesn’t cause any problems.”

	I fold my arms over my chest. “You didn’t see the way she was looking at you.” 

	“Sweetheart, I saw and chose to ignore her. She’s just curious. I knew she wasn’t the type to get clingy. She’s wondering what it is about you that had me blowing her off just because you called and wanted me home. Do you know how good that felt to be needed by you?”

	“Abel…” I get choked up when I meet his velvety blues. Could he already be feeling something for me? “I still don’t like the idea of her being around you.”

	“I don’t like the thought that you could be carrying Axel’s baby and not mine but I’m here ready to look past that.”

	“So you know.”

	“Yeah. I know.” He cuts off when our food is served. I lost my appetite at the mention of Axel and the possibility I could be pregnant with his child. “We’ll discuss it tomorrow.”

	I nod and bite back my tears. Axel has no place between us. Not anymore. Abel’s men and whore don’t return to our table and we eat in silence. 


	I excuse myself to the bathroom while he goes to pay our tab. 

	When I go to the sink to wash my hands I look up and see Oaklyn behind me in the mirror. “What?” I snap.

	“I get that you don’t like me. I’d hate me too. If it is any consolation to you, I’m about eighty percent sure that when he was with me, he was thinking about you.”

	“He probably was.” I shoot her a fake smile. 

	“Just treat him right.”

	I scoff. “Seriously, where do you get off?”

	“Under your husband. At least I did. But I know when I’ve lost.”

	I shake my head and make for the door before I slap this bitch. 

	“He’s in love with you.”

	“I’d hope so, we’re expecting a child together,” I say the words for the first time aloud and oddly I like the sound. I don’t wait for a response. I don’t want one. I’m going to get on the back of my husband’s motorcycle then I am going home to sleep with him. “Have fun playing musical dicks.” I leave her standing in the bathroom and bump into ATL outside the door. 

	“Everything okay? I mean you didn’t kill her, did you?”

	“Not yet.” 

	His eyes go big and then he chuckles. “Okay. Okay. You got jokes. I like you. Just take care of my Prez.”

	“I’ll do my best.”

	“No doubt.” He grins at me, and I set off to find Abel so we can go home. I need a bath and to relax. I need to forget that he’s fucked that bitch.

	I find him waiting by the front door for me. “You good?” I stare at the man I married. The man I keep inviting between my legs. He’s rough. Dirty blond hair that’s starting to grow out and facial scruff that could us a good shave. Tattoos up and down his strong arms, ink that means something to him. Abel has pride for where he comes from. There’s a road sign on his left forearm that reads Drag Creek behind the scene of a skeleton on a motorcycle. It represents his past—where he’s been. I’m his future. 

	“Yeah. I am. Take me home, babe.”

	“Babe?” He pauses outside the door and lights up a cigarette. 

	“Yeah. Is that okay?”

	“You can call me anything you want as long as you keep looking at me like that.” Taking a drag off his cigarette he shoots me a wink. 

	“And how I am I looking at you?”

	“Like you can’t wait to get underneath me.”

	“Now there’s a pretty picture,” I muse thinking exactly of that. 

	“Then I better not keep you waiting.” Hotboxing his cigarette he flicks it to the ground, and I climb on his bike, wrapping my arms around him close hoping I never have to let him go. I find the more I let go of the past the easier the fall is. Abel better not let me down. I won’t survive being crushed by another Black. 

	Back home, Petunia is eagerly waiting for me. “Momma’s sorry she left you alone all evening.” I scoop down and pick her up. Her tongue goes to my nose in greeting, and I scratch behind her ears. “Were you a good girl all alone in the house today?” I place her food bowl on the kitchen island then sit her next to it. “Babe, can you get me her food from the pantry?” 

	Abel smiles at me the shoves off from where he was leaning. “The dog hates me.”

	“She’s just not used to you yet.” I grin and remember how she snapped at his finger last time he tried to feed her a treat. “You’re momma’s little protector, aren’t you?”

	My husband returns with a can of wet food and a scoop of the dry and the smell makes me gag. “Can you?” I cap my palm over my mouth and run for the half-bath that’s right off the kitchen. 

	Dinner reappears as I fall to my knees and hug the cool porcelain. I think I’m dying as I heave and gag into the lemon scented bowl. 

	Petunia appears at my side licking my arm and Abel grabs my fancy towel that is mostly for looks and wets it. I don’t correct him and accept it when he offers it to me. “She didn’t eat. She wouldn’t stop yapping until I put her on the floor so she could come find you.” 

	I scratch the top of her head and move back so she can curl into my lap. 

	“Come on. Up you both go.” He bends down and cradles me in his arms newlywed style. I have one hand around his neck and the other holding my dog.  Letting out a grunt he stands up and packs us up the stairs and doesn’t put us down until he drops me on the mattress. “Get some sleep.”

	“I need a bath and to brush my teeth.”

	“I’ll start your water but don’t try to get up. I’ll be back for you.”

	“Babe, I’m fine.”

	“You’re pregnant.” The smile that stretches across his lips could light up all of Texas right now. He disappears into our master bathroom, and I hear the faucet come on. 

	Petunia curls up on his pillow and goes to sleep. 

	Abel comes back and takes one look at the dog and chuckles. “Come on, let’s get you cleaned up.” I take his hand and insist on walking to the bathroom when he tries to carry me. 

	I go to the sink and start brushing my teeth. Behind me, reflected through the mirror, I watch my man get undressed. Warmth pools in my belly as mint swishes in my mouth. Is he going to get in the bathtub with me? 

	Naked and beautiful to look at, he steps up behind me. Curling an arm around my front he undoes my jeans. I finish rinsing my mouth then turn into him and allow him to undress my bottom half. Lifting my shirt over my head I toss it to the side. 

	Abel tugs my tight jeans down my legs, tapping each foot for me to lift to get them all the way off. Next, he slides my panties off. I unhook my bra from the back and let it fall down my front, landing on his head. 

	He chuckles and tosses it to the side. Gazing up at me on his knees he presses his lips to my belly. The little bit of fur that is coming in around his lips scrapes over my skin. 

	“I want to promise you something, baby, but I need something from you in return.” His tone is so serious. I stroke my fingers through his hair and nod. “This baby is mine just as much as you are. I don’t want to ever hear my brother’s name as anything more than being an uncle.”

	“I promise you, husband ‘o mine,” I mock him. 

	“Good, now come, let me wash you.” 

	He sinks down in the hot water first but holds a hand out to help me in. I slide down between his legs into the bubble filled warm water and relax into his strong embrace. 

	One arm under my breasts, chin resting on my neck, he washes me with his free hand, taking his time, driving me crazy wild with every calculated touch. 

	No more words pass between us, but the unspoken promise is there…he’s falling too.

	Maybe he already has.

	 




Chapter 9

	 

	Abel

	 

	I get out of the bathtub first, unable to take my eyes off my wife looking so fuckin’ sexy…her honey colored skin slick with bubbles. Every time I look at her, I just want to slide my cock straight into her. I’m addicted. I didn’t know it could be this good. I’ve always hoped, but Ainsley has crept her way inside me, and I never want to let her go. Reluctantly I hand her a towel. When I go to wrap one around my waist, she stops me. 

	“Let me take care of you for once.”

	My nostrils widen as I breathe out my nose. Ainsley drops down to her knees, like a goddess about to worship her king. Rubbing the towel up and down my body, her gaze never strays from my cock that grows longer and thicker with every brush of her fingertips on my skin. Wetting her mouth, she drops the towel, grabs my hips, and kisses the tip of my dick. My eyes go back in my head, and I fist her dark hair. “Take your man in your mouth, baby.” I groan. 

	Her soft sweet mouth wraps around me, her nails digging into my hips, and if the devil came to take me to Hell right now, I could go a happy man. 

	“Fuck.” Ainsley flattens her tongue against me, sucking me further into her sweet mouth that brings me Heaven and Hell. Looking up at me through her lashes, she is every bit my fuckin’ queen, and I’ll kill any man who tries to get between us. Her fist grips me, attempting to cover what doesn’t fit between those pretty swollen lips. “Open wider, for me, wife ‘o mine.” 

	Stretching her mouth wider, tears form in the creases of her hazel orbs. “My baby is pretty when she cries.” I wipe away her tears and push further in. She gags on my cock but doesn’t quit on me. Sliding in and out of her mouth, I caress her jaw. “That’s it, take me all the way,” I encourage. Delicate fingers stroke me, and when I hit the back of her throat, I hold her in place by her hair. “Swallow like a good girl.” A gurgle erupts from her throat and she attempts to pull away. I smile down at her and finish on her lips, painting them with my love for her. 

	**

	“Welcome to my Inferno,” I greet the Colombians as they walk into the clubhouse. 

	“¿Qué más parce?” How’s it going, friend?  Matías García smiles at me exposing a gold tooth. His dark curls are pulled back at the nape of his neck. I can’t help but smile at the Adidas t-shirt he is wearing. I was expecting to see him in a suit. He’s nothing like his Papi. José loved his sunglasses and sports jackets. “I am pleased to find you well at home in Hell’s Kitchen. I love what you done with the place.”

	He’s all smiles but his men are not. Dressed all in black and armed to kill. They aren’t here to make friends. 

	“Vaya, cáigale an esa chica.” Go flirt with that woman. He waves his second off toward Carmen and lights up his cigar. “Now we talk about your problem. I made him an offer and it is one you must not refuse.” 

	I wave for him to continue. 

	“Hágame un catorce.” Do me a solid. “Don’t fuck with billite.” He rubs his fingers together. Don’t fuck with money. Meaning stop fucking with Raul’s and his money. “He will no longer be a threat if you agree to give him use of the tunnels again.”

	My jaw ticks. He wants me to give them passage to move bodies. Look the other way while they continue the slave trade. Women and children. 

	“¿Estás bien o qué?” Are you okay with this or what? “You need me.”

	He might be right but that doesn’t mean I like it.

	I nod. I’ll play nice for now. 

	“We can be all be rich. No need to spill blood.”

	Not yet.

	“We will take drinks together. I’ll call you. You’ll come. No trouble. There’s a fundraiser for the Governor. Private party.”

	“I don’t do politics.”

	“In the cartel business, you need powerful friends. My father respected yours. Therefore, I extend my friendship.” He puffs on his cigar and smiles at me. 

	“I’m a biker.”

	“Who married the daughter of Tiny Leone. You are cartel. There is no in-between. ¡No seas un huevón!” Don’t be an idiot. He laughs and holds his hand out for me to shake. 

	I don’t trust him, but I smile and raise my jar of moonshine signaling my boys to load up their trucks. His men start bringing in their yayo. I’m ready for them to get the fuck out of here.

	Reaching into his pocket he produces a silver cigarette case with a mirror on one side when it opens. Making three lines he holds a straw out to me. I don’t want to offend him but I sure as fuck don’t want this shit in my body either. 

	“Carmen. Bring the man a jar.” 

	Shaking her ass all the damn way to the table her eyes go wide when she sees the yayo.

	“Thank you, darlin’. Ladies first.”  I hand her the straw.  

	The crazy cunt is all too eager and does all three lines like I knew she would. 

	“Oops.” She giggles and her eyes roll back in her head. Blood runs out of her nose and by the time she hits the floor Uno has taken out three of the Colombians, and I have my gun aimed between Matías García’s eyes. 

	“How much did he pay you to poison me?”

	“Not enough.” He smiles and I pull the trigger. 

	I sink back in the booth splattered in Colombian blood and take a hard swig of my apple pie moonshine. Matías’ dark lifeless eyes stare back at me as he bleeds out on the table. “Dump him and the whore on Raul’s doorstep.” 

	ATL nods and I think on my next move. This means war. 

	Pulling out my cell, I dial Murphy. “How is she?”

	“From where I’m standing. F-I-N-E. Got on her bikini and dipping her toes in the pool. I brought Teagan and Goldie over to keep her company.”

	“Good. Don’t alarm her but she isn’t to leave the house today. Matías is dead.”

	“Understood, Prez.”

	I end the call with Murphy and dial Drag Creek and motion for Uno to call Webb Hollow. 

	“I need to go. Stephanie isn’t picking up. Ruger had a check-up today.”

	“Go. Take Snoop with you.” 

	He lifts his chin and sprints toward the door barking orders. I slide out of the booth and step over Carmen. Her blonde hair is framed around her head like a halo. She wasn’t shit to me but at least she went out with a smile. I bend down and close her eyes. “Sweet dreams, sweetheart.” 

	A small stream of blood is still dripping from her nose and onto the floor. 

	My phone rings. It’s my wife. “You need something?” 

	I move away from the dead bodies and walk toward my office for privacy. 

	“No…I just. Are you okay? I saw Murphy on the phone and the look on his face scared me.”

	My lips twitch as I light up a joint. “You were worried about me?”

	“Is that so hard to believe?” 

	“A little. But I like it. Goldie and Teagan playing nice?” 

	“They are. It’s nice to have some normalcy.”

	“I’m glad, baby. I have some shit to handle. I’ll be home late. Listen to Murphy and don’t give him any shit.”

	“I’ll see you later then?”

	“Where else would I go? You’re there.”

	“Abel…” she breathes my name out, and I can hear the smile behind it.

	“Yo’ Prez, you back here?” I hear Trucker calling after me. 

	“I gotta go, baby.”

	“I…just be careful.”

	I want to press and ask what she was going to say but there’s no time for it right now. “Later.” I hang up and shove my phone in my pocket. I meet Trucker in the hallway. “Start getting those trucks to the new warehouse. And send Victoria García a dozen roses with my condolences.”

	 




Chapter 10

	 

	Ainsley

	 

	I scoot further down in the water. It comes up on my waist, and I freeze letting out a yelp. “You are miserable liars.” I laugh at Goldie and Teagan. 

	“It gets warm after you’ve been submerged for a few minutes.” Goldie winks at me then shoves Teagan off the pink flamingo float. 

	“You bitch” She sputters coming back up to the surface. 

	Goldie sticks her tongue out at her. They seem more like sisters than the daughter and girlfriend of Murphy. He’s gotta have a good fifteen years on Teagan but she seems happy to be the silver fox’s sweet ass. Goldie is closer to my age, but Teagan can’t be much older than her. I don’t know their stories, but I am happy for their company. They’ve been coming over when Abel is away. It gets lonely locked away here with no one but Petunia and Murphy to keep me company. Petunia is inside napping. Little lazy butterball is what she is. 

	It’s nearly May but I think we should have waited another week before opening the pool. I tough it out though because this beats sitting in the house alone while Murphy chews on a toothpick for entertainment. Murphy bless him does another patrol around the perimeter of the property. 

	I still don’t know what happened to have my husband on such high alert, but I haven’t received any more threatening presents from Raul. 

	“Your bump is adorable.” Teagan looks dreamily at my stomach, and I wonder if Murphy will ever make an old lady out of her.  

	“Is it that noticeable?” I flatten my palm over the curve that is starting to show. We haven’t announced my pregnancy to anyone. Abel says it’s better if no one knows for now outside of those we trust. If you’d told me when I married him that I’d be in love with him, I’d told you to jump off a bridge. But now…I only have eyes for him. He’s good to me. He doesn’t put up with my shit, but he spoils me with his love and attention. 

	Neither of us have said the words but I can feel it. Abel loves me. 

	“Only when you turn sideways. Maybe try sucking it in.” Goldie shrugs. 

	“What are you wearing tonight?”

	“Shit.” I forgot all about this fancy dinner fundraiser thing that Abel says we have to make an appearance at tonight. 

	“Don’t worry, we’re here to save the day.” Teagan winks. 

	The three of us exit the pool shivering and move into the house. Upstairs on my bed is a gorgeous red dress with a black lace overlay. Next to it is a card. 

	Be ready at seven.

	Your husband…

	My husband…I smile at the thought of him picking the dress out but wonder if he had any help.  

	“Well since that is taken care of how about your hair and makeup?”

	“Do you think up or down?”

	Both of my friends answer the opposite of each other, and we break out in laughter. 

	I hop into the shower while they go downstairs for a snack and argue over how I should wear my hair. 

	In the end my hair is down in loose curls. My lips are painted red to match my dress and nails. I slip into my black heels and when I walk downstairs, I don’t recognize the man waiting for me. 

	He smells like my husband and bears his tattoos on his hands, but this guy is wearing a suit. Abel doesn’t wear suits. He’s a jeans and t-shirt man. His hair is slicked back and if it were possible to orgasm from just looking at him, I’d be getting off right now. 

	I hand Teagan my phone and have her snap a photo of us because I don’t know when I will see him cleaned up again. Leaning into him, I whisper softly in his ear, “You clean up nice. Maybe too nice.” I wink at Murphy as he grins at us with his toothpick hanging out of his mouth. I asked him once why he always has them, and he says he dips them in cinnamon and sucks on them to keep from smoking. 

	Abel looks me over. “Where’d you get the dress?”

	“What?”

	“I like that when did you buy it? You slipping out without permission?”

	“Abel, it was on my bed and there was a note that said be ready at seven.” 

	His brows furrow and he scowls. “We’re not staying here tonight. Sweep the security footage.” He nods to Murphy and he’s already moving to the office. “You two pack her a bag and bring Petunia to The Inferno. We’ll come there after the fundraiser.” 

	“Was someone in our house?” I shriek. 

	“I don’t want you to worry. I’ll handle it. Right now we need to go. “

	“I don’t want to wear this.” 

	“There’s no time. We’ll find out soon enough who wanted to see you wear it. I’ll be the one to peel it off you later.” 

	Warmth fills me at the thought of him doing exactly that. 

	I get in the passenger side of my car and Abel buckles my seatbelt. His hand lingers on my stomach. “Are you okay? I don’t want to put too much stress on you.” 

	“I’m fine.” I’m trying to be at least. 

	The thought of one of Raul’s goons in my home…in my bedroom turns my stomach. 

	“What are we doing going to this thing anyway?”

	“The Governor is fundraising for his re-election in the fall. He was also a friend to your father and with enough money, he’ll be mine too.”

	“The yayo?”

	“Exactly.” He smiles and squeezes my hand. “When is your next doctor appointment?” 

	“Next month.”

	“Put it on my calendar.”

	“I already did.” 

	“Good girl.” 

	My mind drifts to the last time he said those words to me. Last week in our bed, face down and ass up, my hands were bound behind my back as he drove into me relentlessly. 

	“What are you thinking about?”

	I blink and realize we are pulling up to the valet. “Being good for you.”

	“You’re perfect, baby.” He brings my knuckles to his mouth and kisses my wedding ring. 

	My door is opened by the valet, but Abel is jogging around the car to take my hand and help me make my exit. 

	As we make our grand entrance, I concentrate on not fidgeting when our picture is snapped. “Think we’ll be on the society page in next week’s local paper?” 

	“Nah. That was only a formality. The last thing Sanchez wants is to be tied to me publicly.”

	“Then why not meet in secret?”

	“Because it’s easier to talk business here. Lots of eyes and ears but all too busy to notice him slipping away for five minutes.” 

	“Why am I here?”

	“To look pretty.” He kisses me on the mouth chastely when I roll my eyes. “Because I want you here. I’ve missed having you close to me this week.” 

	We move through the crowd and Abel takes a flute of champagne. I raise a brow when he hands it to me. “Pretend to drink it. If anyone is watching us, I don’t want them knowing that you’re pregnant. They’ll use it against me.” I take a seat at a table in the corner where I can discreetly toss my drink into a plant. My husband is working the room getting closer to Governor Sanchez. 

	A redheaded woman wearing a gold wrap dress sinks down in the seat next to mine. “Don’t get up.”

	“Excuse me?”

	“Raul Hernandez says you look stunning in the dress he picked for you.”

	My heart leaps to my throat. “What do you want?”

	“I’m only a messenger. He says to get up and go to the bar. Order a drink then walk out onto the terrace that is to our left. Do you see it?”

	“Why would I do anything that freak wants?”

	“Because he has something that you want.”

	“What’s that?”

	She smiles. “Your freedom.” Before I can say anything more, she is up and moving to the exit. 

	I scan the room for Abel and surmise he must be speaking with Sanchez. I’m probably going to regret this, but I find my feet moving to the bar. I order a martini and take it out to the terrace just as she said. I sit my glass on the railing and look at the view of the flower garden below. The door closes behind me, and Raul Hernandez steps out of the shadow. 

	“You’re even more beautiful than I remembered.”

	“My husband will be looking for me.”

	“I will return you without a hair out of place that is if you want to return to him once I make you my offer.” 

	“I’m listening.”

	“I’ve been trying to get your attention for some time.”

	“You have five minutes.” 

	“How you have changed since we last met.”

	“Your thugs held me at gunpoint at a gas station.”


	“I could have taken you then, but I would have preferred you to come to me willingly but that no longer matters. You married your outlaw and turned him into a made man, but what if I told you I can give what you want?”

	“And what is it you think I want?”

	“The other brother. I can get him out of jail and put you both on a plane to wherever you choose. No one will come looking for you, and the two of you can ride off into the sunset with your child. It isn’t like Abel would miss you. He has his whore on the side still, but you already knew that.” 

	I swallow and my hand goes to my stomach out of habit. He’s wrong about my husband. He doesn’t keep a whore. He promised. He gave me his word and it’s my legs he crawls between every night. It’s my pussy that stains his lips every morning. 

	“Yes, I know that you’re pregnant. Would you like to know who the father is?” 

	“What do you want?” 

	“Your territory.”

	“It isn’t mine to give.”

	“Ah but it is. Your stepmother may have control of some of your father’s money and properties, but the Leone Cartel is yours.”

	“And what of Abel? If I were to accept your terms. What would happen to my husband?”

	“Does it matter? You can’t trust him. You think you know him, but he has you fooled.”

	“I guess not.” 

	It matters…Abel is my world. He’s the father of my child. It’s his love that fills my heart and his cock that warms me every night. “What would make me trust you? You sent me photos of my father’s death.”

	“Wasn’t me. Maybe you should ask your husband about that. My number is sewn into the bra of your dress. Text with a number two if your answer is yes, but I must warn you, time is of the essence. I’m tired of waiting for what’s mine.”

	“Men like you don’t give chances or warnings. And you sure as hell don’t do anyone any favors. I thought I was what was yours?”

	He chuckles. “I bet you’re a tiger in bed. Too bad you married that biker trash. We could have been good together. My offer still stands. You get the man you love, and a new life, and I get the empire I helped your father build. I want the keys to the kingdom. That key was once you, now it’s your freedom.”

	“Time’s up.” I move toward the door and when I look back, he’s gone. 

	The door crashes open and Abel stares at me. “What are you doing out here?”

	“Just needed some air.”

	“Come on, let’s go get you out of that dress.” 

	Raul’s offer rings in my head. Three months ago, I would’ve wanted nothing more. The fantasy I had about us—Axel and me going off to Italy plays through my mind and the memories I’ve kept locked away come flooding back feeling like they were a lifetime ago. His mouth on mine, his touch tingling on my hip, and now…now I have Abel and a new beginning. 

	I already have that fresh start I craved. I have it and more. 

	A life I never dreamed I wanted but a life I can’t be without. The thought of leaving Abel and running off with Axel brings me physical pain. My chest squeezes tight and my palms itch with sweat. 

	Abel squeezes my hand as he pulls in at the clubhouse. “What’s wrong?” 

	“Nothing. I’m just creeped out that you’re not the one who bought me this dress and that someone was in our home.” 

	“Don’t worry. I promise you…I’ll handle it.” 

	“I know you will.”

	 




Chapter 11

	 

	Ainsley

	 

	I hate lying to my husband, but I know if I tell him that Raul cornered me and I let him he will go off and do something stupid. I can’t afford for him to get himself killed. Not because he is my protector but because I love him. It hits me hard in the chest as my heart thumps in my throat. I’ve completely fallen for my husband and maybe it makes me horrible and selfish, but I don’t care if Axel ever comes back. He gave me away. He threw me away without looking back. I have nothing for him. 

	My choice is easy. Abel…I choose Abel and the life we are building together. 

	We walk into The Inferno and his boys are here and they all start chucking. “Can we help you, man?” ATL strokes his chin and studies us. “This pretty thing can stay but your pretty boy ass needs to get the fuck out.”

	“Fuck off,” Abel growls at him and removes his jacket. He holds his sleeves out to me wanting me to remove his cufflinks. I drop them in his palm and shoves them in his pocket before loosening his tie. 

	Yap. Whine. I turn my head at the sound of Petunia and my blood runs cold when I see that cunt holding my dog. Abel watches me closely when I take a step toward her with murder on my mind. Grabbing my wrist, he stops me. “Snoop. Walk the dog then bring it upstairs to my room.”

	Anger seeps through my veins. Why is he always stepping between us and trying to keep the peace? Does he care about her? Is he afraid she’ll leave? I suck in a breath and mentally slap myself. I’m doing exactly what Raul hoped by planting that seed of doubt. I’m questioning my husband’s loyalty. I know Abel is faithful. I’m not going to entertain the thought. Maybe she’s on Raul’s payroll. Maybe that’s why she keeps hanging around so she can feed him information. 

	Goldie smiles at me and waves from her perch on the barstool next to Trucker. Uno is probably home with Stephanie and Ruger. Teagan is behind the bar serving drinks. She waves me over, but Abel is still holding me against his chest. 

	“Go upstairs to my room and wait for me. One of the boys will bring up your bag and Petunia. I’ll be up soon. I need to speak with Murphy first.” He dismisses me with a kiss to my hair. I snub my nose at Oaklyn when I pass by her on my way to the stairs. It’s her I don’t trust. I see the way she stares after my husband. He may be blind to it but I’m not. 

	I stomp up the stairs and to his room wishing I could just go home. I no longer want to be here. I slam the door to the efficiency style room harder than necessary, but it makes me feel good to burn some of my anger off. 

	I kick my heels off and reach around my back for the zipper of my dress. The red material falls to the floor puddling at my feet. Stepping out of it I unhook my bra and toss it overhead. I grab a t-shirt from the drawer and pull it down over me. The white t-shirt hangs to my knees and smells of Abel. 

	A knock sounds at the door. “Who is it?”

	“Can we talk?” My skin crawls at the sound of her voice. 

	“What do you want?” I throw the door open but block her from coming in.

	Reaching out she tucks my hair behind my ear. Thwack. I smack her hand away. 

	“Don’t fucking touch me.”

	She laughs and smiles at me. 

	“I wish you didn’t hate me. The three of us could have a lot of fun together.”

	“What?” I blink wondering if I misheard her. “Are you asking for me to allow you into our bed?”

	“You ever had your pussy sucked by a woman before? No one knows how to please a woman better than another woman.” She shrugs. 

	“I’m only going to say this once. Stay away from my husband. Stay away from me. If I ever see you touching my dog again, I will make damn sure that you and any other bitch who thinks to try me remembers exactly whose daughter I am. I have the blood of Tiny Leone flowing through my veins. I dare you to try me.”

	Her red painted nails caress my cheek. “Maybe you do deserve him.” I glare at her and she moves in and kisses the corner of my mouth. “My offer still stands. Hearing you all pissed off just now made my pussy wet, but I can see you’re not ready to explore what my mouth could do to yours. Yet.”

	“Get the fuck out of my hu—my clubhouse.”

	She laughs as she walks away.

	I’m going to kill that cunt. I wipe at the corner of my mouth where her whore lips touched mine. I close the door and contemplate where to hide her body. Maybe I am my father’s daughter after all. 

	Minutes later my husband comes into the room with my dog and my bag. He places both on the bed, and I keep my back to him. I’m still pouting and stewing though he didn’t really do anything wrong. “I wanted the pleasure of undressing you,” his husky voice whispers against the shell of my ear and he grabs my shoulders, giving me a squeeze. 

	“I don’t want that cunt touching Petunia.”

	“Why? She’d never mistreat your pet.”

	“Why?” I snap and jerk out of his hold. “Why do you jump to her defense? Does she mean something to you?”

	“No. You’re being childish.”

	“I’m being real. I see how she looks at you. She wants you.”

	“She can’t have me. I belong to you same as you belong to me. You have nothing to be jealous of. It’s you who makes me crazy mad with desire.” He takes a step toward me. “It’s you I bury myself inside of every night and make love to.” Abel puts one hand on my stomach and the other to my heart. “I only love one other as much as you and that’s the baby I planted in your womb.” 

	I freeze and then I smile. I smile big. “You just said you love me. You’ve never told me that before.”

	“I show you every day.”

	“I like hearing it though. Tell me again.”  

	Grabbing my face between his hands he stares deeply into my eyes. “I love you, Ainsley. More than you could ever know. Now get ready for bed so I can show you.” 

	I snatch my toothbrush out of the bag and disappear into his private bathroom. When I return to him, he’s on the bed in only his boxer briefs and Petunia is on his chest. “It’s about time you two became friends.” 

	“I think she missed me.” My husband grins as I sink down on the bed next to him then he frowns because Petunia abandons him for me. Abel goes to the bathroom and while he’s gone guilt creeps up on me. I know I should tell him about Raul and the phone number, but I know he will be pissed that I kept it from him this long. I should’ve told him at the party. If I say anything now, he will think I didn’t speak up because I am tempted to take the deal. I know that there is a part of him that always wonders if I am comparing him to Axel or using him as a stand-in but I’m not. 

	I love my husband and I want him safe and with me…always. 

	Abel comes back to bed. The bed dips with his weight and he draws me to his side. His large fingers stroking my hair, his other hand moves to my belly, pushing up the shirt I’m wearing. The ink on his hand looking beautiful laying over my baby bump. 

	“Do you know how happy you make me, baby? I’d kill anyone who dares to try to take you from me.”

	“Ditto.” I move up to kiss his lips. 

	“I love you so much, wife ‘o mine. Now take this shirt off. You know I like you naked in my bed.” That he does. He prefers me naked so he can take me anytime he pleases. 

	I move over him and lift my t-shirt over my head, my jealousy long forgotten. All I want is to feel Abel skin to skin. Rubbing my fingers over his chest, tears spring to my eyes. He has new ink. My name is scrawled on his chest. “What’s this?”

	“Thought it was time I made shit official. I put your name on me because you’re my world.” I crash my mouth down on his, breathing in his taste and savoring it. Nothing could ever be better than this. Better than us… 

	If  I were to go right now, I’d die happy tonight being loved by this man of mine. The only thing I fear is losing him. Not loving him enough but I do. I love him so much I feel him deep in my bones. He’s my moon and stars and all I see every night when I close my eyes. 

	Reaching between us I grab his cock and squeeze. “You ever go near another woman…I’ll cut this off.”

	Abel grins at me. “My baby has claws. She has fire. She burns for me. I promise you this. I’d rather cut my dick off myself than betray you like that.” He raises up, wrapping his strong tattooed arms around me. “I’m going to lay you down. I’m not going to fuck you. I’m going to take you soft and slow and make love to you.” 

	His hand wraps around my throat and squeezes as I grind over his rock-hard erection. 

	“You ever look at another man and I’ll choke every last breath out of you.”

	Arousal coats my inner thighs. I’m soaked. 

	“Bet that pussy is so wet I could just slide right in, huh?” he nips at my bottom lip and rubs a thumb over my clit. 

	I gasp when he shoves me back. 

	“Lay back and give your man what he wants. Open those legs for me.” My head goes to the foot of the bed, and I fall to pieces under his touch. My man looms over me gripping his cock ready to please me but he wasn’t lying when he promised me slow. As though he has all the time in the world Abel grips his cock and rubs the head back and forth through my slick heat and juices. His gaze burns into me. Those blue velvet eyes drowning me with their love and devotion they hold. 

	Bowing my back, I arch my hips, begging him to sink inside me.

	Smirking at me he brings his mouth down to mine and kisses me. I part my lips and my thighs further as he inches inside me. Tongue in my mouth and cock in my pussy. As promised, he rocks into me softly…slowly…with tender kisses and gentle touches…my king worships his queen.

	 




Chapter 12

	 

	Axel

	Somewhere, Kentucky 

	 

	“What the fuck do you want?”

	My little brother smiles at me through the glass. “Maybe I missed your sorry mug.” 

	“Cut the shit. We both know you’ve been living it up, enjoying playing king of the kingdom. Thanks for getting the Colombians on my ass. You trying to piss everyone off?”

	“That fucker tried to poison me. He had it coming.” 

	“Why are you here?” 

	“I came across some information…you could go free sooner than you think.”

	“And you’re what just going to hand me my freedom so I can come home and take my place but not where I should be, right? You want me under your boot or somewhere else?” 

	Abel runs a hand over his head and cups the back of his neck. My little brother has grown into quite the man. “You’re right, I’m not stepping down for you. No fucking way. I’ve been working my ass off and holding my territory.”

	“Careful what you say, brother. There are eyes and ears everywhere here.”

	“I came here to make you a deal.”

	I laugh. “What’s that?”

	“Ainsley, we’re happy. She’s pregnant. It’s mine. I have the test to prove it, but that’s not important. If I get you out…I want you to leave her alone. Don’t come to Texas. I’m looking into expanding. You could start over in Cali or Nevada. Build your own empire.”

	“Just don’t try to steal yours.”

	“Exactly.”

	“I’ll think about it.”

	“What’s to think about? You don’t want to sit in here and rot your life away.” 

	“So if I say no, you just gonna leave me here?”

	“If you think you’re going to come to Texas and make a play for my wife then yes. As your brother, I’m not asking. I love her.”

	“The answer is no. I had her first and I’ll have her last.”

	“There’s other women. You don’t love her. You don’t even know her.”

	“Maybe I just don’t want you to have her.”

	“If you gave a shit about her you’d want her to be happy.”

	“You think you own her. I bet if given the choice she’d choose me.”

	“Fine. Ask her what she wants. I’ll bring her and you can ask her face to face. But that’s right…you’re too big of a pussy to do that.” 

	“You afraid she’ll pick me?” I growl.

	“No. I know who she wants. It’s my bed she’s in every night. My cock she takes and can’t get enough of. My son growing in her belly.”

	“For now.”

	“You threatening my wife?”

	“What are you going to do about it, little brother?”

	“I don’t have to lift a finger but mark my words. You stay in here, you’ll die. You come after my wife, I’ll fight you till one of us meets the Heavenly Creator or The Horned Bastard Downstairs.”

	 




Chapter 13

	 

	Abel

	 

	Wiping the sleep from my eyes, I blink and look over at my wife. I love her so much…she’s so beautiful it goddamn hurts to look at her sometimes. I don’t know what I ever done to deserve her, but I’ll fight like hell to keep her. She’s the one real thing I can count on in this crazy fucked up world I’ve found myself in. Her stomach is blooming with our child, her breasts growing heavy with milk. She’s almost through her second trimester. I thought the Texas heat would do her in but she’s managed pregnancy well. 

	It suits her. Ainsley glows brighter than the sun. I curve my palm to her stomach and smile when our son kicks. We’re having a son. She doesn’t know that yet. She wants to be surprised at the birth, but I had to know. I also know this baby has my brother’s blood. The doctor told her they needed to do testing for genetic stuff but really it was to draw fluid and DNA to test for me. 

	I told her that I didn’t care, and I don’t. I only want to know to prepare myself for the day that my brother comes home and wants to claim what he thinks belongs to him—my wife. We’ve not spoken in months. Not since I went to see him and told him that I owned Ainsley completely and that it was my baby growing inside her. 

	What he don’t know won’t hurt me. I paid off the doctor to file the results in my favor. Maybe that makes me a dirty bastard, but nothing will come between my wife and me. 

	Not Blood. 

	Not even death. 

	I think I’ll love her even when there is nothing left of me but bone and dust. 

	My phone rings and I grab it off the nightstand. Uno’s name is flashing on the screen. 

	“What’s up?” It’s too damn early for him to be calling me. The sun isn’t even up yet. 

	“Truck was hit last night.”

	“How much did we lose? All of it?”

	“Might as well have been. Driver says it was the Skinz.”

	“Raul probably paid them. Fuckin’ bastard.”

	“You know what he wants. The tunnels.”

	No, he wants everything. 

	But he can’t have it. 

	He can’t have her. 

	No one can. 

	She’s mine.

	“Send out a new truck.”

	“Is that wise right now?”

	“Just do it.”  I end the call and toss my phone on the bed.

	“Hey,” Ainsley croaks and kisses my shoulder. “Everything okay?”

	“Nothing for you to worry about.”

	Her arms go around me. “Then come back to bed.”

	I wish I could. I get lost in her all too easily so much so sometimes I lose sight of everything I am trying to protect including her. “You sleep. I’m going to hit the gym.”

	“It’s so early, and I won’t sleep without you.” 

	“You’re spoiled.” I scoot back and lean against the headboard. 

	“So are you.” She moves between my legs. Her fingers wrap around me, but I have too much on my mind. 

	“C’mere.” I pull her into my lap. Her head moves to my shoulder, and I run my fingers through her hair and hold her tight. “I just want to hold you.”

	My wife stays quiet and it isn’t long before she is back asleep. I wait for her breathing to even out and lay her next to me. I have to keep her safe. Both of them. Her and our baby. 

	As soon as my feet hit the floor Petunia wakes and is eager to go out back to do her business. I scoop her up in my arms and hold her like a football while I walk down the stairs. I let her out the back door and keep it cracked enough for her to come back in on her own.  

	Going through the motions, I start the coffee pot. Ainsley can’t drink the stuff, but she loves the smell. I grab my cigarettes and step onto the back patio and light one up. Maybe I should turn the Skinz on Raul. Those bastards will do anything for a little yayo. I have plenty to spare. I still have more than half of what I lifted off the Colombians. The new head of the Colombian Cartel, Alejandro López is looking to make things right between our houses. 

	It’s a tempting offer. I did him a favor by taking out his competition. He owes me. I’m a biker, but I can see a bigger picture. What tempted my late father-in-law and made him the man he became. I don’t want that kind of power, but it is within my reach, and I may not have a choice other than embracing it. I can give Ainsley the life she deserves. I finish my cigarette and take Petunia back inside with me. 

	I go into my office and pull a burner out of the bottom drawer. “Let’s meet.” 

	“Neutral territory.”

	“Name the time and place. I’ll be there. Don’t pull any funny shit.”  

	Ending the call, I go back upstairs and text Uno.

	Prez- We ride out soon. Need everything in place.

	Uno – I’ll handle it. 

	With that shit decided, I crawl back in bed and decide that I do want to get lost for a few hours anyway. 

	I part my wife’s legs and wake her with my mouth greedily sucking on her clit. 

	“Hmmm,” she hums in greeting. Slender fingers instantly find my hair and give it a tug. “Good morning.” Her lips part and she pants under my affection. 

	There’s nothing sweeter than the taste of her on my tongue. Licking and sucking on her pussy I let my troubles and the rest of the world fade away. Here in our bed none of that shit matters. There’s only the two of us and the way we make each other feel. Thrusting two fingers inside her, I work her pussy, getting her ready for my cock. 

	My tongue slow dances with her clit in a circular motion. Bucking her hips, she rides my fingers seeking an escape. I’ll give it to her. I’ll give her the world. 

	Sliding up her body, I guide my cock inside her sweet heat. Her juices coat the head, and I slide right in where I’m at home. Ainsley’s pussy curves to my dick. Her body molds to mine. There’s never been a man who loves a woman more than I love her. “God, baby, I love you.”  I draw out of her and slam back in. 

	Her nails dig into my back, clawing at me, urging me to go deeper. Harder. “Don’t stop,” she pleads in my ear. Legs around my waist her ankles lock together keeping me right where she wants me. 

	I hug her torso to mine and roll us so that I’m on my back and she’s riding me. My favorite view is seeing my pretty girl coming on my cock. “You gonna take your man hard and fast or you gonna ride me soft and slow?” I slap her ass and she moans, sucking a finger into her mouth. Grinding that pussy down on me she moves faster, working her hips from side to side. I watch her breasts as they bounce with every stroke. I can tell she’s getting close. 

	Her pussy is so wet I feel her juices running down her thighs. 

	“I’m close,” she breathes the words out, closing her eyes and rocking back and forth. Clenching her muscles around me tight, that sweet body trembles and shakes. Ainsley’s orgasm takes over and she falls forward on my chest. Her swollen belly rubs against me and I smile. 

	There’s nothing sexier than my wife. 

	“Let me behind you, wife ‘o mine.”  

	Complying to my desire she rolls over and braces on all fours. She loves it when I fuck her from behind. I grab a fistful of her hair and give it a yank. “Want your pussy creaming this dick.” I slap her ass and slam home balls deep. Gliding in and out I tease at her puckered hole with my finger, using her arousal as a lubricant. That’s how wet my girl is for this cock. I time the thrust of my finger in her tight little asshole with the strokes of my cock buried in her pussy. 

	In no time Ainsley is gushing for me. I abandon the ass play and chase my own release now that my woman is perfectly sated. Gripping her hips, I hammer her, fast and hard, loving the sounds ripping from her throat as she cries out in pleasure. 

	Not long after I nut all inside her my phone is buzzing with a call from Uno. Alejandro wants to meet tonight. It’s sooner than I expected but an enemy of my enemy is a friend.

	I hate to miss today’s baby doctor appointment with Ainsley, but I am doing it for her. 

	It’s all for her. 

	Without her none of it would matter.

	 




Chapter 14

	 

	Ainsley

	 

	“Will it always be this way between us you think?”

	“The way I feel for you, baby, grows deeper each day. If I could stay here in this bed buried inside you forever, I’d never leave.” 

	When he talks like this, he makes it impossible to get mad that he’s missing my appointment today. “You owe me.”

	“For what?” He rubs his chin, studying me. 

	“Uh…my appointment today. Duh.”

	“I think I more than made up for it this morning with how I woke you up.”

	“You do that every morning.”

	“Yeah and you better enjoy it while you still can because when the baby comes, I’ll have to share you. I won’t get these all to myself.” Pinching my nipples, Abel teases me. 

	“Don’t be doing that.” I squirm and milk leaks into my bra. “Ugh. Now I have to change you jerk.”


	“I’m your jerk.” Sticking his tongue out at me he grins wider. 

	“When are you riding out?”

	“Soon as Uno gets here. Murphy and Teagan are coming over to go to your appointment. She can drive you and he’ll be following behind.”

	“Is that necessary. Things have been quiet.”

	Something crosses over his eyes, but he tries to hide it. 

	“Is something wrong? Did something happen?”

	“Nothing to worry that pretty head of yours over.”

	A motorcycle roars down the driveway. 

	“That’s Uno., Give me some sugar.” 

	I pout and fold my arms over my chest. 

	“Tell me.”

	“Don’t deny me of that mouth, wife ‘o mine.” Grabbing my face, he brings our mouths together and pulls away too quick for my liking. “I’ll call you later.”

	“You better. You know I’ll worry if I don’t hear from you.”

	“Don’t worry about me. Just take of yourself and my baby.”

	“You mean our baby.” I lean up for another kiss before he goes. 

	“Later.” He squeezes my boob again, and I growl at him.

	Shrugging his cut on he goes out the bedroom door, and I fall back on the pillows. 

	Glancing over at the clock on my nightstand, I know I need to get a move on if I am going to make it to my appointment on time. I pop into the shower but decide to save time by not washing my hair. 

	Slipping my maternity jeans on I feel big as a house though if my husband were still here, he’d argue that he loves me like this. I don’t know what he finds sexy about me being swelled up like a prize hog, but the man seems to love me pregnant. 

	My cell phone buzzes with a call from my mother-in-law. Ever since Abel told her that we’re pregnant she calls me every other day to make sure we don’t need anything and to make sure her son is treating me right. She’s supposed to come down after the baby is born and spend a few weeks with us. I send her to voicemail and promise myself I’ll call her after my appointment so I can give her the latest update. Not that there is really anything to report. I’m perfectly healthy and so is my baby. 

	I know she is overly excited for the baby. Her adopted daughter, Morgan has a kid, but my baby will be her first blood grandkid. Not that blood makes family, but I just get the feeling this baby means a lot to her. It could just be because Abel is the baby of her family. And I am eager to know that my child will have grandparents who actually care and want to be in our lives. 

	Murphy and Teagan show up to take me to the doctor. She’s nervous to drive my car, but I feel safer in it. More comfortable. Her man, Murphy follows behind us on his bike. You’d think I was famous or royalty with the way the Black Rebel Devils family fusses over me. I know it’s because of Abel ordering them to but it feels nice. I never really had family growing up, but Abel and his bikers make me feel special and like I finally have a family of my own. I have a place in their world. I matter to them. 

	I’ve never had that until I married Abel. 

	“Have you been thinking anymore about names?” Teagan turns down the radio.

	“Not a freaking one. I want to wait until he or she is born to decide. I just feel like I won’t know until I see my baby’s face.”

	“I respect that, but doesn’t it drive you crazy not knowing?” 

	I shrug. “Not really. I’m excited though. I hope this baby has Abel’s eyes.”

	“You two are disgusting.”

	“What?” I crack a smile at her. 

	“You’re so in love, it makes the rest of us look and feel like losers.” She laughs. 

	“Pfft. Whatever. I see the way Murphy looks at you. He ever gonna make an honest old lady out of you?” 

	“Nah. I doubt it. He will never get over Violet.”

	“Goldie’s mom?”

	“Yeah.”

	“What happened between them?” 

	“She cheated and got remarried to some banker dork.”

	“No way. Murphy is hot.”

	“Tell me about it.” She sighs and gets this dreamy expression on her face. She brakes at a four-way crossing for the red light. She watches her man through the rearview mirror, and I wonder what I can do to give Murphy a nudge in the right direction. He’s crazy about Teagan. Anyone that sees them together knows that they are it for each other. 

	I look up as the light starts to change and everything happens so damn fast my head begins to spin. A blacked-out SUV pulls straight in front of my car and another pulls up behind Murphy on his motorcycle. The passenger window rolls down and a gunshot rings out. I scream and look to Teagan only to see a hole between her eyes.

	Panic seizes me and I can’t breathe as tight pains squeeze violently in my chest and stomach. Murphy is nowhere to be seen and I click the locks on my car shut. When I go for my cell phone a man exits the SUV and points a gun at me outside of the passenger side window where I sit. His threat is clear. Come with him or die just like Teagan.

	I drop the phone in the floorboard as it dials my husband, and I pray he answers in time to hear me being taken.

	As I step out of the car a black hood goes over my head and my hands are bound behind my back. I can hear Abel calling my name over the speaker of the car. My phone automatically connects to the Bluetooth function. 

	“Baby, you there? Ainsley!” He screams for me, but I can’t answer him. I’m being lifted over a shoulder and hauled to one of the SUVs. My pulse pounds in my ears, and all I can think about is Abel and protecting our child. 

	Dear God, please don’t fail me now.

	 




Chapter 15

	 

	Axel

	 

	Sometime in the middle of the night a guard entered my cell, placed me in cuffs, then put a hood over my head.  A needle stuck me in the arm, and I was out. I feel like I am suffocating under this damn black hood. I don’t know where I am or what the fuck is happening, but it sounds like I’m on an airplane. Whatever drugs that asshole shot me up with must be affecting me still. 

	I’m dizzy and my stomach’s queasy feeling. I’m praying I don’t fucking throw up in this goddamned hood. I blink a few times and fall in and out of consciousness unsure of how much time has passed. Finally, the hood is lifted and dots float before my eyes when I open them attempting to adjust to the sudden burst of light that is blinding me. Perfume wafts up my nose and that sick dizzy feeling returns. My vision is hazy but the more I blink a woman sitting across from me comes into focus. 

	She has long blonde hair and big tits. 

	 “Who the fuck are you?” I croak. My throat feels like it’s been rubbed raw with sandpaper. 

	“Andrea Hernandez, but you can all me Oaklyn.” Her red painted lips stretch wide and her pearly whites sink into her bottom lip. The woman extends her hand out to me, but I’m still cuffed. “Oops.” She giggles and snaps her fingers. Someone grips my hands from behind and unlocks the cuffs. 

	My arms are burning, and my wrists are raw. I bring them to my lap and rub them. 

	“You must be thirsty.” She slides into the seat next to mine, and I look around, realizing we are indeed on a plane. 

	“Where are you taking me?” 

	“No questions.” She shushes me with a finger to my lips. “Later, I’ll answer any questions. For now…let me take care of you.” She goes down on her knees in front of me, and I stare at her wondering what the fuck this about until her hand goes to my dick. I groan. It’s been more than seven months since I’ve felt the touch of a woman and one so damn pretty at that. To be continued in Sex & Cigarettes book 3 Black Rebel Devils MC

	 




 

	 

	Dear Reader,

	 

	Thank you for reading Guns & Roses. I went into this story with a different outcome entirely in mind, but my characters had other ideas. Hell’s Kitchen is a fictional town set in Texas that is home to my Black Rebel Devils MC. I had every intention on this series being a series of interconnected standalone titles, but Abel said no way and Ainsley and Axel agreed. I have no idea what is to come but hope you will be along for the crazy ride. 

	Glenna

	 




 

	Reading Order 
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	Striker (BRRMC 4)
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	Moonshine & Mistletoe (BRDMC 1)

	Cocky’s Fight (DRMC 6)

	Devil Dick (BRRMC Roadhouse Tales 1) 

	Guns & Roses (BRDMC 2)

	 




 

	About Glenna 

	 

	Glenna Maynard is a Kentucky native with a passion for romance, best known for her bestselling series The Black Rebel Riders' MC. When she isn't arguing with the voices in her head or drinking reader tears, she enjoys watching classic TV shows with her two children and longtime leading man.

	You can also find Glenna on several social media sites including Facebook, Twitter, Pinterest, Instagram, Blogger, Book+Main Bites, and Goodreads. You are also invited to join her reader group on Facebook just search for Glenna’s Rebels.
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	Preview Devil Dick

	 

	 

	Devil Dick

	 

	A chance encounter. 

	No names. 

	One night. 

	They both agreed that was all it would ever be, but three months later Camreigh is in for the shock of her life. On her own, she has no choice but to turn to her family for help. She thinks she has everything figured out—that is until her one-night stand decides maybe he wants something more. 


	This is a hot to the point Roadhouse Tale that takes place in Drag Creek featuring all new characters from my Black Rebel Riders’ MC and some appearances from your series favorites. You do not have to have read my other biker series to read this one.

	 

	Chapter 1

	 

	~Camreigh~

	 

	“I just took a wrong turn is all,” Matt argues from behind the wheel. I don’t know what Tina finds so irresistible about the guy. He’s kind of a preppy goober. He wears Dockers and Polo shirts or button downs everywhere he goes. A true southern momma’s boy who will probably follow in his daddy’s footsteps and sell insurance.

	“We’re lost,” I announce as we pass by more country scenery. Nothing but rolling farmland for miles. Some cows and wheat not much else to look at but we passed by I shit you not a corral of mini horses. I wanted to stop to pet them, but my friends refused. Jerks. “I’m seriously going to piss all over myself if you don’t pull over soon,” I grumble from the backseat. “I don’t care if I have to squat with the cows.”

	 Tina laughs. Her dirty blond hair drapes over her shoulders in loose curls. Her bright red lips striking against the white of her teeth and her hazel eyes sparkling with mischief. “That’s a visual I didn’t need in my head. There was a sign for some bar up ahead. We can stop there,” my best friend promises as she glances back at me over the front passenger seat. 

	Jeff, my date is sweating profusely next to me, his nerves getting the best of him. I can’t believe I let Tina talk me into this date with Matt’s cousin. I knew better, but I didn’t want to be stuck alone on a Friday night either, and it was a free concert ticket. Now I am regretting this poor choice. Jeff may be a super guy but he’s a baby and probably still high school. He looks fifteen and judging by his acne like he has hit a rough patch in puberty. Military man my ass.  Maybe he is a member of the JROTC. I’m not an overly vain person, but I’m twenty-three, and I know I’m attractive. I need a real man. But what I need right now more than anything is to escape this car and this nightmare of a date. Not to mention again that we are seriously lost and not going to make the opening act of the show. This night has turned into a total shit show of a nightmare circus I can’t escape from.

	The bar comes into view. It’s a biker bar. I know this by the row of motorcycles parked up front and the lack of cars. Matt pulls his BMW into the lot and has barely parked the vehicle before I am unclicking of my seatbelt and scrambling out. I wasn’t kidding. That Hard Lemonade has gone straight through me and my bladder is ready to explode.  

	A sign on the front says: Roadhouse. 

	Tina is chasing after me. “Cam, wait up.” 

	I should pause and wait for my friend, but I am super pissed at her right now. She told me that Matt’s cousin was home on a furlough from the military. I ignore her plea and keep walking. As soon as I am about to walk through the front door someone comes sailing through the glass window. Loud music and laughter filters from inside the bar. Going inside is probably a terrible idea. I look down at the bear of a man who is laying on his back groaning and holding a cut on his forearm. My need to relieve my bladder presses once more, and I decide I would rather go inside than piss myself. 

	I walk in and don’t look anywhere except for a sign pointing to the bathroom. I ignore the looks and whistles as I maneuver through the crowded bar. I can hear Tina muttering a polite excuse me as she follows me. I find the single stall bathroom at the back of the place near the pool tables, quickly close the door and lock it before she can come in after me. 

	“Come on, Camreigh. I’m sorry.” Her palm slaps the door, and I pretend not to hear her. My focus is on taking care of business. Sweet relief filters through me, and I let out a sigh. Tina is knocking on the door. “Hurry up, Cam. This place is um…we don’t fit in here.”

	I can see her clutching her pearls in my mind. Tina is a good girl and wouldn’t ever come to a bar like this one willingly. Me though…I like to live dangerously. Sometimes you just gotta take a walk on the wild side. We only live once, and I try to make every single day count.  I learned at a young age that life is fleeting, and tomorrow is never promised.  My twin brother was killed by a motorist who was speeding through our quiet neighborhood when I was eight years old. It was a tragic and senseless accident. Adam had been shooting hoops with our Dad, and I was jumping on the trampoline pretending I was an Olympic gymnast. It all happened so fast. The basketball bounced off the backboard and went into the road, rolling to a stop across the street. 

	Sometimes when I close my eyes, I can still hear my father’s blood curdling scream, “Adam, nooo,” as the apple of his eye ceased to exist. Then the thumping sound of his little body being thrown over the car. It all happened so quickly. 

	A shiver runs through me, and I take a deep breath, returning to the present. The thing about memories is they can creep up on you at any moment and shake you to your core. I dry my hands and smooth my features in the mirror. 

	I open the bathroom door to find Tina, Matt, and Jeff in a huddle waiting for me. Jesus. I strut on past them, ignoring their nervous expressions. I go straight to the bar, taking up a stool next to some guy whose vest says he rides for a club called Black Rebel Rider’s MC. He glances at me then grins. His teeth dig into his bottom lip like he is amused by me. His hand goes around the tumbler on the bar filled with a sunset colored liquid. 

	“I didn’t know angels came to shitholes like this.” He moves to knock the drink back, but I stop him.

	“I’ll let you in on a secret,” I whisper. “I’m no angel.” Placing my hand on his wrist, I guide the glass to my mouth, sucking down the drink that’s strong enough to make my eyes roll back in my head. 

	“My Mom always told me not to play with fire,” he tells me with a chuckle. “But I’ve always been drawn to the flame.” 

	“You know what they say. If you can’t stand the heat…”

	“Get out the kitchen,” he finishes for me with a gritty voice that is deep enough it vibrates all through me. 

	“Come on. We need to be getting on the road.” Tina is tapping me on the shoulder. 

	My new friend slides the empty tumbler to the bartender who refills it immediately and adds a second glass, dropping a few cubes of ice in it. I curl my fingers around the cool drink and down it. I’m going to need it to make it through the rest of this night. 

	“Thanks for the drink.” I lick my lips and start to leave when he stops me. 

	“What’s your name?”

	“Telling you would spoil the moment.” I wink and follow Tina toward the door. I attempt to fight the urge to look back and lose the battle. Sweet Lord. I lift my head up glancing over my shoulder. I meet his heated gaze, getting a good full look at the man. He’s tall, like tall enough I could climb him like a tree. He’s got muscles and tattoos for days as he folds his arms over his chest and stares me down in challenge. His dark hair lays over his forehead and his green eyes seem to shine with curiosity. Heat travels up my neck and spreads over my face. The way he is looking at me I would bet he is imagining what I’d look like in a lot less than the tight jeans and ripped black top I am wearing. It has little cuts over my cleavage. The dark dusting of stubble on his jaws would tickle my thighs. 

	I don’t know what makes me do it, but I start back in his direction and wrap a hand around the back of his head and pull him down. On my tip toes, I press my lips to his. I hear someone whistle but ignore them. The taste of liquor stains my tongue as it glides along his. A strong grip seizes my hip right above the waistline of my low-cut jeans, and I love the rough feel of his fingers too much and catch myself letting out a moan. Ending the kiss, I pull back and say, “Maybe we’ll meet again sometime.”  

	“Maybe we will.” He smirks at me, and I go back to the door where my group is waiting for me. 

	“What the hell was that?” Tina hisses in my ear. 

	“I don’t know.” I giggle and touch the soft pads of my red painted fingernails to my lips.

	I don’t make it to the car before this bad ass biker gives chase. I can feel his presence as he approaches me from behind. Goosebumps pebble along my arms in awareness of his close proximity. 

	“We don’t want any trouble,” Matt says with a slight tremble in his voice. 

	I turn around slowly and stare him down. He’s big, bad, and pure sex. 

	The biker rubs his jaw and looks at me with such intensity I can scarcely breathe. “It’s sometime,” his rough voice vibrates through every bone in my body. 

	My lips curve upward, and I can’t deny the smile stretching across my face. I grab my purse from the backseat and Tina gapes at me. “What are you doing?”

	“I’ll call you later.” I don’t look back and strut toward the handsome stranger.

	 




Preview Hell on Heelz 

	 

	Morgan Jane Mitchell

	 

	Love Bikers? What about an all female MC? 

	Girl Meets Boy? Nah - This is an Outlaw Meets Outlaw Love Story. FULL LENGTH, STAND ALONE BIKER ROMANCE 

	"They say time heals all wounds, but my time's done run out. I'm no spring chicken, but it's more than that. I've been mad as hell for far too long. It's made me a different woman, a bitter woman. No, they don't call me Rage for nothing--I'm a twisting bitch tornado and that's before you make me mad. When I'm not fuming, I'm secretly festering in suffocating smog of self-loathing. A man did this to me, and now that I've finally met another man, one who calms my storm, one I might let break through the thick thorny vines I've wrapped around my heart--I fear there's nothing left of me." 

	Edie Pearl, better known as RAGE never thought her decision to leave her cheating husband and join the Hell on Heelz would land her as the potential president of the female outlaw motorcycle club when the Banshee is murdered. Rage has spent the last two years mad as hell, nursing her broken heart with booze and fast men. When she's pitted against her fellow heel, Dixie, in a race to track down the Banshee's killer, she meets the man of her dreams. 

	Mud may be the only man to get her motor running, but he's also her sworn enemy. Will Rage do the unthinkable and choose a man over her club?Mud's been a mess since his twin brother left the Asphalt Gods' MC. He'd hate to have to kill his own kin. When Scar shows Mud mercy by sparing his brother, he thinks everything will finally be back to normal. He's proven wrong. A ride to California is interrupted by the Heelz. After he leaves Scar and catches up to his enemy, he finds a beautiful woman, one he cannot resist. Showing her the same mercy puts Mud in even more jeopardy. His heart on the line with his life, which road will he choose?

	*Even though we met the Hell on Heelz MC in Scar and Seven Sunsets, Asphalt Gods' MC, Hell on Heelz can be read as a standalone or as Book 3 

	18+ for content 

	www.themorganjane.com

	 

	 

	 

	Saving Me (Blackstone, #1)

	 

	by Nickie Nalley Seidler

	 

	On the run from a man who's become a monster, Stacy abandons her old life. It's here that she meets Jack, the sexy neighbor with the ready smile, a heart of gold, and a very complicated past. 

	Moving on proves to be way more difficult when the monster turns up dead, and the mafia shows up to collect on his debts. In the wake of tragedy, Stacy's new identity is born, and a new beginning blossoms. 

	Alone, far from home, and with so many questions still left unanswered, Stacy now has to trust Jack with her secrets, fight the past that haunts her, and take back her life before it’s too late.

	Bullets fly and sirens wail. At the end of the day, who's going to be left standing?
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