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        The Outlaws started with nothing but a common leader.

        My life had always been unbearable.

        It was loud and unstable.

        I joined the club to find my purpose.

        To give myself peace of mind.

        Today, the town is our arena and the MC Club room is home.

        Our President, Tank, is ruthless.

        The five Outlaw men continue to reign under his leadership.

        Power is the name of the game.

        We’re dangerous, insatiable and know how to protect our women.

        And we stop at nothing until we emerge victorious.
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            Rafe

          

        

      

    

    
      The heat of the asphalt rose, hitting me in the face as I sped down the winding road. I was miles out, but anyone in town could hear me by now because it was that small. Sometimes I took this drive just to clear my head, and it needed a lot of clearing today.

      I pulled into the drive way of the club, a huge lot of bikes and a few cars lined up. I parked by the garage, where the rest of the execs were parked out of sight. In the garage, three cars were hoisted in the air, right where I left them. The garage here was a front, but I ended up being the club’s mechanic during the day.

      From the outside, I could hear the pounding music competing with the setting sun. West Tennessee air fills my senses as I breathe in, feeling back home for the first time in a while. I took a few months away from the club, after Spencer started making trouble back home, I had to go, being my brother and all, I’m responsible for him since it is just us. I need to find a way to help him but right now, I need to take care of club business too.

      I cross the double door threshold and am flooded with the loud music, the bass making the words turn to mush. It isn’t that crowded because it is early evening, everyone is familiar to me and when they see me, they erupt in cheers.

      “Look who’s back!” Kit brings attention to me first, standing from his place at the bar and heading my way. He is big, had to have his bike specially made, the dark hair and eyes make him look scary as hell, the beard too, but he really isn’t. Only a handful of guys at the club are actually scary, mean, and I don’t even see them around much.

      “Hey man, how are ya?” I grin at him, we shake hello and half hug. I can’t say I didn’t miss them; the atmosphere already comes back to me full force.

      “Good, been holding down the fort with you gone.” We start to walk into the bar, he claps my neck and squeezes, laughing.

      “I doubt that, I left those same cars in the garage when I left.” I shove him back playfully and we reach the bar.

      Logan is tending bar tonight, a long-time club member as well, and he greets me the same way but with a beer in hand. Logan has been in the club for a while and is a treasurer on the exec board. He handles all our money, anything financial goes through him and this place would go belly up without him. We keep the garage running and a graphic design shop in town as a cover for our less than legal practices. Our MC is like most others, we are outlaws after all, just like it says on our cut. But we try not to bother people who don’t bother us, we try to protect the people in our town if they need it, and we don’t make trouble. So far, we have kept the police away from us, the feds haven’t been up our asses, so I could say it has been working.

      “How did it go?” Kit asks me. He knew where I was going, only people on the exec board did though. He is the enforcer, maybe he is more like a glorified security guard for us, because he looks like one. I’m the VP, so my absence was noticed.

      “Fine. Same old.” I shrug like it is nothing when really it is weighing down my shoulders heavily. I finish my beer and that doesn’t help, and I take another sip.

      “Maybe you should just let it be.” Logan comes back. The bar top is mostly empty, only one other regular on the other end. People are scattered at the pool tables and dart board, some from the club and some not, a few women mixed in there too. I don’t know them by name but I know them by hair, by look, they all come around for a rush and they are the last women I would pick out of a crowd. I choose my poison.

      “Can’t do that.” I shake my head. If I let Spencer do whatever he wanted he would be dead or incarcerated. I once again had to head back to our dead-beat town and bail him out of a shitty situation with some drug dealers. My bike and spiked baseball bat did the trick, I left Spencer with a shiner, and now I am here. At some point it has to be enough but I don’t think that will happen in this lifetime. He is my brother by blood, and if I stand by the guys at the club no matter what then of course I would do that for him. It is just tiring.

      “Yeah but if you keep helping him, then he’ll keep messing up.” Logan adds.

      “I agree.”

      Kit gets distracted by someone at the bar. I turn to the sound of the familiar harsh voice, Tank, our president. His name is Andy Becket but we call him Tank because of how wide he is, especially on his bike; he is fit but almost wide as a fridge and they called him that before I even came around. They started calling me Rafe for god knows why, I never asked questions. I joined the club when I was at my worst, running from my old life, I was ready to take on anything.

      “Well look what the cat dragged in.” I shake him hello, our leather claps as he pulls us in. I lean back on the bar stool and take him in, he is the same as ever; hard face and permanent grimace and a mean scar down the side of his neck from a riding accident decades ago. I don’t know exactly how old he is, but it’s on the old side, he is still fit enough to ride, clearly, and has been president ever since the club was founded. “We were talking about how wonderful my brother is,” I laugh.

      “You think I started this with my brother easy? Left his slacking ass behind enough times.” He sits next to me, the seat creaks, and a beer is placed in front of him soon enough. Logan leans over the bar to talk to us and Kit sips at his beer. I get support from the guys a lot of the time, when I first joined, I probably wouldn’t have made it if they weren’t as supportive. The brotherhood that comes with an MC is unmatched in my book.

      “That’s different.” I murmur, slug down more of my beer. It was different with Tank because him and his brother didn’t have problems until they were older, from what he told me.

      Spencer always caused trouble, made shit with our dead-beat parents even worse. Then they were gone and as if it could get worse it did, and I left. Maybe I feel guilty for that and it’s why I always go back, but other than that I don’t know what to do.

      “Not really. Maybe you should bring him around.” Tank suggests.

      I laugh audibly at that. “Yeah, and then he’ll steal all the money from the drawer, rob the store too. Then he’ll be gone just as fast as I brought him here. Can’t do that to the club.” I shake my head and finish my beer, they are all silent in response.

      “Keep a close eye on him then. Come on, what do you think would have happened to you if you hadn’t come around? If I hadn’t dragged you out of that fight club.” Tank chuckles deep, sounds more like thunder.

      I shrug, having no response. “Who knows.” I mutter.

      They leave me alone for the time being, I have them fill me in on what has been going on. Kit is in charge of the gun running the club does, we don’t get involved directly but if there is a shipment coming through, we get paid to see it through. It keeps the lights on, keeps our pockets comfortable, and we do the other stuff the rest of the time.

      The town here doesn’t pay us much attention unless we bother them, which we don’t. Sometimes when there is trouble, it’s us that takes care of it. I have had run ins with the cops, but never when I was paying my own attention. Sometimes I think the time will come when they decide to come after us, but that will only be when we stop paying attention and being careful, which we won’t.

      “Look Rafe, it’s your choice. All I’m saying is that you can’t keep up and leaving the club when shit goes bad, you were gone for almost two months.” Tank says.

      “Yeah, I mean you know I can’t keep the garage running by myself.” Kit adds.

      I roll my eyes at them and wish the conversation was over, but knowing them, they will just dig in deeper. I stop drinking after my second beer, since I don’t want to be buzzed at all tonight. I just wanted to drop in before I went home.

      “Or the shop, no one likes doing that anyway.” Logan laughs and walks off to the new customers that sat at the bar. They look like out of towners.

      “Yeah because it’s boring as shit.” We get a lot of customers, young from the high school or local college, I don’t really know. The idea came from one of our younger prospects a few years ago, who is now on the exec too, Darrius.

      “Just think about it. How bad could it be? I gotta go take care of some shit, nice to see you.” Tank claps my back and heads out to the back room, probably to his office.

      I stare at the game playing with a heavy sigh, not even really watching it. My mind weighs heavily on how I left things with my brother, hoping that he doesn’t get himself into more trouble, but that is wishful thinking on its own.

      I catch up more with Logan and Kit. Darrius stops by too, he is younger with the blond hair and tattoos look that clearly all the women love, they perk up right when he enters. I get mine, but I prefer not to do the sleeping around thing, too messy. In fact on my way home, I call up Jenna, a glorified friends with benefits.

      She is around my age, I don’t even know, somewhere in the twenty-five area, and I barely even know what she does for work. It might be something in a bank. I don’t know or really care, she’s fun and free of complication. After I say goodbye to the guys, I head to her place to meet her. It would be too complicated if it were at mine, I would have to awkwardly ask her to leave. It’s not that I don’t want to be in a relationship or can’t, a bunch of guys at the club are in one or have been, I just don’t have the space to add mental games into my life or hurt someone because I wasn’t paying attention, it seems to work so far.

      My place is near the club, less than five miles. I pull up to the single story, boring looking ranch house I rented a few years back and then bought for cheap with money at the club. The brick is a funny red color, shrubbery all torn up, but it’s home for now. It’s silent, the way I left it. I turn the fridge and gas back on, check all the rooms. It’s the way I left it and I don’t know why I expected something else.

      I mostly notice that it is empty and Tanks’ words come flooding back to me, it really doesn’t feel right to leave Spencer behind anymore. If I am going to be his supportive brother, I need to be it for real.

      “Fucking hell,” I mutter to myself right after I make the decision.

      Now shit really isn’t going to be the same.
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            Spencer

          

        

      

    

    
      “This place is a shit hole anyway.” I stare at my shitty landlord, who stares back with his pudgy face and cigar smoke scent. I hand him the cash and he snatches it, shutting the door behind him. I stare at the cracked wooded door and kick it for good measure, before I walk off.

      I’ve lived here long enough to know the drill; my rent is never on time but it didn’t matter much last time since I was in jail anyway. I’m lucky I didn’t get evicted, but that’s just because my biker for a big brother got me out of a shitty situation. Again. That’s how our entire lives have been, in and out of foster care until we were old enough to be on our own. He made it out for good, somehow, I still got stuck in the constant cycle of trouble. If he were still here, he would say it was my fault, which it technically was. I avoid calling him when I get myself in a bad situation as long as I can but I always end up calling him and he’ll fuss about it until he shows up and after.

      This time was worse. I wasn’t exactly a drug dealer, but I played my part, a part that ended with me in jail and a couple pissed people who are actually dangerous drug dealers. But Roland came and bailed me out, paid off the dealers and left them with a threat backed by his MC, and then left. Not much else to say when that’s all I seem to be able to do, get myself in trouble.

      When I walk into my apartment, the stench of years of people who lived here before me meets me and I frown. I hate this place, but it’s the best I can do. I’m not like Roland, he somehow found a place at the MC but I don’t know if being surrounded by a bunch of men I’m supposed to protect and vice versa is my thing, it sounds like a cult to me. But it helped him, and if I am supposed to stay like this, I can’t keep dragging him back. He is better than me, and he’d probably stay back for me. I can’t mess up his life for him.

      I mule over all this as I eat a frozen dinner and toss it out half eaten. It’s my first night back since jail, Roland made me stay at the motel with him so he could give me a talking to. He is only four years older than me but has always been like the father. One we never had.

      I check my phone to find a text from him, just checking in. I ignore it. I’m not a kid. I may be a dumb twenty-one-year-old that makes bad choices, but that’s completely different.

      I have to run the shower water for it to get hot, once it’s steaming, I take one and then go straight to bed, thinking about what the hell I’m going to do the next day.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      I worked side jobs to keep the lights on—dim lights but still—one of them was in construction. I just had a good eye for those kind of things and I have been doing it for a year or so.

      After that’s done, I head home around five when the sun is still up. My truck is the only thing I actually own, I got it last year too. It’s when I am walking inside that my simple day ends by Roland calling me.

      “What?” I slam the door behind me and answer, stopping at the fridge for a beer.

      “I gotta proposition.” His raspy voice comes through the phone. We both sound the same way, in school we could pretend to be each other and the teachers wouldn’t notice.

      “Oh, big words. What is it this time?” a few months ago, it was to move to Tennessee and live with him. I live in north Texas now, so it’s not like I am that far. We seperated when I joined up and was discharged because I have an attitude problem and have been ever since.

      He snorts, “The same, except…” he trails off and I can hear he is doing something in the background. I have no guesses as to what.

      I sit on the couch and sip my beer, pretending to listen as I flip channels to the game.

      “Except what bro? I don’t have all day.” Which is a lie, I literally have all day. I’m not surprised that he called. Soon after I get him to help me out of trouble, he calls me about moving out where he lives and starting over there or something like that, nothing about the club. I know he doesn’t want me to mess up the good thing he did. He’s the VP, he has respect, a kid brother with attitude issues will just make him look bad. Not like I want to be in his club anyway.

      “Yeah well, Tank suggested you come and hang out with the club. You’d be a prospect, I don’t know if you might join but I think it’d be good for you.”

      I scoff, “You know what’s good for me?” I sip my beer and wait for his retort.

      “I guess I do, since I’m out three grand for another one of your bonehead mistakes.”

      “I’m hanging up—”

      “Wait, just… shit, is it so bad that I want us to live near each other again? It was bad when we were kids but we don’t have to deal with shitty foster parents anymore.”

      “Please don’t pull the it will be fun card. It won’t. You’ll boss me around, I will just be forced to live in your shadow. Not a good idea. Plus I don’t want to be in your cult.”

      He laughs once, “It’s not a cult. Look just think about it. I promise I won’t bother you like that, I’ll stay out of your way as long as you stay out of trouble. Plus that place you live in is a shit hole, mine is nice.” He chuckles and I can’t help but shake my head at him.

      I drink my beer and stew over his words. Perhaps it would be better. I mean, it’s free living. But then I would also have to listen to Roland and anything that he says, because I would feel like I owed him. And I would. It would be a constant bail out every day.

      “I don’t know about playing house bro, and that’s your space.”

      “I mean, you don’t have to live with me forever. Maybe just save up money and find your own place. You can work the bar and save up, we have this shop that you can work at too. Easy money. It’s not a cult, but it is a bunch of guys ready to have your back.”

      “That requires me having their back too.”

      “Is that all you got out of that?”

      I laugh, “Yeah that’s it.” I finish my beer and wince. It’s not like I love living here or I have put down roots here, but following my brother sounds like a bad move. Like I said, I don’t want to owe him, nor do I want to feel like he controls me or something.

      “Look man, I can’t force you to. But I am willing to bet that you are tired of the way you’re living now. And Tank almost guaranteed he would let you in the club, I was a lot like you when he found me anyway. Just think about it.” He says in his older brother tone and I am forced to listen to him when he does that.

      I sigh, letting the pause linger until it just becomes weird.

      “Yeah I’ll think about it.”

      After a bit more banter we hang up, I let him get on with whatever he was doing, I strip down to my boxers and spend the rest of the night watching television. It’s after I kill a bug in my kitchen and find mold under the faucet, that I make up my mind.

      Spencer: Fine.

      Roland: Knew it.
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      It took fifteen minutes to pack up my apartment, not even exaggerating. It was just clothes, something sentimental I’ve had since I was a kid, and that was it. The drive was about six hours and I only stopped once.

      He lived in this off-road house, down a long driveway. When I saw it, I thought of the house we sort of grew up in, it was just the place we stayed the longest with foster parents that didn’t suck.

      I get out of the truck in my sweats appropriate for a long drive, and grab my duffel bag from the back seat. I knock on his door, and ring the doorbell, and end up having to text him anyway. He shows up a few moments later.

      “Ugly door.” Is how I greet him.

      He frowns but smiles soon after and we hug hello. I walk inside and survey his place.

      “It’s not as shitty as I thought.” I grin and stare back at him.

      We look just alike. Same height, if I lifted as much as he does then I would have his build but I don’t. Just the same dark hair and eyes, minus the tattoo sleeve he has that his black tee shirt exposes. He looks like he was just lounging around in that and jeans, it’s almost seven pm and I wish I could just be doing nothing all day like the mess of his hair clearly indicates.

      “I’m not the same messy kid from before. You hungry?”

      “Now you’re making sense.”

      I follow him to the kitchen and we talk over leftover pizza, even though we pretty much just saw each other. But it had been a while before that and we didn’t do much talking anyway.

      “You want to come to the club with me?” he folds the pizza box over and tosses it. I ignore him and finish my bottle of water.

      “There’s women.” He leans against the counter and smirks.

      I chuckle at him and shake my head. He grins back and I think it may not have been so bad to move here, being brothers is probably the easiest thing in the world, until it gets complicated. Simple as that. But even with our crappy upbringing, we made our lives worth something together, having fun. We have always been all the other had and I guess I forgot about that. But if the club is going to remind me of that then it might be worthwhile.

      “I’ll go, but not for the women. Didn’t you call them community pussy?” I chuckle and stand.

      “Yeah, I did. Your choice.”

      “Show me my room, I need to shower and settle in.”

      “Sure.”

      After that, he rides his bike to the club and I drive my truck. I know how to ride one, we actually used to back in high school when we worked at this junk mechanic shop and that’s where we learned. But I’d rather have an escape plan if I want to leave.

      I’ve never met the other guys at the club, I’ve heard him talk about them. So meeting them in person makes it clear that he really has found his family, and I’m happy for him.

      But I don’t want to mess it up for him either.

      “This is Tank, our president.” Roland introduces me to a guy as wide as a fridge, with a salt and pepper beard and silver streaked hair. But he still looks like he could pound circles around anyone. I know they have their weird club names, but I wasn’t expecting Roland’s.

      “Nice to meet you Spencer. Heard a lot about you.”

      I shake his hand, “I hope not.” I chuckle. His grin is slow but it’s a grin.

      We move to a quieter area and it’s just the three of us, while the music pounds heavily in the background, beer bottles clank and pool table sticks hit the balls, it really sounds like a bar.

      “Look, we don’t get a lot of new prospects. But I think you would do good in the club, if you’re anything like your brother.”

      I sigh and lean against the wall, “Hardly.” I roll my eyes but Roland gives me a funny look.

      “It’s not gonna be as bad as you think, we need a new club member anyway. Just keep your head down, stay out of trouble.” Roland says and Tank nods.

      I nod once too, I’ve done enough thinking about it that it wouldn’t really be any good to dwell over it now. I don’t just want what Roland has, because I don’t want to take that from him, but I want something for myself too, and not have to live away from him anymore. We’re family after all.

      “Okay. I’ll join.”
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      “Hey, maybe we can go somewhere private and talk?”

      “I can’t.” I stare back at the woman in front of me. It sucks that she used to be the girl I was in love with, and now I can’t seem to remember how or why I ever even felt like that. Chelsea and I were together for years, I found out she had been cheating for half that. I’m more than pissed.

      It’s the worst night for her to show up at the bar too. I need to show our new prospect the ropes but he isn’t just any new prospect, he’s the VP’s brother, and I don’t know if that’s good or bad. I just know I can’t go easy on him, or as hard as other prospects in the past.

      “Logan, I—” she pauses, leaning over the bar so I can hear her over the noise. Her green eyes feel like poison to look into right now, so I look away. I tighten the rag in my hand and hunch over the bar, it’s hard to say, but I can’t keep doing this.

      “Chelsea, I don’t want to do this with you anymore. It’s over. We both need to move on, you did before me so it should be easy.” I take a deep breath and push back, someone asks for me in the distance and I shake my head at her as she almost starts to cry. Her brown hair is curly and hides the flush in her cheeks right now, she used to be the most beautiful thing to me, now it just hurts.

      “I’m… I gotta work.” I walk away from her, before I say that I’m sorry when I’m not. I wasn’t the one who slept with someone else at work and then kept doing it, lying to my face every time. And I believed her.

      When I walk to the other end of the bar, refill a vodka soda for a regular, I turn around after and she’s gone. I debate giving one of the bouncers her picture and telling them not to let her in anymore. She used to come around a lot anyway, they know her as my girlfriend and they also know what she did to me, so she isn’t well liked by the people that know her.

      “You doing okay?” I ask Spencer.

      “Yeah, it’s easy enough.” He grins, he looks a lot like Rafe, younger in the face though.

      He used to talk about him occasionally, a little bit about where they grew up and how much he hated foster care. Rafe made it out, joined the club after Tank brought him in and helped him along. I guess Spencer gets the same treatment now, if he wants it.

      He came by yesterday but only started working today. I’m just glad that someone else will deal with the bar from now on, and the tee shirt shop.

      “It is. Have you met the other guys?” I lean on the cash drawer and cross my arms.

      He nods, tossing the blue rag on his shoulder. “Somewhat. They seem nice enough.”

      I chuckle, “I mean, you definitely have to warm up to everyone around here.” I glance around the room to find everyone doing their own thing, as they usually are.

      A lot of people from town like the bar, coming to the club is like a pastime for them. We aren’t a danger to the people that don’t bother us, so they feel safe enough to spend their nights here. Our club isn’t like the ones in neighboring towns, preying on people and striking fear for no reason. We mind our business, and its club business that no one else should be a part of anyway. I have been in the club for almost ten years now since I was twenty-two, and it’s a second family to me like it is for mostly everyone else.

      My mom even comes around sometimes with food for the other guys, she is like everyone’s mom. We haven’t had a new prospect in almost two years, we don’t let just anyone join and Tank gets the majority vote, so almost no one even makes it past prospect.

      “Roland told me that.” He says in response, and I laugh.

      “What?” he smirks.

      I shake my head and wave him off. “Nothing. I just haven’t called him that in years.”

      He nods, “Yeah, I’ll have to get used to that. How long have you been in the club?” he asks.

      “About ten years or so. I started up the tee shirt shop a few years back.” I explain.

      “Were you just bored?” he raises his brows.

      I laugh, “No we needed a way to hide our money from the feds. A reputable business does that, now we have three. The bar, the garage, and the shop.”

      He makes a face and then nods.

      “People usually get put off by the whole hiding from the feds thing, but it’s not as bad as it sounds.” I follow up.

      He shrugs, “Didn’t think so. What is it that y’all do though anyway?”

      I smirk. “We sell guns and run security for drug transport. It’s big money for everyone involved. If the guys do what they’re supposed to then they all get a cut. Works out for everyone.”

      He nods and doesn’t bat an eye. I guess I should have taken Rafe seriously when he said that Spencer got into some bad shit. He clearly has, since all three of those illegal activities didn’t even get a reaction out of him.

      “And y’all get away with that?” he laughs.

      I shake my head and grin, “I mean… yes and no. Some guys have been arrested before but they get out on technicalities, there’s never any evidence so the cops can’t do much. Plus it’s more work for them, anyway, trying to take down a whole MC.” I answer. I’m interrupted by someone at the bar, but Spencer takes care of them instead.

      “You done this before?” I ask him when he comes back.

      “Yeah, I worked a few jobs back in Texas, one of them was tending bar at this night club. It sucked but it was good money.”

      I nod, “So you ever go to school or anything?” I ask him and he laughs in response. I know Rafe didn’t go to college, I don’t know about him though. They used to dog me a lot, called me college boy cause I got a degree in finance and ended up hating my job, escaped to a small town back where I grew up and joined the club.

      “Nah, I joined up for about two years though.”

      I raise my brows, “Really?”

      He nods getting sheepish, “Uh yeah, I was in combat but only did one tour.”

      “Wow. I mean, that’s amazing, serving your country and all.” I tell him.

      He shrugs it off or tries to. “It was. I was discharged after my last tour then I kind of had to figure out what to do with my life. Did they send you to figure out my life story or something?”

      I laugh, “No man, I’m just being nosy. We don’t get a lot of new faces around here.”

      “Yeah well, my brother dragged me out here so unless you have siblings, I don’t know how to explain it to you.”

      I chuckle with him. “I have an older brother too. He’s an ass, type a CEO and all that shit. Can’t stand him. But Rafe seems nice enough, I mean we like him.” I chuckle.

      Spencer grins, “It seems like it. How did he get to be VP so fast anyway?”

      “I couldn’t tell you. I never wanted to be, but I was around longer than him so naturally people had their questions. But Tank has always treated him differently, I saw it, but I don’t know if the others do.”

      “Different how?” Spencer makes a face.

      I laugh, “I don’t know. Kind of like a son. Tank only has a daughter, she comes around sometimes and she is very off limits by the way. But yeah, he really helped him out.”

      Spencer grins at one part of that and I’m glad that I told him. Tank’s daughter, Jeannine, would never pay attention to any of the men here anyway. But it’s true about Rafe and him, they clearly have a special bond.

      “I’m glad someone did.”

      “Well now it’s your turn. Anyway, lets get to closing this down so we don’t have to stay late.” I tell him.

      I show him how to close out and balance the drawer. Whoever is on bar automatically gets their tips and we don’t do paychecks, they just take the amount they earned and then balance the drawer again. It’s easy math and he caught on quickly.

      I’m on my way out when Kit corners me. The two of us are pretty close, I trust him more than almost anyone at the club, second to Tank.

      “I saw Chelsea came again, you okay?” he claps my shoulder and searches my eyes. I lean against the brick wall in the back and stare at his cold gray eyes. Kit has this look to him you kind of have to adjust to, I mean he looks like he’s a little messed up, but I think it’s just a front. It works when he has to scare the shit out of our enemies though.

      “As I can be. I just wish she’d stop coming around, makes getting over her a lot harder.”

      “I thought you were already.” He puts on his leather jacket from the coat rack and I do the same. Our cuts look mostly the same, except our badges on it. Mine says treasurer on it.

      “I mean yeah, but it was still a four-year relationship and we only broke up three months ago, so.” I roll my eyes at the way I sound.

      “You know what, you need to get laid. You’ve been stuck with the same pussy for years, she clearly tried other things, now it’s your turn.” He laughs and I wave him off.

      “I don’t know…”

      “Come on, I’m going to see my sister and she has hot friends.”

      I shake my head at him, but when he puts it that way…

      “Fine.”

      About an hour later, we’re at his sister’s house in the city. I’ve been over for dinner a few times with them, and while his sister is great, she’s also taken. But he is right, she does have hot friends. It used to be easy for me to do the whole one-night stand thing but when you’ve been in a relationship for so long, it is definitely a different ball game.

      “You okay?” the woman I’ve been chatting with, Penny, asks me. She has this fiery red head thing going on, cute smile.

      “Yeah. You want to get out of here?” I stand from the couch and she does too as she grins.

      “Yeah, let me just tell Amy.” She says. Amy is Kit’s sister.

      I nod. Kit comes by and I tell him that I’m out, his response is an I told you so and that he’ll see me tomorrow. Penny, like anyone else, is enthused about riding on the back of a motorcycle. I go to her place, so I can just leave after.

      She’s everything I expected she would be, fun, hot, lasts long enough that I forget I was cheated on and now have to figure shit out again. What’s better is she doesn’t expect a call back, doesn’t even give me her number. I feel a little better until the morning, when I have to go through remembering and shit. It’s rough.

      I just wish I knew for how long.
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      I come back to the club, from a long drive that ended with me standing off with a member of the Devil’s Princes. I hate them, I grew up hating them, so when they make trouble it’s easy for me to go after them. When anyone makes trouble, it’s easy for me to get angry and take care of it because I’m always angry, right at the surface.

      I’ve been that way since Dad died, being in the club saved me from what might have happened if I didn’t have this. It’s all I have left of him, he started it with Tank and no one knows that but him.

      “How did it go?” he is sitting in the black swivel chair behind his desk and swings forward to look at me. I walk in and shut the door. His office is small, he has pictures of his family up on the wall and ones with guys at the club.

      “As expected, they said it’s a misunderstanding but you know how that goes.”  I shake my head.

      He grins under his beard as his eyes harden. “So we might have a problem on our hands.”

      “Might.” I stuff my hands in my pockets and pace the office. I’ve been sitting for hours, it’s the last thing I want to do. I go to where the small window is, tinted yellow because no one ever cleans it and look out onto the compound. I see the garage from here, Rafe is out there working on a beat-up truck and Spencer is with him.

      He’s been around for a few months now, our new prospect. Everyone seems to like him and I don’t have any issues. Him and Rafe actually remind me of my sister and I, if she didn’t hate the MC. She knows what it means to me but didn’t really approve of it at first. Amy is a straight forward, rule follower. Makes sense that she is a nurse.

      “I don’t want to start a war between us. We don’t need that. And we haven’t had one so far. But I swear, if they keep crossing into our territory…” He trails off and I get the gist. He looks angry and nothing has even happened yet.

      The guy was making threats in the shirt shop, no one knew who he was at first until he revealed he was in our rival club. When shit like that happens, it makes us look bad. It makes us look like we don’t have control and we do, we don’t need the cops on our asses because of some gang fight. So I handle things under the radar, defend the club without being out in the open. I scared the guy shitless but even I know that there will still be some fall back.

      “What do you want to do here?” I ask him, turning to face him.

      He shrugs his heavy shoulders from where he sits.

      “Take a vote. Decide whether or not we should retaliate. I don’t want to get us into something we don’t need to be in.” He says.

      I bounce back off that and we go back and forth. It reminds me of the many times he asked why I didn’t want to be voted in as president. But no one knows my dad started the club with him or how he died and I like it that way. I don’t want to be looked at or up to like some founding father, I don’t have the space for it. I like to live a simple life. I fuck shit up when I have to, enjoy being at the club and with my family, with women, anything else is spent watching football. I’m a regular warm-blooded male, no surprise there unless I am doing something dangerous with the club. Running a kilo or artillery.

      “I gotta get home, eat something. You need anything else?” I am halfway to the door.

      “Nah, you go relax. We’ll all meet tomorrow.”

      I nod and then leave. On the way out, I catch Logan wiping down the bar. I feel bad for him, it’s been about six months since he broke up with his cheating girlfriend and I can’t help but wonder how I am supposed to help him. I tried the whole one-night stand thing, turns out I’m better at it that him. And that’s all I know in terms of feel better tactics.

      “Come by for a drink or something.” I lean over the bar and grin.

      He shakes his head at me, “No way. I’m not letting Chelsea turn me into an alcoholic.”

      “Food then. You know how to cook.” I laugh and he joins in.

      “Fuck off. We can hit the gym tomorrow.”

      “Yeah okay, see ya man.” I laugh and walk off outside.

      The sun is half set, leaving that orange glow over the compound. I wave to Spencer and Rafe in the garage before I get on my bike. It’s uncomfortable, I’ve been on it all day, but I don’t live far and once I get to my building, I practically race up the stairs.

      I was only gone two days but I have a dog, Jax, and he does okay indoors but two days is his max. I have a pooch, and plenty of people have said their peace about me having trained him to use the bathroom out there. But I’ve lived here for years, and they’ve gotten used to it.

      “Hey bud,” I scratch behind his ears, bend and check that he is all in order. He’s a black lab and has huge black eyes, I’ve had him since he was a puppy and I found him in an alley behind a bar four years ago.

      “Let’s eat.” I left him three bowls of food, I leave a lot and he is trained to know when to eat and such, he is pretty self-sufficient.

      I make him a bowl of hot dog food for a change, and then heat up my own frozen dinner. I should have better dinner habits but time gets away from me. I think protein shakes and the gym gave me my physique, doing manual labor at the bar.

      After that I shower, lounge in my bedroom and watch television with Jax circling the floor by the bed. I’m out soon after that, trying not to let a war start between us and the Devil’s Princes.
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      Logan and I make do on our workout, the gym in town is one of those chain gyms and one of my places to pick up women. It’s been almost a week, long time for me.

      “I know that look. At least wait until I’m gone.” Logan stands from the weight bench.

      We have both finished, sweaty in our shorts and tee shirts, but I’m staring in the mirror at the woman behind me stretching on the floor area. I know it’s bad to stare, makes them uncomfortable, so I look away, but glance back sometimes.

      “I didn’t do anything. You going to that meeting?”

      “Course I am.” He wipes his forehead with a towel as we walk on to the locker room to get our stuff.

      I’m the only one that knows what happened for now, so I have to keep things under wraps. Sometimes I’m worried that Rafe will know I do a lot of things behind the scenes with Tank and be pissed about it, but I don’t think that’s his style. I don’t want to be given too much responsibility though, because that isn’t my style either.

      “Hope it’s not a bad one though.” He walks off to the showers and I skip out to see where the girl I spotted was.

      I find her by the water fountain.

      “Hey, I’m Kit.” It’s usually all I have to say. She turns around, her long blonde hair in a hair tie swings and she widens her blue eyes at me before they narrow.

      “I know who you are…” she makes a face at me and I grin, I’m using most of my charm and it doesn’t seem to be doing anything to her.

      “Wow, you’re sick.” She slams the cap of her water bottle shut and I stare at her in confusion, quickly going up from her lithe frame and ass to her face contorted up in anger at me.

      “Hold on, what’s that supposed to mean?” I know I have tattoos all over my arms and have been told I have a mean look, but they usually like that to be honest. Or maybe just the women at the clubs that like that, I don’t know.

      “It means you’ve already hit on me before. And we’ve already slept together.” She laughs in a way that it isn’t funny and I have to really look at her before I remember.

      Yikes.

      I apologize and walk away, back to the locker room where Logan is putting on his jeans, and I’m still half laughing.

      “You won’t believe what I just did.”

      “I bet I would.”

      I start getting changed, Logan just has a thing about showering after the gym. I mean I don’t smell or anything, so I don’t feel like I need to. Plus my method of transport is being exposed to the air so it doesn’t make much sense unless I am going home.

      “I tried to hit on a girl I already fucked.”

      He stares at me blankly and laughs, I do the same.

      “Yeah, I totally believe that. You’re lucky she didn’t punch you in the face or something man.” He shakes his head at me. “I don’t know how you do it.”

      “I do, and it requires not asking myself that.” I comb my hair back with my hands and then zip my bag.

      “Let’s head to this meeting and get it over with.”

      The execs meet once or twice a month unless there is an emergency. This is one of those, because we shouldn’t have had to meet until next week. We arrive and take our seats at the table. A big huge wooden table with the club seal plastered on the center, it seats the four of us comfortably, and we don’t have to take a vote today so no one else is present.

      “Thanks for coming on short notice,” Tank starts. He clears his throat and leans back in his chair like he always does, commanding the space. I glance at Rafe sitting next to him and he doesn’t seem to have an idea of what is going on, so I try to keep my face neutral too.

      “We got a problem with the Devil’s Princes.”

      “Again?” Rafe growls, I see his face contort in anger, Logan sitting across from me does the same.

      Darrius shifts next to me, he is our secretary of sorts, basically manages the books and all our less than legal affairs. Everyone has their own response to the statement and I would look odd if I didn’t say anything.

      “What happened?” I fake.

      Tank glances at me but not for too long. “One of their own came into town, started harassing people at the shop. I think he wanted to make a scene.”

      “I didn’t hear anything about it so he must not have.” Logan says. He is the most involved with the store, it’s his little project. One that helps keep our money hidden which hides us from the feds.

      “Well, he left after we sent someone over, one of the enforcers. But this means something else might be coming. And I want to be prepared for it.” Tank says.

      “You don’t know if we need to retaliate.” Rafe finishes for him.

      “Exactly.” Tank breathes in deep and huffs it out, then scratches down his beard as he thinks.

      “Kit maybe you should head over there… see what it is they want.” Logan suggests. I glance at Tank before I nod.

      “Yeah,” I clear my throat, no one knows that I was just there. I said I was spending time with Amy if anyone had asked. Everyone in this room did, because we look out for each other.

      “Good enough. Then we can figure out how serious this is.” Darrius says, and we all agree.

      Except Rafe, he doesn’t agree at all.
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      “No way. We can’t send one of our guys in, their pres is a fucking nutjob, he’ll think that it means war.” I tell them.

      The four of us sit around the table and go back and forth about how to handle the Devil’s Princes coming back into town and rearing their heads. I wasn’t around for the last war with them, but it was bad. Lucky for us, it happened on their territory. So over there, the cops are heavy around their club and the feds are already on them but we got to separate in peace. I’m not prepared to upset that balance now, because we don’t need our club to be under scrutiny.

      “We can’t let them think that they can come around whenever they want though. We have to take a stance.” Logan interjects. I glance at him from where I sit across the table and he narrows his eyes.

      “I get that. But I don’t want to end up in a fight I could have avoided. The last time I went against the Devil’s Princes I almost lost everything with the club, and I made an agreement with their pres that we wouldn’t come on each other’s territories. They violated that, so I won’t just stand by.” Tank says to me, and I stare back at him but try to see another way.

      “I’m just saying that maybe this could be solved in a way that doesn’t involve doing the same thing to them.” I say.

      They all stay silent for a long while.

      “Well when you put it that way, I understand,” Rafe says. “And I agree. We shouldn’t go there. If they come back, then we have a problem. It’s not about winning the game of who is going to violate the agreement first, they already did. But we would be better prepared if we pulled back.”

      “We should let them be belly up before we try and get in bed with them. At least for a while.” I add.

      Tank nods slowly and scratches at his beard as he thinks. I thrum my fingers on the table and wait. I didn’t mind being the one that disagreed with everyone and I didn’t need to be right, but we would be better off if we actually thought about it and made the right choice.

      I have been on the exec of the club for five years now. I know my place and we all respect each other here; this room is the safest place for us to get into a disagreement. But we all know how to talk to each other, how to work through our issues. It always comes to a vote and Tank rarely ever overrides that.

      “Okay, so maybe we hold off on going over to their territory.” Tank sighs.

      I nod with relief.

      “Yeah. And then we can make a level decision about what to do, if they even do anything. It could have been a rogue member anyway. Darrius is right to take a minute.” Rafe adds.

      “Thanks.” We all chuckle and Tank shakes his head.

      “Okay, let’s vote, all for not retaliating yet—” we all raise our hands, say I, and then its done.

      “Alright. So ordered.” Tank stands and then breathes out like he forgot something. “Oh, so a new prospect is gonna be initiated soon.” We all chuckle and glance at Rafe, he holds his hands up like he had nothing to do with it.

      In most ways he didn’t, since this is a decision, we all made together, but Spencer is his brother, and he brought him here to help him. But that’s not the only reason he got it. He kept his head down like he was supposed to, worked the bar and the shop and has been helping us out a lot. I like him at least, he reminds me of Rafe in the way that he doesn’t really bother anyone.

      “And uh, Jeannine is coming back into town for a bit next week so uh, keep an eye out for her but you know how she is. Don’t let her notice. I just want to keep her out of trouble or else her mom will kill me, you know how she is too.”

      We all chuckle. His old lady left town about ten years ago, only comes by for holidays. It was pretty messy and I have only known them while they were seperated, Logan can attest to how they were before that but she left because she didn’t agree with the club getting involved in drugs and guns. They fought about it, Tank chose the club, so she took Jeannine practically across the country to live with her sister. She is young though, I don’t think she is any older than twenty-one last time I checked.

      “Got it.” We all agree.

      When I leave the meeting, I have high hope for the club not getting involved in any more drama.

      I work with Rafe in the garage for a bit, even though I’m not that good at it.

      “You don’t seem that pumped about Spencer being in the club for good.” I lean against the hood of the car he was changing oil on.

      He wipes his hands on a rag and smirks, “I am. It’s just also one of those moments where I can’t really have anything to myself. Being a big brother kind of blows in that regards.”

      “But you wanted him to join.” I make a face. Rafe and I get along the best, I mean I get along with everyone at the club but we have always vibed with each other. He is kind of a simple guy like me, but we have our own tendencies that meshed well. He is easy to talk to, and we give each other advice all the time.

      “Well yeah, I do. And I hope he doesn’t go back to his old ways but there is always the possibility. There always is with him.” He shrugs and I nod in response.

      I don’t know about the whole big brother thing, I don’t have siblings at all. All I have are the guys at the club and I get the same feeling from them, sometimes it is irritating to have someone’s back when you don’t want to but we do it because we joined the club together and made that promise.

      “He won’t. We’ll all help keep him in line.” I tell him.

      He nods in thanks and finishes up the car. I rarely do anything in the garage, it isn’t my style. I help in the bar sometimes but I hate that, they all know that I do. The shirt shop, I also do next to nothing. But I am good for anything else and they know that.

      “I didn’t want to go against everyone with the Devil’s Princes thing.”

      “You didn’t. It was true anyway.” He shouts across the garage when he goes to the fridge.

      He walks back over with two beers and I happily take it, even though the sun is up.

      It has been a long day already.

      “Yeah but Tank obviously wanted to show face.”

      “Yeah, old age will do that to you.” He chuckles and I laugh too.

      “He’s still pretty level headed. What’s this about Jeannine coming though?” I have only met her a few times, when I was twenty, about thirteen years ago when I joined the club, she was just a kid.

      “I have no clue man, I just hope it doesn’t start another bar fight.”

      In the past three years, when Jeannine came back and had… developed. Tank kicked at least three guys out of the club just for looking at her, I don’t know if anyone actually tried anything but they’re gone either way.

      “Shit. I hope so. Is it weird that I’m worried about Spencer? I mean he… I don’t know. He’d be the only one that hasn’t seen first hand what happens when you mess with Jeannine.” Rafe laughs but its more nervous than before.

      I think its admirable how much he cares about his brother. I have heard him talk about him over and over, some good and bad, always having to bail him out of trouble. But he talked about how he admired him joining up too, and how he was proud of him. I’m sure he still is but now that they are in the club together, he can keep a closer eye on him without suffocating him.

      “Nah, it’s not weird. Let’s just hope that she isn’t even his type.” I clap his shoulder and he laughs with me.

      He works on another car before we leave the garage. It’s a club night, so the place is going to be packed and everyone is helping stock up. I go out back to unload beer and vodka, carrying it over to the bar. Spencer is there and chats with some of the buddies he has made at the club.

      “I’m heading out, I’ll see you tomorrow.” I tell Rafe. He nods and stays at the bar with his brother.

      I kick my bike into gear and drive home, going slower than normal to kind of appreciate the sight before I get into the city. Some people stare, like always, but they know I’m not dangerous. Almost no one at the club is dangerous anyway. We have that stigma because of what people see elsewhere, on tv and stuff, only the bad stories make it out.

      But I joined the club to have peace of mind, after so much of my life was just loud and unbearable. The club took me in, Tank took me in soon before Rafe and we both found our placing in the club. It makes sense that he is the VP, and that I handle all the things that keep us afloat.

      That means I do most of the violence. Most of the drug running and gun transport, I’m the one staring the cartel leaders down and the dealers and making sure we get paid, that no one ends up in prison. It’s a lot to carry on my shoulders but we all have a lot.

      It’s what makes us part of the club. It’s what makes us the Outlaws.
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        She walked into my life when I was supposed to stay out of trouble.

        All I had to do was join the club and mind my own business.

        Now her gorgeous curves are all I can think about.

        The plan was to have one taste of her, and then let her go.

        But I’ve been left wanting so much more.

        The problem, though?

        She’s the MC President’s daughter.

        The one woman who is completely off-limits.

        This is the kind of trouble that my brother warned me about.

        He won’t bail me out this time.

        The stakes are too high.

        But the risk is worth the reward.

        Besides, it’s my heart on the line.

        They say I’m a rule breaker…

        And I’m about to show them just how far I could go to take what’s mine.
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      I park my truck out back like I always do and wait for Roland to start bitching about it blocking the path for his bike. I’ve never seen a dude get that upset over trivial things like driveways, especially Roland. We never cared about material possessions before because we would end up losing them anyway. That’s why he cares so much about this house, because he worked hard to keep it. And it’s why I was less than excited to move in and intrude on Roland’s pride and joy, but he managed to convince me.

      I get out of the truck and look around. Roland is nowhere in sight, so I slip the key in the front door and walk in. Roland is standing in the kitchen.

      “You’re coming to the club, tonight right?”

      “Do I have a choice?” I retort back to Roland, who eyes me from the other side of the breakfast table.

      I’ve spent the past few months with Roland attending meetings at the club. That group saved him from self-destruction, so I guess I had to join. At first, I was a prospect, and now I’m a new member, which just means they can still force me to do the shit they don’t want to do.

      I head over to the fridge and take out some day-old chicken that Roland made. I’ve been eating his food without thinking twice about it, so I open the microwave and warm it up.

      “Well, yeah.” Roland scoffs, grabbing a beer. He is in jeans and his cut like he always is. Since he is the VP, he is almost always at the club and just came from there.

      The microwave shuts off. I grab the plastic container and a fork. “Yeah, I’ll be there.” I answer, stuffing my mouth with the hot food as I lean against the counter and ignore Roland’s glare.

      My brother and I have a simple relationship; we always look out for each other, but he has been the one bailing me out of trouble since day one. We left foster care when Roland was eighteen, and then he spent the next three years taking care of me until I was old enough to be on my own. I ended up hanging out with the wrong crowds and needing him to bail me out of trouble all the time. The last I got in trouble was the worst, because I really was being bailed out of jail and a bad situation with a gang running drugs.

      “Good. For what it’s worth, the guys like having you there.” He walks over to the counter, sits down, and sips his beer. I give him a funny look until I figure out what to say.

      “I wonder why that is.” I chuckle. I didn’t get that vibe at all, it felt like they treated me like any other prospect or new member. Somewhat like shit, but not enough that I want to leave the group. Although I felt like an outcast, I still helped clean up the club garage, sometimes worked the register at the graphic tee shirt shop, and served drinks at the bar. I pocket all the tips I make, but it’s not enough for me to entertain helping my brother out with rent.

      “Come on, don’t be an ass. I told you that the execs were the ones who convinced me to ask you to come join in the first place. You should see how they treat regular prospects.”

      I chuckle, “Right. I’m some sort of VIP just because you’re the VP?” I snort. Roland laughs and I shake my head at him.

      “Pretty much. Use it to your advantage. But don’t think it will get you out of trouble if you fuck up. It doesn’t work that way.” He laughs.

      I nod once, “Fair enough.”

      Roland grabs the remote control from the counter, turns on the television in the kitchen and sheds his jacket. I haven’t gotten used to all his new tattoos yet. I have a few tattoos of my own, and I don’t think I want full sleeves like he has but I think I’ll get a few more.

      “Tank says you might be good at running some surveillance for us.”

      “Surveillance?” I give him a side eye.

      “Yeah. For some of our ops, keeping an eye on the other clubs. He says you’re good at keeping quiet. Isn’t that what you did for those shitty gangs back home?” Roland asks me.

      I get a beer and take a few gulps to stall. “Yeah. It was. But why would he need someone to break in to places?” I half laugh.

      “Well it isn’t always just breaking in. I don’t know, just think about it.” He waves it off.

      I grunt, wishing he hadn’t said anything at all. I’m all for being in the club and trying to turn my life around but being useful makes people expect things from me. Expectations lead to disappointment and that’s worse than anything else. I have been the bad guy for a long time, I’ve been the letdown, I’m not keen on being the comeback kid who drifted back even more. Roland has picked himself up, made a life for himself here, and for some reason he wanted to include me in it. I don’t want to mess that up, but it’s usually in my nature to.

      “I’m going to shower before I leave.” I finish my beer and head to my room, one of the guest rooms upstairs that I’ve taken up residence in.

      It’s a good size room and honestly, I can’t ask for much, judging from what I am used to. I shower and get dressed in jeans and a black tee shirt with a weird abstract design from the shop. I have my cut with my name on it and such, I’m not in any of the committees so it doesn’t have much on it, not even my club name. I couldn’t think of a good name and neither could Roland. His came from Tank and has yet to be explained, Rafe just sounds different to me. Spencer sounds better, but I’m not sure how much better. I lace up my boots, grab my keys, and jog down the steps. I’m right on time to get there early and do the boring task of stocking beer and cutting lemons.

      “Hey, meet me out front.” Roland calls from behind the stair case, probably in the living room. I frown and go from leaving out of the garage, to the front door. His porch has a table on it that I am sure he never uses. It over looks his long front driveway and subpar shrubbery. His bike sits angled to the driveway, a big chrome Harley with divets on the seat and the MC logo pasted on the back cover. What’s different today is that there are two bikes.

      “What’s this?” I point, coming down the steps.

      Roland half grins and stands beside the almost matching bike, minus all the detailing.

      “Your bike.”

      I scoff, “my bike?” the last time I rode one I was a kid, fifteen or sixteen. Roland took to it, clearly, and I have been on them occasionally at the club but that was only to move them between garages.

      “Yeah. It’s about time you got one for yourself. Darius and I fixed it up, it’s been abandoned in the shop for a while.” He explains.

      I get close enough to the bike to see the sketching of the leather, smell the fresh scent of pine cleaner on it.

      “So you got me a bike that will crap out?” I smirk at him.

      He rolls his eyes and slaps my back, laughing. “Yeah right. You can just say thank you.”

      I roll my eyes right back at him. He hands me the keys and I swing my leg over the bike, getting used to the feeling. The seat is comfortable, the handlebars at the right height. I smooth my hand across it and half smile. I don’t really buy my self shit anymore, not anything like this, stuff I don’t really need. Roland and I got each other stuff for Christmas growing up, but that was just so we didn’t go out of our minds about not having a family. This is different. The whole thing with the club has been different, he invited me into something he didn’t have to. Something I was never a part of to begin with. But now I am. And then he goes and does this. I know it’s a nice gesture, but this feels like pressure.

      “Thanks bro, I appreciate it.” I shake his hand and we bump fists. He shrugs like it was nothing.

      “No problem. I’ll see you there.” He gets on his bike and kicks off, gone down the driveway in seconds. I follow after him, starting to see what he meant about being on the bike.

      I feel every whip of the air, the give of the tires on the road at every turn. I control the bike, it doesn’t control me. The club is kind of like that too and I start to get it.

      The drive is short, about ten minutes until we pull into the garage.

      “It’s nice right?” Roland shoves my shoulder playfully as we walk in.

      “Yeah, yeah. It’s nice. How old is it?” I stuff the keys in my pocket. There are a few guys milling about outside, I nod at them and they do the same.

      “Couple years, not bad.”

      “Must have been expensive.” I mutter, glancing at him.

      He stops near the doorway and gives me a look.

      “I got it covered.”

      “Yeah but I don’t want to feel like I owe you—”

      “Then don’t.” He shrugs, walking inside and effectively ending the conversation.

      It should just be that easy. I don’t know how much it was or what his situation is, but it seems alright. The only way I can actually just not feel like I owe him is to ask if I would do the same thing, if I were him. Chances are that I would.

      “What’s up Spencer.” Logan greets me from behind the bar. I nod at him, shake his hand from over the table. Roland goes off to the back room and I walk behind the bar.

      “Not much. I’ve been sugar babied by my brother.” I chuckle. Logan gives me a look but laughs too.

      I take off my jacket and put it in the cabinet under the cash register. He finishes wiping the bar down, there were probably a lot of people here earlier. The bar is half full now with regulars that I see all the time. The women are here too. I’ve taken my pick, but to Roland’s advice I didn’t dive in too far. I know them by ass now, the way they strut around in tight denim, hoping to land one of the guys. It’s just weird now, it used to be hot. I didn’t come here to find a girl or anything like that. Roland and I are the same, we are probably going to end up alone, but that’s beside the point. Being in the club, if we want it, it’s out there for us. But I know better because I caught on quickly.

      “What the fuck?” Logan laughs.

      I turn to him and start counting the beers in the cooler like I knew I was going to do.

      “Yeah. He got me a bike. Said it’s been hanging around in the garage.” I explain.

      He nods, wiping his hands. He tosses the rag aside and leans on the bar. He’s taken his cut off too, Logan is one of those taller guys with leaner muscles and has one sleeve of tattoos on his right arm, some of them colorful. He actually looks the most normal out of all the guys at the club, appearance wise.

      “I know what you’re talking about. He never mentioned it though, that’s nice of him.”

      “Yeah he does shit like that.” I stop counting and stare at the paper. It feels weird to think about it, so I try not to. But he always looks out for me, and it’s different than the other times because I don’t actually want to mess this up.

      “He used to talk about you a lot before you came by. I mean, you two make me wish I actually got along with my brothers. It’s good shit.”

      I half smile, “yeah it is.” I go back to counting beers and he helps me restock them.

      The bar starts to fill up again and we scrap the preparation shit to take care of the people actually here. The regulars are here, and I strike up a conversation with them like I always do. Some of them are just ordinary people who have day jobs and families, they like to live vicariously through the club too. Others are what I’m used to, wayward type folk.

      When there is a bit of calm in the storm, I fold rags and balance the drawer mid-way. I’m good at math, it was the one subject I passed easily in school, but this is still just basic counting shit. I haven’t been accused of stealing yet, so I must be doing it right.

      “I’m going to run and get more quarters.” I tell Logan, he nods and then I walk off behind the bar.

      I pass by the pool tables, a woman I haven’t seen before smiles at me and I smile back, to be nice. But there is no way I’m starting that. I continue down the back hall, escaping the noise of pumping music and clinking glasses to get to the supply closet. I have to use a set of keys to get inside. I pull the chain of the over head light, and look around the dusty, possibly molded room for the change drawer. We have more change at the beginning of the week, being Friday, I might be out of luck.

      I find the drawer, bend down to reach for it.

      “Are you stealing?”

      I stand up and almost hit my head on the rack above me.

      The voice came out of nowhere, a soft feminine voice. I grab the rolls of quarters and turn around in search of it.

      “Uh, no?” I squint and find the voice in the half darkness, it belongs to a young woman, probably my age too.

      She crosses her arms and stares back at me. It raises her tee shirt over her jeans, exposing a bit of her naval and a belly button ring. I raise my brows and find my eyes back on her face, that is scowling at me. It’s kind of a familiar face, but I don’t know why. Her light brown hair is curly, probably down to her waist but I can’t really see that.

      “I work here. If that’s any of your business.” I chuckle.

      She shifts on her feet, she’s wearing a shiny purple pair of boots, suited to ride a motorcycle. But I have never seen her around here before.

      “It is,” she drops her hands and steps in to the hall when I start walking toward her.

      She does a once over of me, like I didn’t notice. I shut the door and stare down at her, she’s short, I blink to get away from her soft brown eyes.

      “Well I’ve never seen you around here before.” I shrug.

      “I haven’t seen you around here either.” She raises her brow, purses a set of glossed, full lips at me.

      “Well, I guess it goes both ways then. I gotta get back to work.” I add emphasis on the word and grin at her, she only scowls back in response. I walk off with a weird shiver at how familiar that look is.

      “What took you so long?” Logan asks me.

      I walk behind the bar and laugh, putting the coins in the drawer.

      “I ran into someone.”

      “Huh?” he laughs.

      I turn to him, leaning on the bar.

      “Some girl. I’ve never seen her before. She accused me of stealing.” I laugh at the memory, her face running in my mind.

      “Hm. What’d she look like? I have seen almost everyone come through here.”

      I sigh, “I don’t know. Brunette. Cute. I’m not a fucking artist.” I chuckle. I turn and see that head of hair again, walking across the pool table. She looks like she is storming off from somewhere, my eyes follow her until I lose sight.

      “That’s her,” I tap Logan’s shoulder when he turns away.

      “Where?”

      I wait until I have a clear view and show him.

      He frowns and shakes his head at me.

      “No way. Fuck off man. Seriously.”

      I frown, “What? Is she already with someone?” Not like I had any ideas, but that reaction made me want to have them. I watch her talking with Kit, another guy on the exec board. She seems to be nicer to him than she was to me.

      “No. That’s Tank’s daughter.”
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      “Do you have to do that every time?” I look at my mom with a deep scowl, she just stares back at me with her passive aggressive smile. The same one she used on Dad, except nicer.

      “I just want to make sure that you know. You don’t always have to go. And maybe if you stayed here, you could help—”

      “Mom, I do not want to work at your bakery. Ever. And I like seeing Dad, you can’t keep me from him.”

      “But that place…” she trails off and worry mars her features. She leans against the hood of my car and scratches at her head, over her curly hair that matches mine. Mom was from somewhere in Europe, her parents or grandparents, but she refused to agree with that. All we know is that we have curly hair and naturally tanned skin, imagine how much fun I had in high school.

      “I know Mom, it’s not like I am going to become a criminal. I have been going there for years.” I grab her hands and smile at her.

      She hates the fact that Dad is in an MC. It was why they seperated but haven’t divorced. We live thousands of miles away now, since I was twelve when we moved. I go visit him over the summer when I am not in school, but Mom is mad that I am spending more time there since I graduated high school and could stay longer. I took a gap year to figure out what I wanted to do, now I’m twenty and no closer, but I am still going to college in the fall to decide in a controlled environment. Right now though, I’m going to visit my dad like I always do.

      “But now you are older. More susceptible to their… shenanigans.”

      I laugh at her. “Mom, wouldn’t that be when I am younger, and not older?” I give her a funny look. She stares back at me with her green eyes that match mine, flooding with concern.

      “I don’t know. Plus I don’t trust his henchmen either. You know how boys are.” She wags her finger at me for good measure and I just laugh more.

      “I know how boys are. They don’t like me, remember?” I remind her I haven’t once brought a boy home, rather sadly, but she just gives me the same look.

      “Jeannine don’t be crass. Just… be careful.”

      “I always am.” I take my keys from her and open the driver door. The drive isn’t that long, only four hours, and I usually make it in one trip. I decided to leave early in the morning so I could spend half a day changing my room there. Dad kept my room the same way it was, like I was still twelve. I humored him for a long time, but not anymore.

      “Call when you get there.” She hugs me.

      I pull back and look at her. “You know, you could come too, Mom. Fly out in a couple days, Mark is perfectly capable of keeping the bakery running.” I tell her.

      Her eyes glaze over in that way they always do when I mention Dad over the years. I didn’t understand why they couldn’t make it work. Mom obviously still loved him, she kept his pictures and they are still married. But I learned a long time ago it didn’t do any good to try and figure them out.

      “I… you know I can’t leave my cakes. I’ll see you soon, okay? Call as much as you want.” Her voice cracks like she is about to cry and I roll my eyes at her. I have got to get out of here before she convinces me to stay.

      “Bye Mom, I love you.” I hug her tightly.

      “I love you too. Tell your Dad I said hello.” She adds, like she has to.

      I nod and get in the car to drive off.
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      I pulled into town four hours later, stopping for gas at the convenience store. This town was so small, the clerk knew who I was. An older guy, I saw him any time I came into town, he always asked about my mom, but he knew how my dad was doing. People in town really respect him, or fear him, I have yet to figure out the difference.

      After grabbing a slushy, I called my dad and told him I was on my way to the house, so he would be ready for me. It was a quick drive there from the gas station, pulling up to the cottage style house brought back a lot of memories. I grew up here, when my parents were still together. I learned how to ride a bike on this street, Mom had a coronary when she saw Dad letting me drive his motorcycle, he was on the back of course but still. My last memory was seventh grade, the father daughter dance. After that they had a big fight, I wasn’t part of it, but next thing I knew we were skipping town and I only came back on the summers.

      I slung my duffel bag over my shoulder, grabbed my purse to grab my keys and let myself in.

      Dad’s bike was in the driveway so I knew he was here.

      “Dad?” I called out, shutting the door behind me.

      It smelled like him in here, old man cologne and day-old food.

      The living room couch was still the old, off white color, matching the drapes and white kitchen cabinets. This place was all Mom’s design, and I had no idea why he didn’t change it.

      “Hello?” I kept walking over to the stair case, in front of the back door and deck area. His bedroom was on the first level. I figured he was maybe asleep or something and went upstairs.

      My room was as I left it; pink comforter and curtains, a Disney rug on the floor. I had a window nook, with mini pink pillows on it. I was that kid that loved pink, now I can’t stand to look at it.

      As I promised myself, I took out everything and replaced it, making two trips to the basement until I finished. All the while, Dad still hadn’t appeared. It wasn’t until I showered and got changed that I found him in the backyard.

      “Dad? Have you been here for the whole time?” I smiled when I saw him.

      He was out back in his little shed, where he worked on his bike and stuff. He was looking at an engine part or something though, I grew up knowing what that was.

      “Yeah, I didn’t know you came in, my phone was off.” He stood up and wiped his hands on a rag. Dad was a big guy, it’s why the guys at his club called him Tank. I used to do it too when I was growing up, but Mom didn’t like it, and so I stopped.

      He smiled under his half-grayed beard, he still looked rather youthful, his gray eyes shining and hair full and grayed.

      “That’s okay. How are you?” He hugs me tight and I hug him back, a little suffocated but I’m used to that.

      “Good as I can be. The drive was okay?”

      I nod, “it always is.” I drop my hands.

      He nods and sits back at his work table, eyeing the engine part.

      “What are you doing?” I sit on the other side.

      He sighs, “Oh nothing, just keeping my mind busy. How is your mom?” He asks sullenly.

      I realize that’s what he is keeping busy from.

      “She’s good. She is talking about expanding her bakery but just trying to save up. She still wants me to work there but I don’t know yet.” I half laugh.

      “You might be good at it. Customer service is one of your qualities.”

      I giggle, “I’m just good at pretending. How is the club?” I ask him the same questions I always to when I get home.

      “Good. We got a new prospect the guys love hazing.” He chuckles.

      “Hm. Nice.” I grin.

      “I forgot to cook you something nice, but I have to go to the club tonight.”

      “I figured you did. I can order in, the drive has me kind of tired so—”

      “Well I hoped you would come. All the guys really missed you, they ask about you.” He says, and I know he means the ones as old as him.

      Men my age don’t ask about me, I know that much.

      “Oh.” I know who he means, Jack and Al are his buddies that are his age, the others are like cool nephews or young sons or something. I don’t understand their bond, but I know that it’s there.

      “Come on, I’ll even let you have beer—”

      I perk up.

      “One beer.” He corrects with a stern look.

      I laugh and agree. “Okay, fine. But tomorrow you cook your daughter dinner.”

      Dad made me change my shirt, which was a tight crop top before, to something more suitable. It wasn’t that he controlled what I wore, but more so that he knew some guys that hung out at the bar weren’t that great. He had good men in the club, but the ones who weren’t, he couldn’t control. The bar was like the town’s hangout spot. People who wanted some danger and excitement, wanted to be part of the club, who thought it was cool or whatever—they flocked there. When I was younger, he only let me come in the day time. I guess now it doesn’t matter much, I was raised well after all.

      “You want me to drive the truck or you wanna get on the bike?” Dad grins, we walk out into the garage and onto the driveway.

      “I guess the bike. Might as well come back for real.” I smile. I like the bike, Mom hates when I ride on it, but she, in so many words told me that was what attracted her to Dad in the first place and that’s usually when I stopped listening. But for me, it was how Dad and I bonded. I’m the only thing in the world he loves more than his bikes and the club.

      “Right on, helmet of course.” He grabs it from the hook on the wall and I groan, it’s still my pink motorcycle helmet I’ve always had. Somehow, I forget it each time.

      “Dad, I have got to get a new helmet.” I strap it on and climb on after him, he revs the engine and even does the swirly thing I liked as a kid—well I still like it. I laugh all the way to the club, realizing how much I miss my dad.

      The parking lot is full, chrome on bikes glint in the darkness and people are milling about. I can hear the music inside pumping from here, it’s crazy.

      I walk in with Dad, and I see some familiar faces as they wave to me. Only Jack and Al actually greet dad though and hug me. Al is tall and wide like Dad is, his dark hair is long and so is his beard. He looks scary, but he is just a teddy bear, I would know since that’s all he would get me for my birthday. Jack is a little leaner, has a bald head and clean-shaven face, tattoos up to his neck. He actually is scary, but not to me.

      Dad has a lot of tattoos too, but none of them are visible under his clothes.

      “I got you a graduation present too.” Jack half hugs me and I laugh at him.

      “That was like six months ago.”

      “Well you didn’t come down, you know I can’t leave the state.” His voice is rough, from smoking cigarettes all the time. When he had a cancer scare a few years ago he dialed it back though, chews on gum all the time to help.

      “Yeah, yeah.” I wave at Dad, still talking to Al.

      Jack shows me to one of the back rooms and shows me my gift, which is a leather jacket just like the guys at the club wear, except it was all girled up with rhinestones on the back around the logo.

      “I love it, thank you.” I hug him and then he has to leave, something about pool, I wasn’t really listening.

      I set the jacket down in Dad’s office and look around. I spent a lot of time here, when I was younger. Under the desk mostly, because I was always sneaking in.

      He has this photo of the three of us together on his desk, we were at the beach one of the few times we went on vacation, and I’m at least eight in the picture. It makes me sad to see it. They both hold onto each other but can’t make it work, I don’t understand.

      I figure I should take Dad up on that offer for a beer, and head out. I go down the back hall so I don’t run into anyone else. People see me around and they kind of treat me like an outcast, because they’re afraid of my dad. I was never Jeannine around here. Just Tank’s daughter, or even worse, the president’s daughter.

      A noise in the supply closet made me pay attention. The door was half open, and a guy I didn’t recognize was in there. I knew everyone in the club, really. This young guy with only half a tattoo sleeve and shaggy hair wasn’t one of them.

      “Are you stealing?” I frown, hardening my voice.

      He stands up, almost hitting his head from shock. He turns, and I get side tracked from… him.

      He’s tall, his shoulders are wide and broad and his brown hair is light, long enough to go past his ear. The space around his eyes are soft, as are his brows, and they’re light. I can’t really tell under the dim light of the closet, but they are distracting. Most of him is distracting. He has the rugged school boy thing down, he must be no younger than me.

      Dad mentioned a new prospect and this must be him, because I haven’t ever seen him around. I was just here last year. I swallow back my nerves and try to stand my ground, he narrows his eyes at me and licks his lips.

      “Uh, no?” his voice is deeper than I thought it would be, it hits my skin like a wave. It rolls down over me and I wish I never said anything at all.

      I cross my arms and stare back at him. I kind of wished I changed into something else, after the second outfit Dad didn’t want to argue with me. But it’s the kind of shirt that moves when I do, and I feel my naval exposed when I do. His eyes drift there, and I knew Dad was right, but that’s not what gets me. It’s the fact that they drifted at all. Boys don’t look at me at all—well men don’t. But this one has barely looked at my face in the time I have been standing here.

      Plus, he’s very hot—in like a cute way. I shake my head and try not to say something I shouldn’t.

      “I work here. If that’s any of your business.” He chuckles, the sound echoes off the small space.

      I shift on my feet, the doc martens I am wearing squeak in the silence. The rest of the club is cordoned off, so the music is mute to us here.

      “It is,” I swallow when he moves and walks closer, not a lot, just enough that I have time to let my nerves find my voice.

      I take him in again, from head to toe and back again.

      When I reach his eyes, I hope he hadn’t noticed, but he has this small smirk that tells me he might have. He has that natural, permanent smile thing going on though.

      “Well I’ve never seen you around here before.” He adds.

      I find my voice again. I shrug my shoulders and tighten my fists. It helps with the urge to touch him. I’ve never had that before—the urge to reach out and touch someone, just to see what it is like.

      But he is doing that, this stranger. He looks at me again, and I wonder if he feels the same way. The sound of the door shutting makes me blink in surprise and then focus back on him.

      “I haven’t seen you around here either.” I raise my brow and purse my lips at him. It gives me the illusion that I have control over this, but I know that I don’t.

      “Well, I guess it goes both ways then. I gotta get back to work.” He smirks at me, sending a chill up my back, and then heads off to the rest of the club.

      I stare after him in a bit of shock, I mean, it seems weird that even just happened. But it did.

      Now I want to figure out who he is without drawing attention to it, that wouldn’t be good for anyone. I should just keep my head down and enjoy my time visiting Dad. But when I go out into the club, I am already looking for him.

      This is going to be bad.
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      “I didn’t know he had a daughter.” I lie. I heard of the elusive daughter, that no one was allowed to talk to, that guys had lost their heads over. Or close to it.

      “Well, he does. And she is off limits.” Logan laughs at me.

      “Yeah, I get it. Just wondering.”  I only just joined the club, I don’t need some drama over a chick getting me kicked out. I don’t have kids, but I know Tank and he is protective over the guys at the club. I can’t imagine what he would be like over his actual daughter.

      “Yeah well, I’m glad I warned you.”

      We keep tending bar to new guys coming in. There is a rush, then it dies back down.

      People are playing pool and darts, and I’m still watching Tank’s daughter out of the corner of my eye when I think no one is watching. She’s talking to some of the older guys, Tank appears and I get a strike of fear in me when he does. Now I know why her little scowl looked so familiar.

      The bar area clears out and I start cleaning up, picking up stray cash and such. I have to restock beers and liquor bottles, make sure nothing is out of place. I’m good at this stuff because it’s simple, fool proof work is my kind of thing. Roland keeps mentioning club business to me, as if I am going to get involved in actual complicated, half illegal shit. No thanks. I’ll take my easy ride back to a normal life as long as I can.

      “There’s some stray beer bottles by the pool table. I gotta get out of here.” Logan says.

      I nod, “Yeah no problem. See ya.” We shake goodbye and then he’s off.

      I usually get left behind to do the rest of the work. Rookie type stuff, but I don’t mind. Roland is somewhere in here, I don’t know where. I head off to start cleaning, a girl’s laughter catches my attention. I turn to see her again, talking to Jack. He leaves and then it’s just her at the end of the bar, some guys by the darts on the other end, and me. I have no idea where everyone else is, but I’m not going to figure it out.

      I’m bent over the pool table, picking up beer bottles, when I’m surprised and almost hit my head again.

      “So you do work here?”

      I carefully stand and turn.

      “Yeah, I do.” I toss the bottles in the garbage, glancing over her.

      She has this way about her, I can’t place it yet. But she is cute; the long curly hair and smooth, tanned skin does it. Full lips and a small round face, too; she has a nice body, but I really shouldn’t get into that.

      “Word has it you’re pretty important around here.” I grin, combing my hair back with my hand.

      “Oh…” she frowns a bit, and if she looked nervous before she definitely looks it now. It makes sense then, why she seemed glad that I hadn’t known her.

      “Forget I said anything.” I hold up my hands in defense. I walk closer, she inhales and her throat tightens, but I stop at the end of the pool table and lean against it.

      “Thanks. So you’re the new prospect everyone is talking about.” She grabs a stool and sits on it.

      “I guess I am. I hope they aren’t talking about me though.” I chuckle.

      She shakes her head and shrugs, “I mean it’s mostly good but I won’t take their word for it.” She giggles.

      I smile at her, liking how easy it is to talk to her. I don’t usually have that anymore, or ever. Not with women at least. I wasn’t good at it in school, I didn’t make friends. I don’t know why I feel like I can be friends with her. If not more, because up close, she is damned sexy.

      “Fair enough. Did you just come into town today?” I ask.

      “Yeah, I did.”

      “From?”

      “Um, Austin. My mom and I live out there.”

      “I didn’t even know Tank was married.” I laugh.

      She smiles, “Yeah I guess he doesn’t really talk about it. They’re married but obviously they don’t live together. I visit my dad over the summers.”

      “Oh okay. So you’re in school then?” I ask. I figured she was at least over high school age. But after I turned twenty-one, I stopped counting age because I wasn’t in school.

      “Um, not really I guess.”

      “What?”  I laugh.

      She giggles, tucks loose hair behind her ear and bites her lip. “I graduated high school and then didn’t know what I wanted to do. But I go to college in the fall.” She explains.

      “Gotcha. School isn’t my thing. Clearly, since I’m slumming it here.” I shrug, and she laughs.

      “The club isn’t bad. Well, you would know, since you’re in it.”

      I nod, “Eh, not by choice. My big brother thinks he can save me. But really, he thinks he can just babysit me.” I joke.

      “Well, I don’t have siblings, so I guess I don’t know how that goes.” She uncrosses her arms for the first time and my eyes drop to her chest, I swallow back my reaction to her full breasts, fighting the material of her shirt. I force my eyes back to hers and clear my throat.

      “You’re lucky in that regard. So how long are you staying?”

      “A few months.”

      “Nice. I’ve only been in the club for a few months now, so I don’t really know what the other guys mean when they talked about you before. I guess I figured I would never meet you.”

      “That would have been easier.” She half smiles.

      I tilt my head at her and take another step closer. It gets me in the right place, once I breathe in, her scent wafts up. Definitely better than what I smell around here, it’s a sweet smell, like… something edible.

      “Why? I mean, what does everyone keep talking about? I know Tank, maybe not all that well, but he seems like a reasonable guy.” She stands up and faces me.

      Her eyes widen as she looks up at me, she takes a breath and then tilts her head up at me.

      “I was about seventeen when a guy hit on me, right here in this bar. I told my dad and he threw him out—literally. On his ass.”

      I chuckle. “Tattle-tale.”

      She grins, her lips curling in before it’s a full smile.

      “I guess that’s fair.”

      I nod, “Mhm. What’s your name anyway?”

      She opens her mouth to answer but is cut off by glass breaking in the back ground. I turn to see what it is, but it’s just two of the club guys around the dart board. Not my problem.

      She sighs and I look back at her. “It’s Jeannine.”

      I smile and hold out my hand. “Spencer.”

      She shakes my hand, hers is soft and feels like it doesn’t belong in mine. But there it is.

      “You don’t have a weird club name yet?”

      I release her and laugh.

      “Nope, I’m just a regular guy.”

      She smiles, her dad comes out of the back door and even I take a step back. Roland will never let me hear the end of it, if I fucked this up for a girl. Even one as pretty and nice as Jeannine.

      “Somehow I doubt that.”

      I watch her walk off in the direction of her dad, I see him a little less as Tank in that moment. But then he looks over his shoulder at me, as they leave, and I realize I am already on his hit list.
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      “What was that?”

      “What was what?”

      “Jeannie…” Dad warns with his hard stare. He towers over me and it used to be quite intimidating as a kid, but I’m the only one in the world that knows his big scary demeanor is just for show.

      “Dad, please. Let’s just go home.” I said. But I could still feel him scowling over at the new guy. Spencer. I didn’t want him to get in trouble, and I already had a bad track record of doing that to guys at the club. Well at least, the last one was warranted because he was an ass. But Spencer didn’t seem like that, in fact it was hard not to look over my shoulder when we were leaving.

      “Fine. Did you have fun?” he asked.

      We walked out into the chilly night air, and he handed me my new jacket. I had left it in his office, when I went off to snoop. I was glad for it now, I put it on and it was warm and insulated. No wonder the guys loved wearing them.

      “Uh, sure. I’m kind of hungry though.”

      Dad grinned at me and handed me my helmet. “I figured you were.”

      We stopped at the diner we had been going to since I was a kid. It was open all night, so I could get breakfast any time I wanted, which was really just chicken and waffles with a shake. Dad had a steak and fries combo like he always did too, I would be afraid he’d get high blood pressure or something but he is healthy as a horse. He asked me about what I had been doing, stuff with Mom he pretended not to care about. It was the same old thing.

      “Why do you do that?” I sipped my milk shake and stole a fry from his plate to dip it in.

      He scowled, intending not to answer me. But he always started off that way. There were only a few other people in the diner, some of which were subtly staring. But then a six-five dude in an MC cut a few feet from them, they always stared.

      I nudged him, “Dad?” I even used my whiny voice that irritated him.

      “That’s grown up stuff, sweetie.”

      I frowned, “You’re my parents. It’s different. It’s different when I see photos of you around both your houses, and you act like you don’t care. But you do. I mean, wasn’t I enough?” I lean back in the chair, taking a deep breath. I don’t know why I said it, what’s been on my mind for such a long time. Perhaps it is because it’s so late, or because I am just older and don’t hold my tongue anymore.

      Either way, it made him actually look sad instead of indifferent for a change.

      “That’s not why, Jeannie. Your mom doesn’t like what I do. I’m not going to stop doing it. You see the problem.” He followed me in dipping a fry in my milkshake and I smiled.

      “Yeah I see the problem. Do people like you not retire?”

      He laughed, “Not really.”

      After I had a berry cobbler for dessert, I was officially full enough to go home, where I knew his fridge was probably half empty. I went up to my room, liking how it looked more my age now. I showered and wore my fleece to bed, but I couldn’t get my mind to calm down, no matter how tired I am.

      I keep thinking about Spencer.

      I’ve been going to that club for years, so seeing him was a shock and it’s probably why I got so intrigued. Besides him being hot; for me some guys were cute, or handsome. I never found them sexy, it wasn’t my thing. But Spencer was hot, that’s for sure. Knowing he was new to the club made it worse, because more tattoos and sun tans from riding for hours would only make that worse. I liked coming here, but now I almost didn’t want to leave, just so I could get to know him better.

      When I gave up on sleep for a while, I checked my messages to reply to my mom, not expecting her to reply so fast. I almost wanted to tell her I asked Dad about them, but she is a lot more sensitive about it. Which I understand. But it’s still hard to be caught in the middle of a fight that isn’t even happening.

      My eyes started to droop, and I let myself fall asleep, knowing I would definitely be dreaming about a certain new person in my life.
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      “You should go out with him.”

      “Are you crazy?” I stare at Adriana with a crazed look and she just laughs in response. Adriana is probably the only reason I am a regular person—somewhat. We have been friends since junior high, when I lived here in town, and stayed friends even when I moved. She stuck around here for school and is now a teacher. It’s absolutely crazy how someone who parties on the weekends teaches tomorrow’s youth during the week, but she does it well. Her third grader’s love her, and the school is so small, almost everyone in town went there. We both did.

      “I mean yeah, but I am also right.” She dips a piece of bread in her soup.

      I let the chatter from the large group of people in the café play out behind me as I try and figure out what to say. I told her about meeting Spencer, of course, and she has been talking my ear off about it ever since. I kind of wish I hadn’t said anything, but I would have given myself an ulcer from over thinking it. I’ve only been at my dad’s for a few days, and I haven’t been back at the club, so yeah, I’ve been slowly going out of my mind.

      “I just met him, and he probably doesn’t even like me that way. Everyone at the club is under the impression that I am off limits.” I pop a fry in my mouth, barely tasting the salt.

      Adriana laughs, “You are kind of off limits. But that makes it exciting.” She nudges me under the table, and I nudge her back. Her finely tweezed brows tighten as she gives me a funny look. She has a simple look to her, but it’s not simple the way I am. Her brunette hair is shiny and wavy, her green eyes always bright, and if she weren’t a teacher, I’m pretty sure she could be a model.

      “I don’t need exciting. I need to have actual experience before I go off to college and turn twenty-one. I don’t want that to include the sudden disappearance of a man or getting someone killed.” I shiver at the thought. My dad isn’t a violent criminal, but he does criminal things. There is a difference, but also a fine line.

      “That’s all it could be. A summer fling. I wouldn’t have gotten through high school without them, honestly.” She waves her hand. Adriana has always been a fan of travel, and so have her parents. They went all kinds of places, sometimes leaving her unattended to do whatever she wanted.

      “I don’t want a fling. Nor do I want the trouble of getting involved with an MC member.” I reasoned. She responded with a scowl and shook her head at me.

      “What?” I pried from her.

      She giggled, “Nothing. I just thought you would be more adventurous by now.” She shrugs, trying to make me feel bad.

      I release a breath and try to ignore her. But it keeps sounding like a good idea the longer I think about it.

      Even if I agreed to though, I have no idea how to initiate things with a guy. Not one that looked like Spencer, at least. All my experience lied with high school group dates and one very weird prom date, who I think is an MIT nerd now. So I wasn’t about to sell myself short.

      “You can’t guilt me into this, Anna.”

      We finish eating, talking about her work at school and my dad. I filled her in on what’s been happening with them, she’s the only one who can really calm my mind about it. I have gotten to an age where it is hard to ignore it, but also hard to confront it.

      “When are you going to the club again?” she asks me as we leave. It’s the summer time, so she doesn’t have to go to work regularly, but sometimes has staff planning meetings and such.

      “I don’t know, whenever my dad drags me there again.” I laugh once. We stop by the door of my car, she is taller than me and looks down with an amused look.

      “No, this weekend. To see—”

      “No way.” I laugh aloud.

      “Come on, live a little. Or a lot more.” She hugs me sideways and I wiggle away from her.

      “Nope. I’ll see you tomorrow?” I ask.

      She nods. “Yeah, I’ll try again then.”

      I shake my head at her because she is relentless. We hug goodbye, and them I’m off to stop at the grocery store and then to get shirts from the shop. It’s been around for a few years, dad thinks I don’t know but they needed another way to hide money they got from their less than conventional ideas. I still like the shirts though.

      I parked out front and didn’t see anyone at the register from through the window, so I hoped my dad wouldn’t eventually ask me to work some shifts like he always did. I saved money babysitting during the year at mom’s place, so I was always fine on that, especially since dad sent money every month too. I only did it to help, but it was still a drag.

      After scouring the rack for a few minutes, I picked out a few options.

      “Are you following me now?”

      I froze. The newly familiar, soft yet deep voice, came from behind me and I nearly dropped the shirts on the floor. I closed my eyes, swallowing heavily as I turned.

      Spencer stood behind me, smiling as he leaned his arm over the rack. He was in one of the shirts, a gray color that was tight on his arms and chest. He looks a lot more muscled than I remembered, my eyes went from his faded jeans fitting him in all the right places to his smirking face. I suddenly felt even more subpar than normal in my leggings and oversized high school jersey. I played soccer and kept all the shirts. I realized that he had said something, and I am just standing here staring.

      “I um… I’ve been around this place longer than you have, actually.” I clear my throat and try to stand my ground, which just includes holding the shirts in front of me for protection. From what I have no idea.

      “Fair enough. Nice.” He gestures to my chest.

      “Excuse me?” I screw up my face.

      He pauses, licks his lips and then smiles. “Your shirts.” He chuckles once.

      I widen my eyes and inhale sharply. “Oh. Thanks.” I don’t know why I thought he was referring to something else, but judging from the way he is acting, I think he did mean it to come off like that.

      “You work here every day?” I ask him, taking a step closer. It moves the air around me and I feel less like I am being suffocated.

      “Pretty much. It’s what no one else wants to do so as the new guy, I guess I have to do it.” He grins.

      “They won’t run you around for long.” I assure him. I have been around the club long enough to know that they only put up a front most of the time.

      “I’ll take your word for it then.” He stares back at me and we kind of stand there silently until the awkwardness takes over.

      “I’ll uh, ring you up.”

      As we walk over to the register, I keep thinking of what Adriana told me. It could just be a fun fling, and it doesn’t have to be anything that the whole world knows about. I’m a little pissed at her for planting the seed, because now it is really growing.

      “So what do you do when you’re um, not here. Or at the club?” I stutter, avoiding his gaze.

      He stops scanning the shirt and gives me a funny look. “Not much.” His half smile plays across his face and my stomach flips.

      I swallow, trying to figure out what to say next. I wait until he is halfway through folding the shirts before I have courage again.

      “Do you want to um, hangout sometime?” my vocabulary has taken a dive, as I blurt it all out at once.

      He drops the shirt onto the table, heat passing between us as his dark eyes bore into mine. A shiver goes down my back, along with a cold sweat that passes through my fingers, splayed across the counter top. They feel so clammy they could slip off, and I feel my heart in my throat even more as time goes on.

      “Like, to hook up or as friends?”

      I choke, “What? No, I mean… no. I don’t know.” I stutter.

      He laughs audibly, stuffing my shirts in a bag. “I’m just messing with you. Sure, we can hang out.” He reaches behind him and takes out his phone, I hand him my card to pay in turn.

      “You have to pay for this?” he chuckles.

      I add my number in his phone and spell my own name wrong, starting again.

      “Um yeah, my dad is all about fairness.” I hand his phone back and watch him flinch, it’s short but I see it.

      “Thanks. I’ll see you… later.” I almost phrase it as a question.

      He nods, smiling, but it doesn’t reach his eyes. “Yep.”

      I walk off, getting in my car and driving home. It isn’t until I get there, that I notice the shift in his demeanor, as soon as I mentioned my dad—

      Crap.
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      I’m staring down a beer bottle when Roland comes up in front of the bar.

      “You couldn’t last six months?” he barks, leaning over the bar.

      I frown at him and say nothing for a while. He calms down and sits on the bar stool. I laugh at him and start wiping it down.

      “So what are we talking about?” I ask him.

      He scratches at his stubble, a permanent two-day shadow he is set on hanging onto for the rest of his life.

      “Everyone heard about you talking to the pres’ daughter.”

      I laugh aloud, “What the fuck man, seriously? I forgot this was a cult.” I murmur. It happened maybe twenty minutes ago, before she was practically forced out by her father.

      “It’s not—look, I just want to make sure you aren’t doing anything crazy.”

      I stop what I’m doing and face him, leaning my hands on the counter.

      “I’m a sane person, bro. Besides, she isn’t even my type.”

      I wave him off, and we leave soon after. I get the hang of riding my new bike, but once I am inside all that is the last thing on the mind.

      Jeannine is my type, if I ever had one. I’m not a choosy person, but if I could come up with something perfect it would probably be her. She was cute, not so unattainable. I have seen hotter chicks in my life, but the point was that she wasn’t like that at all. Not like the women who hung around the club, not like anyone I’ve ever gone after. So of course, she is one person I am not allowed to think about.

      After a shower, I was beat after a long day, and went straight to bed. But not without thinking about Jeannine first.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      “You wanna come to the gym with me?”

      “Are you gonna force me to spot you the whole time?” I glance at Roland, standing in my doorway. I sit up from the bed, where I was doing a crossword—it calms my brain sometimes, and he laughs at me.

      “Just because you can’t lift as much as me, doesn’t mean that you need to be salty about it.” he crosses his arms, trying to taunt me.

      A little friendly competition is the only reason we don’t chew each other’s heads off.

      “Fine. But I have to be at the shop later.” I get up.

      He nods, “Meet you outside.”

      I get dressed and then meet him by the garage, we take my truck since it’s easier that way. The ride is silent, and I get the feeling he has a lecture in mind for me. He waits until after we lift, and are on the treadmill, before he says anything.

      “Tank spoke to me about a possible assignment for you.”

      “Assignment? Is this black ops.” I laugh, going at an easy jog. I stare forward at the row of treadmills in front of us. The girls jogging at the last two, who are wearing mini shorts, but don’t really catch my eye.

      “I’m serious. If he wants you to play a bigger role in the club, that’s a good thing.”

      I shake my head, “I didn’t come here for that. I told you. We agreed you wouldn’t bug me about it.”

      “Yeah but—”

      “Fuck this.” I stop the machine and storm off towards the locker room. I grab my bag and storm out of the whole gym too.

      Unfortunately I have to wait for him in the truck too, and he sure did finish his workout before appearing. At least it gave me time to fume and remind myself that he only pestered me about shit because he cared. But I don’t want to be under the pres’ wing, I just want to cruise by and do my shit, so I can keep myself busy and not get into bad shit again. Not go on assignments and shit like that.

      “Sorry for caring about you.” Roland mutters.

      I pull out of the parking space and scoff.

      “Sorry that you do.” I respond, still a bit pissed.

      We get to the house and go our separate ways without saying a word, I make it to the blender before him and use the last of the protein powder just to spite him. Because I don’t buy it. Then I go to my room, shower, and hide out until I have to leave for the shop. I’m not opposed to working there. It’s quiet and no one really bothers me. the customers don’t want to be bothered either, which makes sense because the shirt designs are kind of emo.

      The time alone forces me to think about Jeannine. Not so much forced as I just let myself do it.

      It’s easy to do. She was witty, maybe a little shy, I haven’t figured if that’s just how she is yet. But either way, I like it. I hadn’t had an honest conversation with anyone in a while, I don’t really have them anymore actually. I surrounded myself with people that are bad for me, until now. I guess guys at the mc can go both ways but they have each other’s back, they have loyalty. Now that I am part of that, I don’t really want to mess it up. I also don’t want to find out if Tank’s rumors that precede him are true.

      “You’re late.” Darius is coming out of the shop when I walk it. We don’t really talk that much, unless I see him by accident.

      “Fuck off, I’m early.” We shake on the way past each other. I turn and watch him get on his bike, with a girl I saw in the parking lot, but doubted she was with him. She’s tall, leggy, exactly his type—it’s the only kind of woman I see him with.

      There isn’t anyone in the shop when I get there, so I just start my normal time passing duties of counting inventory, folding shirts in the back, and listening to music. I wouldn’t hear anyone come in unless they shouted for me when they were ready to pay, which they usually do. Also there is a bell, it’s a self-starting job. I moze around in there for a while before I resurface, no one has come in for hours. That’s why I almost jump over myself when I hear footsteps on the other side of me.

      I make a face but don’t bother to investigate it. I pass through the racks, stopping when I see a familiar head of brown, curly hair. I think there is no way that she is here, but I could spot that curly head of hair anywhere. The way it flows down her back all coiled up, bouncing anytime she moves. I’d like to see it bounce in other ways but that’s beside the point. I don’t know how long I stand there staring at her, looking at how her leggings fit, or the way her shirt falls over her slight shoulders and clings to her ass, the dull green color gets vibrant around her.

      “Are you following me around now?” I lean on the rack like I am putting myself on display, and she stands there for a good ten seconds before she even turns around. Like she knew my voice but couldn’t believe I was talking to her or something.

      “I um… I’ve been around this place longer than you have, actually.” She clears her throat; her voice is as soft and sweet as I remember.

      “Fair enough. Nice.” I look at the shirts she is holding around her middle, my eyes catching the way her shirt creases between her breasts. Even I get confused as to what I was talking about.

      “Excuse me?” her voice tightens.

      I pause to answer her and smile. “Your shirts.” I laugh.

      She widens her eyes in understanding. “Oh. Thanks.”

      “You work here every day?” she asks me and takes a step closer. I lick my lips at getting a whiff of her light perfume scent.

      “Pretty much. It’s what no one else wants to do so as the new guy, I guess I have to do it.” I admit.

      “They won’t run you around for long.” she says with certainty, as if she knows.

      “I’ll take your word for it then.” I reply, kind of just standing there until I can stop tripping over my own words.

      It’s not so much that I don’t know what to say, but that I don’t want to say the wrong thing. Something about her tells me my usual pick up lines won’t work, and I don’t want them to either.

      “I’ll uh, ring you up.” I clear my throat, finally moving things along.

      I start ringing up her shirts, again wondering why anyone would spend twenty bucks on one shirt, let alone four of each. But it seems to have been working.

      “So what do you do when you’re um, not here. Or at the club?” Jeannine asks, tripping over her words.

      I glance at the way her blush starts on the ends of her cheeks, by her ears, and fades out closer to her rounded nose. “Not much.” I respond with a smile.

      I go back to scanning, and she seems like she is going to say something else, and I just wait for it.

      “Do you want to um, hangout sometime?”

      I can hear her breathing hitch after she asks.

      I drop the shirt on the table in shock, more that I wasn’t expecting her to ask me that. I forget who she is, and I look at her with a new view. One that agrees I want to spend time with her.

      “Like, to hook up or as friends?” I joke.

      “What? No, I mean… no. I don’t know.” She spazzes out again and I try not to laugh.

      I laugh and start bagging her clothes. “I’m just messing with you. Sure, we can hang out.” I take out my phone and give it to her at the same time she gives me her card. It’s one of those really thick ones and I wonder where the hell she got it from.

      “You have to pay for this?” I laugh.

      I watch her type and erase about three times.

      “Um yeah, my dad is all about fairness.” She gives my phone back and I try not to let my fingers brush hers.

      At the same time I feel my heart sink. Damn, for about three minutes there, I forgot we weren’t regular people.

      I fucking hated grade school, but I do remember Romeo and Juliet. The thought of her dad finding out makes my blood run cold, and I haven’t even seen him in action when he is actually pissed. Nor do I want to.

      “Thanks. I’ll see you… later.” Her sweet voice cuts through my thoughts and I feel like shit, because I know I can’t ever hang out with her. Not in any kind of way.

      “Yep.” I nod and force a smile at her.

      Her gaze lingers for a bit before she walks out, and I watch her go.

      I lean over the counter and groan to myself when she is gone. I stare at her contact in my phone and try to force myself to delete it, to remove the temptation, but I can’t. I like her, she is on my mind, and there is something about her that keeps her there. I don’t want it to go away, even though I’m torn up about it, I have the clearest mind I have had in a long time.

      I just wish it wasn’t so fucking complicated.
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      I hate that I have become this person. It only took Spencer ten days to completely uproot my life. Because all I have been doing, is thinking about how he hasn’t called.

      I gave him my number a week ago, when I saw him in the shop, and nothing. It’s good I don’t have his number otherwise I might have put him on blast. Adriana only tells me that’s how boys are, and that he will come to his senses, but we both know what is really going on.

      Spencer is afraid of my dad, like all the others are. Well, there are no others, but how the hell would I know, no one at the club or in the town who knows who he is, would come anywhere near me.

      I busied myself with looking at campus videos, getting excited about college. But it was kind of hard to do that when I felt like I was walking in with little experience. Life, boys, parties and such. It’s an integral part of college that I want to experience, but I don’t want it to overtake my life. I was supposed to spend this summer discovering myself, having fun. Now I am just pining over a boy in my room all day.

      Dad doesn’t really bother me much. We have dinner together and he sort of tells me about his day, and I do the same with mine. We get along, but we both aren’t very talkative people. I don’t ask him about Mom anymore, which is kind of hard to do when it’s the other thing that occupies my thoughts.

      I am standing in the kitchen, finishing up dinner for my dad and I, when I hear voices coming from his office. I didn’t even know he was home, but I doubt that it’s an intruder or something.

      “Dad?” I call out, still holding the spoon I used to stir the sauce. Maybe it is an intruder.

      I round the corner and see him talking to another guy. He’s younger, tall and muscled with dark hair. I’m sure he has tattoos too, but I can’t tell since he is in his cut.

      “Hey Jeannie, I’ll be in soon… why are you walking around with a spoon? Eating out of the tomato jar again.” Dad snickers. He is leaning against his desk and the other guy standing in front of him turns and faces me.

      He’s hot as sin, and I blush just as hot too.

      “Dad…ugh.” I whine and shut the door behind me. I don’t think people give him enough credit, for being such a master mind. Embarrassing me in front of almost every man alive. It’s like he wants me celibate and doesn’t want grandchildren.

      I finish dinner, setting out the food before I hear heavy foot falls behind me. I don’t even turn around as the front door opens and closes. I wait until Dad is in the kitchen before I confront him.

      “I haven’t eaten out of a jar since I was like eight.” I cross my arms and stare him down.

      He just laughs at me and wraps me up in a hug.

      “Okay sweetie.” He rubs my back and I grab at his tee shirt.

      “Yeah fine. I made chicken parm.” I take my plate and sit down. He follows after getting a beer and a glass of whiskey.

      “I’ll make dinner tomorrow.” He smiles.

      I stare across the table at him and smile. I’m hungrier than I thought, but my stomach has been in knots for so long that I just find it hard to eat regularly.

      “Who was the guy you embarrassed me in front of?” I ask casually. He laughs again and shakes his head, talking with his mouth full like he always does.

      “My vice president. I thought you met him.”

      “Oh. I didn’t really see his face.” I was too busy blushing and wishing I wasn’t there at all.

      “Were you talking about club business? Secretly in your office.” I giggle.

      “Sort of. But don’t make it sound so illegal.”

      “I wasn’t…” I sigh and lean back in my chair, away from my plate. “Did you do that when you and Mom were together? Maybe she didn’t like how it seemed like it was illegal business.”

      Dad frowns and pushes his plate away too, sighing.

      “Jeannie, I told you—”

      “Yeah. I know. sorry.” I take our plates and stand.

      “I’ll do the dishes.” He meets me at the sink, but I still dry them off as he washes them.

      “I uh, need a favor Jeannie.” Dad stops washing and turns to me.

      I groan and look up at him. “Like what?”

      He chuckles, “That secret business was about the shop. Darius usually watches it sometimes, but he’s not all that into it anymore. He’s also busy with… other things.”

      “Oh my god, Dad are you asking me—”

      “I’ll pay you extra, I know you wanted to come and relax but it would be nice to help your old man out.” He smiles, that dad-like teddy bear smile that made me not get my driver’s license until I was seventeen.

      “But Dad…” The only thing I am thinking about is having to see Spencer, some guy who ghosted me. I’m not exactly keen on seeing him any time soon.

      “Please, I gotta beg?”

      I shake my head and somehow nod at the same time. Damn, he really got me.

      “Fine. I’ll help.”
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      I had less than a day to psych myself up about seeing Spencer. The only way I could actually leave the house was to tell myself that I might not even see him, that he had a different shift or something. But I still wore the best pair of jeans I own, and I couldn’t really dress up to go to a shirt shop, so I just wore one of the shirts I bought the other day. I actually put something in my hair though, taming the curls a bit. I texted Adriana all night, needing her help to calm down. She always knew how to reason with me, even if some of the stuff she said was crazy. This was all her fault, anyway, telling me to ask Spencer out in the first place. I know I didn’t have to do it, but she still planted the seed. It all came down to just acting like nothing even happened. Because nothing did.

      “Good morning, Dad.” I find him in his office hiding like he usually is in the mornings.

      “Hey Jeannie. You headed out?”

      “To slum it in a tee shirt shop. Yes.” I sit on the big leather arm chair he has. He’s behind his desk, still in his pajamas, drinking coffee and doing something on his laptop. “What are you doing?” I ask.

      “Getting a new grill.”

      I laugh, “You need a new grill?”

      He shakes his head. “Not for me, it’s for the club.”

      “Oh.” I look around in my purse to check I have everything. It’s an ugly brown satchel thing I have had for years, I’m sure I can find a movie stub from high school in here.

      “You should eat before you leave.”

      “Is it that hard of work?” I chide.

      He gives me a funny look from over the computer. “You know you’re easily tired, Jeannine.”

      I roll my eyes, “Yeah when I was like, twelve. I gotta go, don’t want to be late and get in trouble with the boss man.”

      “Alright, alright,” he waves me off. I laugh, rising to hug him goodbye. I kiss his cheek over his beard so he’ll be in a good mood and then I go.

      Without coffee too, I hadn’t realized my stomach was in such knots. Spencer is just a boy, and I keep trying to tell myself that but it doesn’t really work. He makes me nervous, plain and simple. I almost take the wrong turn and I don’t even pay attention to my favorite song on the radio. I pull up in front of the shop around noon, just before it opens. There are no cars parked out front, but I do see a bike closer to the end of the lot. All that’s around the shop is a dollar store and atm. The town doesn’t have much life to it.

      I text Adriana that I arrived and hope she has a last few words of hope.

      Adriana: Try not to look directly in his eyes.

      Me: Thanks for the help.

      I take a deep breath and try to see in through the window, but the graphic designs on it make that hard.

      Adriana: Oh Jeannine relax!

      Me: That’s a little better. Talk to you later.

      I lock my phone, stuff it in my purse, and get out of the car all in one breath. Crossing the front door, I inhale sharply and take in the mainstream air condition and shop smell. I’ve only watched the shop a few times before, last summer was fine because I was by myself and hadn’t met Spencer yet.

      Now I take cautious steps as if I don’t know where I am, until I get to the back room where I put my stuff. If I keep my phone with me, I will just end up watching YouTube videos on it all day instead of actually working. I may not want to do this, but my dad asked me to, so it’s hard to not do a good job. I also tend to have a type A personality.

      There are only so many things I can do, so I start with folding the shirts in the back to restock. The back room isn’t a bad place to hang out, but I can’t see anyone from in there. I decide to fold them at the register where I can see, but I stop in my tracks when I see who just walked in.

      “Jeannine. Hi. What are you doing here?” Spencer takes off a pair of black sunglasses, his eyes boring right into mine and not letting go.

      I gulp, my fingers threatening to slip off the box. I force myself to walk forward when it starts getting too heavy.

      “Working.” I murmur back. He stands where he is, staring at me. I feel like I am on display as my heart beat calms down.

      “Why?” he laughs once.

      I frown at him before looking away. I take the box cutter in my hand and slice open the box, eventually he gets the point and walks off, to I don’t know where. I am supposed to be acting like nothing happened, so I don’t think indulging in conversation with him will do that. We are both here because of the club, so it’s not what I had in mind about hanging out. I don’t even know what I was thinking anymore; a guy who says he will text or call and doesn’t shouldn’t be one that I’m crushing over. But here we are.

      “I think I owe you an apology.” His voice comes out of nowhere to the right of me, I jump and clutch my fingers over my chest as I scowl at him.

      When I gather myself again, I drop the shirt I was folding and turn to face him. I cross my arms and regard him carefully. He’s wearing a purplish graphic tee that hangs around his muscles, perfect faded jeans, and his hair has that artful mess to it that it always does.

      “You think?” I chew the inside of my cheek as I wait.

      He clears his throat, nodding as he steps closer. He stops by the wall behind the register, Juul pods and cigarettes for sale, and leans against it. His hands get stuffed in his pockets and I tear my eyes away from the veins following down his dark-haired arms.

      “I uh… I just don’t want to complicate your life. I tend to do that to people.”

      I roll my eyes. “Oh please. I really wish you would spare me the it’s me not you line.”

      He grins, “It’s not a line, it’s the truth.”

      I shake my head and sigh. “Whatever, Spencer. I just want to help my dad out here at the shop and then leave when my summer is up. Can you try not to complicate that?” My throat tightens and I swallow it down.

      His expression passes with pain but I don’t let myself get affected by that. I had to say it, and he doesn’t necessarily need to know how much he has hurt me.

      “Yeah. Sure.” He straightens up, taking his hands out of his pockets and walking off.

      I release a deep breath and go back to folding shirts. I do that for hours, keeping my mind as busy as possible. I won’t forget the look on his face when I said that, but I know that I need to. I have a tendency even worse than him, which is to apologize even when I don’t need to. But at least he apologized…

      I stop myself from going down that train of thought, and it’s helped by a customer walking in.

      It ends up being two girls, at least eighteen, dressed in crop tops and jeans. I frown at them on instinct, they already seem like the kind of girls I hated in high school. I take the empty box to the back to avoid them, surely, they can find their way around.

      When I come back, they are heavily chatting up Spencer. Or trying to. They are by the register, leaning over the table, Spencer is scanning their stuff. I don’t know why I get that ugly pang of jealousy in the pit of my stomach, but I do, and it sucks. He isn’t even remotely mine, I shouldn’t feel like this at all. In all my time staring at him, he glances up for the first time, his smile dropping, and I quickly look away. I find something else to do, which just ends up being sitting in the back room to pretend to look at inventory sheets, math stuff that I’m not really good at.

      It only takes a few moments before my eyes start stinging. This really sucks, I don’t even know him, but I am already hurt by being ignored by him. It doesn’t make sense.

      A knock at the door forces me from my thoughts.

      “Hey,” Spencer announces himself in that sappy deep voice of his. I don’t mean it in a bad way, his voice is just soft and even as it is deep.

      “Hi.” I lay my hands across the papers, wringing them together like it will take out my nerves.

      “Can I sit?” he gestures to the spare desk chair.

      I sigh, “Don’t you have a conversation to get back to.” I snipe.

      He chuckles, sitting anyway. “Are you jealous of the groupies?” his grin is too infectious not to smile back.

      “The groupies?” I make a face.

      He licks his lips and nods. “Yeah, you know, they hang around the club and here sometimes.”

      “Oh.” I guess I’m not here often to know that.

      “I am sorry, Jeannine. About not calling.” His expression turns serious and I lose myself in the sincerity of his eyes. That’s how I know. I learned that from my dad, looking people right in the eye to try and read them. I never thought I was good at it until now. The uneasy feeling in my chest leaves when I look at him, and it turns into something else.

      “Why didn’t you? I mean, is there a good reason or are you just sorry?” now I am just giving him a hard time, but I still want to know.

      He licks his lips and leans forward, making a table of his knees and resting his elbows on them.

      “It was… because of your dad. Which I know sounds shitty but you have to understand that this club was like my thousandth chance. And I can’t fuck things up, because then my brother will kill me.” He laughs it off and I stare at him for a good while before I get what he is saying.

      “Who is your brother?”

      He frowns, “That’s what you got out of that?” he shakes his head. “My brother is the vice president. Roland.”

      I giggle, realizing why it felt so weird when I saw him last night. They look more alike, now that I know.

      “That’s not all I got out of that. I’m sorry that my father scares you.” I mock him.

      He scoffs, “he doesn’t—I can’t mess this up, Jeannine. If you knew…” he trails off and scratches at his eyes, combing his hair back with both hands.

      I am surprised when he stands and comes over to me. I stare wide eyed from the chair I sit in and watch him as he crouches down in front of me. I’m close enough to smell his intoxicating scent and dive into the depth of his eyes.

      “I said that’s why I didn’t call before. But I… when I walked in and saw you, I felt like a complete idiot. I want you, Jeannine. No matter who doesn’t want me to.” His voice gets deeper than before and it washes down my body, pooling in a place I forgot existed until I met him.

      I swallow, “Really?” I whisper.

      He licks his lips, trailing his eyes over me slowly. His hands reach up and grab my calves and my breath hitches.

      “Yeah, really.”

      “You want me like as a friend or—” I giggle, doing the same thing he did to me.

      He laughs fully, a delicious rumble in his chest I hadn’t heard before.

      “What about my dad? I mean obviously he can’t find out—” I break off.

      He shrugs, “I’d rather deal with that later.” He leans in closer and I stop breathing altogether.

      I have horrible kissing experience, it should just be counted as none at all. The closer he gets, the more my mind wanders until I can’t even make a coherent thought. I inhale his swarming scent; his lips get close enough to mine I feel his warm breath fan across. He seems to grow tired of dancing around it when he just crosses the space and crushes his lips to mine. I am caught on a gasp when he parts my lips and deepens the kiss. I reach out and grasp his face, his stubble tickling my palm. I turn my head into the kiss and inhale, getting all the air I need to continue. His grip tightens on my legs before he moves his hands and cups my face. His hands are warm, thumbs calloused as they brush across my cheek bones. His fingers lace into my hair, and I know it will tangle it but I don’t care. This kiss feels so real and I don’t know what to do except to kiss him back as hard as I can. And he is damn good at it. Even with no tongue, the kiss feels like sex itself. But he breaks away too soon, and I am left struggling to breathe.

      I drop my hands from him, touching my fingers against my lips. They’re warm and tingly, just like his eyes are looking at me right now.

      “Sorry, I had to. I would have waited until at least the first date.” He grins, tucking my hair away before moving his hands.

      I smile, “date?” I get excited, I’ve never really been on a first date before with anyone. My life has been group outings and accidentally ending up alone with a guy.

      “Yeah, date.”

      I giggle, “We should finish up work before we get too distracted.”

      He nods in agreement. I stand, too fast I think, and my head spins. I know it’s not just from the mind-blowing kiss, but from not having eaten all day.

      “Wow,” Spencer stands, his hands steadying me at my waist. “I guess I’m not as out of practice as I thought I was.” He chuckles.

      I swat at his chest but accept the help. My body presses to his, I breathe out and my breasts brush against him, I shiver from the feeling because it makes me feel more like a woman, when he holds me like this.

      “Nice try. I forgot to eat breakfast, I’m just a little lightheaded.” I explain.

      He nods once and smirks, “Good thing I always bring snacks.” His hands move around my waist, sliding across the front of my stomach before they leave me. I get a little self-conscious about it but he doesn’t notice.

      I follow him out of the room, it’s like walking back into daylight in the shop. There are a few people browsing around and I feel bad we were just in there sucking face. He reaches in his jacket leaning over a box by the register and hands me a candy bar.

      “Go recharge, I got these people.” He grins, the one that makes me just smile back without thinking.

      “Thanks.” I take it and go to the back room to eat it.

      I feel better only halfway through and realize how sluggish I was. I try to make it seem like I am working but all I can do is think about that kiss. About Spencer actually wanting me.

      He is more sincere than I thought he was. Genuine. And I know he didn’t get that from the club. It makes me want to find out what actually makes him himself. Where he came from, all that stuff. I wouldn’t know if any other guys at the club, or in school, liked me the same way. But they never did anything about it. People who know my dad don’t try to know me, that’s just the way it is.

      But Spencer is wiling to risk whatever it is he has at the club for me. I don’t know how far this will go but I feel like he deserves more than for it to be something casual, that threatens his place at the club. I know my dad better than anyone, and if I tell him upfront, he would understand. But I don’t know Tank, I don’t know what it is he might do to a member that crosses him, and I don’t want Spencer to be my way of finding out.
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      Roland and I haven’t spoken since that day at the gym. I thought I had just one thing to worry about, now there are two.

      I had that shitty feeling in the pit of my stomach for a long time after seeing Jeannine. I felt bad for even thinking it, for this being our situation. But even though I was mad at Roland, I still didn’t want to do anything that would jeopardize my place in the club. The one that he got me into and helped me turn my life around.

      Damn.

      Why did Jeannine have to be Tank’s daughter? Couldn’t she have been anyone else, even if it was in the club. But no, this is just my luck.

      I can’t stop thinking about her.

      Every day I look at her contact info on my phone and wish I could just text her and tell her why I am so hesitant about this, but I don’t.

      It wouldn’t be fair to put all that on her. It isn’t her fault who birthed her. I of all people, know that.

      “Hey dipshit, there’s pizza in the fridge.” Roland barges in my room. I’ve been dreading going to the shop today, it just reminds me of Jeannine now. But I can’t miss work because I have a pension for a girl I can’t have.

      “You don’t knock? What if I was jacking off?” I throw my pillow at him standing in the doorway.

      He shrugs, “Wouldn’t be the first time. Are you done avoiding me like a preteen?”

      I laugh and sit up. “I’m not avoiding you. I’m avoiding you asking me about doing shit at the club that I don’t want to do.” I scratch my bare chest and yawn, sleeping in till noon isn’t the best idea.

      “Then I won’t ask about it anymore.”

      I look at his blank expression. He probably just needed someone to talk to.

      “Okay.” I get up and stretch.

      “You coming to the club tonight?” he asks. It’s Friday, so I don’t really have a choice, but I just confirm that I am for the sake of solidarity.

      He leaves and then I piss and shower before getting dressed. I take the bike to work, which I have been doing since I got it.

      It’s actually easier to lug around than my truck. I park out front and then start out back to take the trash out and check the back door is still locked. If it’s open, someone probably tried to break in.

      We share the space with the shop right next to us, a bargain store or something. but their owner never does shit.

      The last thing I expected was to see Jeannine here, but of course I don’t get the courtesy from fate or whoever. I told her I would text her, and I didn’t. I’m not surprised she doesn’t want to speak to me.

      Saying I complicate things is an understatement. I have legit ruined people’s lives just for being there, but it doesn’t seem that good of an excuse to her.

      Only the truth will do, and it takes the most vapid pair of girls to give me the push I need to tell her. I don’t want women that pretend, that throw themselves at me even. I want what I had with Jeannine, being able to talk to someone and have a real conversation. The way I felt in those short moments with her… it would be worth everything, even—

      I walk back to where she hid out in the back room, to try and redeem myself somehow.

      “Hey.” I lean against the door frame and look at her.

      She looks absolutely gorgeous, as she always does. Her wildly curly hair is a little less wild today, but still beautiful. And I saw her earlier in those jeans she has on, I’ve never seen a riper ass and pair of legs in my life. I tell myself to focus, though, before I say the wrong thing again.

      “Hi.” She looks up from the inventory sheets.

      “Can I sit?”

      “Don’t you have a conversation to get back to.” She sighs, her words sharp. I laugh and walk over to the spare chair across from the desk.

      “Are you jealous of the groupies?” I smile at her, finding it hard not to make jokes with her. I saw her face, when she saw me talking to those girls, and I wish that she hadn’t. I’m not exactly an asshole, I talked back to them as much as they talked to me. But when they invited me to some sort of graduation pool party I quickly declined. I am definitely not the twenty-two-year-old that hangs around high school parties.

      “The groupies?” she screws up her face, her button nose scrunching up.

      It might be my favorite thing that she does.

      I lick my lips, nodding “Yeah, you know, they hang around the club and here sometimes.” I learned about them from Logan, and I am glad that I did. They seem like regular girls at first. But after I started seeing the same ones every other day, I caught on.

      “Oh.”

      I take a deep breath and try to figure out how to word this. I don’t think I have ever actually apologized to someone before, not like this. I’ve said it in passing but I hadn’t really meant it. This time I mean it. I hate that I probably made her feel like I lied, or that I didn’t like her. Because I do like her, a whole fucking lot.

      “I am sorry, Jeannine. About not calling.” I take another breath and look into her eyes. She seems to soften upon seeing me, and I find it hard to continue, just from how vulnerable she looks. She needs this, she has to know why.

      “Why didn’t you? I mean, is there a good reason or are you just sorry?” she asks, her voice is the softest I have ever heard it and I disappear inside her conscience, it forces the truth out of me.

      I moisten my lips again and lean forward, drawing my hands together and clasping my fingers.

      “It was… because of your dad. Which I know sounds shitty but you have to understand that this club was like my thousandth chance. And I can’t fuck things up, because then my brother will kill me.” I laugh but I don’t find it funny at all. My brother asked for a really simple thing and I can’t believe this is what might make me fuck it up. But I don’t care about that anymore. I want Jeannine to be mine, I just need to figure out how.

      “Who is your brother?”

      I frown, “that’s what you got out of that?” I shake my head and laugh under my breath. “My brother is the vice president. Roland.”

      She giggles, something passing over her face that I can’t place.

      “That’s not all I got out of that. I’m sorry that my father scares you.” She says. There is a mocking sense to her tone and I frown.

      I try and find my words so it doesn’t sound like I think her dad might be the biggest ass on the planet.

      “He doesn’t—I can’t mess this up, Jeannine. If you knew…” I trail off.

      My nerves make me scratch at my heating face and comb my hair back in frustration.

      I feel like I am too far away from her. something about her just grounds me. I get up and walk over to her, inhaling her calming scent as soon as I get close enough. I crouch down in front of her, taking in the softness of her skin and kindness in her eyes. She’s too good and pure for me, I know it already.

      “I said that’s why I didn’t call before. But I… when I walked in and saw you, I felt like a complete idiot. I want you, Jeannine. No matter who doesn’t want me to.” I lower my voice on purpose, not wanting to sway her, but knowing the effect it has on women.

      It seems to work when she swallows audibly, “really?” she whispers.

      I lick my lips again, trailing my eyes over her slowly. I reach around and grab her calves, feeling her warmth even through the denim. I feel her flinch too, as her breath rises once.

      “Yeah, really.” I tell her and mean it.

      “You want me like as a friend or—” she giggles, messing with me the same way I messed with her.

      I laugh aloud from purely being happy. I’m glad that she forgave me. I don’t know what I might have done if I didn’t have a second chance. I almost screwed the whole thing up. But I know for sure that I will definitely call when I say I will.

      “What about my dad? I mean obviously he can’t find out—” her eyes widen as she stumbles over her words, trailing off.

      I shrug, “I’d rather deal with that later.” I lean in closer to her and I can hear her stop breathing. Her skin flushes, around her cheeks and ears.

      I salivate at the simple thought of tasting her, of feeling her soft full lips against mine.

      My breath falls short and only one thing will steady it. My lips on hers, so I do. I kiss her like the fucking ship is going down and I have never even been on a boat. Her lips are as soft and pliable as I imagined, I coax them open and suckle her lips before I deepen the kiss. It’s just my lips moving against hers, but it’s all I need. Otherwise I’ll get carried away. All the blood in my body is already trailing to one place and I need to not lose my shit in here. Her soft hands come up and cradle my face, her palms against my jaw. Something about that gesture feels too sweet to me, it tightens my chest and I deepen the kiss in response. I move my hands from her legs to her face, feeling her softness under my rough hands for the first time. A kiss has never been like this to me, never felt like this. I would just take it further if I don’t stop, so I do.

      We pull apart and I catch my breath as she does. She touches her fingers to her lips, looking at me in shock. Like it wasn’t obvious that all I want to do is kiss her.

      “Sorry, I had to. I would have waited until at least the first date.” I smile, tucking her curly hair behind her ear. I’m pretty sure I almost tangled it at the back but there is nothing I can do about that.

      “Date?” her smile is sheepish. I nod and laugh at her once.

      “Yeah, date.”

      She giggles softly, “We should finish up work before we get too distracted.”

      I am starting to like the sound of her giggling too much, but I agree with her anyway. She stands and sways a bit before I rise and catch her. I grip her waist and watch her blink rapidly.

      “Wow,” I chuckle, “I guess I’m not as out of practice as I thought I was.” I smile when she looks at me.

      She swats at my chest but doesn’t really make an attempt to move. I realize how close we are, how good it feels to hold her.

      Her breasts press against my chest for a second and I tense up, really needing to get out of here before I lose all self-control.

      “Nice try. I forgot to eat breakfast, I’m just a little lightheaded.” She says.

      I nod in understanding and smile, “Good thing I always bring snacks.” I take my hands from her waist, dragging around her stomach just to hold on a bit longer. It’s nice to not feel too much bone when I do that, she flinches but I don’t say anything.

      I lead her out of the room, surprised there are customers. I don’t at all feel bad about it because Darius used to hook up with girls back there anyway. Maybe that’s where all the sexual energy in the room came from.

      “Go recharge, I got these people.” I hand her my candy bar, not even caring about looking forward to it.

      “Thanks.” She smiles, heading to the back.

      I take care of the customers and they leave right after. I take the opportunity to balance out the drawer and what not so we can just get out of here soon. We close at five every day, which is the perfect time, because that’s when I go crazy at being here alone.

      Since Jeannine is here though, I plan on heading back to talk to her again before my phone buzzes.

      Asshat brother: We need you to man the bar tonight.

      I roll my eyes and groan. I had a date with takeout and my bed.

      Me: Yeah okay.

      He texts me again but I ignore it. I walk to the back, and Jeannine is staring at the inventory sheets again.

      “Is that your favorite thing to do or something?” I announce myself and walk around the desk to her.

      She looks up at me and smiles. “No I was just bored. You can go if you have plans. I told my dad I would close up.”

      I shake my head. “I don’t have plans. Even if I did, I wouldn’t leave you here alone.” I smile.

      She blushes and looks away. I wish it wasn’t so surprising to her that she could be chosen.

      “Well, it’s about time anyway.”

      “I do have to go to the club though. If you want to come.” I tell her.

      She laughs, “I already told my dad I would come anyway.”

      I nod, “cool then. Let’s get the hell out of this place.”
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      About an hour later, she is locking the front door and we’re leaving. I try not to stare at her too much, but somehow the sunset made her even more beautiful. I realize her hair has some hazel to it, making this muddle curly hair falling down her back. My eyes drift to her ass in those jeans again and I already know that I am done for.

      “You want to take the bike?” I ask her.

      She eyes it funny, but not like she is afraid of it, which makes sense considering who she is.

      I watch her bite down on her lip and stare me in the eye.

      “We’re going to the club, Spencer.”

      I smile and step in front of her, “Hm, say my name like that again.”

      She laughs, pressing her hands to my chest. “I mean it. That won’t look very good.”

      I shrug, “We’ll just say we were at the shop. Which we were.” I lick my lips and she still seems cautious.

      “Come on, if we are going to do this, we have to try and be normal about it in front of them.” I tell her. And it’s true. We can’t be suspicious in public and only hide out together, it would look way too obvious.

      “Yeah. Okay.” She shrugs, following me over.

      Cars whip past on the street and the only thing I focus on is her. I start up my bike, for the first time actually glad that I have it, because her body presses to mine and I feel like a new man. Her arms come around my front, and I cover them with mine for a sec, before I peel off and head to the club.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            8

          

          
            Spencer

          

        

      

    

    
      I didn’t fully appreciate this bike until Jeannine was on the back of it, wrapped around me the way she was. I see why the guys like them so much, and I guess why women liked them so much too.

      I park out to the side of the club where I usually do, with the other guys that work inside. When we have certain club nights, it’s really packed and some of the other regular club members help out with orders, which just means that I have as much work to do as the bar regardless. I’m still fairly certain about showing up with her, making it look normal, but I am going to have to try even harder not to look like I am completely into her. Other guys can tell, and I’ll stick out like a sore thumb if I keep looking at her like I want to fuck her, which is becoming an increasing problem.

      “Are you sure about this? Maybe you should go in the back.” Jeannine says, after getting off the bike.

      I laugh at her and put the extra helmet back into the seat cover.

      “So I have to go in the back?” I walk closer to her, standing against the brick wall on the side. There is no one around right now, the side entrance to the garage is closed off too.

      “Well it wouldn’t make sense for me to go in the back. Since… I’m me.” She smirks, and I find her absolutely adorable in this moment.

      I grin and lean down to kiss her, she tenses up at first before kissing me back. I swipe my tongue against her lips, she opens up and swirls her tongue around mine. The nerves in my body come to life and I know I need to stop before I lose myself.

      “No one is going in the back. Fix your lip gloss, let’s go.” I step away from her, needing the air to breathe and calm myself. She grins and reapplies her gloss, I watch entrapped with her as she does.

      “Good?”

      “Yep.”

      We start walking around the corner, two other guys are walking in at the same time and it’s not missed, the way they look at both of us.

      “Hey,” I greet them, how I always do, and whatever tension was there quickly passes and we keep walking.

      I glance down at Jeannine, who frowns up at me, since I was right, I suppose.

      The round tables are somewhat full, music and clinking glasses fill the room, along with obnoxious laughter from the guys.

      “Spence!” Logan waves me over from behind the bar, grinning.

      I look down at Jeannine, “See? Told you it would be fine.” I nudge her arm and then walk off to the bar. I take my cut off and stuff it in the drawer under the register.

      “What’s up?” I shake Logan hello and grin back.

      “Why are you walking in with Tank’s daughter?” he pulls me aside and talks low.

      I frown, “She has a name, you know.”

      He laughs once, “See it’s stuff like that that has me worried.”

      I chuckle, “Nothing to worry about, man. Thanks though.” I cross my arms and lean against the counter. He still gives me an off look. It kind of pisses me off how no one here sees her as a person, only someone they don’t want to bother talking to because they’re scared shitless. It really isn’t fair to her, even if I wasn’t into her, it wouldn’t be fair to anyone.

      “You didn’t answer my question.” He says.

      I sigh, “We were at the shop together. Her dad asked her to come and I figured we’d save time just coming together. Besides, I didn’t want to leave her in the dark alone. Pretty sure Tank wouldn’t want her to be either.”

      “Ah, so you’re the good guy?” he starts laughing.

      “Pretty much. We need to restock?” I ask, moving the conversation along. I turn to see Jeannine moving through the back of the bar with Jack and Al, she must be on her way to see her dad. She disappears around the corner where his office is and confirms that.

      “Beers. There’s some liquor out back too.”

      “Oh I’ll get that, no probs.” I reply with sarcasm.

      He shakes his head at me and laughs, I head off in that direction, kind of glad I don’t have to deal with customers right now. The back entrance opens up to the garbage area and such, I smell kitchen oil and trash, I grab the two boxes and get out of there fast.

      When I walk back in, carrying two huge white boxes of liquor, I see Jeannine sitting with her dad, Jack, and Al, picking at a huge bowl of fries. I grin to myself, but it’s funny how she looks completely off limits at that time. She doesn’t notice me staring when I do, and I just keep walking, going about my work.

      It feels weird with her here, knowing we just made out at the shop and right by the club, but I am committed to being as normal about this as possible.

      “Has Rafe talked to you?” Logan asks me after a while. The bar has calmed down and I refill a draft beer every few minutes instead of seconds.

      I wipe at my forehead, slick with sweat, almost forgetting Rafe is my brother’s club name.

      “About?”

      He gives me a look, “Club needs someone to gather some intel.”

      “Intel? God, I knew this place was a cult.” I chuckle.

      Logan shakes his head, they’ve all heard me say that before and it gets funnier every time, because it just starts sounding truer.

      “We’re not. But there are some issues with the other clubs, we figured you would be good at it.”

      “We? Who is we?” I laugh.

      He shrugs, “The execs. Why do you think Tank was okay with even letting you in the club? I mean sure, he took your bro’s word for it. But it’s because of what you used to do as much as anything.”

      “What I used to do?” I make myself a strawberry lemonade and make the sugar calm me down.

      “Breaking and entering. Not getting caught doing it.”

      I laugh then, because he is right. I was never caught, just sold out. But that was a long time ago. I’m half mad at Roland for telling my life story, letting everyone at the club, or I guess just the execs, know what I used to occupy myself with. It’s none of their business now, since I don’t do it anymore, but they seem to think that it is.

      “I’m tabling this conversation.” I clap his shoulder and walk to the end of the bar, sipping my drink.

      My eyes roam around to find Jeannine again, playing darts with Al. I try to look elsewhere every few seconds so I don’t look obvious, but most of the time I am just staring at Jeannine. She really does look damn good in those jeans, and when I glance at the other guys, none of them are looking at her.

      How are they so good at pretending she doesn’t exist? It’s weird.

      “You look ridiculous.” Roland comes up on the side where I didn’t see him.

      I flip him off, “It’s a balanced drink.”

      “I’m headed out. See you at home.” He swirls his finger around in my drink and I try and grab him from over the bar but he moved too fast.

      “Fuck off, and I’m still pissed at you.”

      He just chuckles at me and frowns, “Old news.” He walks out and talks to some of the guys on the way.

      I frown at my ruined drink and end up pouring it out. Since it’s almost closing time, for the bar at least, I drain the sinks and scrub the brushes against each other with hot water. It’s easy work, I just don’t like doing it sometimes. Like tonight when I would rather be with Jeannine, anywhere else but here.

      “Was that strawberry lemonade?”

      I think I am imagining her voice when I hear it, but I turn and find it is her. She leans on the bar, holding her chin on her hand with a sly smile.

      I grin when I see her.

      “Yeah. You want one?” I ask. Even though I put everything in the fridge and took down the drink machine.

      She sits on the bar stool, “sure.”

      I can’t help but glance around for her subtle bodyguards, but I don’t see them. The only other people in here are two older guys at the pool table. I make her drink and set it in front of her.

      “Thanks,” she sips at it and I watch her lips curl around the straw like a man possessed.

      “Where are your henchmen?” I ask.

      She giggles, “What?” looking up at me with her bright eyes.

      I lean over the bar, throwing my towel over my shoulder.

      “Your follow guards or whatever.”

      “Oh. Jack took some girl home. Al went home to his wife I think.”

      “And your old man?”

      “In the office.”

      I nod once. She drinks more lemonade and then checks her phone, texting someone. I watch her like she’s a show and don’t get bored at all. When I look around at the bar for a second, I feel her staring at me and I let her for a while. That’s before a flash goes off right in my face.

      “What was that?” I laugh.

      She looks absolutely mortified instead, her eyes are wide and she turns her phone face down instead.

      “Oh my—I was… never mind.”

      I grin, “You were taking a picture of me.”

      Her cheeks blush that beautiful crimson color and I lick my lips at wanting to taste her, every time she does that.

      “I wasn’t… I was just—”

      “You’re a crappy liar, angel. But I appreciate the effort. As long as you got my good side.”

      She leans back and clears her throat, crossing her arms. “What’s that?” I watch her chest push against the shirt and ignore my twitching cock.

      “Every side is my good side.” I steal her drink and take a sip, “Wow I’m good at that.” I hand it back to her.

      “Who’s the picture for?” I ask.

      She stutters over her words, trying to lie again until she takes out her phone and distracts herself with the screen again.

      “My friend.”

      “Wow, I’m in with your friends now too.” I laugh.

      She rolls her eyes at me, “I have one friend, it’s not plural.”

      I nod in response. When Darius walks out of the back I pretend to be wiping at the counter. He nods to me as he leaves and I do the same.

      “Doesn’t it bother you that everyone around here pretends like you don’t exist?”

      Her expression falls and then she looks back at me.

      “Not really. I’m used to it.”

      “Here?” I ask.

      “Yeah, here. Everywhere mostly. Especially high school. I’m pretty sure college won’t be any different.”

      I frown at her and look confused. She raises her brow in question.

      “But… why?”

      “Why?”

      “Yeah,” I laugh once, “I mean you’re sexy as hell. Funny. Why would anyone not see you?”

      She smiles sadly. “I guess we went to a different kind of high school. And I wasn’t like the other girls that walked around half dressed and threw themselves all over guys. So, I was practically invisible. It was easier that way anyway, no one bothered me.” She giggles, and even though that sucks, I don’t feel bad for her, because she doesn’t feel bad for herself at all.

      “Hm. Well, I see you. And I’d like to see more of you.” I lean closer to her on the bar, crossing my arms.

      She tenses up but then leans in too, “Is that how you ask me for a naked picture?” she jokes.

      I laugh aloud, “No. How about a real date? Tomorrow.”

      She blinks as she thinks it over and I wait for her.

      “I suppose that would be okay.”

      “Good.”

      “Good.” she smiles. I wish I could kiss her right now, but I don’t really have a death wish. And I’m getting better at controlling my impulses.

      “Do you want to get out of here?” I ask her.

      “I don’t know. I’d have to tell my dad and then I will have to tell him who I am leaving with—”

      

      “You’re rambling. Just tell him the truth. I’m driving you back to your car.”

      She swallows, “But—”

      “I’d tell him, but that wouldn’t make much sense now would it?”

      She sighs, “Yeah…okay.” She still looks apprehensive about it as she walks off and I shamelessly watch her.

      I smirk to myself and then wash her glass, clean up the rest of the bar and shut off the lights. I’m prepared to wait as long as I have to, at this point, I’m pretty sure I’ll always be happy to wait for Jeannine.
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      The only reason I wasn’t going out of my mind was because the burgers at the club were really good. There was like a mini restaurant inside that had those and fries and that was it. Half their money here came from that. But Dad made me talk to Jack and Al like the whole time, which was fine, I always caught them up on my life and such. But Dad was being increasingly weird about it.

      He didn’t know I came in with Spencer, and no one in the club was like a tattle tale or something, so no one said anything. I don’t know what he would have done, honestly. I am convinced that I might be overreacting, but I don’t want to find out anytime soon.

      “I’m going to get some work done in the office.” Dad says to me, after he’s made me talk everyone to death.

      “Okay.”

      After that, Jack and Al left pretty soon after too. I was glad to finally be somewhat alone with Spencer. The other guys at the bar were old and not even in the club. I was slyly watching Spencer the whole night while he was at the bar. The way he smiled and chatted up the customers, walked around like he owned the place. He was just super-hot, for no reason.

      “Was that strawberry lemonade?” I walk over to the bar and ask him, I couldn’t figure out what to say and that kind of came out.

      But he turned around smiling, so it seemed like it was good enough.

      “Yeah. You want one?” he asks, cocking his brow up.

      I sit down, “Sure.”

      I’m pretty sure I only sat because I knew my dad was in his office. And there aren’t any cameras. I watch him make my drink like a pro, his arms flexing when he shakes the glass.

      “Thanks,” I sip it, sweet and tangy just like I want it.

      “Where are your henchmen?” he asks me.

      “What?” I giggle, blinking at him in shock.

      He leans over the bar and I get distracted by his… his face pretty much.

      “Your follow guards or whatever.”

      “Oh. Jack took some girl home. Al went home to his wife I think.”

      “And your old man?”

      “In the office.” I answer. My phone buzzes and I know that it’s Adriana. I periodically updated her and kept it up.

      When she asked for a pic of Spencer, I figured now was the perfect time, he was currently looking elsewhere, his jaw line all taut and everything. I took out my camera and clicked without even thinking.

      The flash went off and my stomach sunk inside itself.

      “What was that?” he laughs.

      My heart pattered faster than I could keep up with it and I felt my face going hot.

      “Oh my—I was… never mind.” I squeaked.

      He smiled slowly, “You were taking a picture of me.”

      “I wasn’t… I was just—” I couldn’t figure out how to explain a bright light. Saying I was going for a selfie was just uncharacteristic.

      “You’re a crappy liar, angel. But I appreciate the effort. As long as you got my good side.” His deep voice sounded better than ever.

      “What’s that?” I lean back and cross my arms.

      “Every side is my good side.” He steals my drink and sips from the straw, “Wow I’m good at that.”

      “Who’s the picture for?” he asks me, and I try to figure out how to lie to him and come up short.

      “My friend.” I clear my throat. My body still feels cold as ever on the inside, my skin prickles just from being around Spencer, and I’m pretty sure that I’m permanently blushing.

      “Wow, I’m in with your friends now too.” He laughs.

      “I have one friend, it’s not plural.” I roll my eyes at him and he just keeps laughing. This is mortifying.

      “Doesn’t it bother you that everyone around here pretends like you don’t exist?” he asks me after a while. I get half way through my lemonade and have to use the bathroom but there is no way I’m getting up right now.

      I let my face fall though, from hearing the question I try to ignore all the time.

      “Not really. I’m used to it.” I shrug, even though I don’t really mean it. Or want to mean it.

      “Here?”

      “Yeah, here. Everywhere mostly. Especially high school. I’m pretty sure college won’t be any different.” I sigh, that’s the unfortunate truth. It was what I planned to do this summer, experience things. But that feels too much like using him and I don’t want to do that. It’s not about that anymore.

      “But… why?”

      “Why?” I ask back.

      “Yeah, I mean you’re sexy as hell. Funny. Why would anyone not see you?”

      The only thing I got out of that was him saying I’m sexy and I stay there for quite a while until I can process.

      “I guess we went to a different kind of high school. And I wasn’t like the other girls that walked around half dressed and threw themselves all over guys. So, I was practically invisible. It was easier that way anyway, no one bothered me.” I half laugh, but it doesn’t feel funny anymore.

      “Hm. Well, I see you. And I’d like to see more of you.” He leans in close and I try to find where the lie is, but there isn’t one.

      “Is that how you ask me for a naked picture?” I can only figure out what to say by joking.

      He laughs his deepy boom of a laugh, “No. How about a real date? Tomorrow.”

      I blink a lot, which I do when I am trying to think. I wonder if he is being serious but figure he won’t be messing with me like that. I stare at him and try to find the tell but he is serious as ever, and it makes me nervous. I keep forgetting this guy actually likes me, but not that I like him a lot too.

      “I suppose that would be okay.” I swallow. I don’t plan on telling him it would be my first real date, that’s too much pressure.

      “Good.”

      “Good.” I smile at him.

      His lips twitch, and I notice he does that before he is about to kiss me. But he can’t right now.

      “Do you want to get out of here?” he asks and I’m shocked.

      “I don’t know. I’d have to tell my dad and then I will have to tell him who I am leaving with—”

      “You’re rambling. Just tell him the truth. I’m driving you back to your car.”

      “But—” I swallow hard, thinking of my father doesn’t make me nervous. But telling him about a guy or being anywhere with a guy… yikes.

      “I’d tell him, but that wouldn’t make much sense now would it?”

      I sigh, “Yeah…okay.”

      I take one last sip of my lemonade and then head back there. He is probably just on his computer or pretending to look at tax forms. He hires someone to do it, but I guess he likes to be involved. I use the bathroom by his office first, the one no one is allowed to use, hence why it is so clean.

      “Dad?” I knock on the door and walk in.

      “Hey Jeannie.” He smiles, and he is looking at tax forms. Or pretending to.

      “I gotta get out of here dad, I’m tired.”

      “Well I’ll just finish up—”

      “No, that’s fine.” I stand on the other end of his desk and twiddle my thumbs. “Um, I came with Spencer so I’m just going to leave with him.” I say quickly.

      He drops the papers in a comical way and looks up at me. “Spencer? You came here with him?”

      “Yes, Dad. He gave me a ride. We were at the shop together, you know where you sent me after begging for my help. My car is still there and he’s just gonna drive me back.” I explain. He still looks like a deer caught in headlights.

      “I don’t know about that. Spencer. I don’t know him all that well yet.”

      “If you let him in the club, he must be a stand-up guy.” The way he is looking at me almost makes me spill it all out, but I refrain.

      “Yeah but…”

      “Look dad, he isn’t even my type, okay? If you must know.”

      He cringes and waves me off. He pauses for a while and then sighs.

      “Just call me when you get to the house. I’ll be here late anyway.”

      “Okay.” I walk over and hug him, kiss his cheek goodbye, so he’ll calm down. I see the vein pulsing on his forehead and hope I didn’t just give my dad a heart attack.
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      “What took you so long?” Spencer grins at me from the bar, sitting on one of the stools. He has his legs open and as I walk up to him, I force my eyes from his filled-out crotch area.

      I clear my throat, “Uh my dad might have had a heart attack.”

      He frowns, “What the fuck?”

      I laugh, “Well I told him I was going to pick up my car with you and that we came in together—”

      “I didn’t ask you to do all that.” He shakes his head.

      “Oh. Well it’s better that he knows everything. If I didn’t tell him that I would have tried to lie about something else and then I would have told him we kissed—” his fingertips press to the inside of my wrist and I stop.

      He smirks, “Rambling. But I get it. Let’s get out of here.”

      I follow him out, sort of watching his ass. “Can we stop for food?” I ask.

      He stops at his bike and gives me a funny look.

      “What?” I ask.

      We are in the closed off part now, where no one can see us.

      He walks up close until every breath I take brushes my chest against his. My whole body comes alive when I’m near him, but when he touches me, I am completely done for.

      “You just ate.”

      “That was hours ago. Don’t judge me—”

      “I’m not,” he raises his hands in defense. “I like a girl that can eat. I know just the place.”

      I don’t even look at the time when I hop on his bike. I slide my body up against his, wrapping my arms tight around his middle. His abs feel like rock against my palms, his back feels about the same way. I lay my cheek against it and feel his heartbeat, inhale the leather of his cut as he whips down the road. I don’t know for how long he drives, but he stops soon after at a drive-in kind of place I’ve never seen before, and I grew up here.

      “Best hotdogs in town.” He says.

      I shrug and smile, “Sounds good to me.”

      We order from the outside machine and sit at a black park bench kind of table. His knee hits mine from the other side and I try not to look as nervous as I feel. I shiver once and he looks at me with concern.

      “You cold?”

      “No, I’m fine.” I wrap my arms around myself.

      He laughs and takes his jacket off anyway, “You are. Here.” he hands me his jacket, “Wouldn’t want you freezing to death.”

      I put his jacket on and feel instantly better, it still has his warmth on it.

      “You won’t be cold?” I look at his tee shirt and bare arms.

      “No, I’m warm blooded.” He smirks, purposefully hitting his knee against mine. I let it stay there, his warm leg against mine.

      Our food comes soon, it’s hot and greasy and perfect. I half watch him eat like it’s an erotic show, the way he licks his lips and fingers, bad for my health. His was twice the size of mine because he was right, I did just eat, but I get hungry easily.

      “Good right?”

      “Yeah. Thank you.” He had paid before I got the chance. I drink down my water and feel absolutely full. “You didn’t have to pay.”

      “I’m a chivalrous man. But this isn’t our date, just to be clear. I like to think I have more grandiosity than this.”

      I giggle, “That’s a big word.”

      He chuckles, “I have word of the day toilet paper.” He jokes.

      “English was my favorite subject in school. The days that I went.” He says.

      “I hated English.”

      “What did you like?” he asks me.

      I sigh, “Art.” I reply.

      He raises his brows in shock. “Really? I never would have guessed.”

      “I get that a lot. That’s what I decided to go to college for, graphic design.” I tell him when I haven’t even told anyone yet. Not even my parents or Adriana, which is weird considering she is my only friend but Spencer… he’s something else, and I don’t know what yet.

      “What do you like to design? Anything?” he picks at a fry and I wrap the jacket around myself more. It whips his scent my way and I relax even more, it’s like a drug.

      “Um, abstract designs and stuff. I actually—” I pause, my dad and I don’t even talk about this. “I designed the shirts for the shop. They’ve all been the same, just on different colors.”

      “No shit? I fucking love those shirts. I mean I don’t pay for them, but still.”

      I laugh, “Thanks. But I don’t really tell anyone.”

      “It’s a secret.”

      “Yep. I mean it was Logan’s idea to have the shop but it was going to be just for smokes and stuff, a convenience store. But I told my dad about it and he was all for it. I started off with a couple and then what we have now. But I don’t do it anymore, it’s boring.”

      “Wow. Boring to be a hot shot designer?”

      I nod with a smile, “Pretty much. I get a very small commission but it adds up.”

      “You bought your shirts the other day though.”

      “Yeah for the taxes.” I giggle.

      He chuckles and nods once. “That’s really cool, Jeannine.”

      “Thank you.”

      We sit there for a while before he drives me back to my car. I stand outside my door and try to force myself to get in, but I can’t seem to. I miss him already and I feel dumb for feeling like that.

      “You ever car sit before?” I ask him, when he looks as hesitant as me.

      “What?” he laughs.

      I fiddle with my keys and stare at the gray asphalt. “Um. Just sit in the car and listen to music or whatever.” I realize it sounds like I am asking him to do something else, a little less innocent.

      He smirks, his eyes gleaming. “Sounds fun.” He gets in the other side and I half start the engine so it doesn’t waste gas. His scent fills the car and I watch as he funnily adjusts the seat, I forget how tall he is.

      “This is a nice whip.” He slides his hand over the dash.

      I prop my leg up on the seat and push it back a little from the steering wheel.

      “My uh, my dad bought it for me. As a gift for my high school graduation.”

      “Wow, spoiled.” He jokes.

      “Wh—I’m not spoiled. My dad just feels bad. He sends us money, too much money. My mom tried not to use it at first but I convinced her to at least get stuff for herself.” I explain.

      Spencer nods and gives me a long look. I turn to him sideways and he leans in close.

      “Can I ask you something?”

      “Yeah.” I moisten my lips and cock my head at him.

      He goes off in his head for a second and then looks at me.

      “Why did your mom leave? I mean… I know the guys at the club are pretty scared of him but I wondered if you—” he blinks quickly and scratches at the back of his neck, I crane my neck and don’t get what he’s saying.

      “If I…”

      “If you’re afraid of him too. I mean like—”

      I gasp, “Oh,” I say slowly. Then I start laughing, he looks at me like I’m crazy.

      “Sorry I just… no, I’m not afraid of him. Neither was my mom. I’m laughing because people always assume that. School teachers, counselors, even my best friend. But no. My dad is a total teddy bear. He may have fake claws, but he’s all fuzzy on the inside. With us, at least. He’s different with the club. That’s why my mom left, she didn’t like where things were going.” I sigh, I haven’t really gotten into this in a while. In fact I never even had to.

      “When I was twelve the club started running drugs and that was kind of my mom’s last straw. They argued all the time for about a year and then she took me and left. That was the ultimatum she gave him. For a long time I was really mad that…”

      ‘He chose the club.” He finishes for me and I am grateful for it.

      “Yeah. I don’t think I’ve ever said that out loud before. I felt like that for a long time before I understood. And it’s not like he left us, he didn’t want a custody battle that affected me. He never neglected me so that counts for something.” I sigh. In fact it counts for everything. I know my dad loves me, that he loves us both—and that it’s just a shitty situation. The club is like a second child to him, he would do anything for it. I don’t even know how he must have felt.

      “Yeah, it does. I’m sorry you went through that.” He sets his hand on my knee and squeezes.

      “Thanks.” I swallow, “What about your parents?  Is it just you and your brother?” I ask.

      He tightens his jaw and squeezes my knee tighter.

      “Uh yeah, it’s just us. And I don’t really remember our parents, I was too young. We grew up in foster care.”

      “Oh…” I trail off, I feel bad for not knowing what to say. Maybe I am spoiled.

      “I’m sorry.” I laugh nervously, paying more attention to the new song on the radio.

      “That’s okay.” He rubs up my leg and the energy changes immediately. I feel that shift in my body, around other areas I forgot existed, that he makes me pulse in.

      I lick my lips and look at him, he looks back at me and my lips, smiling. Then his lips are on mine, and I melt against him. it starts off slow and I reach across to slide my fingers in his hair, holding him close. One of his hands grips my thigh, the other brushes my hair back and cradles my cheek. I inhale sharply when his tongue brushes mine and he deepens the kiss. I turn my head and feel his lips harder against mine. The man kisses like a god, and I can barely keep up.

      He breaks from me for a hot second and I inhale sharply before we go back to kissing like horny teenagers. I was only a teenager four months ago, I have no idea how old he is though. I don’t really care, I just know that he feels so good against me. I slide my hands down his neck, over his taut muscles. They are warm against my hand and I squeeze, sliding my hand across to his chest and down his abs. I truly have no idea what I’m doing or how far I’m going to go, it just feels right. He does the same to me, sliding his hand down my body. He toys with the hem of my shirt and I nod him forward, he lifts it, his palm slides against my skin and I shiver at his warm calloused touch. My hand stops at the hem of his jeans, not going any further, as much as I want to know what’s underneath—

      “We should stop, before I really lose it.” he breaks the kiss, breathing heavily, “You drive me crazy.” He pulls back, exhaling heavily and combing his hair back.

      I sit back on the seat and laugh, “Sorry.”

      “So this is car sitting.”

      I sigh, “Yeah. It is.” I giggle. “Except when everyone in high school was doing it, they were also having sex.” I mutter.

      He laughs, “Not helping.” He adjusts himself in the seat and I blush from just that. “Is that when you…”

      I laugh, “God no. I was at a soccer meet. An away game. The other team had a really… nice equipment manager.” I laugh to myself, remembering the nice enough guy that went to a high school far enough away I would never see him again. I think I just wanted to get it over with, so I could say that I did. Not my brightest moment.

      “Hm, I never would have guessed.”

      “What did you think?” I laugh.

      He smiles, “I don’t know. I mean I thought… your dad is kind of over protective.”

      I nod, “Yep. But not when I’m with my mom. I told her all about it, she took me to get birth control. She’s that kind of mom.”

      He chuckles.

      “What about you? I told you mine.” I nudge his knee.

      He shakes his head and laughs. “I was fifteen or sixteen I don’t really remember. Some other girl in the foster house we were in.”

      I give him a funny look, “She was older, wasn’t she?”

      “By like a year,” he defends.

      We laugh together and change the conversation, swiftly.

      “Why did you ask about my dad like that?” I wonder aloud.

      He shrugs, “I just thought it was weird how you were afraid to tell him we were leaving together.”

      “He just… he’s over protective. But he also only has one kid. Years ago my mom took me away and he thinks he chose the club over me, it would be worse if I was with someone at the club. He wouldn’t forgive them for it.”

      “Gee thanks…”

      I grip his arm, “I didn’t mean it like that. I just meant it might show him what he did. But we should… never mind.”

      “What?”

      I shake my head, I don’t know if I can really get into it right now because I only thought about it once and I wasn’t ready to be that girl. I overthink, and I don’t want to run him away by thinking too far into the future, it wouldn’t be fair to him.

      We are just starting out and I don’t even know what we are. We haven’t gone on a date yet anyway. But I did think about it.

      He nudges me, and I remember he asked me.

      I turn to look at him and sigh. “Don’t think I’m crazy—”

      “Impossible.” He makes the scouts honor sign and I giggle.

      “I’m leaving for college in the fall. If I ever told him it would only be if… we were… worth mentioning.” I clear my throat and wait for his response.

      He ends up laughing and nodding instead. “I get it.” he says, and that’s it.

      I twist my lips and stare off in front of me, into the dark shop with all the lights off. A rather suggestive song comes on and I change the station, a sad one plays.

      “Sorry. I didn’t mean to—” he cuts me off.

      “It’s fine, angel. It’s a tough sit,” he sighs.

      “Yeah.” I swallow hard and wish I didn’t do the whole clingy thing in the first place.

      “Jeannine, look at me.” he says.

      I fight past my pattering heart beat and look at him. his eyes ground me, so easily, and I wish that they didn’t, but I’m not complaining right now.

      “I think it’s cute that you ramble and over think things. And when I think about you… I think farther ahead that just the summer. Just so you know.”

      I beam, smiling like a kid on Christmas. He smiles back and kisses me quickly, his lips swaying against mine.

      “I should go, it’s late.” He groans under his breath, and I’m half glad he is sad to be leaving.

      “Yeah. It’s late.” I actually start the engine and give him another long look.

      “I’ll call you tomorrow, discuss our date.” He cups my cheek and tucks hair behind my ear before getting out of the car.

      He waits until I drive off, and I take deep breaths all the way home. He got me all hot and bothered and now I have to just go home alone. My dad isn’t there when I arrive, but I call and tell him that I made it, hoping he doesn’t notice a difference in my voice. He must be busy, because he doesn’t.

      I strip and get in the shower, really fighting my instincts, but god… Spencer is under my skin, right where I feel him the most. I soap myself down and slide my fingers between my legs, stroking until I fall over the edge. It doesn’t feel nearly as good as I think it will, with Spencer, but it scratches the itch well enough.

      I wear my big tee shirt to bed, smiling against the pillow thinking of Spencer until I fall asleep. I can’t believe he said he thinks far past the summer, that he feels the same way about me. I don’t want to upset my dad, and I don’t want to drive a wedge between us. But I don’t want to miss out on something real just because of him…

      And I know that I have to try not to.
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      “Jeannie, come eat breakfast.”

      I rolled over in bed and groaned, stuffing the pillow over my head like it would help. Dad was yelling up the steps when all I want to do is sleep. I shouldn’t have come back so late last night, but I know I wouldn’t have left Spencer just for the sake of not being tired. I hate how I am thinking of him as soon as I wake up, but I am. I’m far gone—

      “Sweetie, you can’t sleep all day.” Dad knocks and enters my room, peeking his head in.

      I frown at him and glance at my pink wall clock, the only thing I didn’t change, and it is barely noon.

      “It’s not all day, Dad. Leave me be.” I roll over and stuff my face into the pillow.

      He chuckles, “I made chocolate chip pancakes.”

      “You can’t bribe me with food.” I say with my eyes closed.

      He laughs again and I feel his heavy footsteps come across the room, then my bed dipping at the foot from his weight. He rubs my back over the comforter and I turn to look at him.

      “You got home late last night.” He says, halfway stern. I know he hasn’t left the house yet at all because he’s wearing flannel pants instead of jeans and has an old tee shirt on. His tattoos used to be weird to look at growing up, trailing all the way down his hands, but now it’s just normal.

      “Yeah. So?” I don’t really have a curfew or anything. Even if I did, I always stayed at home anyway.

      “Spencer didn’t try anything with you, did he?” he frowns.

      I giggle to hide my discomfort, I need to get better at lying. Technically I tried things with Spencer too, but he didn’t ask me that.

      “No, Dad. He’s nice. They all are. Sort of.” I wipe at my eyes and sit up, he smiles and nods.

      “Good.” he stands and pats my head like I’m nine. “Wake up. Come eat.” He shuts the door behind him and I groan internally, but I am already awake anyway.

      I get up, go through my morning routine and dress in leggings and a sweater, Dad keeps it really cold in the house and I have yet to adjust.

      I find Dad at the dining table, halfway through his breakfast. I make a plate and sit with him, contemplating my words.

      “What if he had?” I ask him, cutting at my food.

      “Hm?” he lifts the paper and folds it, half paying attention.

      My heart stalls in my throat as I swallow and wonder what I am about to do, but I just have to know.

      “If Spencer tried anything. What would you do?”

      He drops the paper and his fork and gives me a funny look. “Depends what you would do first.”

      I shrug, “I wouldn’t know.”

      His expression drops and turns more serious, I almost regret asking him at all.

      “My guys at the club know they’re not supposed to try anything, because they don’t want to find out what happens if they do. But Spence, he’s a new member, still a prospect basically.”

      “So… he’d get off easy or something?” I try to pretend I am not that invested by still nibbling at my pancakes.

      “No one gets off easy at the club. But maybe I’ll ruin his life a little less.” He chuckles, like it’s funny, but I am just more terrified.

      I finish the rest of my breakfast, surprisingly, and we move the conversation on to easier things for a bit. As I wash up, Dad comes over to help me put the dishes away.

      “I talked to your mom this morning.” He says, and the plate nearly slips from my fingers.

      “You did?” I shut the water off and face him.

      He nods, crossing his arms and leaning against the counter. “Yeah I did.”

      “Who called who?” I half smile, feeling like some sort of a matchmaker. This is the most I have bothered them about talking to each other and I suppose that it worked.

      “I called her, like a man is supposed to do. All she did was yell. Anyway, I just wanted to tell you.”

      “For advice?” I smile, nudging his arm.

      He chuckles and shakes his head, “No, Jeannie. We’re your parents.”

      “I forget sometimes.” I murmur, looking up at him.

      He grins behind his beard and shakes his head at me. “Alright, sweetie, whatever you say.”

      We finish up, and I know I have to go to the shop later for a few hours, but not all day like yesterday. I don’t know if Spencer will be there, but he also hasn’t called yet, so I can’t be sure. My mind keeps drifting over to our date tonight and I get butterflies every time. I’ve never been on one before, and I kind of wish he could come to the door and pick me up, meet my dad and everything, but clearly that isn’t going to happen. We’re both about to leave the kitchen before my phone rings, and it’s across the counter. I see the caller ID and run to it before he can see.

      “Phone’s ringing,” he says, just before I grab it and cover the screen that reads Spencer across it.

      “Thanks for breakfast.” I run off, racing up the stairs and answering on the last ring as I shut the door.

      “Hello?” I answer, half panting.

      “Why are you breathing like that?” he asks, humor in his voice. His deep, warm voice sounds just as good over the phone.

      I smile, “Um, I was with my dad when the phone rang.” I go over and sit on my windowsill, smiling out at our green grass.

      “Oh shit. Sorry.”

      I giggle, “that’s okay. I’m… glad you called.”

      He chuckles, “Yeah me too. Sorry I called so late, I don’t really wake up early.”

      “I can understand that. What are you doing?” I bite my lip and smile like a giddy school girl, he kind of just makes me into one.

      “I’m eating cold pizza on the couch.”

      “Ew.”

      “It’s better cold, I promise. And watching trash tv.”

      “That’s the best tv. I just had breakfast. A real one.” I tease.

      He sighs, “I was going to sit around all day until Tank called me and said I have to go in to the shop for a while.”

      “Oh, that sucks.” I say. I find it weird how my dad just told me I didn’t have to go, but now it makes sense. He probably suspects something already and isn’t saying anything. I don’t want to warn Spencer about it because then he might back off, getting worried about being caught or something. So I keep it to myself.

      “Yeah, not really, it’s something to do. But I was hoping to pick you up around six.”

      I smile, “That sounds great. Except…”

      “Or maybe we can meet up.” He laughs once.

      “Yeah,” I smile, “That sounds good.” I sigh, sadly, because it sucks how we can’t really do things normally.

      “I can’t wait to see you.” He says.

      I beam, smiling from ear to ear.

      “Me too.”

      There is some noise on his end, and he says he has to go before he hangs up. I stare at my phone smiling, replaying his voice in my head. I do that for a while until I remember what Dad said about calling Mom. I’m due to check in with her anyway, so I call her up.

      “Jeannine, I’m so glad you called.” She shrieks, Mom is easily overexcited. But it’s probably just because I am her only child.

      “Hi Mom.” I smile, her honeyed voice is always a comfort to me.

      “What have you been up to?” she asks, in that way she kind of knows something is wrong already. It makes my throat tighten at all that’s really wrong, but I didn’t call for me right now.

      “Oh, nothing. Dad and I had breakfast together. He uh, he told me that he called you.” I say cautiously, good thing too, because there is complete silence on her end for a while.

      Eventually, she sighs and confirms.

      “Yeah he did. Early as hell too, he woke me up.”

      I giggle, “He woke me up too. I guess that’s a thing he does.”

      “Yeah, well.”

      I hear her doing something on the other end that sounds like she is in her bakery.

      “What did you guys talk about?” My mom and I have virtually no boundaries, I guess not really with either of my parents about certain things.

      “Nothing really.”

      “He said you yelled the whole time.” I laugh.

      “I yelled once, that man is so sensitive.” She says, and I hear the smile in her voice, she sounds happy when she talks about Dad sometimes. That has to count for something.

      “Okay well… what did he say?” I chew the inside of my cheek.

      “Not much, he just called to see how I was doing. He does that.”

      “I didn’t know that.” I say.

      “Yeah, well, he’s a good man that way. Except we don’t actually talk about anything, usually. But he was asking about me visiting for fourth of July.”

      “You should come! I’ll be missing you by then.”

      She giggles, “You aren’t missing me now?”

      “You know what I mean mom.”

      “Yeah. Well that’s why I yelled, I said I wouldn’t come back until he started listening to me. Needless to say he hasn’t listened yet.”

      “Give him some time. He is a man after all.”

      “Since when do you know about men?” she laughs.

      “I don’t, I guess.”

      “No special boys over there?”

      I groan, thinking of Spencer. “No. You know Dad would have a coronary if I had any.”

      “Your dad is all talk baby, don’t worry about that. You can’t be alone forever.”

      “I may have to.”

      We swiftly change the conversation to easier things. She has a new cake recipe she wants to try out for the cupcakes and is hiring a new cashier for the shop. I would work there sometimes to help out, but she felt bad about asking me, now that I’m away she doesn’t really have a choice, and I’m going off to college.

      “Will you try and talk to Dad again? Just to see me.” I try and bribe her, but we both know I wasn’t enough the first time.

      “Yeah, I’ll think about it. Call me soon, okay?”

      “Yeah, I will. Bye Mom.”

      I hang up and try to figure out what I’ll do for the rest of the night, until I have my date with Spencer.
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      After tearing my closet apart I decide I have nothing to wear. With only a few hours until I meet Spencer, I start to panic. I want to look as good as possible, more than my jeans and tee shirt ensemble I have down. I know he probably won’t care, but I do. It’s our first date, my first ever, I don’t want to screw it up.

      Adriana comes to the rescue; her closet is basically a store and I wasn’t about to spend money.

      “Do you want to look hot or cute?” she asks.

      I sit on her bed, a plush purple comforter and black headboard. Her room looks like a catalog too. Which would surprise someone living on a teacher’s salary, but it’s just her, and sometimes her parents still bank roll her life. It’s why she lives in the nicest building in town and has an entire room for a closet.

      “Um… I don’t know?” I giggle, laying on the bed.

      She frowns, looking down at me with her hands on her hips and smiling. I wish I could just look like her sometimes, in just shorts and an old tee shirt she looks hot. While I look like a vagrant.

      “Oh my god. Hot it is.” She disappears in her closet and I protest.

      “No, I can’t pull off hot. I’ll look like I am trying to be hot, which isn’t a good look.” I’m not like Spencer, he is just plain hot. Sexy as hell. I am about as ordinary as it gets.

      She comes back with a few options. Things that look short and tight.

      “This is insane. I don’t even know why I’m trying.” I drop the fabric back onto the bed and frown.

      “Don’t worry, you’ll look amazing regardless. So…”

      “Here it comes.” I only told her the gist of things and I have been waiting for her to pry me for the full report.

      “Is he a good kisser? Judging from the photo…”

      “The photo that made me look like a stalker.” I still shiver in mortification at having taken that photo.

      “And yeah he is. It’s not like I have kissed a bunch of people to compare but I don’t really need to.”

      “Good. Every girl deserves that. I can’t tell you how many shitty kissers I’ve met in my life.”

      I laugh at her. “I’m going to need different options.” I get up and go in her closet myself. It’s all color and dress coded too.

      I have no idea where we are going, so I want to dress on the side of caution. We wear the same size of jeans as long as it’s stretchy, and I just have to roll the ends. So I find one of those pairs that’s high waisted and a black frilly crop top to go with it that has thin straps. I’ll probably wear a sweater or something but today is particularly warm.

      “Cute right?” I ask Adriana.

      She raises her brows and nods, “I guess if cute is what we’re going for. Are you sure you don’t want a mini skirt or something?”

      “I don’t want to show off my body. That’s kind of deceptive isn’t it?” I ask, I don’t really do this date thing, clearly.

      “Hm. Probably. You’re right, it’s not like you are picking him up at a club or something.”

      “Yes, I know. thanks for the help.” I stuff the clothes in my bag.

      Since I have a little bit of time, we move to her kitchen for a snack as she still pesters me about Spencer.

      “So what else did you guys do in your car?”

      I groan, “Nothing. We talked and made out, that’s it.”

      “Yeah but I bet you wanted to do more.” She giggles.

      I blush at the memory alone. “Yeah, I did. But it just didn’t feel right for both of us.” I say. All last night I kept replaying that kiss and his hands on my bare skin, I almost hardly slept.

      “I get that. What about your dad?” she leans forward.

      “I don’t know, honestly. I can’t read him, sometimes I think I could tell him the truth and other times I just don’t want to risk it. I don’t know if we’ll even be worth fighting with my dad. I guess I won’t know until…”

      “Until you leave for school?” she finishes.

      “Yep.” I forgo telling her about what Spencer said because I don’t know what to make of it yet. I don’t know if I should take his word for it so soon. I want to, but I also don’t want to get hurt over nothing.

      “Do you think you guys will… tonight?” she wiggles her brow and I wave her off.

      “Anna, leave me be.” I giggle.

      She still pesters me about it until I leave but I feel half better about the date, more excited than before. Spencer makes me way too happy, way too soon. But there doesn’t seem to be anything I can do about it now.
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      I get home to Roland questioning me about where I was. Which pisses me off, because we agreed he wouldn’t bother me if I lived here. But I have enough cash saved up to finally get out of here soon, I just need to find a place.

      “Where have you been?” he walks into the kitchen in his boxers.

      “I wasn’t out getting laid like you.” I chuckle, grabbing a flavored drink from the fridge.

      “Fuck off.” He turns on the light and sits on the counter. “Tank keep you late?”

      I shake my head, “Nah. I did drive Jeannine back to the shop though. That’s where I was.” I tell him.

      He gives the same crazy look that Logan did.

      “Wow.”

      “She cleared it with her dad, don’t worry about me.”

      “I’m not. We agreed I wouldn’t helicopter you.” He laughs.

      I drink from the bottle and give him a funny look. “Why are you waiting up for me anyway?” I ask.

      “I wanted to finish our conversation.”

      “There is no conversation.”

      “That’s what I wanted to tell you—”

      “Look, I know you’ve been telling the other guys about me. I’d appreciate if you didn’t.” I tell him.

      He nods in response and doesn’t bother arguing.

      “Good night.” I sing, walking back up to my room.

      When I’m alone, my permanent state of being half hard thinking about Jeannine comes back. I strip and get in the shower; cold water doesn’t even help. Kissing her feels better than sex, and for me that’s a first. All I want to do is kiss her, explore her body anyway I can. She’s so damned sexy it doesn’t make any sense, in that cute and unseeming way. She tries to hide it, but she has to know how beautiful she is, it doesn’t make sense. That long curly hair of hers, round ass and hips—it’s fucking torture. Her sweet lips and soft body run through my mind as I stroke myself in the shower until I come, thinking of her the whole time. It took everything I had not to keep going in that car. I didn’t stop because I didn’t want to, but because I just felt like she was better than doing it in the back seat of her car. I’m not sure how tonight will go, but I am almost certain we were on the same page.

      I think about texting her before I go to sleep, but I don’t know if that seems clingy. I don’t want to freak her out and push her away, acting like a crazy dude. But I want her to know how I feel about her, I’m pretty sure I told her, but that could still be here nor there.

      Fuck, I’m in trouble.
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      The next morning I wake up and go for a run, getting my frustration out on the pavement and such. I wake up thinking about Jeannine and it’s not the best thing, because I just want to see her and have half a mind to go to her house, everyone knows where Tank lives. But I don’t do that, I can’t do that.

      So I run and then lift spare weights in the garage until I am all but spent. I don’t expect a call from Tank when I get it, so my mind runs off to the worst possible scenarios.

      “Spencer.” I answer the phone, sitting on the steps of the garage.

      “Can you go by the shop today? We have a shipment coming in.” He asks, and I breathe a sigh of relief at that being the reason he called.

      “Uh… sure.” I scratch behind my head. I was hoping to meet with Jeannine earlier, but I can’t really do that since the shop closes at four.

      “Thanks.”

      I stay on the line because he doesn’t sound like he is finished. The two of us don’t really talk much, not directly. In fact the only one he talks to more is my brother, his vice pres. The fact that he is calling me is way out of the ordinary and why I assumed the worst. But I guess that comes from doing something I’m technically not supposed to be doing. With Jeannine.

      “You were with my daughter last night.”

      I swallow hard. I guess since I don’t know what she might have told him, but I doubt she told him the truth. She would have warned me. I hope.

      “I was.” I laugh once, what I usually do, I don’t want to start acting weird. The other few times we spoke, I was making jokes when I wasn’t supposed to. He told me to be more serious about the club, so I toned it down.

      But that’s just how I am, playful, jokes for days. Most of the time it works but he doesn’t sound all that happy.

      “I don’t let just anyone be alone with her, you know that right?” his voice is stern.

      “Well I’m pretty new around here so I guess I don’t know.” Which is mostly true, it’s not like he told me himself. Hearing things through the grapevine can get messed up. Who knows?

      “Now you do. She’s going to be helping out at the shop while she is here, so I’m counting on you to look out for her.”

      I frown, “Look out for her? From what?” he really must have no idea, which is good, considering how bad it might be if he does.

      “From bad shit. That happens around here. You’re good at keeping an eye out for things, so I’ve heard.”

      I internally curse Roland for telling people my business like that but there is nothing I can do about it now.

      “Uh… sure thing Tank.” I rub at my eyes, I feel like I’m lying, but I already planned on keeping an eye out for her anyway. Problem is he is trusting me with something now, asking for my help, and if he finds out what I have really been doing it would be like betraying his trust. Which is a no go at the club.

      Damn. As if things could get any harder.

      “Good.” he says and hangs up right after.

      I swallow hard, staring at my phone like it did me wrong. Back in the house, I eat and shower and force myself not to do what I did last time. When I first got her number and then didn’t call because I remembered who her dad is. Now he trusts me with something and I don’t want to fuck my place up at the club, because now I am deliberately going behind his back.

      It takes until the afternoon when I get my nerve back, and how I feel about Jeannine wins. I call her up and think she is about to miss the call.

      “Hello?” she eventually answers, sounding like she is panting. I smile at hearing her voice, imagining it in a different light.

      “Why are you breathing like that?” I ask her, smiling. I change the channel to a reality tv show. Roland always dogs me for watching them, calls me a chick, but I don’t care, the drama is entertaining.

      “Um, I was with my dad when the phone rang.” I hear her smiling on the other end and picture it in my head. I love when she smiles, when she’s happy. I want her to stay that way and the fact that I play a role in it makes me happy too. A little worried, but happy, nonetheless.

      “Oh shit. Sorry.” I freak out. He called me hours ago, but I had to wait a while. Now I am just trying not to tell her that he called. I don’t want her to possibly cancel the date out of fear, and I’m prepared to do everything to ensure that she doesn’t.

      She giggles her soft laugh, “That’s okay. I’m… glad you called.”

      I grin and laugh, “Yeah, me too. Sorry I called so late, I don’t really wake up early.” It’s partially true, but in this case, I was just being a jerk. I tell myself now that I am going to text her every morning, so that I’m the first thing on her mind, because she is the first thing on mine.

      “I can understand that. What are you doing?” she perks her voice up, I hear the smile in it again and I’m glad she is happy just to be talking to me.

      “I’m eating cold pizza on the couch.” I tell her, dropping the crust back onto the box. We seem to always have leftover pizza in the fridge.

      “Ew.” She giggles.

      “It’s better cold, I promise. And watching trash tv.” I grin.

      “That’s the best tv. I just had breakfast. A real one.” She teases me.

      “I was going to sit around all day until Tank called me and said I have to go in to the shop for a while.” I sigh, finding it hard to keep the rest of that conversation at bay.

      “Oh, that sucks.” She says, not sounding like she really means it.

      “Yeah, not really, it’s something to do. But I was hoping to pick you up around six.” I tell her.

      “That sounds great. Except…”

      “Or maybe we can meet up.” I curse under my breath, I hadn’t even thought of that. Maybe it will be easier anyway, with us both working at the club and Tank asking me to look out for her. Maybe it can work out for us, but I would rather tell her in person.

      “Yeah, that sounds good.” She sighs, and it sounds like the sad kind which I don’t like at all.

      “I can’t wait to see you.” I tell her. Maybe next time I can plan on picking her up when her dad is gone or something but we’ll just have to figure that out.

      “Me too.” She says.

      Roland walks in the front door, slamming it, “I’ve been told you’re a babysitter now.”

      I swat at him and tell Jeannine I have to go before she hears anything.

      He walks around and sits next to me on the couch, in his cut and jeans that tell me he was at the club. He grabs a slice of pizza and talks with his mouth full.

      “What the fuck are you talking about man?” I half ignore him and watch the fake fight playing out on tv, chicks are ruthless.

      “Tank told me he asked you to look out for Jeannine. I told him I’d make sure that you would.”

      I roll my eyes and grow angry. “Great.”

      “You sound upset.”

      I frown at him, partially because I can’t tell him what has been going on. I don’t want to ask him to lie to Tank, that wouldn’t be fair.

      “Yeah, I am. The way he packs people around her like she’s a porcelain doll. She’s a person, you know.” I lash out, I wish I could have said it to Tank to his face but for obvious reasons I couldn’t. Roland will just have to do.

      “Wow, someone’s involved.”

      “I’m not—” I calm down. “I’m not involved. It’s just unfair is all I’m saying. But don’t worry, I’ll watch her. Like a fucking hawk.” I fake a smile that he sees right through. He nudges my arm and shakes his head.

      “Thanks.”

      I know he just doesn’t want to actually tell me not to make him look bad and I don’t make him.

      He pesters me on the couch for a while, I guess it’s not so much a pester as him just sitting there but still. I’m pissed at him for telling my life story to everyone.

      When he finally leaves me alone though, and I get back from the shop, I start getting ready for my date. I just hope she likes where I plan on taking her. I’ve gotten into the habit of wearing my cut everywhere, so I put that over a shirt that buttons up—a rarity for me, and jeans that don’t have any wear or tear in them. I don’t think I’ve ever gotten dressed up for a girl before, let alone go on a date.

      I text her to meet me at the shop, it seems like a reasonable spot that is easy to explain if we are seen there. I get there before her, parking my bike in the back like I told her to. After a few minutes, I see her pull up and I smile instantly.

      She gets out, waving to me, and I lean against my bike watching her like I don’t know how to look anywhere else.

      She has on a pair of jeans that wraps her legs up perfectly, a top with thin straps that’s all frilly, like her. I like how her curly hair is out and free, not tied back at all. Under the setting sun, she looks unreal.

      “Hi,” she steps up to me, I push off the bike and close the gap, inhaling her sweet scent. She has pink gloss lightly on her lips, and I don’t know enough to know if she wears makeup or not but her skin always looks smooth, her cheeks blushed and rosy.

      “Hey angel, you look amazing.” I slide my hands around her waist and pull her in close, grinning at her.

      She smiles back at me and I kiss her lightly, tasting her mint and gloss.

      “Thanks.” She says once I break the kiss. “You clean up nice.” She presses her hands to my chest, her warmth against my chest feels nice.

      “I try. You ready to go?” I take her hand, kissing her wrist.

      “Yeah. Where are we going?”

      “It’s a surprise.”

      I put her helmet on for her and then we get on the bike. The place I’m taking her to isn’t far, but it is far enough that people in town may not recognize us. My bike won’t draw suspicion in a place like this. It’s more of a college town, so there are curious creatures around anyway.

      “This place looks fancy.” She says, when we start walking in the place.

      “It’s just a front.” I tell her, which is partially true. I only know about this place because I googled it—I really googled a good place to take her, I’m so far deep it isn’t even funny.

      The hostess seats us, and I hold her hand the whole way there, feeling fully seated in the date role now. We got a booth, which she seems happy about.

      “You like booths?” I ask her.

      She slides in and adjusts the strap of her shirt, tossing her hair over her shoulder.

      “Yeah, they’re the only way to sit and eat in a restaurant.” She giggles.

      I smile at how cute she is.

      “I’m starving.” She lifts the menu and starts looking it over.

      “You seem to always be hungry.” I chuckle.

      I glance over the menu, probably going to get a steak or something simple.

      The server comes, a chick who seems like she’s in college here, and who can’t stop staring at me, to get our drink orders. I get a beer and Jeannine gets lemonade.

      “Is that your favorite drink or something?” I ask.

      “Yeah pretty much.”

      “So you don’t drink?” I ask her.

      She giggles, “Well I’m not twenty-one.”

      I lean forward, “Wait, how old are you?” I realize I don’t really know, I mean I took a guess.

      “Twenty. You?”

      “Thirty.” I lie, chuckling.

      She shakes her head at me and laughs. “Well obviously you’re old enough to drink. Legally.”

      “Twenty-two. Prime age.”

      “It is. How much older is your brother?” she asks.

      “Five years.” I sigh. He was like the dad sometimes, which I know he hates, but it was true.

      We order, I get the steak like I suspected and she gets a seafood thing. That’s what the place is actually known for, since we aren’t that far from the coast.

      “So um,” I start carefully, watching her sip her lemonade. “Your dad called me this morning.” I say.

      She coughs up her drink and stares at me wide eyed, I laugh at the way she just freaked out but I am still nervous about it. I take her hand and trace the inside of her wrist with my fingers.

      “Why?” she wipes the corners of her mouth and leans in.

      I half smile. “He um… he asked me to look out for you.”

      “Look out for me? What the hell?” she giggles in shock.

      “Um that’s what I thought. He said since we work at the shop together sometimes that I could.”

      “Holy crap…” she rests her head on her hand.

      “Yeah. He started with being all weird about us leaving together last night. At first I thought you told him something.”

      She laughs, “God no. I’d never tell—I mean that I wouldn’t say anything unless you knew I was.” She corrects.

      I nod once. “Uh huh.”

      “Sorry.” She chews the inside of her cheek and I watch her silently freak out.

      “It’s fine. Except I told him that I would, and now I feel like I’m directly lying to him. Which I know isn’t your problem but—I’m not saying I don’t want to do this I’m just saying… that’s how much I want to. And I hope you know that.”

      She beams, smiling wide and I feel better immediately.

      “I know that.”

      Our food arrives and we talk as we eat. I ask her about school and stuff, she tells me more about growing up in two places and stuff, and a crazy best friend who lent her that outfit. It looks amazing on her, and the fact that she wanted to look special for me makes me feel great, like I have some sort of responsibility.

      “You don’t want dessert?” I ask her. She cleaned her plate but I never know if she is still hungry.

      “No, I’m officially full. That was amazing. I didn’t even know this place was here and I’ve lived here forever.”

      My knee nudges hers on purpose. “I searched it up on the internet.”

      She beams again, her cheeks blushing that bright color again.

      “I can’t believe you searched up a place for us. That’s so sweet.”

      “I’m a sweet guy, don’t sound so surprised.” I chuckle.

      “I’m not… thank you. No one has ever done something like that for me before.” She says, and I’m left wondering why every other guy she has met is a total asshole.

      “I’m happy to do it. You ready for part two?” I paid the bill and did math in my head for the tip.

      “Part two?” she grabs her purse and we get up. I lead her with my hand at her waist and we walk outside.

      “Yep, the second part.” I chuckle, leaving her in the dark. She purses her lips at me, I kiss her before we get on the bike and she grins at me widely.

      I drive the few miles to the place I saw on Google maps. It’s a lakeside creek that looks secluded. There’s a gazebo type thing in the field by the stretch of water. It’s nice, if people are into nature.

      “This is so beautiful. You searched this place too?” she giggles, walking out in front of me to explore.

      I smile to myself, “Yes, this was all me.” I follow her to the gazebo that I already set up, before I went to get her.

      “You did all this?” she looks around at the blankets set up on the floor, facing the quiet water and trees.

      I step close to her, “You said you like being outdoors sometimes.” I answer. She said it in passing but still.

      She smiles up at me, as if shocked that I was listening in the first place.

      “Thank you.” She wraps her arms around my waist, pulling herself close to me. I smile and hold her close too.

      “Anything for you, angel.” I lean in and hover my lips over hers, before her eyes flutter closed and she kisses me.

      Her lips are always so soft, its effortless to kiss her because it just feels right. I deepen it immediately, my tongue swiping over her lips and swirling with hers when she lets me in. I spread my hands over her hips and squeeze her ass, she moans against my mouth and grips me tighter. Things move so fast, my head nearly spins, but I keep going.

      She kisses me back hard, her fingers lacing up in my hair and holding me in close, I turn my head and lift her, moving us to the blanket. It’s so soft I barely feel the ground. She sheds my jacket and trails her hand down my arms and across my front. She toys at my buttons but doesn’t undo them. I keep kissing her until we need air, I smooth my lips over the blush by her ear before I pull back. Her smile is soft, her eyes boring into mine as I grin back.

      “Spencer, I—” she breaks off, her chest heaving with her breath.

      I lick my lips, “We don’t have to Jeannine.” I grin at her.

      She shakes her head, “I want to.” She leans in and kisses me, I kiss her back as she wraps her legs around me too. I’m losing a lot of self-control the further this goes along, but I’ll take her word for it.

      “I didn’t think I was a sex on the first date kind of girl.” She giggles against me.

      “Technically it’s the second.”
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      I was surprised Spencer did all this for our date. I mean, I hoped it would live up to my expectations of a first date, in fact it surpassed them. He was as sweet as I thought he would be, if not more. It’s why I found it so much easier to fully give in to him. If it was any other guy, I wouldn’t be laying down outside under the sunset, ready to go all the way with him.

      I giggle at thinking of it like that, but it really is what is happening. He looms over me, his warm scent and killer smile taking over, but I know that I am thinking clearly about how much I want this. I kiss him back, eagerly, hoping he doesn’t think differently of me. I know he thinks I am some innocent girl, heavily guarded, but I don’t want to be, at least not anymore. Not with him.

      “How is the second date?” I ask him between kisses.

      He feigns thinking, his brows shuffling. He licks his lips and grins at me.

      “I only said second to make you feel better, but technically we can count our drive-in dinner.” He chuckles. I smile at him even trying to make me feel better at all.

      “Whatever, I don’t care.” I wrap my arms around his neck and kiss him back, sliding my tongue against his lips.

      His body is pressed tightly to mine, and his lips are so warm it doesn’t make sense, soft too. Even as he kisses me harder. I get past my nerves and start undoing his shirt, sliding my fingers between each button as I go along. His chest is hard from muscle, warmth floods my fingers as I feel his heart beat over mine. I know it should feel weird, undressing him, but it doesn’t. Not even a little.

      My heart beat turns erratic when his hands come up under my shirt and rub my bare skin. Even the parts of me that I don’t necessarily like, he doesn’t seem to care about. Between kisses, he lifts me up and takes my shirt off. The weather isn’t cold at all, but I shiver from the excitement. His eyes rove over my skin, the strapless bra I wore sits low on my chest, pushing up my breasts. He runs his fingertips over the curve, pressing against my skin, then he moves down to the buttons of my jeans, undoing them and sliding them off. My blue panties match my bra, and he gazes at me like it’s the first time he has seen me.

      “What?” I ask nervously.

      He shakes his head once, “Nothing. You’re just so gorgeous.” He smiles at me, and it’s so genuine I lose myself in it.

      “Thanks,” I don’t really know what else to say but that seems good enough. He laughs at me and lays his body back over mine, kissing me again.

      I take his shirt off, trailing my hands down the hard muscles of his arms, reveling in how good he feels. He is so undeniably sexy it doesn’t make sense that he would want me, but he does. Clearly, from the feeling of him pressed against my inner thigh. My heart patters again, flying up into my throat. He breaks the kiss, his lips trailing down my jaw and against my ear. I try to undo his jeans but my fingers fumble so much it takes forever, I laugh to myself and he lifts off me to kick them off with his shoes. I run my bare feet over his calves as he continues to kiss my neck, finding this spot that makes me mewl. Right below my ear, his tongue suckles the skin and starts making a hickey I know will be there for days. His warm hands slide down my back, undoing my bra strap. My breath hitches but I force the discomfort away as soon as it starts to feel good. His chest against my bare breasts is warm and hard, my nipples rub against him and start to harden even more. He continues working at my neck, his other hand slides down my body and flitters across my panties and I start to really come alive down there.

      “Spencer,” I gasp, turning to him.

      “Hm?” he starts kissing down my neck, trailing over my breasts. When he closes his mouth around my nipple, flicking his tongue against me, I shiver with the new feeling. It’s not like touching myself at all, I feel new things as he continues and alternates between them both.

      “That feels nice.” I giggle.

      He chuckles once, continuing. He kisses down my naval too, and I focus on the blocks of wood on the ceiling instead of watching him… do that. My panties slip away, and he smooths his hands down my legs before coming back up. His hands close around my inner thigh and push them apart, his warm breath hits my swollen clit and I moan aloud.

      “Look at me angel,” he murmurs against my inner thigh.

      I take a deep breath, then look down to find his intense eyes looming at me. After a second, I just look in his eyes and all my self-consciousness goes away. I just look at him and know that it’s going to be okay. That it’s perfect. I smile, and he presses an open kiss to me, his tongue following after.

      “Oh god,” I cry out, latching my fingers in his hair. That sensation is so new, so… different. His mouth on me like this. I have never done anything like this, with anyone, and I am glad that he is my first in that regard. The others just went straight to condoms and penetration—now he is offering me pleasure and focusing on only me.

      “Spencer, don’t stop—oh my god.” I start to lose it, when his tongue flicks faster and he suckles my folds against his lips. He groans against me, the vibrations running through my body. I clutch his hair harder, my thighs trapping him in, and I know that I am so close I can taste it.

      He doesn’t stop, not even a little. I start to feel my climax running up inside me, stretching all over my body, and pooling right at my center. I get so wet, I can’t believe it, but he drinks all of me up like he is the hungriest man on earth. Hungry for me.

      “Holy hell Spencer, that was amazing.” I breathe heavily. His lips leave me, and travel back up my body, the wetness making me cold to the air. I’m completely naked, and he still has his boxers on, so I feel over exposed. I reach for them and watch as he kicks them off.

      My eyes widen at his cock; it’s hard and huge… the biggest I have ever seen, and hangs heavily between his legs, a groomed area of dark hair.

      “My eyes are up here angel.” He chuckles, wiping around his mouth.

      I grin at him and pull him close, kissing him. I can almost taste myself on him and it sends excitement down my spine, pooling at my center again. My pussy gets so wet, I feel it dripping.

      He kisses me harder, his tongue swirling over mine. His hands slide down my body, and stop at my clit, rubbing against me. I moan against him, already on the edge again. He slides two fingers into me, curling upwards. I rake my nails down his back from the feeling, digging in when he adds another finger and stretches me wide.

      “Spencer, please—I need you.” My desire starts to speak for me and I barely recognize myself, but I’m not really complaining.

      “I’m getting you ready angel,” he murmurs against my lips, smiling.

      I grin back, “That’s a bit arrogant isn’t it.” I giggle. He pumps me with his fingers again and my laughs die down to moans of want and need for him.

      I mewl with disapproval when he leaves me entirely, starts digging in his jacket. He reappears with a gold wrapped condom and smirks at me. Kneeling between my legs, he rolls the condom on and I watch with rapt attention.

      “You were prepared for this,” I comment.

      He looks at me passively, his eyes more attuned to the rest of me. “I hoped for this.”

      “Me too.” I giggle again, staring at him.

      He leans back over me and cups my breasts with his hands, kneading the heavy flesh. I used to feel self-conscious about them being bigger than other girls’, but not now, the way he is touching me. His cock lays against my clit, rubbing between my folds. He groans, his eyelids fluttering closed as he continues. He opens them only to look at my breasts, as he rolls them together, suckling the flesh and leaving marks for sure.

      “Can I say these are my favorite part of you? Absolute favorite.” He kisses me again, harder and with more passion than ever. It takes over me, so much I hardly notice when he starts to enter me. I feel it when he is fully inside me, he is bigger than he seems and it stings like it’s the first time at first.

      “Yes, you can…” I moan when he is fully seethed inside of me.

      He grips my hips harder as I wrap my legs around him, opening myself up to him. It feels better than I could have imagined, his body against mine is perfect, like it belongs there. I feel connected to him on a bigger level and I don’t know why, but I know that I don’t want to fight it. He pulls back to look at me, right in my eyes, and I beam at how happy I am in this moment. And then he starts to move.

      Oh god, he moves and it feels amazing. He fills me up so completely, and it feels so undeniably good I disappear to a place that only has us. The warm air cocoons around us, the energy we exert sheening our bodies with sweat as we writhe together. I lift up my hips and meet him thrust for thrust, feeling his body closer to mine with every step. He holds me so close there is no space between us, and it does feel like more than sex with him.

      “Fuck angel, you’re so tight. Feels so fucking good.” He kisses me, his tongue swirling around mine and I kiss him back hard.

      I clench around him as I feel myself close. He moves one hand to hold my breast again, resting there as they bob with his thrusts. My body has a mind of its own, falling into another orgasm before I can even see it coming. He moves into me harder and faster, really starting to fuck me, and I feel myself close to another one. Somewhere in all that he still focuses on me somehow, circling my clit with his thumb to bring me to another one. This time we come together, and it’s the most delicious thing ever, us coming together.

      He cinches his arms around me so tight I feel every tendon of his muscles clenching around me, and I feel his cock twitching as he comes, the heat of it through the condom as he buries himself inside me.

      I kiss him again, this time it’s slow and soft pressed, just us feeling each other move. He slips out of me and I moan from the loss, my body starting to calm itself down. but felt so good, I don’t know how I could ever relive it except to do it over and over again, this man might have made me an addict for him.

      “You okay?” he whispers, cupping my face with his other hand.

      I touch my hand over his and nod, smiling up at him. His face is flushed, hair messier than before and lips colored—he looks absolutely edible. I nod at him, confirming silently.

      “How many of those condoms did you bring?”
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      I’m certain I’ve turned Jeannine into a sex addict but I don’t think I care. She felt so good, my brain is practically mush now. I haven’t been with anyone like this before, that it felt like more than sex. I’m falling for her already, and I don’t know what to think about it yet. Only that I don’t necessarily mind.

      “I might have more than one.” I answer her, kissing her below her ear. “But I’m a man, I need time you know.” I chuckle.

      She rolls out from under me, and we reposition so she is half laying on my chest. I move one of the spare blankets over us as she sighs.

      “Yes I know, from movies and stuff.” She giggles.

      I kiss the top of her head, inhaling the sweet scent of her shampoo.

      “From movies?” I chuckle.

      “Yeah, from movies. That’s as far as my experience goes.”

      “But I thought—” I tilt her head to look at me and she nods.

      “My first time lasted less than a minute. I’m choosing not to count it sometimes.” She smiles sadly.

      “That’s just disappointing.” I answer, but glad I made it last a hell of a lot longer than a minute. It’s a practiced skill.

      “It was, but this was nice.”

      “Just nice?” I tease her.

      She lifts her chin on my chest, her other hand toying with my hair.

      “That’s all I can come up with for now. My brain is fried.” She snuggles up against me, her breasts mashing to my chest, and I feel my body reacting to hers already again.

      “I hate to ruin the moment,” I start after a while and she looks up at me with her big brown eyes, “But do you have a curfew or anything?” I ask her.

      She giggles and gives me a funny look.

      “I don’t really have a curfew. I don’t get into trouble so my dad doesn’t really worry about me that much, if I’m getting into trouble or not. But he might ask where I am, if it gets too late.” She explains.

      “Hm. Okay.”

      “Why? Is there another part to this date or something?” she asks.

      I shake my head and laugh. “No, but you did ask about condoms.” I reach for my jacket and pull another one out, she sits up and gives me her look of desire. Her cheeks flush in that same way, she purses her lips as they part when she breathes deeper.

      “I did.” She bites her lip and I guide her over me. she straddles my lap, the heat of her pussy above my budding cock.

      I smile at her, kissing her again. She rubs against me and I get fully hard, I might be permanently hard around her from now on. I kiss her deeper, moving down to knead her breasts. I really fucking love them, so soft and round. Even in comparison to her fleshy ass, it takes the cake. I could suck on her rosy, pebbled nipples all day. But I only have most of tonight.

      I roll the condom on my cock, grab myself at the base and rub myself over her pussy. She moans, as she starts to drip more. I use my other hand to dip my fingers inside her, stretching her for me. She is unbelievably tight. I felt like I was going to explode as soon as I was in her the first time.

      “Spencer,” she moans, breaking the kiss.

      I look at her as she rocks back onto her ass, my cock resting against her pussy. I grip her hips and guide them over me, able to tell she hasn’t done this before.

      “Just relax, I got you.” I grin at her.

      She nods once, looking down at where we meet. She sits onto my cock, slowly, each inch hits me further and I shudder at how good she feels. My fingers dig into her hips, as she fully sits on me. I don’t even have to guide her anymore, she takes over. Her nails rake down my front, stopping at my abs as she holds her hands there, rocking her hips back and forth until she adjusts.

      “Oh my god, that’s deep.” She bites her lip, rocking back again as she raises up a bit.

      “Yeah,” I groan.

      She breathes deeper, her breasts swaying as she moves. I watch her take over, like some sort of vixen using my body for her pleasure, and I don’t even mind it. I’m along for the ride as much as she is, and she really starts to ride my cock. I lose myself in her moans, at how loud she is. There is no one around for miles and I’m glad that we are alone. I raise my hips to meet her, our skin clapping together in the wide silence of the forest. It’s all so romantic I could scream, if it were anyone else I probably would but it’s not, it’s Jeannine, and she means so much to me I would do anything. And it’s not just the way her pussy is wrapped around my cock right now, it’s everything else.

      “Fuck angel, I’m gonna come soon.” I warn her.

      She moves faster anyway, I circle her clit with my thumb and she erupts in seconds. Now she’s just a bundle of orgasms, it seems, and I’m all here for it. She looks absolutely gorgeous when she comes. Her skin seems to glow and her body quivers around me. I hold her close to me and let myself go, coming even harder than before. My cock twitches inside her as I empty myself, groaning against her lips when she kisses me.

      “Spencer, you’ve made me crazy.” She whispers against my ear, rolling off me.

      I laugh and discard the condom, “I could say the same.”

      I hold her close to me as we relax together, just enjoying the feel of each other. I don’t think I have ever just laid with another person like this and it feels good. We aren’t even talking. Just relishing the company of each other.

      “How do you plan on topping this for our next date?” she asks me.

      I smile and look down at her. “I guess I haven’t figured that out yet.”

      “You don’t really need to. Do anything that special, I mean. I would be happy with eating fast food from a drive through in the back seat of truck or something.” She says, like it’s nothing.

      “I’m shocked, but you deserve something special every once in a while.”

      She nods, “Okay. Every once in a while, then.” She agrees.

      I smile and kiss the top of her head, holding her close. She starts to shiver and I figure we should get going, and I’m trying not to doze off.

      “We should get out of here.” I say, reluctantly sitting up.

      “Yeah.” She nods in agreement.

      “You okay?” I ask her. I don’t know why I’m worried about her, I guess it’s not so much worried that I feel like I need to check on her.

      “Yeah, I’m fine. Why do you keep asking me that?” she smiles softly.

      I glance at her and grin, “I don’t know. Just feel like I should.” I get distracted by her putting her panties on as she sits and reaching for her bra.

      “That’s sweet of you. But you don’t have to.” She says.

      “Noted.” I stand and put my jeans back on, button up my shirt. She gets dressed and does the same.

      “Are you leaving this here?” she asks about the blankets.

      It’s gotten much darker, I can only see her with the reflection of the moonlight. It makes her brown hair look a little lighter, the curls popping even more.

      “Yeah, I guess. Until I come back to get it in the morning.” I tell her. “That’s what I did to get the stuff here, I came earlier.” I tell her.

      She nods once.

      “Thank you for doing this.” She walks up to me, wrapping her arms around my waist. I hug her back and smile. “It was really special.” She adds.

      I nod once, pushing her hair back over her brow.

      “No problem. You deserve to feel special Jeannine,” I say. Her eyes light up as if she’s never heard that before, and I don’t think she has.

      “You make me feel special, just you.” She reaches up on her tip toes and kisses me softly, her lips against mine feel like heaven, no matter how many times I feel them against me.

      “I’m glad.” I tell her.

      We get going after that, the feeling of her pressed against me on the back of my bike is one I haven’t even gotten used to yet. She’s warm and soft, everything that I’m not, and I just want to keep her that way. I’m worried that I will taint her in some way, that I’m going to mess her up, but I try not to think that way. Because then I will pull back like I always do, letting fear make the decisions for me. She deserves better than that and I just want to give her the best of myself, as soon as I find it, it’s hers.
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      I wish I could freeze this moment in time with Spencer, but I know that I can’t. I could try; try to freeze the moment he comes inside me, the moments he holds me, kisses me…but it would all be in vain because it would never measure up to the real thing. Being with Spencer feels too good, way too soon, and that scares me but the thought of not having him is a little scarier. Which is good, because I don’t want to pull back from him just yet.

      The second time around is even better than the first, I am almost completely in tune with him now and I don’t feel self-conscious at all. Being on top is a little different, but once I got the hang of it, that was definitely better. He has a rocking body, and an even better cock.

      “Spencer, you’ve made me crazy.” I whisper, rolling off him. I feel the loss of his cock inside me and clench around nothing. The searing heat of him lingers inside me and I revel in the sensation. My whole body is heated up by him all over, I feel like I might explode.

      “I could say the same.” He laughs, the boom of his laughter vibrates against my body. I watch with hanging eyes as he discards the condom, his now flaccid cock laying against his leg. I clear my throat and try to focus on something else, like how pretty the trees are, how peaceful the field is. I don’t know how he found this place, but it’s perfect.

      He holds me close to him, his muscular arms wrapped around me tightly. My body presses to his, and my breasts mash against his chest. For some reason that makes me feel more like a woman, especially the way he touches them. I believe him completely when he says they’re his favorite. We lay there for a while, just enjoying the feel of each other. I haven’t ever done that with a guy, cuddled, and it feels nice.

      “How do you plan on topping this for our next date?” I break the silence. This one set the bar really high. Fancy dinner, picnic in the woods, it has all been very romantic.

      “I guess I haven’t figured that out yet.” He looks down at me with thoughts in his eyes and I realize he is actually thinking about it. I don’t want him to think he has to go above and beyond for me, I’m not that kind of girl. I don’t need to be showered and pampered with gifts, it really isn’t my thing.

      “You don’t really need to. Do anything that special, I mean. I would be happy with eating fast food from a drive through in the back seat of truck or something.” I tell him, and I really mean it. That night we spent at the drive in and then sat in my car was perfect. I felt like I didn’t need to try and be something else. Not that I felt like that tonight, it was perfect tonight. But I’m not the one to stress over my outfit and hair, I tried to do my eye makeup and ended up wiping it off anyway. No one has energy for all that.

      “I’m shocked, but you deserve something special every once in a while.” He says, his deep voice seeps into my skin, and I smile to myself at it. He’s just such a man. I don’t know how to explain it. It’s not the muscles or his scent; it’s just how he acts. I’ve only been around boys before. Spencer is not like that at all.

      I nod at him, “Okay. Every once in a while, then.” I agree only to make him happy. He seems like I’d have to argue with him and end up losing.

      He grins at me and kisses the top of my head. I beam, that head kiss is just so simple and sweet, means nothing other than I care about you. I enjoy it way too much.

      “We should get out of here.” He says like he half means it, but he’s right. It’s getting chilly and although my dad won’t pester me about where I was, I don’t want to give him a reason to.

      “Yeah.” I agree.

      “You okay?” he asks me again. I’m not sure why he does that, I think it’s sweet but it makes me feel like I’ve done something to make him think that I’m not okay. I start trying to find my clothes, but it has gotten darker and that makes it a bit hard.

      “Yeah, I’m fine. Why do you keep asking me that?” I smile at him and he turns sheepish.

      He half looks at me and smiles, “I don’t know. Just feel like I should.” I feel him watching me as I put on my panties and bra. He watches me get dressed like I am getting undressed. It’s different, kind of nice.

      “That’s sweet of you. But you don’t have to.” I tell him. I’m not a delicate flower, like everyone at the club treats me. Spencer is the only one that doesn’t do that. Until now, I guess.

      “Noted.” He stands up and puts his jeans on. I get up too to put the rest of my clothes back on. I wonder if there are any bugs for a second and shake it off, the place looks rather clean. I’ll still be taking a shower as soon as I get home.

      “Are you leaving this here?” I wonder aloud about the blankets. They’re so warm and plush, I half wonder where he got them too.

      He stands a few feet away and gazes at me in that way again.

      “Yeah, I guess. Until I come back to get it in the morning. That’s what I did to get the stuff here, I came earlier.” He says.

      I nod but keep thinking how unbelievably sweet this man is. It doesn’t make sense. I never would have thought but here he is. And it doesn’t feel like he is faking.

      “Thank you for doing this.” I walk up to him and hug him, craning my neck up to look at him. I inhale his scent and feel his warmth against me, it’s too perfect. “It was really special.” I tell him.

      He nods and pushes my hair back over my shoulder, his hand presses heavily to my face until he pulls back. His eyes bore into mine, carrying this intensity that I can’t place. I can only get lost in it.

      “No problem. You deserve to feel special Jeannine.” He tells me, the intensity in his voice runs through my body and I beam.

      “You make me feel special, just you.” I reach up and kiss him before I can think about what I just said. I know that I meant it, but it feels too serious to actually say it out loud. The kiss stays soft as he coaxes his lips against mine, kissing me just for the sake of kissing me.

      “I’m glad.” He says, when we break apart.

      I smile to myself and we get going shortly after.

      I haven’t gotten used to riding on his bike yet, the holding him close and pressing my body to his part. I just hold him tightly and inhale his scent against the whipping wind, feeling free. It has been such a perfect night that I don’t want it to end, and I wish it didn’t have to. But good things should be done in moderation too.

      We arrive back at the shop and he parks near my car.

      “You want an escort home?” he asks me, taking off my helmet.

      I laugh at him, “No that’s okay. Besides…” I start thinking of my dad and trail off. His smile drops for a second before it falls back in line.

      “Right. You have a good time?” he trails his fingertips down my chin and then cups my face.

      “Yes. An amazing time. Thank you.” I tell him again, moving closer to him.

      “You’re welcome.” He kisses me softly.

      I sigh and figure if I don’t tell him I will just think about it all night.

      “I’m not fragile, Spencer. I know everyone at the club thinks I am because my dad makes me out to be that way, but I’m not. You’re the first guy to see me, despite what he says, and I’m glad that you did. But I… I’m not fragile. I like having sex with you. You don’t have to ask me if I’m okay all the time.” I laugh softly, he grins in turn and I relax a little.

      “Okay Jeannine, you’re not fragile. And I don’t pay attention to what the other guys say.” He tells me.

      I nod and laugh once. “Okay, Spencer.” I unlock my car and open the door.

      “I’ll call you tomorrow.” He tells me.

      “Okay. Goodnight.” I wave to him, he smiles and watches me drive off before he leaves.

      I smile all the way there, a little relieved that Dad’s bike isn’t here. It would be weird, walking in post date and gazebo sex without it seeming obvious. Dad is intuitive that way. Like I knew I would though, strip and shower immediately, feeling sad about washing his touch away but I know that’s permanent. I look in the mirror as I wrap my towel around myself, confirming I have a huge hickey on my neck under my ear, and more above my breasts. He literally ate me up.

      I decide to go all out and send him a picture, asking how the hell I am going to hide these. When I put my night shirt on and climb into bed, he responds.

      Spencer: Use that sexy hair of yours to cover it.

      I giggle, that doesn’t seem plausible at all. But I used to think my curly hair was annoying, and now he is telling me it’s sexy. I’ll never think about getting a perm again.

      Me: Hm. I’ll try that. Have you gone to bed yet?

      Spencer: Is that a request for a pic?

      I smile and bite my lip, rolling over in bed. My body is completely spent, I can’t even think about doing something other than sleep. But a pic for the road would be nice.

      Me: I guess I am.

      I take the leap. This is new to me too, but with Spencer it just feels normal.

      A few moments later, he sends me a picture from the neck down. his abs are taut as he lays in bed against gray sheets, dipped low on his waist, under his Adonis belt and right above his cock. God he is way too hot.

      Me: Good enough. Goodnight.

      Spencer: Goodnight angel.

      He sends with a wink and I grin. Now I can fall asleep.
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      When I wake up the next morning, I didn’t think I would feel any different, but I do. I feel like a different person and it’s all Spencer’s fault, not that I’m mad or anything I just hope he’s as messed up as I am. I roll over in bed, a huge smile on my face as I stretch out. I didn’t wake up early again, which is nice, and my dad isn’t pestering me about it either. But it’s Sunday now and he usually tries to relax at least a little bit, but I can’t make any promises for him.

      I check my phone before I get out of bed, yawning as my eyes water. I end up rereading our text messages and staring at his photo like it’s the best work of art—it pretty much is. I can’t believe I sent him a photo too, I never do that kind of thing. I’m not worried about it getting out or anything, this isn’t high school, but it’s kind of hot knowing he can look at it any time he wants to. As I’m staring intently, Adriana texts me asking to meet up for lunch and I agree.

      Eventually I get up and shower, half waiting for a text from Spencer. I figured he would text me first, but I don’t mind all that chivalrous type stuff anyway. I go through my morning routine, shower and dress in jeans and a tee shirt before I head down stairs.

      “Dad?” I look around for him and end up finding him outside in the backyard again.

      He’s wearing jeans and no shirt. “You’re going to get sunburn Dad.” I tell him.

      He grins at me, dropping a huge chrome part onto the table.

      “I don’t need lotion. You slept in late.”

      “You let me, which is surprising.” I sit across from him and wait for it to feel weird, but it doesn’t. Knowing that I’m kind of lying to him. That I am going behind his back. It doesn’t feel good, but he is also unreasonable about it and I don’t really have a choice.

      “I figured you would be tired. You got home late last night.”

      “I was home before you. But yeah, I was tired. I’m going to lunch with Adriana.” I tell him.

      “Oh you guys are still friends? That’s nice. Bring me back some dessert.” He starts paying more attention to the bike part again.

      “Okay Dad.” I grin, getting up from the chair. My phone buzzes, but I don’t want to check it in front of him.

      “You need some money?” he asks.

      I laugh once, “I’m okay dad.” I go to hug him goodbye and he stops me before I leave.

      “Oh, I have some club business to handle. I may be in and out the next few days, I have to go to the next town over.” He says. I give him a sour expression and he sounds like he knows what’s coming.

      “Is it dangerous?”

      “You sound like your mother.”

      “It’s a valid question Dad.” I look at him intently.

      “I don’t do the dangerous stuff anymore. That’s what the other members are for.”

      “Dad…” I warn. I didn’t start finding out about some of the stuff he does until I was older. And I kind of wish I hadn’t. He gets involved in dangerous stuff sometimes. When I was a bit younger, I could remember what mom would say to him sometimes, about some of the stuff he did. I’m starting to understand more of why she left.

      “Don’t worry, Jeannine. I’ll be fine. You have fun, but no house parties.” He chuckles. I smile, but it doesn’t reach my eyes.

      “Okay Dad.” I hug him again, this time he hangs on a bit longer. It’s how I can tell he is keeping some of the truth from me.

      I leave soon after, to meet Adriana at our favorite café. She is already sitting at the window, looking effortlessly pretty in a tank top and shorts.

      “Hey,” she stands to hug me and I hug her back.

      “Hey, you ordered already?” I ask, sitting in the chair and getting settled. For the first time, I check my phone, and it is a text from Spencer.

      Spencer: What are you up to angel?

      I smile wide and give myself away.

      “No, but I guess something has your attention.” She giggles, trying to look and see. I hide my phone and shake my head at her.

      “Um, not really.” I sip the glass of water, turns out I’m thirsty and I down nearly the whole thing.

      “Who are you talking to? Spencer? And you never told me how the date was.”

      I calm her down, “One thing at a time.” The server comes and saves me, we order our usual things and I get lemonade, which makes me smile even more at the memory.

      “Yes, it’s Spencer. And the date was amazing. He really pulled out all the stops. It was romantic and really, really nice.”

      “First date worthy.” She grins over her glass.

      “Yeah. The best. And—” I pause to answer Spencer, leaving her in waiting.

      Me: I’m eating lunch with my friend

      Spencer: You have friends?

      He texts back immediately and I laugh once.

      “Um, we kind of had sex too.” I sip my lemonade and wait for her to freak out.

      Her face goes through a bunch of expressions and I wait for her to land on one. It’s prying curiosity.

      “You have to tell me everything. Was it better than the last time? I sure hope so, for your sake I mean.” She laughs.

      I shake my head at her and nod, “Yes it was better. So much better.” I smile at the memory and need to stop thinking about it before it overtakes me.

      “So, how did it happen?” she pries.

      I sigh and give her a look, I knew she would do this. I should have prepared better. I answer Spencer instead.

      Me: I do have friends. Well, one friend.

      Spencer: I’ll let you enjoy your lunch date then angel.

      Me: Okay, talk later.

      I set my phone on lock and focus on Adriana, even though I still wish I could run away.

      “He had this picnic thing set up at a gazebo. There was this really nice clearing outside of town. There was moonlight and everything, all very movie-esque.” I giggle, almost scoffing at how perfect it was.

      “Aw, that is so romantic. I’m surprised, I mean he’s an MC guy.”

      “Yeah. I guess he isn’t really, he only joined for his brother.” I tell her.

      “True. I guess. Was he… well endowed?” she snickers.

      I shake my head at her and feel myself blushing at the thought.

      “Sure.” I play it off.

      She laughs, knowing I am being coy about it. It’s not that I can’t talk about sex. It’s just that I haven’t fully processed everything yet and until I do, I don’t know how to talk about it. Last night with Spencer was perfect. I could replay every minute of it if I could, but it is honestly a blur now. The important moments are there, sure, but most of it is just a fleeting thought I wish I could hold on to.

      Our food arrives, and I start at my salad before eating the sandwich. This place is overly expensive but the food is good, so we still come by often.

      Adriana fills me in on her school stuff. Even though it’s the summer she has to plan for next year, and they want to add more readings for the kids’ schedule. I don’t know anything about education but that is her forte, so I listen and pretend to offer advice.

      “What about your parents? What happened after they talked?”

      I forget that I text her about everything as it happens and forget. It’s just how we are, we have been friends so long that we can go days without talking and then talk all day every day. I freaked out at first, about my parents talking, and I guess I forgot to follow up with her.

      “Um, not much. They just had the same conversation over again. He asked her to come for fourth of July and she hasn’t given him an answer yet,” I tell her. I still have mixed feelings about the whole thing. All I know is I want her to come down, so I can see her. I don’t exactly want to be in the middle of their argument again.

      “That’s sweet. At last your dad reached out to her first, that’s very chivalrous.”

      “Yeah, I guess.” I nibble on a stray pepper from my sandwich as she looks at me.

      “Don’t you want them to work things out?” she asks.

      “Yeah, I do. Sometimes I don’t but for the most part, it would be nice if my life wasn’t divided anymore. But it’s their life too and they can’t do it for just me, I’m too old for that. Besides, my mom is right. For the most part.” I say again, because there are other parts to consider. Where they could just work it out without giving each other ultimatums.

      “I get that, but your parents were so good together. Even I remember them. Plus they’re like the hottest couple around—”

      I spit my water back into the glass and she laughs at me. I find it in me to laugh too, but I am still shocked by what the hell she just said.

      “Oh my god, I do not want to think about my parents that way.” I giggle.

      She shrugs, “Well it’s true. Your mom is gorgeous, that’s where you get it from. And your dad is the definition of silver fox.”

      I almost throw up in my mouth but contain myself. “He doesn’t even have any gray hair.” I shake my head, finding it in me to keep eating. I’m starving despite this weird turn of the conversation.

      “Okay, fair enough, but I am right. You should convince her to come.”

      I nod, “I will. Or I’ll try at least.”

      “Now, about Spencer—” she leans forward and I throw a French fry at her.

      “No, we’re not doing this.”

      She whines, “At least tell me if you like him more. Or if you’re going to tell your dad.”

      I laugh, “Um, yeah I like him too much, I think. He likes me too so at least I’m not alone in that regard. And I guess it just depends on how things go, if I tell my dad. I don’t want to get him in trouble, the club seems really important to him.” I sigh. The way he told me about his brother makes it seem like the club is important to him, even if it wasn’t his idea to join. I don’t want to be the one that pushes him out, because I know my dad will be as over the top about it as possible. I don’t know if I should be flattered or annoyed.

      “Yeah, but that shouldn’t be your responsibility. Spencer seems like a good guy though, right?”

      I nod, “Yeah, he is. I might tell him, but… I just don’t know yet. It’s easier to just have fun. And my dad is leaving for a few days anyway. Something about club.”

      “Oh awesome. Unless it’s dangerous.” She changes her voice.

      I laugh once because I thought that same thing. Time away from my dad would make it easier to sneak around and not worry about being caught all the time.

      “Um, it might be. He wouldn’t tell me straight up, he never does.” There have only been a few times that I have been around for his club business things, and I never thought about it much back then.

      “Maybe ask Spencer. He might know.”

      I nod, but he’s still a new member, Dad still thinks about him as a prospect anyway, so I doubt he might know.

      “Thanks.” I tell her.

      “Now, I need to tell you about this guy I hooked up with.”

      I laugh at her and listen, anything to get me out of my own thoughts. We finish up at the café and I go back home. Dad left already, and I’m not sure when I’ll see him again. I call my mom and lounge in the living room for a while, honestly bored.

      There is only one person that occupies my thoughts now.
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      The first thing I think about when I wake up is Jeannine. Which leads to me staring at her photo she sent me long enough for my morning wood to turn into a real hard on I have to take care of before I even get out of bed, I’m not complaining. I’m happy to have her on my mind. After I go through my morning routine and workout, I text her to see how she is. I’m itching to see her, but I don’t want it to seem like I always have to be around her, even if I do feel like that.

      But she ends up being busy and I have to entertain myself. I don’t have to go into the club or the shop today, so my time is my own. The only hobby I have is crossword puzzles or sudoku. Growing up in foster care, we didn’t have many toys or shit to play with, but the paper got dropped off at the door every morning and they piled up, so I started doing the crossword games in them and it stuck. It’s one of the only sad stories I have, or kind of sad anyway. Roland doesn’t have them, he tries to pretend he’s okay but I know that he isn’t. The guys at the club think they know him but they don’t. It’s why it pisses me off that he told them a bunch of shit about me. My life story isn’t really up for grabs.

      “Have you been sitting there all day?” Roland comes in, slamming the door behind him. He does some rummaging around in the kitchen and I don’t answer him until he walks in the living room with two beers. He hands me one and gives me a funny look.

      “Not necessarily. Where have you been?” I ask him.

      He takes off his cut and sits on the side chair, kicking his boots off and propping his feet up.

      “At the club. Some shit went down.” He drinks his beer and half watches the tv, just another reality show I have playing.

      I drop the puzzle and sip at my beer.

      “Like what?” I ask. I don’t fully know what goes on at the club behind the scenes so I don’t even know why I asked. He gives me a look that tells me why before he looks away. I sip at the beer as he stays silent.

      “Look, I’m asking as your brother. You look like you’re about to blow a gasket. You don’t do well with stress.” I chuckle once, but I don’t really find it funny.

      He sighs, finishing his beer before he says anything. Like me, he combs at his hair when he is thinking.

      “We’ve got this rival club poking their heads where they don’t belong. And we don’t really know what they want yet. So Tank is trying to talk with their pres and figure it out before it gets out of hand.” He explains. He still looks torn up about it so I don’t know what else he might be hiding.

      “So what do you have to do?” I ask him.

      He sighs, “Pretty much not let this turn into some sort of club war. The last one was… horrible to say the least.”

      “Was that when you disappeared for a few months?” I ask.

      “I didn’t disappear, I was in their territory, couldn’t really make myself known. But it should be okay now. Tank doesn’t like fights like the others, he’ll take care of it.” Roland pushes it off like it’s nothing, and for some reason the only thing I worry about is Jeannine. If she knows, she must be worried about her dad.

      “Well what is it exactly?” I ask him.

      “You know how we make our money?” he asks.

      I nod once, leaning forward. He exhales and gives me an odd look.

      “It’s about that, pretty much. They want what we have, the runs with a bulk of transport. If they get that, then they have the cartel gangs on their side and that means more manpower. Right now we have most of it.”

      I widen my eyes. I never would have guessed that all this goes on, it doesn’t seem like it. From the outside in, it really does just seem like a bunch of guys with bikes and leather jackets always hanging out at the bar. Clearly it isn’t. This sounds like fighting and guys going after each other, ready to draw blood. I don’t like how my brother is involved in it but he is the older one, he seems to know what he’s doing.

      “So… this is a turf fight? One that’s clearly going to be dangerous. How much are you going to be involved in it?” I ask him.

      He drops his head at me and looks away, in that older brother protective way that irritates me. Now I know for sure I can’t tell him about Jeannine, he has enough going on.

      “As much as I need to be. Don’t worry about me, it’s nothing I haven’t done before.” He laughs once. I flip him off but accept that he’s right, even still. With all this going on, it seems there is only one person I actually want to talk to about this. That can help me feel better.

      “Anyway, I’m starving. You want to split a pizza?” he asks.

      “We eat way too much pizza. But I also have plans so you’ll have to be unhealthy alone.” I smirk at him. He flips me off in return and gets up to go to the kitchen.

      As soon as he goes, I take out my phone and text Jeannine.

      Me: Are you still with your only friend?

      I smirk, waiting for her to respond. I watch the dots as she types in anticipation.

      Jeannine: No why?

      Me: I want to see you. Is your dad home?

      I ask and wait for a response, a little longer than last time. It seems she has her phone and then drops it somewhere else.

      Jeannine: No he left for some club thing…

      Me: I’m coming to get you.
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      I dress hurriedly in jeans and a tee shirt, it’s too warm for my cut now but I know it will cool down later, and Jeannine likes to wear it. Even though she has her own now, it’s a cute one, but I don’t mind that she likes mine. I don’t mind a lot of things about her, and that’s equal parts exciting and scary. I’ve never felt like this about a girl before, so of course with my luck it ends up being one that’s kind of off limits. I have told myself to stop thinking that way about it. She’s just a girl, I’m just a guy.

      I know where she lives, and I’m glad that her dad isn’t around right now, even though it also means my brother is getting involved in dangerous shit. She told me to go to the back door, so I pull my bike in past the detached garage and knock on the back door. She comes up soon, behind the screen door I take her in like it’s been ages since I have seen her when really it was just less than a day.

      She has on a pair of shorts, and a tee shirt that almost covers it. It’s tight around her breasts, I’ve missed them. I grin at her as she opens the screen door and lets me in.

      “Hi,” she smiles widely, brightening up my day. It’s barely seven and it feels like the sun is coming up all over again, even though it’s about to set.

      “Hey angel,” I wrap my hands around her waist and pull her in close to me. Her soft body presses against mine and I catch her gaze before I kiss her. Softly at first, I spin her so she leans against a wall and I press into her. My cock twitches and we haven’t even done anything. She parts her lips to me and I swipe my tongue against her lips before it collides with hers. I taste her sweet mouth, able to tell she already had some lemonade today, and I smirk against her lips.

      “So I guessed you missed me.” She giggles against me when I release her.

      I pull back and squeeze her hips, grinning down at her. She has her hair down and curly, framing her round face. Her cheeks are blushed red, her lips a perfect pink color as they plump up.

      “I did. You didn’t miss me?” I chuckle, kissing the corner of her lips. I glance at the hickey I left, smiling at the sight of having marked her.

      “Of course I did. I’m glad you texted.” She sighs, moving around me. I follow her through the house, it doesn’t seem like Tank at all but then again, I don’t really know him. She stops in the kitchen. “My dad told me he was leaving for a few days this morning. He told me not to throw a party.” She giggles, then she pours me a glass of water and hands it to me.

      “Thanks. And we don’t have to have a party but we can have fun.”

      She laughs, “He’ll smell your scent in the house or something when he gets back.”

      I drink the water; my mouth gets dry from being on the bike.

      “So should I leave or something?” I ask her.

      She leans on the counter and crosses her arms, I get distracted by her breasts again and drink more water.

      “No, no you don’t have to leave. I’m glad you came.” She smiles. “Um, are you hungry? I was just about to order some dinner.” She says.

      I chuckle, “When are you not eating?” I smile at her and she shakes her head. “Sure, I’ll eat.”

      She goes in the drawer and pulls out a ton of takeout menus.

      “My dad doesn’t cook.” She explains as she sifts through them.

      “I can tell.” I finish the water and get up to put the glass in the sink.

      “You like sushi?” she asks.

      I make a face, “I tolerate it.”

      She smiles at me and orders it anyway. I listen to her order and am mesmerized by her voice. I’m mesmerized by everything she does, even the little things.

      “You want to watch a movie?” she suggests.

      I lean over her on the counter and smirk, “Not particularly.”

      Her eyes widen, those pools of brown looking like honey as she looks up at me. She swallows, her cheeks flushing a deeper color. I press my hips closer to her and she tenses at feeling my cock against her, before she relaxes.

      “What do you want to do?” her eye lids flutter closed as I trail my fingers up her thigh. I grip her hips and lift her onto the counter, she gasps and clutches at my arms.

      “This is what I want to do.” I kiss her, hard, but I have no intention of fucking her on the counter. Not in her dad’s house, I am going to have a little fun.

      She laces her fingers in my hair, tugging at me as I kiss her more. I slide my fingers in her mesh shorts, grazing her pussy through her panties. She has on a pair of cotton ones again, and I rub her until I feel her get wet through them. She moans against my lips, breaking the kiss. I trail my lips down her neck and work at that sweet spot that makes her moan.

      I tug her panties aside and push two fingers in her. She cries out, her moans are like music to my ears. I keep going just so I can hear more of them.

      “Spencer—oh my god,” she moans, clutching at my arms.

      I pump her harder, feeling her clench around my fingers. I press my palm to her and rub against her clit more, bringing her closer. My cock hardens to unimaginable limits, her pleasure gives me pleasure, all that matters is her right now though. I keep going until she is trembling against me, crying out with her orgasm.

      “I’m never going to look at this kitchen the same way again.” She giggles.

      I grin at her, withdrawing my hand. She watches me as I suck my fingers, tasting her on my skin. She blushes deep crimson and I grin at her cuteness.

      “I need to um—change.” She mutters, her eyes trailing on me. I chuckle at her as she wobbles off to her room, literally wobbles, I suppose her knees are a little weak.

      I stay in the kitchen, take my jacket off and wash up before I get comfortable in the living room. Well, I try to, but it kind of reminds me of Tank too much. I should feel bad that I’m in his house, defiling his daughter, but I just don’t. It’s how much I care for her.

      I stand back up and look around the room, finding a photo wall by the television. There are a few of her and her mom together, and the three of them. He has more of just her and her mom and I can tell he still loves her, whoever she is. She looks like her mom, both tan and pretty with their curly hair. There is only one photo of just Tank and his wife, it seems to be on their wedding day because she’s wearing white and straddling him on his bike, and they’re smiling at each other. I don’t know why I get a glimpse of that with Jeannine in my head, when her dad is probably going to kill me when he finds out. I know he will eventually, there is no way to hide something like this. But it still leaves me with a heavy feeling. It quickly leaves though, when I feel Jeannine walk back in the room.

      “Are you snooping?” she asks, and I laugh at remembering the first time we met.

      “Not really.” I lie. She looks as I remember her, in a different pair of shorts. These are fuzzy and gray.

      “Do you mind if we uh, hang out in your room? I just feel like I’m… being watched.” I fake a shiver and she laughs at me.

      “Sure. Let’s just wait for the food.”

      It only takes a few more minutes and then we bring it up to her room.

      It looks as I thought it might, her bed sheets are vibrant and she has photos and pin ups everywhere. It smells like her too, that sweet scent of flowers and honey or something. She just smells like fresh air, I could inhale her all day.

      “It’s good right?”

      We ate on the foot of her bed, watching an action movie. I close up my container and grin at her.

      “Yeah, I’m impressed.” I wash my food down with more water.

      “I used to eat it all the time when I was in high school. It was on the way home. Maybe that’s when my love of food started.” She puts everything in the big brown bag and goes in her bathroom to wash her hands. I come in after her, doing the same. It’s cute in here too, her bath rugs are a dark purple color and plushed up.

      Back in her room, we get settled on her bed. Her bare feet rub against my calves as she lays half on me, breathing evenly.

      “So, your dad left.” I start, knowing I would eventually.

      She sighs, “Yeah he um, said it was for club business. But he wouldn’t tell me much.” She sounds sad, more than I have ever heard her before.

      I hold her tighter and wonder if I should even tell her this. I don’t know how the club business is, how it all works. But Jeannine is sort of part of the club, I don’t think I’m giving out privileged information.

      “When will he be back?” I ask, and realize I am shit at sounding like I don’t know anything.

      “He said a few days.” She sits up and looks at me, I stare in her eyes and smile softly. She presses her hands to my chest and pins me with her soft, prying gaze.

      “Do you know anything about it?” she asks me.

      “Um, about what?” I trail my hand down her side and rest on her ass, but she doesn’t seem to notice.

      “Spencer, don’t baby me like all the others do.” She licks her lips and pins her eyes on me again. It undoes me, only she can do that to me.

      “I’m not, I just… I don’t know if I’m allowed to tell you this. I didn’t pay attention when they told me all the rules.” I laugh once, and she doesn’t find it funny.

      “You have to know something about it from your brother. He’s the VP.” She sits up, separating from me.

      My hand slips down her thigh and I graze her soft skin, squeezing up above her knee.

      “Yeah, he is.” I roll my eyes at it.

      “Spencer, I asked my dad if it was dangerous. Where he was going. He wouldn’t tell me.” Her voice softens, and I watch her eyes widen at me in a way that opens up my heart. Damn, this woman has me in for it.

      “I don’t know if it’s dangerous or not. My brother was elusive about it. Apparently some club in another town is trying to get at their turf for drugs or whatever it is we do to make our money. They’re hoping it doesn’t turn into another club war. Tank went to see if he could talk to their pres.” I explain.

      She unfolds slightly, looking at me with this passive expression. I try not to pry her for a response and end up waiting for a while. She rubs at her face, pushing her curly hair back over her forehead as she takes a deep breath.

      “Thanks for telling me.” She whispers, giving a sad smile.

      “No problem. Are you worried about your dad?” I ask her.

      She sighs, “It might not be the most dangerous thing he’s ever done. I guess I’m just not usually here for it. So it is worrying.” She swallows, looking off past me.

      I reach up and bring her back down to me, hugging her to my chest. I cup her face and brush my thumb over her cheek bone, pressing under her eye. She half smiles at me, her eyes staring into mine.

      “Do you want a distraction?”
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      When Spencer texted me, I was already thinking about him.

      After lunch with Adriana, I was a little sad to come home and find Dad gone already. I’m worried about him, now I know what mom was talking about. She didn’t have much to say though, and I decided not to tell her that he left. She would probably race over here and pester me for a while, hating being in the house a little bit too. She was never like that with me. She didn’t regret being around me. I know this house brings back memories for the both of them. The fact that Dad left it this way should be point enough, but it isn’t for her.

      I force those thoughts from my mind and I’m glad that Spencer helped. Having an orgasm on the kitchen counter probably wasn’t the only solution, but it worked. I rushed off to clean up and came back to find him looking at our family photos. I cringe a little because I think I looked weird as a kid sometimes. My curly hair and braces didn’t help. Dad kept all these family photos displayed. Even the more cringeworthy one of my parents all over each other on his bike. It’s sad how much they love each other and can’t make it work. I know I am thinking too far ahead but I wonder if it will be like that with Spencer. If that happens to us because of all the obstacles in our way—

      I think of all this as I watch him in my living room, the last place I thought I would see him. Spencer is too damned good looking. His wide shoulders fighting the blue fabric, tapering at his narrow waist. The way his jeans fit him in all the right places I smile inwardly, finally announcing myself.

      “Are you snooping?” I ask him. It reminds me of the first time we met and I smile. I had no idea what would happen back then, but I guess that’s the way it always goes.

      “Not really.” He teases.

      I changed into a fuzzy pair of shorts that rub my skin. Nothing compares to him touching me, the way he feels.

      “Do you mind if we uh, hang out in your room? I just feel like I’m… being watched.” He pretends to shiver and I giggle at him.

      “Sure. Let’s just wait for the food.” I can understand why though. It is my dad’s house, his photos everywhere. I suppose it is kind of weird.

      The food comes shortly after, from my favorite Asian place. We take it up to my room and I’m glad that I cleaned earlier, I had been bored. And I am even happier that I changed the color scheme, took some of the teddy bears out.

      “It’s good right?” I ask him after we eat. I have a thing about eating in my room so I made us eat on the floor. He didn’t protest, which was nice.

      I picked a random action movie from my collection, something with superheroes.

      “Yeah, I’m impressed.” He smirks, drinking the last of his water. He is an incredibly hydrated man.

      “I used to eat it all the time when I was in high school. It was on the way home. Maybe that’s when my love of food started.” I laugh at myself and start putting the containers away. I wash my hands too, feeling like wasabi is all over me. Spencer follows me in and I get sheepish at him being in my bathroom. He doesn’t seem to take notice.

      We move back to the bedroom and lay on my bed. I already know I’ll never get his scent out of here, and I don’t mind. I lay against his chest and listen to his heartbeat. Half watching the movie and half letting my mind wander off.

      “So, your dad left.” He breaks the silence.

      I sigh, feeling uneasy at thinking about it, “Yeah he um, said it was for club business. But he wouldn’t tell me much.” My voice sounds more dejected than I suspected. I know it’s because I am trying not to let it get to me, but it does.

      He holds me tighter as if on instinct. I can already tell he knows what is going on. It’s why his voice sounded a little off before.

      “When will he be back?” he asks me casually, but it doesn’t feel all that casual.

      “He said a few days.” I sit up and look at him, he stares back at me and offers a kind smile. One that warms me from the inside out. I press my hands to his chest and feel his warmth radiate through me.

      “Do you know anything about it?” I ask him, apprehensive. I see the shift in his expression, the way his lips turn down. I don’t know him that well but I am starting to.

      “Um, about what?” his hand trails down to my ass but it is the last thing I feel. He knows something.

      “Spencer, don’t baby me like all the others do.” I moisten my lips and pin him with my gaze. I have also come to tell that looking at me makes him submit in some way. It’s probably my over sized eyes, it has that effect on everyone.

      “I’m not, I just… I don’t know if I’m allowed to tell you this. I didn’t pay attention when they told me all the rules.” He chuckles but I don’t laugh back.

      “You have to know something about it from your brother. He’s the VP.” I sit up fully and separate myself from him. I need a clear mind to have this conversation.

      His hand slips lower, the heavy calloused hand that’s warm and sets me aflame. I ignore the feeling of his touch to try and focus.

      “Yeah, he is.” He rolls his eyes. I don’t have a full handle on his relationship with his brother but it seems fairly regular. The older brother that had to raise the younger one, I have heard the story before but I don’t know what it did to Spencer, not fully. He seems like he is protecting him but doesn’t know why. I know that it doesn’t seem to be for the club though.

      “Spencer, I asked my dad if it was dangerous. Where he was going. He wouldn’t tell me.” I tell him. I feel vulnerable, and usually that would worry me but not around Spencer. He doesn’t look at me like I’m dying or can’t handle myself, just that he is listening.

      “I don’t know if it’s dangerous or not. My brother was elusive about it. Apparently some club in another town is trying to get at their turf for drugs or whatever it is we do to make our money. They’re hoping it doesn’t turn into another club war. Tank went to see if he could talk to their pres.” He says, and each words hits harder.

      I only understand it as one little thing that can turn dangerous. The fact that my dad is putting himself out there on the front lines, confronting some other man he doesn’t even know—that’s scary. I rub at my face as my skin pricks, pulling at my hair. I try to steady my breath and find my heart beat again, but it doesn’t work.

      “Thanks for telling me.” I eventually respond, my voice nothing but a soft whisper.

      “No problem. Are you worried about your dad?” he asks me, as if he already knows.

      I sigh as I find my words, “It might not be the most dangerous thing he’s ever done. I guess I’m just not usually here for it. So it is worrying.” I swallow, as if I can take down my nerves that way. It doesn’t work. My mouth goes dry and the silence of the room fills with our breathing.

      He reaches up and brings me back down to him, I already feel the energy shifting and don’t do anything to fight it. He just has that effect on me. He cups my face in his hand, his thumb brushing under my eyes as he holds me close. I look into his eyes and feel myself getting lost in them again. I don’t know why he affects me so easily.

      “Do you want a distraction?” his voice is low, rumbled in his chest with his desire.

      My body thrums and meets at my pussy, making me throb with desire for him. I spread my legs and rub against him, his thigh and its heat against me makes me shiver.

      “Yes,” I whisper.

      He smirks before kissing me, his tongue grazing mine and then fighting for the upper hand. I slip my fingers into his hair, holding myself closer to him. He deepens the kiss and rolls us over. His body laying between my legs. It feels nice to be on a bed this time, not that the last was any worse.

      “I’m crazy about you Jeannine, I can’t stop thinking about you.” He moves his lips to my neck, starting to work at another hickey. The others are alive and fresh still.

      His hand slides up my shirt, gripping my bare breasts. His hard palms rub my nipples and I start to writhe beneath him. I work to get him out of his clothes. Glad to feel his bare skin against me. His hard muscles and warm skin fit perfectly with me.

      “You’re fucking gorgeous,” he kisses down my body, dipping between my legs for a minute or so, working me with his mouth.

      “Oh god,” I clutch his hair and hold him close to me, but I mewl with disapproval when he leaves me too soon.

      He pulls back, kneeling in all his naked glory with his hard cock pointed at me. He feels blindly for a condom in his jacket. I think he always comes prepared with them or something. He rolls it on, and I watch as he enters me.

      He holds my thighs open, stretching me, and I disappear into this moment between us.

      “You feel good Spencer. So good.” I reach out for him, getting his hand. He laces his fingers with mine by my head and holds me close, his thighs holding mine open.

      He starts to move, fast, thrusting into me without thought. My breasts bob and the bed hits the wall. I cry out as it gets better and better. He reaches down with his other hand and grabs one of my breasts. Squeezing my flesh almost to pain, but it feels so good too. I moan, cry out, beg him not to stop, over and over. I find myself in blinding pleasure with him, his groans matching mine. He grips my hips tighter, fucking me harder.

      “Fuck angel—jesus—” he stalls, his hair falling over his brow as he sheens with sweat. I collapse over the edge so sudden I didn’t see it coming and it takes over my body. I clench around him and soon after he stills inside me, coming so beautifully all I do is watch.

      “That was good, so good,” I link my arms around his neck and kiss him, sliding my tongue against his to taste him.

      “Yeah… give me five minutes. We’re doing that again.”
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      It’s official, I am addicted to Spencer in the best of ways. Maybe even the worst because I cannot get enough of him and then it just hurts when I can’t have him. We hide out in my room for most of the night. We get snacks occasionally, after one movie, and then start the next one. It’s nice, like one of the longest dates ever. It only feels so calm because I know my dad isn’t here. That’s unfortunate but it’s where we are at. We both seem to forget about all that, about everything else but us. It’s perfect.

      I snuggle up next to him, after one too many bouts of sex. We showered together and I didn’t get what the hype was until then. He soaped me down. I’ll never forget how his hands felt against my skin, warm and calloused, squeezing my flesh like its his lifeline. He even washed my hair and that surprised me, but he was good at it. There were no tangles in it when he was finished. I did the same to him, finding it funny how he now smells like women’s body wash, but he didn’t seem to care. What he liked most was the hand job I gave him probably, I didn’t even think that was a big deal anymore but he loved it. We got out and had ice cream. I’m now half watching this rom com with him. It feels too good, too perfect. I know better than to let it make me this happy but I can’t help it. I can only hope it isn’t temporary.

      “I don’t want to leave.” Spencer grips me tighter and kisses my forehead. I get all warm inside when he does that.

      “But you have to.” I finish for him. I kiss his bare chest and look up at him. He grins down at me and I trace his jaw line with my fingers.

      “Yeah. I have an early day tomorrow.” He smiles sadly. He runs his hand up my thigh and grips my hips, holding me close to him. The exact opposite of needing to leave soon. My body is still thrumming from all our escapades. As much as I would like to continue them, I am so sore and tired that I can’t think of anything else.

      “Okay. I had fun.” I hug him tightly and then he sits up.

      “Me too.” He grins.

      Spencer gets up, wearing his briefs, and I shamelessly watch him get dressed. Especially when he has to tuck himself into his jeans, like he’s carrying a loaded weapon. It might as well be, from my experience.

      “I’ll walk you out.” I wrap my blanket around my self and lead him back downstairs, I don’t know why I felt like I had to keep a look out or something when I passed the stair case, but I did.

      “I’ll call you tomorrow,” Spencer hugs me one last time at the door and I revel in his warmth against me. Even with everything else, it’s his hugs that feel the best. “Goodnight angel.” He presses a soft kiss to my lips, pulls back to look me in the eye and then he’s gone.

      I sigh, a bit sadly at him leaving, and occupy myself by cleaning up a bit. I’m not trying to make it seem like I am removing all traces of Spencer, but it feels that way. I just like to clean when I am thinking, and I keep thinking a lot about Spencer. About how I am going to tell my dad about him, because I know that I need to. After tonight, I don’t want to just sneak around with him anymore. I want to be able to date him like regular people do. He will come around eventually, I know he will.

      Back in my room, I gather all our trash and throw it in the garbage outside before coming back and trying to fall asleep. I don’t even know where Spencer lives so I don’t know how long it will take him to make it home, but I text him to make sure.

      Me: Tell me when you make it home safe.

      I switch to texting Adriana, filling her in, and she pries with every question in the book. She even offers her apartment for us to use when my dad gets back. I almost want to take her up on it. I decided I don’t want to sneak around like that. As fun as it may be.

      My heart patters still when Spencer texts me back.

      Spencer: I’m home. See you tomorrow angel.

      I grin, wondering when he decided he would see me tomorrow. But as long as I see him every day, I’m not complaining at all.
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      I don’t know if saying I am the happiest man alive is an exaggeration, but I feel like I am coming close to that.

      Jeannine makes me happy. I never got that. Growing up the way I did, I never had that option and now I can do whatever I want. What I want is Jeannine. I just wish it didn’t have to be so damned complicated. I leave her house late at night and come back to Roland in the living room.

      “I thought you were leaving.” Is my greeting. I walk around the television, it’s dark and the lights flicker over him, lounging on the couch in his boxers.

      “Tomorrow. But Tank went out there first to see if he needed me.”

      “And he does?” I ask, I sit on the arm of the couch and give him a long look.

      “Yep. It’s not a big deal. It’s cool that you worry though.”

      I laugh, “It’s not cool. And I’m not worried. I’m just asking.” I shrug it off, but really, he’s my big brother and I do worry, and he seems to sense that too. He doesn’t say anything because we’re brothers, it’s just how we are.

      “Whatever dude.” His eyes go back to the tv and I’m sure he isn’t even watching it.

      “Is club business confidential? Like can we tell other people about it.” I ask. I thought about it for a long time before asking him because I wanted to be sure. I am still unsure about telling Jeannine. Even though she is involved in the club and what not, I wouldn’t want to say something I wasn’t supposed to. I just couldn’t keep it from her. The way she looked so sad and dejected about her dad.

      “Uh, not really. Why?” he answers.

      I shrug, “No reason. Just wondering how things really work in the cult and what not.” I grin. He laughs and shakes his head at me.

      “You’re going to have to stop calling it a cult at some point. Since you’re in the club and all.”

      “Okay, eventually.” I lie.

      “Where were you anyway?” he asks.

      “I have a curfew?” I deflect. He gives me one of his looks until I relent.

      “I was out with a friend.”

      He laughs, “You have friends?”

      I reach my leg out to kick his, “Fuck off, I do.”

      He flips me off and laughs again. “Who is this friend of yours? As long as it’s not another drug dealer or some shit.” He says more seriously.

      I frown at him and he fake apologizes.

      “She’s not—” I slip, not meaning to say it was a she.

      “Oh, a female friend.” He laughs with one of his ugly snorts.

      “Leave me be. It’s not my fault you’re not getting any.”

      “I don’t know where you got that false information from Spence.” He chuckles.

      “I can deduce,” I snicker. When I don’t really know if I am right or not. Its not like we keep tabs on each other that way but I know him well enough and it doesn’t seem like it.

      “I’m going to bed, I’ve had a long night.” I stand.

      “I bet you have.”  He reaches out and tugs my shirt, like he used to do when we were kids. It yanks my neck and I curse him as I walk off to my room.

      I smiled as soon as I saw a text from Jeannine on my phone. It’s sweet how she worried about me. I tell her that I got back safe and already start planning what I’m going to do with her tomorrow. I have no idea where to take her that’s kind of safe. I don’t know where most of the club guys hang out yet. I am running out of places in the woods to bring her.

      Either way, I know that I have to see her. I work at the shop tomorrow, so I don’t mind if we end up just hanging out in the back of my truck or something. As long as I am with her, it doesn’t matter.

      I strip off and get into bed, thinking of Jeannine as I fall asleep.
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      “I’m leaving.” Roland barges in my room, way too early and I can already tell.

      “Why are you making it sound like you’re dying?” I groan into my pillow, rolling over and shielding my eyes from the sun coming in the window.

      “At least don’t forget to lock up whenever you leave. I love this house more than you.” He smirks, looking over me by the door.

      “See ya,” I flip him off and he leaves my room with a laugh.

      I get up soon after, going to take a piss and brush my teeth. I take my phone with me to the living room and text Jeannine.

      Me: Good morning angel.

      I wait a few minutes as I make my coffee and find something to eat.

      Jeannine:  Why are you up so early freak

      Me: To talk to you.

      I grin to myself and settle on dry oatmeal, before I think of a better idea.

      Me: I’m coming to pick you up so we can eat breakfast off each other.

      I don’t even check her reply before I get dressed and take off on my bike. I pull up to her house, sort of checking for Tank’s bike, and I don’t see it.

      We go to breakfast at a diner before we go to the shop. Unfortunately I couldn’t eat breakfast off her but that’s beside the point. I get to spend all day with her as we head to the shop.

      “Tell me more about you. I feel like I don’t know much.” Jeannine tells me. We’re halfway through the day, having folded and stocked merchandise all morning. To be honest, I did most of the work but I didn’t mind it. I don’t really want to talk about this, but the look she is giving me with her eyes all big and brown makes me give in.

      “You know about me.” I grin at her.

      She sits up on the counter, resting her hands at her sides. My eyes drift down to her breasts like they always do, pressing against the fabric of her shirt. It’s a light pink color that bounces off her tan skin. I stare at her, at how her curly hair fans out around her and the way her jeans hug her ass. Licking my lips, I wish we weren’t talking at all. There are customers coming in and out of the shop, so I can’t really do much.

      “I mean, yeah I do. A little. But not stuff about where you grew up and… your favorite color.” She chews at her lip and even though thinking of my childhood takes me to a bad place I grin at her, trying to dodge it. I lean my hip against the counter and look at her.

      “My favorite color is green, but not the forest kind. The apple kind.” I say.

      She tilts her head at me and gives me one of her prying looks. Her eyes widen as she pouts her lips and then I am pretty much useless.

      “Spencer. Why don’t you ever talk about it?” her voice softens. I sigh and run my fingers through my hair.

      “I just don’t like to talk about it. It’s not a good story.”

      “Well it doesn’t have to be a good story for me to want to hear it.” She runs her hand down my arm and quickly pulls it away, remembering where we are.

      I get a tight feeling in my chest, wondering how I can even put this into words. This was the last place I thought I would be doing it. All I have done since coming here is do things when I didn’t think I would have to do them. Like growing up. Getting myself out of bad situations. The club did that, Roland did that for me. Now Jeannine is making me face the last thing I tried to run from.

      “We didn’t—Roland and I grew up in a trailer park. Our parents were absolute dead beats. I only remember a little of it. Roland he got the worst of it. So, when we ended up in foster care, he took care of me most of the time cause those people sucked too. I didn’t have a childhood, I…don’t even know what to call it.” I exhale, my mouth going dry and neck tight. I hate talking about stuff like that. There are memories that I don’t bother to recount until they force their way in. Or when Jeannine coaxes them out of me.

      “I’m sorry, Spencer. That you went through that.” She softens her voice and gives me a soft look, her eyes relaxing as she looks at me. I smile a bit at her and wish I could hold her close, kiss her, and be anywhere but here right now.

      “Thanks. I mean it’s okay now but… sometimes I feel worse for Roland. He had to grow up way too fast. I worry about him, cause he thinks he can do everything. When he can’t sometimes.”

      “Like where he is now.” She finishes.

      “Yeah. Pretty much.”  I answer.

      We stay in silence for a while and I just appreciate her company, for all that it’s worth. But I can tell she is not done with her line of questioning. I cross my arms and wait. She looks at me with this softness in her eyes that I haven’t seen before. I am learning about her too, so much every day.

      “What were you doing before you joined the club? I was here the last time Rafe left and everyone was talking about him going after his brother or something.”

      I chuckle once, it was a few months ago but I remember it.

      “Yeah that was the worst shit I got myself into. And I’ve done a lot of things I wasn’t supposed to. Just…” I shake my head and try to figure out how to word this. “I hung out with the wrong crowds. I never did drugs or any of that kind of shit but I sold them. And Roland bailed me out of a lot of bad situations. The last one was so bad… I thought I wasn’t just going to go to jail but get attacked by a gang. And still owe them money.” I laugh once, it’s funny now that I’m not in that situation but it wasn’t so funny then.

      “Spencer,” she giggles once and I’m surprised that she did. Then I remember who her dad is and think talking about drugs isn’t that much of a deal breaker.

      “Yeah, I know, but you asked. That’s what I was doing.” I sigh, standing up. I lean my hands over the counter and look out at the empty shop before I move closer to her and inhale her scent. It calms me when I feel like part of me is getting messed up inside, recounting all the bad parts of my past.

      “Yeah, I asked. I was just curious. What about ex-girlfriends?” she asks.

      I look at her and laugh aloud.

      “Well I just meant—not that I’m saying I am your girlfriend now but… shit.” She laughs to herself as her cheeks flush crimson. I laugh at her too and hope she pulls her self together. I stand close enough to her that my hip hits her thigh, and my cock resting in my jeans finds a nice warm place to be.

      “I know what you meant. And I don’t do the girlfriend thing, never have before. But I consider you my girlfriend. Should I have played a boombox outside your window and held up a sign? Circle yes or no.” I chuckle.

      She grins widely and her blush turns to a flush in her cheeks as her eyes brighten. It feels good to make her this happy, I just hope that I can keep doing it.

      “No, this is fine.”

      “You have any ex boyfriends I should know about?” I lick my lips, watching her blink rapidly.

      “Not really. You forget I’m only twenty.”

      “There are sixteen-year olds getting married, it’s valid.” I grin. She shrugs her shoulders and gives me a long look.

      “So if you weren’t doing the actual drugs what did you do?” she asks, with her curious tone in place.

      “I kept watch. Spied on the other gangs. I move quietly.” I smirk, it was my only talent. Or usefulness at the time.

      “Hm. Is that why Rafe thought you would be good in the club? They have guys that do that you know.”

      “Yeah I—” I laugh once, “I know. He started pestering me about it.” I lose my grin at the memory. Now I feel kind of bad about saying I didn’t want to be involved in the club. And if I was, maybe I could have been with Roland instead of worrying about him. there’s a fine line.

      “Why didn’t you take him up on it?”

      “Wow you are full of questions today.” I lean away from her and take a breath.

      She sighs and shrugs, not giving up the question.

      “I didn’t want to mess up his place at the club if I messed up.” I say. It really was that simple.

      “I get that.”

      “So if you’re done with your line of questioning, maybe we go take a break?”
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      “Take a break?” I look at Spencer, with his blazing eyes and handsome face, my body reacting already.

      I was hesitant about asking him all those questions but I just wanted to get to know him better, I wanted to calm all my wandering thoughts. I never thought he was a bad guy or anything, but knowing he had a past like that was a little worrying. But now I know there was nothing to worry about.

      “Yeah angel, a break.” He licks his lips and gives me that hot look of his, setting my body on fire.

      I bite down on my bottom lip and cross my legs, trying to quell the pulse there.

      “I wish I could. But someone could walk in at any minute. Someone from the club.” I sigh sadly. This guy makes me horny all the time, it’s no good.

      “Right… forgot about that.”

      “It will pass. And we can… do that later.” I giggle softly. He smiles at my reaction, maybe one day I’ll learn how to be some effortless, sexy vixen but today is not that day.

      “Later then.”

      The rest of the day passes and we close up, we decide to grab a bite to eat together, before he drops me off back at my car. We have our fun in the back seat, twice, and then I go home without him. That’s why I was surprised when he comes by later.

      “What’s wrong?” I ask him, he comes in the back door and I regard him carefully. He looks haggard, and he isn’t wearing his cut.

      “Your dad called.”

      “Oh my god—” I freak out instantly, he calms me down though. I thought he found out about us or something. We move to the couch and he takes my hand.

      “He asked for my help. Him and Roland. At first, I wasn’t going to but I thought… you know I joined the club for my brother. Make up for lost time, I guess. People don’t usually need me for anything, but he does. They do.” He finishes. He seems sure of everything that he says, and that’s what makes me worry less. But when I realize what he is really saying…

      “You’re leaving. To go help them.” I say.

      He looks me in the eye and nods. “Yeah. But it won’t be for long, I promise.”

      “Tank is my dad, Spencer. I know you can’t keep that promise. That’s why my mom left, she couldn’t… she didn’t want to deal with him leaving and not knowing when he was coming back.” I say sadly.

      “Are you saying you—”

      “No,” I cut him off. “I’m in this with you Spencer. I just… be careful.” I cup his face, rubbing my palm against his stubble. His skin is so warm and comforting. I never thought about what it would take to be involved with an MC guy. Now I am about to find out.

      “I love you, Jeannine. I know that—I know it’s quick and we halfway know each other but I just… I love you. I do. And I’ll be careful, so I can come back to you.” He cups my face and kisses me before I can respond. The kiss has all our emotions in it together, our tongues swirling as we taste each other. I can’t get enough of him and I don’t know if that means I love him back.

      But he breaks the kiss and leaves before I can figure that out.
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      Adriana and I meet for lunch, as we do every other day. Spencer left three days ago and I haven’t seen him since, haven’t talked to him either. I know he probably can’t, around the other guys, and he is probably busy. But I wish I could have told him how I felt.

      “When are you going to talk to him?”  she asks me.

      I sip my lemonade and smile sadly.

      “I don’t know, when he gets back probably.”

      “What if your dad breaks him and makes him talk?” she smiles sadly, trying to get met in better spirits. I told her everything that happened, at saying I love you too in to the darkness after he left. I’m no good at that stuff, I never had to learn how to be.

      “Then he may not come back.” I laugh sadly once.

      “It will be fine, Jeannine. Don’t worry.”

      I look at her sadly. “I will worry. About my dad. My boyfriend. All of it.” It’s the first time I said that out loud, and it feels good. As much as it feels like suffocation.

      “Your dad has done this before, they’ll all be okay.” She assures me.

      I let her keep me company until she has some other errands to go about. I just go back home and lay on the couch, watching movies. It’s not like Spencer left and is never coming back. It will be like this when I go off to college anyway, but for some reason it hurts all the same.

      I love him, so much and so fast. It’s scary but it doesn’t make it any less true. I want to be with him, and I decide I have to tell my dad about us. I’ll tell Spencer what I’m doing first, but I know I have to tell him. I am about to pick another sad movie to watch when my phone buzzes, and it isn’t the ringtone I have for Adriana.

      I completely lose my mind when I see it’s Spencer.

      Spencer: Come outside.

      I frown at my phone, thinking he is sleep deprived or something.

      Me: What?

      Spencer: Outside angel. Before the neighbors see.

      I laugh and get up, swarmed with delight as I go to the back door, our usual place.

      I find him leaning against his bike on the side of the garage, under the moonlight his cut is slicked black leather, shining against his frame, his dark jeans making him look like a model.

      “What are you doing here?” I run to him, jumping into his arms.

      He laughs, wrapping me up tight in his arms as he kisses my cheek, my neck. I turn to kiss him, our lips meeting fully.

      “I told you I would be back. I missed you.” He kisses me again, setting me on my feet. I wrap my arms around his neck and smile.

      “I love you.” It comes barreling out of me and I can’t stop it. “I should have told you before you left it just took me—I missed you too.” I giggle nervously. He smiles at me as if with awe and I feel myself blushing.

      “I figured. And I still love you, that didn’t change when I left.” He chuckles.

      “Oh where is my dad? Is he still gone?” I ask.

      “Nah he’s back. Him and my brother are updating the rest of the execs. But I just had to see you.” He cups my face and I swarm with warmth when he kisses my forehead.

      “I’m glad you came. I was so worried. What did they make you do anyway?” I ask. It racked my brain the whole time he was gone. Some of the guys are passive, others literally go scare and beat people up. I wondered what he was.

      “I kept watch. Got some intel. Turned out to be helpful. You should be proud.” He smirks, gripping my ass.

      “I am proud. So you can’t come inside then?” I sigh.

      “Probably not but we can meet up tomorrow.”

      I nod, reaching up to kiss him. He kisses me back immediately. It is slow and tender until it grows with intensity. I feel him in my core and wish he could come inside, suddenly I want that thrill, but I know better. His tongue swirls against mine and I taste his warmth, sliding against his hard body. God I really love him so much, I don’t even know what to do. So much that I don’t notice bright head lights and the roar of a bike until it all stops.

      I jump away from Spencer, squinting into the darkness as I pant. He turns the same time as me.

      “What the fuck is going on?”

      My heart freezes in my chest, when my dad gets off his bike and roars at the top of his lungs.

      “Dad—” I start, but don’t know what to even say.

      “You get the hell away from my daughter!” he shouts at Spencer.

      “Tank, I can explain.” Spencer walks toward him and I stop him. I have never seen my dad this angry, boiling at the surface.

      “No, don’t.” I stop him, grabbing his hand. “Dad, just relax—”

      “Relax!” he barely looks at me and keeps coming for Spencer.

      “You son of a bitch—”

      “Dad please, you don’t understand—” tears stream down my face but it’s no use.

      “I don’t understand? He took advantage of you!” he reaches Spencer before I can get to either of them. He grabs him by the shirt and punches him hard in the face. I cry out, knowing it wouldn’t be a good idea to try and separate them.

      “Stop, Dad!”

      Spencer stumbles and gets back up again, squaring off to my dad.

      “I didn’t take advantage of her,” he grabs at his face, “I love her.” He holds his hands up but my dad is still fuming.

      “Bullshit. I trusted you, I asked you to look after her and this is what you do?”

      “Dad—”

      “No Jeannine, stay out of this!”

      The way he yells makes me afraid to say anything else.

      “You are finished. If I ever see your face again, you’re a dead man.”

      “No—” I whimper, wiping at my tears.

      Spencer turns to me, his eyes the saddest I have ever seen. I already know that he blames himself.

      “I’m sorry angel.” He moves to get back on his bike, reaching for me, I reach out for him but Tank shoves him away and grabs me.

      “Get the hell out of here. Out of town if you know what’s good for you.”

      I grab Dad’s hand, “no—” he quiets me again and I tremble in my own skin.

      Spencer looks at me until he gets on his bike, and once again over his shoulder before he drives off. I collapse into my tears and pull away from my dad.

      “They’re bad guys, Jeannine. You don’t want that.” Dad says. He shakes off his hand and I glare at him.

      “No. Spencer is good, and we love each other. It’s you that’s bad.”

      “Listen—” he reaches out for me again.

      “No, I won’t listen. I hate you.” I shove against his chest and run back into the house, slamming my room door behind me.

      I cry and cry until there is no cry left in me.
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      I feel like a zombie in my own body. For days, I forget how to simply exist.

      It gets better, but I still feel numbed and…lost.

      I wanted to have control over everything. I wanted to sit my dad down and tell him, when he wouldn’t have to find out the way he did. I’m sure seeing us kissing wasn’t easy for him but he just got so angry… I don’t know how to face him. And Spencer…

      I don’t know what to do. He might have left, I’m not sure. But I love him too much to get him into any more trouble. I can’t be the reason he comes back and risks his life, however serious Dad was, I don’t know.

      A whole month passes, of missing him and avoiding my dad and barely talking. Adriana comes over but even she doesn’t know what to do. A standoff with an MC pres and new member doesn’t just happen every day.

      I’m completely lost.

      “Jeannie, it’s me.” Dad knocks on my door and tries to talk to me, like he usually does every day.

      “Go away.” I close my eyes, laying on my bed, and the visual of him knocking Spencer onto his feet comes into view. Spencer leaving with a split lip, blood streaming down his face.

      “Your mom is here.”

      I almost forgot she was coming. The fourth of July, she said she would come. It’s the only reason I get out of bed, go to meet her in the living room. Dad lingers and Mom gives him a hard look, I already told her what happened. Punching and all.

      “Leave us be, Arnold. Is that too much to ask?” Mom shoos him away. Dad gives me a sad look, and he actually looks a bit dejected but he leaves all the same.

      “Mom,” I hug her tight, tears clouding my breath.

      “Oh honey, I’m glad to see you.” She pulls back, looking like sunshine in her yellow dress.

      She sits me down and I talk to her about everything. She listens and offers me advice whenever she can.

      “I really love him, Mom. It’s not fair.”

      “I know, your dad… I’ll talk to him, but I always said this about that club. Their rules and their toxic masculinity. Sometimes it’s charming. Other times its stupid.” She smooths my hair and wipes my tears.

      “I know. Are you staying here?” I look at her suitcase by the door.

      “Yeah, I actually came here to make up with your dad. I hope you’re not mad at me.” She smiles sadly.

      “Why would I be mad? That’s what I hoped would happen.”

      “Yeah well… there are some conditions but we can talk about that later.”

      I nod, “Yeah.”

      “You should make up with your father too. You haven’t said you hated him since you were nine.” She laughs once.

      “Oh. He told you that.” I glance at her.

      “Mhm.”

      I sigh, “I guess I will.” Despite being mad at him, I have missed him.

      “Good. I’m going to get groceries because I know it’s a disaster here.”

      She leaves and I reluctantly go find my dad, he’s in his office, stewing with a beer and staring at a wall of photos.

      “Dad.” I announce myself.

      He turns to me and smiles softly, “Jeannie.” He stands and I step back against the door, crossing my arms.

      “I’m sorry, Jeannie. I didn’t know… I told the guys that you—I was just so pissed. But I thought about it and… I think you should come by the club tonight, it will help explain.”

      I frown, “Explain?” I wipe at my eyes and shake my head at him.

      “Dad, you wouldn’t listen to me. I know you were shocked to… see us, but I’m your daughter and you wouldn’t just listen to me. I was wrong to say that I hate you, I don’t. But I am afraid of you now.” I whisper.

      His face falls. “Oh no Jeannie, I…I lost it. But that’s not me, I swear. Your mom, she came back to me, we can be a family again because she knows that’s not me anymore.”

      “Why?” I ask him.

      “Just… come to the club tonight. Please.” He begs.

      I trail off in thought and give it a minute. He is still my dad, even though Spencer is gone and I don’t know if I can see him again. I later agree to come to the club, for whatever it is, hoping I don’t break down from the memory of Spencer when I do.
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            Spencer

          

        

      

    

    
      I came home in a blind rush. My face was half smashed in but all I could think about was Jeannine and how she was doing. I feel like it was my fault, if I had just waited… but I thought Tank would still be gone for hours, I had no idea he would come back and find us. He did, and now shit has really hit the fan.

      When Roland found me, he was absolutely pissed. I had to tell him what happened, as a member of the club too. We all just got back from a two-day sting, and I helped them stop another club from trying to get in on our turf. Tank called me a watch dog or some shit—Sparrow, so I had a club name. And then it was fucked up all in the same night. My face hurt for days until it healed up, and I barely left the house. Roland didn’t kick me out or anything, as my brother, but he was pissed.

      He spent a month or so trying to talk to Tank until it all just stopped, and I’m not sure why. We don’t talk much, so I don’t ask. All I think about it my Jeannine. I miss her so fucking much. I know if I talk to her I will just make it hurt more, if we can’t see each other. So I refrain, just like in the beginning. I wonder what would have happened if we never got involved with each other, but she made me a better man. I’ll always be glad that I fell in love with her.
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      “You need to come to the club tonight.” Roland walks in my room without knocking, I don’t have it in me to argue anymore.

      “For what?” I look up at him, putting my crossword puzzle down.

      “Just… you have to come.” He looks worried and I don’t know why.

      “What is it bro?” I stand up.

      He firms his face and looks less grim, half smiling.

      “It’s Tank, he uh—he stepped down.”

      “What?”

      “He’s leaving the club to make up with his wife. So that means I’m the new pres. He’s telling the club tonight, that’s why I want you to come.”

      I don’t know whether to be more invested in the fact that Jeannine’s parents are back together but I still hate Tank for what he did to us.

      “But I thought I wasn’t in the club anymore.”

      “Tank never told anyone.”

      “He—”

      “He never told anyone. He wasn’t… whatever Jeannine said must have got to him.”

      “I told him I loved her that night but he didn’t seem like he was listening.” I laugh once.

      Roland chuckles and steps inside. “Well, as far as the club knows you’ve been keeping watch on the other club.”

      “What’s tonight then?”

      He gives me a look.

      “It had to be Jeannine, huh?” he laughs.

      I grin at the thought of her. “Yeah, it had to be you don’t get it man. You’ve never been in love.”

      “I guess not. Just come to the club.”

      I end up agreeing, finding myself in the lot a few hours later. The sun is setting and it is already committed to memory. I haven’t been back in a long time and it feels like home. Which sucks because for a minute there I thought I lost it. I want is—

      “Spencer?”

      I hear her voice and think I am hallucinating before I turn and see my Jeannine. She is smiling, looking gorgeous as ever in her jeans and blouse, a cute frilly purple thing. I smile and walk over to her, hugging her immediately.

      “I’m so sorry angel, I missed you so much.” I inhale her scent, hold her body close.

      “I missed you too. But my dad is right behind me so you should watch your hands.” She giggles, pulling back.

      I grin, holding her waist instead. I still kiss her though, because it has been too damn long.

      “I was summoned here. I have no idea what’s going on.” I tell her.

      “Me neither.” She shrugs, pulling back from me. She looks over at a woman in the parking lot by her car, a few moments later Tank gets out of the car. I realize why she looked familiar, it’s her mom.

      “Am I about to get another shiner?” I hold her hand.

      “I hope not.” She holds herself close to me.

      I look at Tank when he gets close enough, and he nods me aside from Jeannine. I look back at her and smile to reassure her.

      “Tank I’m sorry. For going behind your back. But that’s all I’m sorry for. I love your daughter, and I won’t ever hurt her. I swear it.”

      His eyes darken but his expression softens.

      “I believe you. I’m not sorry about knocking you off your feet because you still deserved it.”

      I manage a laugh and he smiles halfway.

      “Why didn’t you tell everyone? I was hiding out for a month.”

      “Because of what you did. That other club, they’ve been after us for years. I trusted you to find out what was happening and you did. That’s why you’re still in the club, that kind of thing is hard to come by.”

      I nod once.

      “But you’re not in the club anymore.” I finish.

      He nods once, looking over at Jeannine and her mom.

      “No, I’m not. I have a family and—man to man, I’m in love too. Gotta make sacrifices. Your brother, he’ll take care of it though.”

      I half smile, “He sure will.”

      “And just so we are very clear,” He starts walking back to them and I follow, “You better not hurt my daughter.”

      “Dad—” Jeannine whines. I take her hand and chuckle, even though I’m still a bit scared inside.

      I look in her eyes and smile, “I’ll never hurt her.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Epilogue: Jeannine

          

        

      

    

    
      My dad got up in front of his whole club and told them he was stepping down. I was shocked as everyone else, but he really meant it. They all cheered when he went over to kiss my mom but I just gagged a bit.

      Spencer was with me though, and even though I was a bit apprehensive about things he just won me over. I know it would have been hard to talk, when we thought all hope was lost. But now we can be together, and it’s… perfect.

      My dad and I made up, which is nice. Because we all live in the same house now and I feel like I am ten years old again, with two happy parents. Dad doesn’t hold it over mom’s head, that he left the club. They still talk about it, I know it will take some adjusting. They seem to be doing fine. Spencer even comes over for dinner sometimes, and Dad stops looking at him with daggers. They actually have things in common. I spend the amazing summer I planned with him, falling in love every day, over and over, until I have to leave.

      We knew it would be hard but I didn’t have much choice. I wasn’t going to switch colleges to be closer to home, and it was a little too soon for him to follow me there. Plus it’s only a few hours away, I see him once or twice a month and soak up as much of him as I can.

      I love college, it’s fun learning something new and starting a new phase in life. Mom definitely cried when I left and dad probably waited until I was gone, but all the same.

      I’m happy today because it’s the day I can see Spencer. He rides in on his bike, making a public show for all of the student union to see and I happily run up to him with everyone watching.

      “Hello angel,” he murmurs against my lips, then kisses me with all the love in the world he has for me.

      “I missed you.” I hug him tightly, jumping down to take him in.

      It’s the winter now, so he has a sweater on under his cut. I smooth his hair back and cup his face.

      “I missed you too. You have a lot of homework?” he asks.

      It’s the weekend before the break and we planned on riding back together.

      “Not particularly.” I giggle.

      “Good.” he kisses me again, and we go back to my dorm room. I don’t have a roommate but the small living space was still hard to get used to, especially when Spencer comes over.

      He strips my clothes off as soon as we walk in the door, and I do the same to him.

      We don’t waste any time, getting naked and reacquainted with each other. I miss him more every time and every time it just seems to get better. We go at it for what seems like hours, before we lay down together.

      “So I was thinking…” Spencer starts.

      “Hm?”

      “That we get hitched.” He laughs and I know he is joking.

      “What are you really talking about Spencer?” I grin.

      He looks at me with bright eyes and smiles. “You should move in with me. Back home, I mean. I just got a place, with a sex swing—”

      I swat him and cut him off.

      “You want me to move in with you?”

      He chuckles, holding me tighter around my breasts, they’re still his favorite thing. “Yeah, I want you to move in with me. And just to be clear I’d also like to marry you one day and have kids and spend the rest of my life with you but we can get to that later.” He laughs, rolling us over so he is between my legs again.

      “Spencer, you’re insane—” I giggle.

      “For you.”

      I sigh, knowing I’ll have to convince my dad first but he’s learned to back off in that department.

      “Okay. I’ll move in with you. But you have to do all the packing and unpacking. I need to rest from school.” I laugh and kiss him, glad that I made him so happy.

      I think that’s all we can do, make each other happy every day. And if I get to do that for the rest of my life then I am not complaining at all.
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        Just when I thought I’d never see her again, she walks right into my bar…

        I’m the new pres of the MC, the Outlaws are counting on me to hold things together.

        To keep a drug war for happening and tearing the club apart.

        I’m prepared to do just that until I get arrested, a DUI slapped on me by a cop that hates the MC.

        And then I see her. Paige Travers.

        The beautiful red head who is now my lawyer, and becomes the only thing I care about.

        Nothing has ever been more important than the club—until her.
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      I walk into the club room to hear the clink of glasses and smash of the pool table, guys all around hollering about god knows what. I still half smile because I haven’t been back in a little while, and where all this noise would be annoying, I actually don’t mind it.

      “Rafe, you’re like a stranger around here.” Logan shouts from the bar. He’s been in the club for a long time, a loud guy with good instincts and a pension for numbers, he helped us hide most of our illegal shit with the bar here and the shop.

      “Pretty much. What’s been going on?” Someone gets up from their seat at the bar and I sit down. They must know who I am. People run off respect around here and I have gotten used to it.

      I joined the club when I was much younger, just out of high school and had nowhere else to go. I was slumming it in town, laying low and working odd jobs when Tank found me. I owe a lot to him, so it’s kind of surreal that he is gone now. He retired to get back with his wife, play the family man again. Maybe I am just too young to understand why but he seemed happy about it and was okay with having me take his place as pres. Which is a ton of pressure that I am just starting to feel, being back at the club. The last thing we did together was go to a rival club, get them to stop trying to come over on our turf and figure out why they want to get in on drug running in the first place. it took me a couple trips though, the last was for a few days, but now I’m back.

      “Nothing much. Except your kid brother being bold as all hell.” He laughs and hands me a beer. I twist off the cap and take a swig as I laugh.

      “Yeah, he does that.” I chuckle. Logan passes me a look with his cold green eyes. We haven’t really spoken since I left the last time and before that, things with the club were turning over when Tank left. Some people think it is because of what happened but they don’t know the whole story.

      “Did you know?” Logan asks me, and that explains the funny look he was giving me.

      “Not until everyone else did.” I answer.

      He nods once and wipes down the bar where someone left. I thought my brother would be working tonight but I guess he isn’t, I came straight here and haven’t seen him.

      “At least no one got in a fight. I mean, guys have been after Jeannine since she started wearing a bra, as shitty as that is. But you see where I’m coming from. Spencer just swooped in and that was it.” He laughs.

      I nod too, “Yeah, I was surprised. But my brother, he doesn’t follow rules and he’s reckless.”

      “So he really did it for love then?” Logan laughs like it’s unbelievable.

      “I mean, he risked the wrath of Tank for it so that’s got to say something.” I roll my eyes and drink more of my beer. It is just hard to believe that Spencer was even capable of that, we didn’t grow up with love in our lives at all. Now here he is, showing it off and going to visit her at college every few weeks, not running around on her. I mean I guess that I’m happy for him but it won’t stop me from being skeptical.

      “I guess so. Are you gonna call a meeting soon?” He asks.

      I sigh, scratching at my jaw. It would be my first as the pres technically. We had one with Tank and I was there, when he said he was passing it down to me and we had to take a vote. It was unanimous, which is nice and all, but it’s still pretty nerve racking to have the whole club on my shoulders.

      “Yeah, let me just get settled in first. Figure out what to do.” No one really knows about the stuff the other club was doing. Tank and I wanted to keep it under wraps so that it wouldn’t raise any panic, and no one would try to play the hero. I’m just not that inclined to tell everyone that there may be another war starting.

      I joined the club in the middle of the last one, it’s how I proved myself so fast and got to VP in less than two years.

      “Sounds good. Speaking of, here he comes.” Logan whistles and waves over my head. I turn to see my brother striding in, looking all settled with his cut and riding boots for his bike. He flashes his familiar grin and sits next to me.

      “I didn’t know you were back.” We shake hands and Logan gives him a beer.

      “Yeah, I just drove in. You trashed my house yet?” I chuckle.

      He gives me a funny look after drinking some of his beer.

      “I moved out when Jeannine went to college, you didn’t notice?”

      I shake my head, that all went down last summer and it’s been almost a year since he first got here. That’s why I have been in and out so much and I guess I haven’t really been paying attention.

      “Oh. I guess not. Well congrats on your own place.” I chuckle.

      “Yeah, it’s not even that great. Jeannine made everything purple and white. It’s like walking into a women’s fashion store every day.” He scoffs.

      I laugh at him and shake my head. “That’s what you get for shacking up.” I chuckle, I never even thought that he would be tied down before me, that either of us would be tied down at all. But here he is, all dopey eyed and shit.

      “Fuck off. You wish you were me. Imagine getting pussy any time you want and not having to worry about diseases and shit. It’s gold.” He drinks his beer over a smile and Logan and I laugh.

      “Well shit, now that you put it that way, I need to get started on that.” Logan chuckles.

      “I don’t think it’s that easy, but you have fun with that.” I retort.

      “Hey, as long as you’re not going for the wrong girl or you might end up with a shiner. Seriously, my jaw still hurts from Tank’s hit.” He grabs at his face and I just laugh at him. I remember him coming home beat up that night, and I was worried about a concussion so we went to the hospital. It wasn’t quite a hairline fracture but he had ice on it for days. That’s the Tank I know, but he didn’t know him when he first came around, hadn’t seen him in action when he was angry. So of course he did the one thing that would make him the angriest.

      I was worried about my place in the club after Spencer got with Jeannine, worried that Tank would be pissed and just get rid of us both. But he trusted me, knew me long enough to believe that I had no idea. But I’m not sure I would have sold my brother out, yeah, the club is all about brotherhood and everything but Spencer is my actual blood, I’d never have sold him out.

      “Speaking of, you have any plans now that you’re back?” Spencer claps my back in his annoying, prying way. He often pesters me about my sex life, it’s just how we are as brothers, now I can’t because he went and shacked up. But I was never one for relationships. I moved around too much and if that’s not the case, I only have room to care about one other person and that’s my brother. The rest is for a good time, nothing I have to work too hard for.

      “No. leave me be.”

      “Hey, I’m just glad I don’t live at your place anymore. It was fun while it lasted.”

      “Okay, have fun paying your own rent, dumbass.” I chuckle and finish my last beer. I should have another, just so I’ll get to sleep easier. I love my bike and being out in the open air but sometimes it just gets me too wired, hard to fall asleep after. That and being tied up with club business I can’t even tell anyone about yet. Tank was the last person I didn’t have to lie to, now he spends his days at home working on setting up his wife’s bakery. It’s a small town so I see him around sometimes, everyone else does too.

      “Yeah, I agree that’s not the best.”

      “Well I have to see it sometime. I’m… proud of you.” I rub his shoulder and he shrugs me off as we both laugh.

      “I couldn’t have done it without you though. The club.” That’s his way of saying thank you and I accept it.

      I finish up my beer and decide to head home. I like to clean up before I go to bed because I know I left the place a mess, so I should get going before I’m too tired. I see some of the other guys, Darius and Kit are my closest friends here at the club and I have known them the longest. Logan and I didn’t really get along until a few years ago or so, but needless to say I get along with everyone here. They’re the family I never had, growing up Spencer and I just had messed up foster families. So there is a lot of pressure to keep the place from being swallowed up by a rival gang.

      I say my goodbyes and start heading home, a little upset that Spencer put ideas in my head. I mean it would be nice to find a way to destress but the process of reminding the women whose numbers I bothered keeping, that coming over doesn’t mean I want to be tied down, is more annoying and not worth the trouble.

      I speed up on the long route after the highway, my favorite part of the route because of the twists and turns that take my bike to the limit. I upgraded it and it has more thrusters, a bit more horsepower, it’s my greatest possession besides my house. All those nice thoughts go away though, when I hear the sound of sirens and see bright red and blue lights in my mirror.

      “Fuck,” I murmur and slow the bike. I was barely speeding, but cops in this town are known to come after us for no reason. I peel off the side of the road and come to a complete stop. I lean to the side and get my license ready, just so I don’t have to interact with the officer too long.

      I don’t hate cops, but I am painfully aware of how much they can mess up a life just because they can.

      “Is there a problem officer?” I look up a bit, I can barely see him behind the bright light he shines in my face. I scrunch up my eyes but it doesn’t help at all.

      “Have you been drinking tonight?”

      I roll my eyes, shit, “A couple beers. I’m not drunk.”

      “You were speeding. Why don’t you go ahead and get off the bike for me sir.” He steps back and lowers the light enough for me to see his hard, grim face.

      I want to say that isn’t necessary but I don’t necessarily want to get shot or something either. So I get off the bike and he makes me walk a line and anything else he wants to bother me with.

      “Is this really necessary?” I ask when I get tired of being played.

      “I sense some hostility. Which doesn’t surprise me, considering.” He gestures to my cut and I scoff at him.

      “Come on—”

      He cuts me off by reaching for something and I immediately shut up, but it is still nerve wracking to know that he has so much control and can do whatever he wants. I don’t want to be volatile but this is a tricky situation. He clearly has a vendetta against the club, he isn’t the first, and there is nothing I can do about it now.

      “I’m taking you down to the station for questioning.”

      “You can’t do that if I’m not under arrest.” I charge back, and I wish I hadn’t said anything at all because that just makes him more upset.

      “You’re under arrest. Turn around.”

      There are about a million things I’d rather say to him, but none of them will keep me from being arrested or even worse. So I turn around, wince at the cold cuffs wrapping around my wrists. All I am thinking about is leaving my bike in the middle of the road, but once I get my phone call, I can at least take care of that. But not so much having a criminal record.

      He stuffs me in the back of his squad car and I fume the entire ride. I just got back from a long, grueling disagreement with a rival club that I am still unsure if it even worked. Now I am on my way to jail for god knows how long.

      It fucking sucks, but that’s my life as I know it.
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      “Stand still please.” The bookie is a middle-aged woman with a hard face and droopy voice, like she’s permanently tired or something. I turn three ways for the photo and am tossed into a group cell with three other guys that don’t seem like trouble. In fact I look more like it with tattoos going up my neck and down my hands and a leather jacket with the club logo on it. I’m in there for a while before I even get to make a phone call, I decide between one of the guys at the club and my brother, I don’t want to look like a hypocrite in front of the other guys, or a pres. who can’t keep his shit together even if it is a trumped-up charge.

      “Who is this?”

      “Your brother.” I grumble, knowing I am going to hear it from him later.

      “No shit. Well isn’t this a turn of events? You know—”

      “Look, we can talk about this later. Can you bail me out or not?”

      “Yeah, I’ll be there.”

      “They said I gotta spend a night in here first.” I tell him.

      “Nah, that’s not true. You ask for a public defender yet?” He asks. I frown and look around.

      “No…”

      “Well get one. They can let me bail you out tonight and have a hearing tomorrow.” He explains, like some sort of law student.

      “Okay. Wait how do you know all this?” I ask, even though the guard is giving me the side eye. But I get my phone call, he can wait.

      “It’s not my first time. Also, television. They’ll get you another phone call too but I’m on my way.”

      “Thanks. See ya.” I hang up, taking a deep breath. I’m sure this could be a lot worse, but I’m lucky I have my brother on my side and everything.

      I turn to the guard, “I need a lawyer.” I say. He’s younger, maybe my age, but he clearly hates his job like most everyone else in this place.

      “Wait in holding.” He leads the way, I don’t have to be cuffed because they had sense enough to know that I’m not hostile, unlike the other cop that has it out for me.

      I am left back in the cell with the other guys, trying to breathe only when I absolutely need to because of the smell. It’s like this place never gets cleaned or anything and they don’t care. I’m afraid just sitting on the bench will give me a disease or something, I’m burning these jeans when I get home.

      I sit and twiddle my thumbs for I don’t know how long. I’m tired and fucking starving, I was waiting until I got home to eat and that was clearly a mistake. Now I’m stuck here, wishing this doesn’t turn into even worse of a situation.

      When I really start to lose it, a guard comes and gets me, takes me to this small room with a tiny silver table and matching chair.

      “You and your counsel have thirty minutes to discuss your case.” He says.

      “Thirty minutes?” I try and see into the small glass opening but can’t see who is inside.

      “Yep, I can’t tell you how many times people have asked me that.” He stands by the door and opens it. I frown, walking inside. But my frown soon falls.

      The lawyer sitting in the chair facing the door is a woman, a damn beautiful one at that. Her hair is this bright red that even under the yellow fluorescence, casts her in this glow. Her skin is pale, smooth, her face has small features but full, plump, kissable lips, which she’s biting on the lower one right now as she looks over the paper in front of her. The blue button up she has on strains against her breasts at the center, I glance under the table to see she is wearing a skirt and her legs are crossed, rounded thighs with the same pale and smooth skin she has. I realize I am standing here staring and she hasn’t looked up yet.

      “Hi there,” I find it in me to smirk and she still doesn’t look up. After all that’s happened today, the last thing I want to do is smile and be nice, but she makes my chest light. I breathe easier, even though this room also smells like burnt lemon and stale cheese.

      “Hi, we don’t have long so just take a seat and tell me what happened.” She flips the paper over and scribbles something, still not looking up at me yet.

      I frown, thinking it’s weird, and take a seat. I get close enough to her to see a light dusting of freckles on her nose and under her eyes. She has glasses, black rimmed librarian type and some of my thoughts stray to other things but I rein them back in.

      “Do you try not to look at all your clients?” I clear my throat. Her small hands stop moving and then she finally looks at me.

      “No I—” she stops, swallowing hard. I want to laugh because I’m not surprised at all, I get it a lot. I have a nice face; the tattooed biker thing just adds to it, which would explain the redness in her cheeks now, the way she starts biting at her lip again.

      “We um, don’t have much time. Just tell me your side of the story and your plea and we can move this along.” Her voice falters, a soft even tone that reminds me of honey falling off a spoon, except this one has red hair and smooth pale skin that makes my fingers itch.

      “I uh, was driving home when I got pulled over and the officer had me do a breathalyzer and some competency tests then he just decided to arrest me, basically.” I take a deep breath and rub at my eyes, leaning across the table. She tenses up and leans back in the seat, her eyes falling from mine to the paper.

      “Okay. That’s not exactly what the cop says happened.” She reads off the paper and I reach for it but she pulls it back.

      “What do you mean?” I lean forward. Her eyes catch mine again and she pauses a bit, her lips falling open.

      “I mean he says you attacked him, that he thought you were being hostile. So the official charge is still a DUI but the judge might give you the max because of what the cop said.” She explains.

      “That’s bullshit. I didn’t attack anyone,” I get defensive. She tenses up again and her eyes shift. It’s when I realize she does this all the time and has probably run into some violent people.

      “Look I’m not gonna hurt you. I’m not like these other guys you see coming in and out of here. I’m just pissed cause I know that he’s lying, he has it out for me. Thank you for helping me anyway.” I sit back and remind myself not to make sudden movements.

      She relaxes a bit, her lips going from a firm line to half smiling.

      “You’re welcome. I mean it’s my job. But if that’s the case then this might be a long road forward. The most I can do right now is get you out on bail. Are you pleading not guilty?” She asks.

      “Hell yeah.” I chuckle once.

      She half smiles and curls her lips in to hide it. “Okay, um, so that’s… good.” She shuffles her papers and gets shifty.

      “Are you new at this or something?” I ask her.

      She widens her eyes at me. “No. I’m not I just am um, a little nervous.”

      “Because you’re new at this?” I chuckle once.

      She shakes her head and half laughs but doesn’t mean it in a humorous way.

      “Sorry. It’s inappropriate for me to um—it’s nothing.” She adjusts her glasses and I stare in her warm blue eyes for a second, they’re like half gray or something too.

      “What’s nothing…?”

      “Paige Travers. Sorry, I guess we skipped that part.” She reaches out to shake my hand and I do, closing around her small, soft hand. I’d be stupid if I ignored how that felt, but I have to, when I pull away.

      “Roland Leighton.” My full name sounds foreign to even me, since everyone at the club calls me Rafe.

      “So um, unfortunately I can’t get you out on bail tonight but I’ll push for an early hearing tomorrow and I’m confident you can get out on bail. You have no priors and a clean record.”

      “Good. And the worst-case scenario?” I ask.

      She blinks and clears her throat. “People don’t usually ask that.”

      “I like to have all the information.” I try not to let my eyes rove over her body too much, because she seems uncomfortable, but I can’t help it. Her skin looks so smooth my mouth waters at it, her tits fighting the fabric of her shirt, she’s too pretty for my own good.

      “Well, the judge could deny bail. I really don’t see that happening though. And the cop could go on record, forcing the charges be added to, but no one wants that kind of paperwork. You’ll be fine.” She shrugs like it is nothing.

      I suppose for anyone else; it might be.

      But that cop clearly has it out for me and my club, and he has the law on his side.

      I’m starting to think this is going to be a lot worse than I am prepared for.
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      I seal the last roll of tape over the large brown box, groaning at the tape running out with annoyance. There are still three boxes left to close, and I don’t trust the moving van to get it across town safely. Those things are unreliable, as much as a steady job and fiancé are.

      It sucks that I have to pick up my life and move at the drop of a hat. That it’s me who has to uproot my life. But I decided this would be better, a new start. Granted the small town didn’t have any private law offices, and I’m giving up six figures a year and track to partner to do it. But change is good, I’m leaving the city life for something better. I just hope it isn’t as drab as packing up all my stuff is. The apartment I got probably won’t even fit all of it, leaving this house to downsize will be easier to clean anyway.

      I’m about to head out and buy more tape, when I hear a car in the driveway.

      “Crap,” I groan under my breath. It was all supposed to go smoothly and without having to confront him, but I should have known better, considering this is his place and everything. My name was never on the mortgage statements, the utilities, nothing about me is here anymore.

      I ignore the sinking feeling and force myself to walk outside, my car is parked in the driveway and he thankfully didn’t park behind it. With his shiny, over the top beamer. I knew better, than to get involved with one of the managing partners. It blew up in my face, to say the least. It wasn’t my fault. But that doesn’t hurt any less than knowing that it was all his.

      “Hey Paige. I thought you would be gone by now.” He walks up the rock path to where I am leaving the front door. The sun beats down over us, and I squint up at Jason. My handsome, rich, charismatic, cheating ex-fiancé.

      “I thought so too. I still have some stuff to pack up, I’m just going to get more tape.” I explain. It was so hard to talk to him in the beginning, especially when I tried to make it work after I found out. I confronted him about it, he hadn’t come clean, but he apologized and I believed him. But I felt humiliated at work, she was one of the legal consultants at the firm. Soon, everyone knew and they all took his side even though it was so wrong. Even though he proposed to me in front of all of them, they clapped and cheered and my life was perfect. Until it just wasn’t.

      “Oh. Okay. I could have hired someone to pack your stuff for you.” He offers. He talks to me like he didn’t do anything wrong at all, like we are just back to normal.

      “That’s fine.” I say. I didn’t grow up rich and privileged like him with a guaranteed career and ivy league admittance. I worked for everything, beat the odds by even getting a job at one of the most prestigious firms in the country, and then he happened. I’m a lawyer, supposed to have good instincts. I didn’t with him.

      “Okay. You’re driving yourself?” He gestures to my old car that always stayed in the garage. I had been with him for two years, engaged for the last four months before it all went belly up a month ago. But I moved in with him after a year. When he offered me one of his spare cars that could pay off my student debt—which he already did—it was hard to decline the offer considering my car hasn’t seen an oil change in years.

      “Yeah. I’ll be fine, Jason. Not like you actually care. I’m sure you’re just counting the hours until you can move Lisa in.” I scoff and move around him, not wanting to continue this conversation anymore.

      “That’s not true, Paige. I do care, I mean I planned on spending the rest of my life with you until—” he cuts himself off, good thing too, because then I don’t have to. I unlock my door, it takes some jostling, and he stops me from getting in the car. He gets close and I smell his familiar cologne and look up at his blue eyes.

      “I never meant to hurt you.”

      “But you want her instead.” I don’t even know why I say that. I’ve washed my hands of him, but part of me will always wonder if we could have made it work. I met him when I was young and new to practicing law, he’s older and more experienced and I never knew why he wanted me but for a while he did. We were going to get married and spend the rest of our lives together and now that’s just gone. It’s hard to believe something like that can just grow legs and walk away.

      “I… I don’t know how it happened. I’m sorry. And I’m sorry that you have to be a public defender now.” He adds, trying to be funny. But I don’t find him that way anymore.

      “I’m giving back to the community. Don’t worry, I’ll be out of here by tonight.” I get in my car and drive away, forcing myself not to look back.
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      As I suspected, my apartment is small, but it’s cozy and I’m excited to at least decorate it my way. The first place I had was cheaper and I got my decorations from a super store, then came Jason’s generic man who lived alone for years type of house. Now I get a fresh start. And at least there are no bugs.

      It takes five or six trips to get all my stuff in to the second floor, it’s a workout by the time I am done but I hate waking up with stuff to do or go to bed without having done it. I finish unpacking, since I sublet the place, the furniture is already here and it’s nice. I dress the bed and make up my room, so the first sight I get of it won’t match the turmoil I feel.

      Once I get ready to go to sleep though, tears start to threaten my eyes. I have cried a lot since finding out about Jason and Lisa, and then trying to mend us only to have things end so badly. But I try not to cry over him any longer. When I fail, I tell myself it is from being worried about my new job, about my career in corporate and private law going down the drain. I don’t have anything against public defenders, the pay doesn’t matter to me either, but it will be hard to branch out from it unless I open my own firm.

      I have to force myself to think of something else, anything else, just dreading tomorrow coming.

      When it does, I’m disoriented about waking up in a new place until I remember everything. That cloud of dread falls over me again but I force it away, I have to stop feeling sorry for myself and dwelling on the past, it will only bring me down.

      I focus my attention at getting ready for my first day at a new place. Law is pretty much the same but it is a little different with criminal law. I read up on it, finding stories about public defenders being over worked and sometimes even attacked by more violent criminals. Corporate law doesn’t feature the same risks, so I am going in blind.

      “Miss Travers, I’m glad to have you here.” My boss comes from around his desk to shake my hand. He is older, with a cherry red face and rotund belly. He doesn’t have an office, it’s more of a separate area of the wide room with about fifteen other desks where people sit and work, some of which stared at me on my way in. I know I dressed well, blue button up and black skirt that isn’t too tight, but my body shape makes anything look inappropriate. Maybe that’s why Jason even wanted me in the first place, and then he grew bored.

      “Thank you.” I pull myself from my thoughts and smile back. Wiping my hands on my skirt when he turns around.

      “I can show you to your desk and have someone show you the ropes for today. But I remember your qualifications being astounding, you shouldn’t have a problem. We’ll give you some easy cases for today though.”

      I nod and thank him, and he does just that. It’s another young woman that shows me around, she must be close to my age or so and has a kind face, dark brown hair in a pony tail. Her desk is right next to mine too and we get around the small talk for a while.

      Before lunch even rolls by, I have three cases stacked on my desk by one of the aides.

      “It happens this fast?” I ask aloud, staring at the three thick files.

      Kayla, the girl who was showing me around, laughs and turns in her office chair.

      “Yep. They might just be dogging you because you came from private law but that won’t happen for much longer.”

      “How did word get around that fast?” I make a face.

      She giggles, “It just does around here. Those look like priors though, otherwise they aren’t usually that big. You want some help?” She asks. I glance at the equally large stack she has and shake my head.

      “No. Might as well go in all the way.” I answer, lifting the manila file on top.

      “Okay. Let me know if you need help.” She smiles and turns back around.

      I’m surprised, since no one wanted to help each other at the firm. They all just wanted to stack the most cases, bring in more money to get noticed by the partners. It was a shark tank. I did well in it but only because I kept my head down and didn’t try to compete with anyone but myself. Needless to say I didn’t have many friends, since the partners were always congratulating me. I would have been a partner in three more years maybe, if I hadn’t isolated myself, if they hadn’t taken Jason’s side over mine.

      The cases distract me from all that though, they let me be a lawyer again. One that finds out how sad things really are, it’s not all lawsuits and disgruntled customers suing corporations. Staring at a file on a single mom arrested for shoplifting insulin for her kid feels shitty, especially when I know I won’t even get much time with her case. The other two are guilty as hell, but that’s beside the point.

      “When do people usually leave?” I ask Kayla. It passed dinner time and I still haven’t eaten, neither has she. A few others have left but the majority is still here. I was in and out of the jail and only went to court once. Apparently, the person in my role before me left abruptly and left cases open that were evenly divided amongst the rest. I only got this because my old professor at law school had a contact. She thankfully hadn’t asked why I needed to start my life over.

      “When the cases are all gone. Or whenever they want. Some are better than the others. Once you get into a groove though, you kind of stick to it.” She explains. Then she starts packing up.

      All my stacks are gone for the day, so I start packing up too. My boss doesn’t get the hint that it is time to go because he comes personally and hands me a file.

      “I know it’s your first day but I was hoping you could handle this? He’s a friend of mine and it should be an easy case.” He finishes. He has this shifty demeanor to him, and I don’t think he is suspicious as much as nervous and keeps staring at my chest.

      “Um. Sure.” I take the file as I am already standing and glaze over it.

      No priors, the arrest record is there and booking information. It does look fairly easy. I learn quickly. If the arrest record is clean and there are no priors, I’m looking at easy bail and no jail time. They don’t need overcrowding to get any worse. Plus it’s marked as a traffic violation and nothing else.

      “Thanks. See you tomorrow. Kayla,” he waves to her and hobbles off.

      She gives me a funny look. “Sorry. See you tomorrow.” She grabs her purse and walks off in her brown flats. I decide that tomorrow I won’t wear heels, and I’ll wear a pant suit like her. I still have to be presentable in court so I can’t go too loose.

      I sigh at the file in my hand, already wanting to be home eating takeout. But I keep my work face on and head to the jail house where he currently is. I notice the holding on his record, it sucks he has to stay in jail overnight but most DUIs do that, they can get very serious for no reason.

      The guy doesn’t even sound violent, I glaze over his name and booking photo—wow.

      Mug shots are supposed to make you look like crap, but this looks like a glamour shot. And I don’t want to judge, but the tattoos going up his neck make him look incredibly violent. Something about his eyes changes that, but it’s in black and white, I think I am just telling myself things.

      “You can wait in here.” The bookie says to me, after leading me through the jail house. I have somewhat adjusted to the wandering eyes and sense that there are some pretty violent people in here. But it’s a small town, it shouldn’t be that bad.

      “Thank you.” I murmur and take a seat in the silver chair.

      The interrogation room thing has grown familiar. I am used to conference rooms with pour over coffee and the smell of pastries in the air, but old cleaner and scent of a hundred people in and out of the room push through. I busy myself with the case while waiting for him. I don’t get long and have to speed read like back in college. I’ll have to get better at getting to the point. I spent too long on the single mom’s case, talking about her life rather than the case, but it might help me defend her better anyway. After all, juries are just people like me.

      I start to think he isn’t coming until I hear the door swing open. If I look up right away, the photo staring at me will come to me in person and then I might get distracted. I know enough to get that hot guys make my brain go fuzzy, the whole glasses and red hair thing didn’t work for me in high school or college, I had to learn how to make other people seem equal to me.

      But I see him out of the corner of my eye. A tall, imposing figure on thick black boots, wearing a leather jacket and jeans, but I am not looking at him directly to see much more than that. Only that once he enters the room, he commands the space even though he is the one that needs me. The door slams shut and he is still standing there, I don’t know if he is staring at me or in shock. Maybe he is fazed about being arrested. But I read the same sentence over and over until I remind myself, I am here to do a job, that he’s just a man.

      “Hi there,” his deep voice fills the room. I forget all about what I resolved in that moment, start chewing on my lip like I am some sort of dud. He walks forward and I tense up in the chair, the cold metal hitting my thighs where my skirt doesn’t cover. I cross my legs but it doesn’t do much. I start fidgeting with the papers just to have something to do.

      It’s just a voice, I tell myself.

      “Hi, we don’t have long so just take a seat and tell me what happened.” I turn the paper over and circle the date, also writing the cops name down.

      I push my glasses up my nose and realize my hands are shaking a bit, so I occupy myself with the papers again.

      “Do you try not to look at all your clients?” He clears his throat and I feel it down in my groin.

      It doesn’t make sense—I have come face to face with lots of men before in the work place, even the clients. But none of them have made me feel like this. Not even Jason, who asked me out on a date before he even knew my last name. I wasn’t nervous then. But right not, my pulse is pattering and it isn’t because I am new to the job.

      So I look up, and my breath stills.

      He has a hard, rugged face, yet something is soft about him and I think it comes from his eyes. They’re a dark color that may be gray or brown, it possibly could change in the sunlight. But I swiftly remind myself I will never be seeing him when the sun is out. His brows are thick and furrow over his eye line, I follow it down to his angular nose, pointed over a set of full pink lips that he’s scowling with, or trying not to smirk with. I am just trying to look less like a deer caught in headlights, staring at this sexy as sin man. It has to be his tattoos that add to it, dark and light grays and black designs swirling down the sides of his neck and disappearing in his shirt. The leather jacket he has on with some sort of emblem on the front, wraps his muscular arms and I can only imagine what he looks like underneath.

      I sit here with my body tremoring and try to find my brain again.

      “No I—” I stop and swallow hard, my mouth suddenly very dry. I blink hard and feel my face heating, and I wish I weren’t so pale because I know he notices it.

      “We um, don’t have much time. Just tell me your side of the story and your plea and we can move this along.” I try to make my voice firm and steady but it just shakes even more. I haven’t been actually nervous like this since junior high maybe, before I accepted the fact that I have freckles and glasses. Plus I was always in the library studying, the guys there didn’t look like this at all.

      “I uh, was driving home when I got pulled over and the officer had me do a breathalyzer and some competency tests then he just decided to arrest me, basically.” He releases a deep breath and falls forward on the table. My first instinct is to move back, and my eyes are still trapped with his. I think over what he said, and while it sounds like he is leaving something out it doesn’t necessarily mean he is lying. At least it doesn’t feel like it. I already had my instincts tell me that two people lied today, right off the bat, so that will be hard to defend. But he sounds truthful.

      “Okay. That’s not exactly what the cop says happened.” I look down to read off the paper and his hand comes out reaching for it, I put it down because him reading it will just take more time. I watch the elongated veins of his hand flex and pulse but can’t find it in me to give it to him anyway. I may be flustered but I’m not weak.

      “What do you mean?” He leans in and I get caught in his gaze again. I think he is trying to use it against me but I beg it not to work.

      My mouth falls open and I find my words.

      “I mean he says you attacked him, that he thought you were being hostile. So the official charge is still a DUI but the judge might give you the max because of what the cop said.” I explain to him, further reading the cops’ report of what happened. It’s good I haven’t been able to look at him, I spent more time reading this over. The others I had to just glaze over, some of the transcripts can go on for pages.

      “That’s bullshit. I didn’t attack anyone,” he gets defensive, a high raise in his tone makes me blink fast and sink as far back in the chair as I can.

      I think he realizes it when his face softens, and a pulsing vein in his neck stops.

      “Look I’m not gonna hurt you. I’m not like these other guys you see coming in and out of here. I’m just pissed cause I know that he’s lying, he has it out for me. Thank you for helping me anyway.” He sits back and I start to believe him even more, almost all the way. But it still sounds like something fishy is going on. I bet it has to do with the gang type symbol on his jacket, if that’s what it is. The note is that he was on a motorcycle, and I think he might be in one of those clubs, but it could just be the fact that I watch too much tv, too many fictional shows.

      I relax and my lips curl up in the smile I tried to hide. He is kind of charming, under this rugged demeanor he has.

      “You’re welcome. I mean it’s my job. But if that’s the case then this might be a long road forward. The most I can do right now is get you out on bail. Are you pleading not guilty?” I ask him. I am getting good at this already.

      “Hell yeah.” He chuckles once, releasing a breath. His eyes shift and I can tell he is surveying me, more than just looking at me.

      But it doesn’t feel disgusting and invasive like when other men do it for some reason. He forces his eyes back to mine before I can dwell on it too much.

      I half smile and then stop myself by moistening my lips and pulling them under my teeth before I respond. “Okay, um, so that’s… good.” I shuffle around my papers and try to put them in order. The longer I sit in front of him, the more I feel the heat clouding my senses. The energy he is giving off is very distracting and I don’t know if it is just me, but he has been calm and even this entire time, before getting a bit defensive earlier.

      “Are you new at this or something?” He asks.

      I widen my eyes, hoping he wouldn’t be able to tell, or even notice what I am doing. He doesn’t have a prior record, so I didn’t imagine he would know the process. But I guess my looking down a bunch and shuffling papers doesn’t instill much confidence. Still, I don’t want him to know that this isn’t my forte.

      “No. I’m not I just am um, a little nervous.” I lie, which is still most of the truth.

      “Because you’re new at this?” He chuckles, which kind of lightens the mood a bit. But I can’t imagine he would be so lax if he didn’t have confidence in me. Anyone about to possibly be arrested might have less jokes, but he doesn’t.

      I shake my head and laugh it off. I am being completely ridiculous. He’s a client that is trusting me to be professional and do my job, but I am sitting here flustered and acting like a first-year law student. It isn’t fair to him, whoever he is. In all my reading, I somehow missed that part and now it would look foolish of me to check.

      “Sorry. It’s inappropriate for me to um—it’s nothing.” I adjust my glasses and push them up my nose, scrunching it up. A habit that I got rid of has now come back in these few minutes. I check the clock and it’s already been about twenty minutes. I don’t have any other cases left tonight but it is still late and I have to be back in early tomorrow.

      “What’s nothing…?” He asks, and I wish this line of questioning would just be gone. But he hiked his voice up like asking for my name.

      “Paige Travers. Sorry, I guess we skipped that part.” I clear my throat and reach out to shake his hand like I should have done in the beginning. But as I suspected, his hand is warm and calloused. There aren’t really any soft parts but he feels soft against my skin for some reason, and his hand is so much bigger than mine that it is laughable. He has tattoos on the back of his hand too, the same type of colors as on his neck.

      “Roland Leighton.” He tells me.

      I swallow at the sound of it, for some reason it doesn’t really match him at all.

      “So um, unfortunately I can’t get you out on bail tonight but I’ll push for an early hearing tomorrow and I’m confident you can get out on bail. You have no priors and a clean record.” I get back to business.

      “Good. And the worst-case scenario?” He asks, and for the first time he sounds worried. He didn’t really do anything, in my opinion at least. He doesn’t appear drunk and I believe that he didn’t attack that cop. I wonder why they would lie about it in the first place.

      I blink in response, a bit shocked at it. “People don’t usually ask that.” They ask how long it will take, when they can go home, but never about it turning out bad or how bad it can be.

      “I like to have all the information.” He blinks and drags his eyes up and then down my body quickly again. I swallow at the feeling of heat all over my body but it is short lived when his eyes are back on mine.

      “Well, the judge could deny bail. I really don’t see that happening though. And the cop could go on record, forcing the charges be added to, but no one wants that kind of paperwork. You’ll be fine.” I tell him confidently, but he doesn’t seem to think so.

      I could say the same about my life right now, but after today I decide that’s just what I have to keep telling myself.

      That I’ll be fine.
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      Jail is no fun at all. I make a mental note to never end up here again but clearly, I have no control over that. Even if I hadn’t been slightly speeding, or having drank before, that cop would have found a way to get to me. I’m no stranger to guys not liking the club and what we do, cops especially. But I forgot that it can get me in real trouble.

      That all went out the window when I met Paige though.

      She’s refreshing. So different from the other chicks around the bar, ones that I used to know. And she is obviously smart, because she’s a lawyer. I tried to focus in there but she is so damn gorgeous, it was hard to. That red hair and pale skin, the sight of it drove me crazy, along with her soft voice and soft demeanor. It’s like she didn’t belong in that room at all, she probably doesn’t. I don’t buy that she has been doing this for a long time though, even though she wanted me to believe it.

      I was able to visit with Spencer, but only for a few minutes. I just told him I couldn’t get out on bail and reminded him not to tell anyone about this. He’ll be at the club tomorrow and I know the guys are nosy, so I told him I would get myself home. All I can do is hope that the bail hearing goes well tomorrow, and that Paige was right.

      The night is uncomfortable as hell. The mattress is just a sad lump, and the room feels like a stale box. I inhale the leather of my cut I use as a pillow so the smell isn’t permanently etched in my brain. I wake up sore and pissed off that this all even happened. I’m given disposable hygiene products in the morning and that’s it, I wet my hair as it got pretty messed up over night and hope the judge doesn’t judge me based off my leather jacket and tattoos like most everyone else does.

      Paige didn’t seem to have done that though.

      She actually listened to what I had to say and didn’t assume that I was lying or something, which I was appreciative of. But now I just hope this will actually go my way.

      “Wait here.” I’m left in a room by the bookie again, after going to the court house. It’s a small cell with a bench that hurts my ass, but I sit anyway.

      I look up and watch the door swing open, when I see her.

      It’s Paige striding in, with a huge black leather binder packed with case files. I didn’t know the business professional look was this attractive, but it is on her.

      She has pants on today though, gray slacks that hug the curves I didn’t get to see yesterday, and they are mighty fine too, from her full thighs to rounded hips. A black button up is tucked in, her buttons a little tighter today too, but her tits still look amazing as hell in them. Her eyes scan the room and she finds me, her steps slow but I notice her glasses more, trapping her soft gray eyes in them. Her vibrant red hair is up in a ponytail, which shows off more of her smooth skin and elongated neck, no good for my concentration today. I watch her full lips purse up as she stops in front of me, behind the metal bars. I get as close as I can and half grin at her.

      “Good morning, Paige.” I turn it in to a full smile and watch her blush farther, fidgeting with the binder. I decide I shouldn’t distract her and reign it in a bit, this is my case after all.

      “Good morning, um Mr. Leighton.” She adjusts the binder to hold it in front of her self and clears her throat.

      “You can call me Roland.” I chuckle once. If I remembered my dad, I would tell her my dad is Mr. Leighton or some shit like that, but it wouldn’t be true. I have no idea who he is. Probably a dead beat like some of the other criminals in here right now.

      “Okay. It’s just more professional that way. For the judge.” She explains, looking up at me.

      I lean against the bars and smirk at her, unable to help myself.

      “So you can call me Roland in private then?”

      Her eyes widen and she stutters over her words.

      “Sure. Anyway, this is just a simple bail hearing. You’ll read your plea out and then the judge will most likely grant bail for a certain amount. I hope it’s not too high but if you need to put up your house as collateral that works too. Is anyone coming to get you after?” She asks.

      I hear everything she says and am convinced it will be fine. I tell myself it will, so I try to get her to loosen up a bit.

      “No. I can’t leave with you? As my lawyer I mean.” I cross my arms and stare down at her.

      Her cheeks darken even more before she firms her lips.

      “Do you not care about your case at all?” She accuses.

      I chuckle once, “It’s in good hands with you, isn’t it?” I raise my brows.

      “You better not be this smug in front of the judge. She’s a hard hitter and doesn’t go easy on people.” She tells me. I guess to try and scare me but it doesn’t work. I know how to play people up; I do half of that for the club.

      “Look, we both know I’m telling the truth and that I’m not guilty.”

      “Fine.” She shrugs her shoulders. “We just wait for our turn.” She adds.

      I nod once.

      “You don’t have any other clients today?” I ask her.

      She blinks and bites at her lip again.

      “What, I can’t ask you questions either?” I chuckle.

      She shakes her head, “No I um—nothing. I don’t have any new ones yet; the others don’t have trial dates set.”

      I nod, “Oh, okay. So I have you all to myself.” I shift in my boots and she gives me a funny look. She smiles to herself before shaking her head.

      “I hope you aren’t flirting with me, Roland.” She says. My name falls off her lips and I’m convinced I have to hear it when it’s breathy and begging me for more. But I stow away those thoughts and focus on that situation at hand.

      “Would that be such a bad thing?” I chuckle.

      “Yeah. Yeah it would. I’m your lawyer, I should be focused on the case.”

      “Yeah, and I’m the case. Just tell me something.” I narrow my eyes at her as I smile.

      She licks her lips and twists them as she thinks before eventually giving up.

      “Okay.” She sighs.

      I come as close as I can and notice her leaning in closer too.

      “Was yesterday really your first day?” I ask. Her eyes widen in that same way before she blinks and clears her throat defensively.

      “Yes. But I’ve been a lawyer for a long time. Just in private law.” She explains and I laugh aloud.

      “No shit, you’re one of those briefcase wearing, snobby lawyers?” I accuse, and she juts back in response. Before she can though, the door swings open and we’re called in. I kind of wish that wasn’t the last thing I said to her.

      It is the same thing that people do to me, assume that I am a violent law breaker and nothing else. And she didn’t even seem like that. But I don’t have time to relay that fact, before we are called into the courtroom.

      It goes as she suspected. I plead not guilty and request bail, the state agrees that it was nonviolent and isn’t really worthy of taking up a spot in jail until a trial date is set. I hope I can just plead out or something or make a deal but that’s down the line and if Paige didn’t bring it up, then I’m not going to worry myself over it.

      “Thank you, Your Honor.” I say respectfully, after I am released on a ten-thousand-dollar bail. That isn’t so bad, I have money saved and don’t need to take out a bond. And Paige doesn’t need to know I make my money doing less than legal things, since I don’t really spend it, no one notices.

      I glance at her on our way out and the front she put up for court is gone.

      “Look, I’m sorry about what I said. Thank you for getting me out on bail.” I tell her, and refrain from adding how sexy it was while she talked about a bunch of legal shit that made my head spin.

      “Don’t worry about it. You’ll get a letter in the mail for your trial date. See you then.” She moves to walk away and I call after her, but she doesn’t respond. I did piss her off, and I should worry about it. Women.

      The bookie takes me to get my belongings and I stand outside the courthouse prepared to call a cab or something, but those never run and take hours. Not even the bus can get me to the tow building where my bike is.

      Spencer is at the bar and I’m not asking anyone else, having them know what happened. To say I am pissed would be an understatement.

      I walk down the steps, angry, until I see a familiar swing of red hair.

      Paige.
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      I leave the courthouse feeling ten degrees hotter than when I went inside. I never thought of what would happen, if I came face to face with a client like that. Perhaps because I have had training to that effect and learned how to not see clients as real people. I hadn’t learned how to not notice my coworkers, which is why I am here in the first place. An ivy league undergraduate, best law school in the country and most prestigious internship and associate job—then this is where I end up. Public service is good, a lot of genuine people that can’t afford legal counsel, but this is something I don’t think I prepared for.

      I tell myself that all I have to do is get him out on bail tomorrow and then never see him again. From the looks of it, the judge could just drop the charges altogether, in fact I might push for it myself just so I don’t have to be in the same room alone with him again. It’s too unnerving, Roland is way too pretty for my own good. And not just pretty, hot as sin; those tattoos and his wry smirk play in my head, even as I lay my head down to sleep. Which is usually the worst time; I get to thinking about Jason and what he did, about sleeping alone for the first time in two years. The past few months haven’t gotten any easier. Now I have to think about a man whom I know nothing about, only that he looks like something out of a motorcycle club film, and I thought Hollywood always overdid those.

      I’m glad that once I wake up and go through my morning routine, my phone rings with a call from a good friend of mine, whom I only talk to every once in a while, after leaving college.

      “Hey Lauren,” I answer and put her on speaker, while I fix up a bowl of oatmeal. It’s not because I am budgeting more now, I’m just one of those people who can eat oatmeal by choice.

      “Paige, I just walked by this guy that looked exactly like our political science professor and I had to call you.” She chimes in her soft voice.

      “I’m glad that’s what it takes for you to call me.” I laugh, cringing at the memory of that professor. He was bald and pudgy, not a good sight at all, especially since he smelled like horseradish.

      “Shut up, you know I call you. How was the move?” She asks. I hear her walking around the streets of New York, where she went to medical school after graduation. She’s in her last year and is always busy, which is understandable.

      “It was okay. The drive wasn’t that bad and I unpacked everything last night.”

      “Oh that’s good, I know how you like to do everything at once. What about work though? Is the public defender life anything like the movies?”

      I giggle, “Honestly, it kind of is. Really busy all the time, but none of the defendants are that bad…” I trail off, flashes of Roland hitting my brain again. I sigh and take a bite of my oatmeal to occupy myself.

      “That doesn’t sound very convincing at all.” She laughs.

      “Well, I mean it. What about medical school?”

      “It’s my last year, so I’m just waiting on my matches to come up. I can come visit in the break that I have. We could do something.” She suggests. But for us that always goes one of two ways, we plan, and it falls through or we never plan at all. Adult life is just busy and it’s nothing like college, we were roommates and never had to plan anything.

      “Yeah that sounds great. I’m glad you called.”

      “Of course. I just wanted to check on you, I know things have been hard with Jason and what not. I hate that guy.”

      “I’m right there with you.” I laugh, but it doesn’t reach a smile, because it’s still kind of raw.

      “I hope it gets better. Hey, I have to catch this subway so I’m gonna lose you. But try to text me more, I forget to, but I’ll reply if you do.” She laughs.

      I agree with her and we hang up shortly after. I finish breakfast and go to find something respectable to wear for work. Something that reminds me I am not trying to look nice for Roland’s bail hearing. I have dozens of other clients; I am looking nice for them—which is what I tell myself.

      I settle on a black button up and gray slacks, tie my hair into a ponytail since the air conditioning sucks in the building and I don’t want to overheat. Frizz is what full bodied, big red hair does in warm temperatures. I hate it, but I have grown to manage it.

      The drive is short, since I found a place downtown, it’s finding parking that makes me two minutes late. Which sucks, since this is only my second day, but my boss doesn’t notice and neither do the other lawyers in here.

      Kayla walks in with two lattes from an upscale coffee place and sets it next to my stale, free coffee here.

      “This is for me?” I half smile at her, looking up in shock.

      She grins at me, “Yeah, you’re the only person that doesn’t irritate me around here.” She sits at her desk in front of me, dropping her bag down. She has on a vibrant purple skirt suit, which I think is a little overdressed for this place but that could just be me.

      “Give me a few months.” I look at the emblem and then sip the latte. “This is like an eight-dollar latte.” I tell her, implying that I know how much we both get paid per year, this can’t be a regular thing.

      “My parents are rich and still bank roll my life, I just like being a lawyer. Helping people.” She shrugs.

      “Hm. Thanks.”

      “I mean, you came from corporate law. That must have been cushy.” She sips her drink and spins her chair around to face me fully. Neither of us have anything on schedule yet, cases I mean, but the bail hearing is in thirty minutes. Maybe I shouldn’t have this latte and get my heart rate up any higher than it needs to be.

      But I think of all this to avoid her question. Back in corporate law means back with Jason, I haven’t been able to separate the two yet.

      “Yeah, it was.”

      “So why leave? Did you get a sudden call to serve?” She giggles.

      I grin and sip more of the latte, vanilla which is my favorite flavor. “No, I just needed to leave. Personal stuff I guess.” I tell her. I feel like she sees right through it, I mean she is a lawyer after all.

      “I bet that was rough. I mean, this is a great gig and all but, I’m sure you know already.” She laughs.

      I nod, “Yeah, I know. Thanks for the latte. I have to start getting ready for this bail hearing and I don’t want to talk too fast.” I laugh once, setting the drink down and gathering my brief folder up.

      “No problem, good luck.”

      It would take more than luck to get me through this though.

      When I see Roland, all those thoughts from yesterday come forward. He is just as sexy and attractive, even behind bars and in the same clothes as yesterday. It is too early in the morning; all my defenses must be down because I succumb to conversation with him. It doesn’t feel like talking to other men, the ones that I am used to would only ask questions to make sure I could make them look better in front of their colleagues or friends. Jason did it, and it took me too long to notice. But Roland isn’t like that, his future is basically on the line and he’s asking me these things like it would better serve him, than to focus on his bail hearing. But I am a good lawyer, I can focus when I need to, even after looking in his cold gray eyes like they could set me on fire.

      But I should have known as much, before he asked the one thing that I hate the most.

      “No shit, you’re one of those briefcase wearing, snobby lawyers?” His voice rises, and his brows cinch like he is accusing me of being a theft, or even a murderer from the looks of it.

      I frown at him, and the half smile I was holding falls from my face. He pulls back as he realizes what he said was probably a dick move, but not too soon before we are called in to court. He has to stay behind bars while I argue at the stand, but I still feel like I am trapped right under his heat again. Still, I do my job and get him out on even less bail than I imagine, with the court date to be sent later. But by that point, I’ll already have found him a new lawyer. It just got too close, and I know enough about myself to know that I will make a mistake or something with him. I just got here; I can’t risk it.

      I am half out of that situation until he catches up to me, leaving the court room.

      “Look I’m sorry about what I said. Thank you for getting me out on bail.” He says in a grave voice, the deep part of his voice is better than the rough part, not like he smokes but like he has a natural brogue. It sends a shiver down my spine and I have to work hard to keep him removed.

      “Don’t worry about it. You’ll get a letter in the mail for your trial date. See you then.” I say shortly, needing to stay true to my word.

      It takes me and my stomping feet a short time to make it all the way back to our section of the justice building.

      “That was fast.” Kayla says to me when I get back.

      “That’s how I roll.” I force the joke.

      She laughs and I sit down to finish setting up my computer. It’s old, but it works well enough. My boss calls me into his ‘office’ and I think I have done something wrong already. Maybe he saw me flirting with a client, I have no idea.

      “You asked to see me.” I swallow. I’m not even intimidated by him; my old boss was a cutthroat legal shark. This man has been arguing misdemeanors for three decades.

      “Yeah, I appreciate you taking that case so late yesterday. You can get out of here if you want.”

      “Like leave?” I ask like I am stupid.

      “Yeah,” he chuckles. “It’s not that big of a favor, you don’t want to have worked too many hours this week anyway. I’m sure you know why.” He explains.

      I nod slowly, I forgot that government jobs adhere to over time laws, and I worked over fifteen hours yesterday alone.

      “Yeah, thank you. See you tomorrow.” I smile a bit, but I wonder what the hell I will do with the rest of my day.

      Kayla tells me the same thing, and that it’s why she leaves later but comes later too. Once I get the hang of things, I might choose the days I stay longer. I already have to come in on weekends so I might as well combat that.

      But on the way out, my mind strays back to Roland and what he said earlier. It pisses me off that he would be so judgmental but I think maybe I am just reading into things, hoping he hadn’t meant it.

      I am leaving the justice building, walking down the wide stone steps when a hand comes onto my shoulder.

      “What the—” I turn around fast, thinking someone was trying to steal my purse or something, but instead I just turn around to find Roland smirking down at me.

      “Sorry, didn’t mean to scare ya.” He chuckles and comes down on the same step as me, he is much taller than I imagined or felt when he was still in the jail room. I have to look much farther up and the beating sun makes me squint my eyes.

      “I… what do you want?” I cross my arms across my chest and feel his eyes droop there. But again, it doesn’t feel invasive, it just makes me feel hotter than the sun is.

      “Legal advice.” He stuffs his hands in his pockets and grins down at me.

      “I’m clocked out, I can’t help you.” I move to walk down the stairs and he lets me for a few before catching up to me. “What do you want? An answer to your incredibly invasive and judgmental question?” I snap. He is stopped in front of me on the stair below and still comes to just above eye level from me.

      “No. I can apologize for that though. I was mostly joking but I’m sorry anyway. And I want to thank you for today.”

      I pause, blinking at him. I look for the tell in him, for the lie. But I don’t find it. He is genuine about it, and it is clear too. Even a man like him, that is clearly not of the normal type and probably does do illegal stuff at some point, can be as genuine if not more than the cultured people I used to be around.

      “You’re welcome. But you aren’t out of the woods yet.” I tell him.

      His lips form a hard line and his eyes soften at me.

      “Yeah, I know. But you’ll still be my lawyer, though right? Or is it only for the first half of this thing?” He chuckles once. I tilt my head at him being so nonchalant about the whole thing. I mean I’m good, but not that good.

      “No, I… you’ll probably have a different lawyer.” It’s looking in his eyes and feeling this wave of warmth that convinces me, I can’t be involved with him at all. I can’t even be in the same room as him.

      “Oh. Shit. Well look uh, maybe you could give me a ride to the tow center then? Since you aren’t my lawyer anymore.” He grins, and I know I am really in trouble.

      “I can’t, sorry.” I shrug, feeling a little bad. I have never been arrested but I’m sure it’s frustrating knowing your car is somewhere out there and you can’t get to it. I’m used to city living, but I can already tell this place doesn’t have good ride share programs.

      “Paige,” he starts and I shake my head.

      “I don’t have a car anyway. Best of luck.” I reach out and pat his shoulder, half regretting it when I feel how solid and warm, he is, but I move forward.

      I step around him and take my first real breath when I get out of his space and I speed walk to the parking garage entrance. He doesn’t seem like the following type, so I know that he didn’t.

      Once I get in my car, I sit there listening to the radio for a while before I put the car in drive. It’s relatively early and I don’t know what to do with my day. My apartment doesn’t feel like home yet. I could find the mall and spend too much money, but there isn’t much fun in that either. I can’t rely on five figure monthly paychecks anymore. The only thing I did right was save, but that’s for a very rainy day. If Lauren were here, she would tell me to sit at a bar and flirt with the bartender, but I was never good at that either. A drink would be good though, and a chance to see more of the city.

      I pull off and go on the first route I find, taking the highway until I drop off to a smaller town twenty minutes outside of the city. It looks like something out of a film, the drive-ins and old roads, the buildings with old brick. It is as much knowing the city as I might find. The only place that looks interesting enough though, is this shady bar with old brick shambles and neon lights that are off right now. There is a mechanic’s garage near by it, with motorcycles under the pass. I frown that it reminds me of Roland and that’s why I get out of the car for this day drinking.

      Walking in the bar, there is low music playing on a stereo and it’s mostly empty. Two guys are in the back-playing pool, and one is behind the bar cutting lemons. He looks like something out of a teen movie, the older guy that’s somewhat hot but also normal. I’m old enough that those things don’t make me nervous anymore but it’s the new place in the middle of nowhere that slows my steps.

      I walk up the bar and sit, the guy sees me and smiles before laughing under his breath.

      “You definitely look like you’re from out of town.” He grins and sets a coaster in front of me.

      “I guess we can skip that part then.” I half smile.

      “What can I get for you?” He leans his hands on the bar and smirks, which looks oddly familiar, but I don’t know why. He has light brown hair and light eyes, and is wearing a leather jacket that—

      “Something acceptable for day drinking, so I can still drive myself home.”

      He nods, “Gotcha.”

      I watch him make something with light vodka and mostly fruit. I take a sip and approve; I can barely taste the alcohol but know it will help me relax a bit.

      “This is good.” I tell him.

      He chuckles, “Yeah, it’s my girlfriend’s favorite drink.” He explains.

      I nod once, glancing at the tv playing a hockey game. I don’t even know what season it is or when they come on but the small fights are interesting. The guy at the bar goes about his tasks and I just sip the sweet drink, it’s nice.

      But I keep going back to the emblem on his leather jacket, that looks just like Roland’s. I shake my head at it, thinking it is just something from a shop around here that everyone knows about. It can’t be that they know each other and my luck is just that bad.

      “Do all lawyers follow their clients around?”

      I guess it is.

      I turn slowly, finding the last person I expected to see.

      “What the fuck?” I mutter to myself, but he hears me and laughs. First a little bit, and then at the top of his lungs.

      I start digging in my purse to find cash and pay for my drink, however much it is.

      “Hey, relax, you don’t have to run out of here.” Roland steps up to me, and smirks that grin of his again. I moisten my lips and give him a funny look.

      “What are you doing here?” I ask.

      “I thought you didn’t have a car.” He accuses, and steps around the bar. The other guy comes back and it gives me time to think up a lie.

      “Hey bro, you came back already?” The bartender says to Roland. He nods at him and I look between them, they actually look related. What on earth…

      “Yep. Took a cab home and got out of those jail clothes.” He says. The guy at the bar hands him a beer that he twists off.

      He comes and sits next to me, boldly, but I don’t move. I don’t know why except I am entrapped by his gaze and warm pine scent, his cologne is unlike the fancy ones I have been around, it’s like the warm forest in the summer. And he did change, he still has that leather jacket on but underneath is a simple gray tee and dark jeans. His legs are splayed open and I try not to look at his crotch, but it is right there and very… full.

      I swallow and drink the last of my beverage.

      “You want another?”

      “No, I’m okay.”

      “Make her another one, Spence.” Roland says to him. The guy, Spence, just smirks and makes another.

      “Are you ordering my drinks for me now?” I purse my lips.

      “You’ve got a mean streak, Paige. Lied about not having a car, left me stranded. Now I can’t even sit in my own bar in peace. I’m trying to be nice.”

      I half turn and face him, smiling a bit. “Your bar? Is this your turf or something?”

      He licks his lips and shakes his head. “Sure. But I do own the place sweetheart, so it is my bar. Thank you for your patronage.” He tips his beer and takes a sip, holding his gaze on me.

      So much about that statement is shocking. But the fact that he owns the place? I don’t know anything about him at all, clearly.

      The second drink is dropped in front of me but I hesitate to drink it. I can barely get by with some of my defenses down.

      “You came here to let off some steam I suspect. So drink, I’ll leave you alone eventually.” He smirks.

      I eye him but take another sip of the drink anyway. But it is the look he gives me that sends the shiver down my spine. It pools between my legs and I cross them, but it doesn’t help the sensations dull themselves, and I focus on calming my breathing. I look over at his smirking face again and hold my breath. It’s the way he looks back at me that makes me wonder.

      “You aren’t actually leaving, are you?”
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      As soon as I see that flesh of red, I go after it, trying not to body check anyone in my way. She moves fast, and I am slowed by being distracted by her ass in those pants, the way her hips fill out the material. I imagine how those legs would feel wrapped around me on my bike and it sends the tingling sensation right down my arm as I tap her shoulder, finally catching up to her.

      She is startled at first, and I hold back a laugh, but I guess coming up behind someone isn’t the best thing.

      “Sorry, didn’t mean to scare ya.” I laugh once and come down the step so I am at eye level with her.

      “I… what do you want?” She crosses her arms and narrows her eyes. But that’s the last thing I see before my eyes drop to her tits pressing the fabric, pushed up under her hands. I get myself to focus somehow.

      “Legal advice.” I put my hands in my pockets just so they have somewhere else to go.

      “I’m clocked out, I can’t help you.” She moves around me, but I stop her again, and she shrugs slightly. “What do you want? An answer to your incredibly invasive and judgmental question?” She snaps at me and I feel bad all over again for even saying it.

      But that was a split-second thing, I hadn’t thought it through at all.

      “No. I can apologize for that though. I was mostly joking but I’m sorry anyway. And I want to thank you for today.” I tell her. I’m being completely honest and that’s something I don’t even get to do often. At the club, I keep things from the guys and only tell them if I need to, when I need to. Even with my brother. With other women, I didn’t give them enough information to get attached to me from because it was better for everyone involved.

      But with Paige…

      It isn’t just because she is a lawyer, that I feel like I can’t lie to her. I just don’t want to.

      Her lips part and she blinks at me, thinking over her words. I think I have gained some ground but it just seems like she is set on not liking me. Maybe she’s the judgmental one and not me. But I can’t really talk, she met me when I was in jail.

      “You’re welcome. But you aren’t out of the woods yet.” She adds.

      My expression droops at her.

      “Yeah, I know. But you’ll still be my lawyer, though right? Or is it only for the first half of this thing?” I laugh once. She tilts her head at me and half smiles.

      “No, I… you’ll probably have a different lawyer.”

      I look her in the eye and she stares back.

      “Oh. Shit. Well look uh, maybe you could give me a ride to the tow center then? Since you aren’t my lawyer anymore.” I grin, using the last opportunity I can think of. I just want to spend more time with her. Outside of this place. It’s more than wanting to have sex with her, and I want to figure out why.

      “I can’t, sorry.” She shrugs and I know she is lying.

      “Paige,” I try to convince her but it is short lived.

      “I don’t have a car anyway. Best of luck.”

      She walks off and I don’t dare go after her, she might have pepper spray in that purse. But it’s hard, thinking that I have lost my chance. We don’t run in the same circles, so unless I hang around this dump, I won’t see her.

      It kind of sucks, but I can’t win every chick I go after. She has already done enough for me anyway; I’ll just have to replay her arguing my case for me until I can’t remember it anymore.

      The first thing I need to figure is how to get out of here though. I end up calling a cab with my phone half dead. Instead of going to the tow place, I go home, my bike will be safe but I feel like I am growing things from that jail house.

      I toss my cut and plan on using my spare one, stripping everything and dumping it in the hamper before I take a scalding shower. The hot water feels good against my skin, beating down my sore muscles. I wash my hair and spend extra time just under the spray of the water, pissed that this all happened in the first place.

      Because of that dumb ass cop that hates the club, I’m sure I will be seeing him again at some point, and I don’t want to end up in jail again.

      It has to be the Devil’s Princes. I think long and hard over it and that is the most reasonable explanation. Cops have hated us for a long time, but they never came after us because we keep the town safe just as much as they do. But if a rival club wants us out, they can pay off a cop. I have to talk to the guys about it, I can’t dodge a meeting anymore. It has to happen today.

      I get out of the shower and get dressed to head to the club. It feels like home walking in, like always. Until I see her—

      I’m shocked as all hell but remind myself that this is a small town. There is no other bar for miles, we are the first stop between coming into town and leaving. But she must live in the city, it doesn’t make sense.

      Paige is damned gorgeous; I stare at her for as long as I can. The way she sits straight up in the chair, perfect posture and arched back. Perfect for—I force the thought away and let my eyes roam down her legs and juicy ass in that seat before I figure I can’t stand here any longer. Just when I thought I’d never see her again; she walks right into my bar.

      “Do all lawyers follow their clients around?” I smile until she turns around and lower it to a smirk that I know gets her going, I can tell by the way she’ll blink and her lips will twitch in return.

      She turns slowly to me, her eyes going wide and burning brighter. I glaze over her vibrant red hair and wonder among the hottest of things.

      “What the fuck?” She mutters, and I still hear her.

      I chuckle as she grabs her purse and starts digging in it, probably for cash to pay and leave.

      “Hey, relax, you don’t have to run out of here.” I walk up to her and smirk further. She bites her lips, wetting them with her tongue.

      “What are you doing here?” She asks like she’s accusing me of something.

      “I thought you didn’t have a car.” I accuse right back. I let her ruminate over that when Spence walks in from the back.

      “Hey bro, you came back already?” He asks me.

      “Yep. Took a cab home and got out of those jail clothes.” I tell him. He is the only one that knows about what happened. But I knew that he would have to leave his shift at the club and sometimes the guys ask too many questions.

      I take a beer from Spence and twist it off, going to sit next to her. I inhale her sweet scent, something smooth and like a fruit I can’t place because of the bar smell around us. I stretch my legs and feel her looking at me too. She wants me, it’s obvious, and I want to find out how much.

      She drinks down the rest of her drink, something fruity with light alcohol, that much I can tell.

      “You want another?” Spence asks her. He is giving me looks and I’m sure he is trying to put the pieces together; I’m not exactly hiding that I am into her.

      “No, I’m okay.”

      “Make her another one, Spence.” I tell Spence. He chuckles and gets to it.

      “Are you ordering my drinks for me now?” She purses her lips and turns to look at me.

      “You’ve got a mean streak, Paige. Lied about not having a car, left me stranded. Now I can’t even sit in my own bar in peace. I’m trying to be nice.” I mess with her.

      She turns to me and half smiles, her lips making a smooth line. “Your bar? Is this your turf or something?”

      I moisten my lips and shake my head, not wanting to show off or anything but I am not about to downplay it either. I don’t want her thinking I am just some guy who gets arrested for speeding. “Sure. But I do own the place sweetheart, so it is my bar. Thank you for your patronage.” I tip my beer to her and then take a sip, not looking away.

      She gets her second drink; I ignore Spence making faces at me and focus on her eyeing the drink like it might hurt her.

      “You came here to let off some steam I suspect. So drink, I’ll leave you alone eventually.” I grin at her.

      She gives me a long look but holds it back, taking another sip anyway. I watch her lips curl around the straw and her smooth throat bring down her drink. I am entrapped by her, I usually just notice an acceptable woman and go for it, but I feel like I can’t even touch her, then I want to even more.

      We are clearly from two different worlds. Mine is too dark, too rough for her. Hers is good and bright, I don’t want to fuck that up.

      But I still want her.

      “You aren’t actually leaving, are you?”

      “Fortunately.” I chuckle and have more beer. I need to eat real food at some point, it’s been a long two or so days. That gives me the next idea.

      “So do you lawyer type eat?” I lean in to her, so we aren’t that far apart. She doesn’t move and I take a bit of pride in that.

      “By myself.” She answers.

      I laugh at her and shake my head.

      “Dude, your game is so bad.” Spence chimes in.

      “Get outta here, kid.” I warn him. He raises his hands in defense and walks off to the other end of the bar.

      “Is that your real brother?” She asks me.

      “Are there fake ones?” I chuckle.

      She licks her lips and turns to me fully. I can see a little down her shirt, the way her buttons are.

      “No, I just—I mean you look a bit alike but those jackets you’re both wearing. I mean is this a brotherhood cult or something?” She asks and it just makes me laugh aloud, she gives me a funny look but I contain myself.

      “It’s a um, an inside joke. But he is my real brother. This is my club.”

      “Club? Like… a country club?”

      “Yeah, but we don’t play golf, sweetheart.” I tell her.

      She swallows and her eyes pan to me. “Hm. I can tell.” She licks her lips and sips her drink.

      “So. You want to eat with me or not? I mean I should repay you for working my case so well.”

      “The government pays me, Roland. It’s fine.” She replies, shrugging me off.

      I sigh, shaking my head at her.

      “Look, I can tell you’re into me—”

      “That’s your interpretation.”

      “Hm, don’t try to lawyer your way out of this, Paige. You want me, I want you. We can skip to the chase if you want, make things easier.” I lower my voice, leaning closer to her and she does the same.

      “I just… I’m not into dating right now.”

      “So we don’t date. We just have fun.”

      “Is fun your euphemism for something else?”

      “Whatever you want it to be.” I reply.

      She giggles and shakes her head at me. I smile and wait for her response, hoping she is on the same page, as much as I think she is.

      “Fine.”

      “Fine?” I ask.

      She nods once, “Fine. I want to finish my drink first though.”

      I smile with a flutter under my skin that sends my blood rushing to one place. I don’t want to give myself too much credit but here it is.

      “Fine with me.” I lean back and sip at my beer. It’s just going to have to do for now because there is no way I am messing this up.

      “Aren’t you still stranded without your bicycle?” She giggles.

      “Please don’t call it a bicycle, it’s one of a kind. And I’ve got someone bringing it down.” I asked one of the prospects to bring it back to the compound. That’s what they are here for, earning their keep. Spencer was the last prospect we had and we haven’t picked up a new one since then. There aren’t many people that are actually cut out for this. But Spencer has been doing well, running some of the stake outs on the Devil’s Princes. That’s his thing, keeping watch without being seen, why his cut says Sparrow on it. I’m kinda pissed his club name is better than mine.

      “One of your henchmen. I don’t get it.” She laughs.

      I smile at her, “It’s kind of like any other club. I’m the president, we’ve got an exec board. The recruits are called prospects. It’s all pretty boring stuff.”

      She rolls her eyes, “And you don’t do any illegal stuff? Why would that cop have it out for you?” She asks.

      I shrug like I don’t know. I’m putting off club business until I can stand to use my brain properly. This is easy, this is relaxing.

      “I don’t.”

      I let her finish her drink and she stands, grabbing her purse to pay.

      “It’s on the house.” I tell her.

      “You don’t have to—”

      “It’s fine. I own the place remember?” I walk up to her and smile down, getting close enough to feel the heat of her body on mine.

      “Yeah. Right.”

      I smile and reach out, sliding my fingers over her inner wrist. Her breath hitches as she looks up at me, widening her eyes and dropping her lips.

      “So, your place or mine?”
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      I fight the urge every second to just reach out and touch him, even though I know where the conversation is going already. It’s too soon for me, to sit down and have a meal with someone, to have a date. But I can let loose for a while, especially since I don’t have to represent him anymore. And to know that he is into me too is as much of a shock as any.

      Roland is the hottest man I have ever come face to face with, every second with him sets my body on fire and we are fully clothed in public.

      I stare back at him unable to speak for a moment, when it gets real.

      “Your place.” I tell him, because I haven’t even gotten comfortable in my new place yet so bringing him there will just seem foreign.

      “Nice choice, I recently cleaned.” He chuckles, his eyes go bright and I feel a flutter in my stomach. I have been full of butterflies since we started talking to each other, since he even walked in the room.

      The way he affects me is unexplainable and I don’t think I might ever figure it out. I just know that I need to release some of this stress, from my old life ending and having to start another one here. It’s like Roland walked in and offered his… usefulness. And I plan on using it as much as I can.

      “Good then.” I half smile. He steps closer to me and I feel like we are alone in this room, even though I know that we aren’t.

      I smile back up at him, the heat hitting my cheeks as I blush.

      “You want to ride on my bike? I’m sure it’s your first time.” He leads us out of the bar area, I walk closely to him, so my arm brushes his jacket and I inhale his scent wafting down to me.

      “I guess so.” It’s better than driving my car, it’s not that bad but I have been driving nonstop since I got here, it seems. “And it is my first time. On a bike, I mean.” I clear my throat and actively try not to trip over my own feet.

      “I’m glad to show you the ropes.” He chuckles, smiling down at me.

      We walk outside and hit the bright sun together, it does nothing to heat my skin the way he does though.

      It takes a few steps before he stops at a huge Harley that looks like it came out of a movie or something.

      The bright chrome glints in the sun and bounces off the sleek black exterior, the leather seat is high up and looks cushioned enough to be comfortable. I realize I am staring at it and look up to see Roland smirking at me. Standing next to the bike, he looks hotter than ever and I wish that stopped happening. I clutch my purse over my chest, glad that I wore a draw string one today.

      “It won’t hurt you, sweetheart. You want a helmet?” He asks.

      “Do you wear one?” I ask back. I keep getting tripped up on the pet name thing, not because I just met him but because no one ever used them on me before. Jason always only called me Paige and that was it, I never even tried them with him either. But I look at Roland and want to call him ‘babe’ or something, it’s absolutely ridiculous.

      “No, but this isn’t my first time.”

      “Sure then.” I step closer to the bike, it even feels dangerous to be close to, as does Roland. I suppose the two go hand in hand. Whatever this place is, whatever kind of club it is, I know enough to know that it can be a dangerous place too. Something about that just makes me more excited, it must be my lonely life of sheltered behavior, and I am just now breaking free.

      He gets a plain black helmet out of the seat compartment and comes around the bike to help me put it on. My face flutters at his fingertips brushing my cheek, the first time we have actually touched. It would feel like it was moving too fast but I don’t, his skin grazing mine just feels right. I reach out and my fingers graze his jeans, feeling the hard touch of his muscled thigh underneath them. Our eyes meet and he smirks at me, the noise of the helmet buckling clicking in the air.

      “You know what?” He says, his brow upturning.

      “What?” I lick my lips.

      He releases a groan under his breath that I don’t even hear until his lips are on mine, and I am replaying it.

      It feels as I suspected it might, a hard brush of his firm upper lip and cushion of his bottom, circling around my lips, he suckles my bottom lip and then deepens the kiss. I reach up and turn my head into it, my body aligning with his more. His hands slip from my face and down to my hips, grasping me through the thin material of my slacks, it’s like I have nothing in the way at all. I wrap my arms around his neck, his muscles rippling underneath me as he grips me tighter and presses my body to his. I feel the hard brush of his abs on my naval and his cock clad in his jeans rubbing against me, and it’s all over from there. I’m in this, seeing it through, something about it just feels right.

      “That’s what. Let’s go.”

      I get on the bike, with less struggle than I imagined. It is kind of like getting on a stationary bike at the gym or something.

      My legs are wrapped around his, and my body pressed to his bike. His muscles are hard and coiled, they ripple with every movement he makes. As I wrap my arms around his middle, I feel him tighten his abs with every turn. When we hit the freeway, he picks up speed and my heart thrums with the roll of the bike as we drive onward. It doesn’t take that long; I find I actually miss the ride when he comes to a stop. But I realize my eyes were closed and open them, blinking at the light when I lay eyes on a single-story ranch style home that looks exactly the opposite of where I imagined he would live. I should probably stop judging, since he surprises me so much.

      “Nice ride, right? You can feel the open air, not trapped in a metal box.” He grins.

      I step around the bike and nod. “It made my thighs a little sore but yeah, it was nice.” I giggle.

      He licks his lips and looks me from the ground up, “I can massage your thighs for you.”

      I swallow hard at that statement and focus my eyes on him. He just smiles, knowing that he got to me.

      The anticipation in my body is what has me stepping forward, the fact that I just want him this badly. It doesn’t even matter that we just met, but that this connection I feel isn’t equal to time at all. It isn’t something that I usually do either, outright having sex with someone, but it’s the change that I need and if it is just sex, I’m not averse to it being more than once.

      “Nice place.” I comment once we walk inside. It’s really nice, I wasn’t dogging him, and neat. The open concept living room clears way to the kitchen and the rest of the house seems to be behind the large, gray painted wall.

      “I tend to like it.” He chuckles, “You want something to drink?” He asks.

      I set my purse down on the mail table and smile at the fact that he has one of those to begin with.

      “I’m okay, thanks. How long have you lived here?” I ask him. He sheds his jacket and hangs it on a coat rack, it’s the only one there which I also find funny.

      “Uh, about ten years or so.” He replies. I look him over and he doesn’t seem that old to me, but ten years is a long time and people don’t usually live in houses unless it’s a permanent thing.

      “That’s a long time.” I comment.

      He stops walking, once we reach the end of the open floor and get to the hallway. The lights are off, but sunlight streaks through the window and lights up the hall. I get close to him again, and he doesn’t press me against the wall that much, but he is the only thing between me and the other side. My eyes roam down his tattooed arms, the bulge of his biceps and arms, fighting the fabric of his shirt. My fingers itch to reach out and touch him, so I do, my fingers trail down the swirls of gray ink on his arms, the designs are abstract but seem to lead somewhere, and go all the way down to the back of both his hands.

      “So how old are you?” I ask him. I’m only twenty-seven but sometimes I feel older, especially this career and life change thing. His eyes narrow at me as he chuckles.

      “You’re asking me now?” He licks his lips and I shrug, being distracted by him. “I’m thirty-two. Why, are you underage?” He asks, but seems to be joking too because clearly I am not.

      I giggle, “No, I’m twenty-seven.”

      “And you’re already a hot shot lawyer.”

      “I’m no hot shot.” I roll my eyes, swallowing the acid that comes with the horrible memory of my prior hot shot job, that really would have made me one if I got partner by the end of the year. But that’s all gone now. I can be a pro bono hot shot, but not the one that people care about.

      “I can make you one.” He smirks and leans in to kiss me again, pausing before his lips meet mine to look in my eyes.

      The kiss is different than the last, I guess since we aren’t in public. But all the times I thought about kissing him and staring at him licking his full lips is played out right now, with the way he works my lips against his. He doesn’t waste time; his kisses are hard and purposeful and they set my body on fire. I splay my hands up his hard muscles, his skin is soft and specked with smooth hairs, I continue to his shoulders, covered by the fabric of his shirt, and squeeze his flesh as if holding on for dear life. I moan against him, when his tongue presses through my lips and entwines with mine. The rush is felt all the way down to my legs, making me clench as I kiss him back harder.

      His hands swipe down my body and roughly grab at my hips, his thigh spreads my legs and I feel his cock digging into my right thigh. He lifts me up against the wall, and I wrap my legs around him. It brings his groin aligned with mine, and he presses it into me too. The heat of him spreads over my body and flows between us, ebbing my desire up by the second.

      “Damn. What is it about you that drives me so crazy?” He breaks the kiss, pulling back to look at me. He moves his hands to cradle my face, his left thumb grazes across my lips and then his fingers dive back into my hair. His eyes meet mine, searing and intentional before they drop to the locks of my hair, he lets them drop through his fingers like a red waterfall. I used to shy at my hair, always put it in a bun or something, but he looks at it like it is the thing driving him crazy.

      “Maybe it’s wanting to know…” He trails off and licks his lip before pointing his gaze on me again as his hand drives down the front of my body, grazing the curve of my breasts, down my middle, and stopping between my legs where his hand presses more. My breath hitches and he just smirks in response.

      “If you match.” He finishes, and I swallow hard at the darkening of his eyes and the way his jaw clenches.

      “I… I’m a natural redhead.” I whisper, my voice shaking with all the desire. My body has never pulsed like this, never been dying to get to him, to have him.

      He growls under his breath and presses against me more, his lips trail up my jaw and stop at the corner of my lips, “Bare?” he asks me, and my breath stalls as I think over his question, so outrightly hot it’s insane. His lips hover over mine, the heat of our breath spanning my face until I shake my head.

      “Show me.” He sets me down and backs up in the same breath, far enough to inhale his intoxicating scent and see the blaze of his eyes, too far because my body isn’t against his anymore.

      My eyes widen at him in confusion. “Here?” My voice cracks.

      “Good a place as any, I’m not expecting company. Unless that’s your thing.”

      “What? I mean, no.” I fluster, I’m not sure why that’s such a game changer for me, I mean it’s what I came here to do after all, I guess just… not so boldly.

      He prompts me with his eyes and I swallow, but after a few seconds, something about his gaze gives me courage, maybe not so graceful but still. I start taking off my shoes, stepping down to lose a few inches in height, and I hold his gaze. He’s lucky I stopped my normal maintenance patterns after my ex, who had different preferences, but here we are. It’s kind of exciting, more or less stripping for him. I pulse and seem to be gushing with every breath I take, as my fingers fumble with the button of my pants, the zipper; I take it off and am left in my cotton panties. I curse myself for having them on but it’s not like I knew I would be hooking up with a hot biker. Staring at him, his arched brows carries me on, and I reach for the band of my purple panties, sliding them down my trembling legs. Being half naked in his hallway is probably the weirdest thing that has ever happened to me, the cold air fanning my warmed skin and aching core, as he looks at me, I feel like I am exploding.

      “I was almost hoping you were wrong. It’d be easier.”

      “For who?” I whisper.

      “For you, sweetheart.” He reaches out and outright throws me over his shoulder, I squeal under my breath and laugh at being carried off like this. My ass is upturned and he turns to bite it along the way, just before I am tossed onto the bed.

      “Roland—” I start, but don’t get to finish, looking at him staring down at me with such intensity is debilitating.

      His room, I half notice, is decorated gray like the rest of his house and his sheets are a smooth, dark blue color, on a bed barely raised from the ground.

      My chest heaves with my breath and he licks his lips, kicking off his shoes and socks as he looks at me. He goes to work on his shirt, stripping it off so I can see just how far his tattoos go. All the way down the planes of his chest, swirling down the sides of his body too. His abs, I count eight, are separated by a deep line falling down and disappearing with his Adonis belt, but his body is completely void of hair too.

      “Wow,” I can’t help but say out loud.

      He chuckles, “Just you wait, sweetheart.” He climbs on the bed, kneeling over me as he grabs my thighs and spreads them apart. My breath hitches at being so exposed to him, the same time his hands trail down my thighs.

      I observe him looking at me and touching me and wonder how this could be. That I could just be a completely different person around him and fall into this spell, where I trust him, this stranger that I literally met in a jail house. But he knows my body, in seconds he knows how to touch me and drive me crazy, I guess we both are.

      “What am I seeing?” I giggle. I also find it funny that we are doing this in broad daylight, the sun streaming in and reminding me that there is a world out there, but it has ceased to exist to me now.

      “Be patient.” He lays his body over mine, kissing me, and grinding his cock into me. But there is still too much fabric in the way.

      My hands trail down his body until I reach his jeans, working at the belt buckle and button to undo it. He helps shimmy it down his body, and then he is only in his black briefs. He breaks the kiss and I inhale a deep rush of air; his lips suckle underneath my ear and I mewl against him. I grow bold and reach down his briefs to grasp his cock, it’s harder than I imagined, the heat searing through my fingers. He growls and grabs me tighter, tearing at my shirt.

      He undoes the buttons, his thick fingers fumbling along the delicate buttons. I laugh and help him along, he tosses it away like he is angry with my poor shirt.

      “You’re fucking gorgeous, Paige. I’ve wanted you since I laid eyes on you.” He says in his deep voice, as his fingers trail down my clavicle and curve of my breasts. He grabs the purple fabric cup of my bra on the left side and tugs it down, freeing half my breasts and nipple.

      “While you were incarcerated?” I giggle past my breathy voice.

      “That was the least of my worries.” He reaches around and undoes my bra, tugging it off, my hand has to leave his cock to get it off but I go back to clutching the fabric of his briefs, tugging the waistband down.

      “The most of my worries was getting you. I was thinking you’re way out of my league.” He shifts down the bed so he is half out of my reach and his face is level with my breasts, his lips grazing my skin.

      “I’m not that special, Roland.” I tell him. When his hands maul at my breasts, I lose all my concentration, even more so when his mouth closes around my nipple and his fingers toy with the other.

      “I beg to differ.” He says, alternating his mouth and fingers.

      I start to clench more everywhere, the fact that I haven’t gotten any of his attention where I need it most is maddening and I know he is doing it on purpose.

      “Roland, please—” my breath hitches. He kisses my naval and looks up at me through his lashes, smirking.

      He rises back up over my body, bracing his weight on one hand, the other slides down my body and pauses mid-thigh, his eyes boring into mine again.

      “You want me to touch you?” He smirks, this man is smug as hell but with good reason.

      “Yes,” I say, comfortably. Like I have known him for more than a few days. I have never been this bold before, this open, but it just feels good. I feel more of my body’s struggles fading away and just existing with him.

      He makes me wait for it a bit longer before his hand hovers over my pussy, his fingers over my light red hairs. I arch my back and silently beg for more when he finally increases his touch, his fingers coming in contact with my pulsing clit that tremors with his touch.

      “Oh god…” I cry out, when he really gets going.

      He swirls and focuses around my clit and then directly on it, taking me higher and higher. My entire body thrums with the pleasure, the sensations overtaking my entire existence. I arch my back, moving my hips to be closer to him and get there faster. It’s better than any orgasm I could give myself, that anyone has ever given me. I taste it before it actually happens, my mouth watering as I clench his arm, when my body erupts with pleasure.

      “Roland, holy—” I break off, the explosions still running through my body cutting me off.

      His hand stays there over my pulses and leaves too soon. His lips are on mine again, his warm hand holding my thigh open as I rush to get his briefs off.

      His cock springs free and I gasp, breaking the kiss to look down at it and I swallow.

      “Told you.” He grins, smug as hell when he does. But I let it slide because he is right. His cock is the best one I have ever seen, the biggest clearly, and I start to wonder where the hell it will go. I reach out for it, grasping him in my hand and watching the tan flesh pulse with his every breath as I stroke him, the moisture pooling at his tip.

      “Fuck,” he growls and pulls away from me, climbing off the bed and to his bedside table. I slide up the bed to be closer to the pillow and lay my head against it.

      He returns with a gold wrapped condom, undoes it in front of me and rolls it on. I watch with rapt attention; this muscled man that exudes all the sexual power in the world wants me and can have me. I find it hard to believe but I am lying here after all, legs spread and waiting for him.

      “I’m not easing into this.” He positions himself between my legs, grasping at my thighs.

      I nod once, and he smirks, raising my legs over his shoulders, my calves on his back, and he drags me down the bed, so the tip of his cock aligns with my opening. I don’t want him to ease into it at all, I want it as hard as he is. Something to really shake things up, something that is really different.

      He makes sure I am looking him in the eye when he slides into me, it’s more of a swift thrust than a slide, and my walls expand with a sting to the size of him before they pulse with my body that wants more. My eyes loll back into my head as I clench at the sheets, raising my hips to meet his.

      “Fuck, you’re tight as hell, sweetheart.” He presses forward, my thighs stretching as he goes deeper.

      “Roland, I need you.” I whisper, my body tremors, tightening around him.

      He drops my thighs and I have to hang on for dear life as he starts to fuck me, it’s hard and it’s fast and perfect. His body slams mine as the bed slams the wall, and I start to worry for the plaster seal but it is quickly pushed from my mind the more he goes on.

      I watch his muscled body coil tight; his jaw hardens and lips curl over his teeth as he gets into it. My breasts bob with the thrusts shaking me and I start to quiver around him too fast. I don’t want it to be over. I beg my body to just hold on and enjoy this but it has other plans. He reaches up to grab my breast, his palm grazing across my nipple and further increasing my sensations.

      “Oh god yes—yes—” I scream, my throat going tired from it too, and he enjoys how much it affects me because he just goes harder and faster, and I become an endless thrum of pleasure as another orgasm takes me. Deeper than the last one, if that were even possible.

      “Damnit, Paige—fuck—” he growls, stilling inside me as he comes. I feel him clench and the heat spread inside me as he does.

      He collapses over me, holding his weight as he kisses me. He releases my breast that he clenched so hard I still feel it thrumming when he does, instead he holds my waist as he deepens the kiss and swirls his tongue with mine.

      His taste floods my mouth and I commit it to memory, kissing him back. I curl my fingers in his hair, thick and soft, silky even, as I kiss him back and we come down together. He slips out of me and I feel empty.

      Breaking the kiss, Roland pushes back to look in my eyes and then he grins wide, his perfect pearly teeth blinding me. I smile back, as we are probably both thinking the same thing.

      We are definitely doing that again.
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      It’s no question that Paige drives me crazy, that she makes me do things I have never even done before. Especially bringing a near stranger back to my place just for the hell of it. Except she doesn’t feel like a stranger, not like this. I’m not even the one-night stand kind of guy, not often enough for it to become a thing. I was always fine with just keeping people at arm’s length until it served me right to just cut them loose, women I mean. But Paige is different, I saw her and I knew I didn’t want it to be that way. Yeah, I get the sense she has a different idea, but I have a plan for how to take care of that.

      “I thought you’d need a break,” Paige giggles against me, her lips at my ear as she lays over my body.

      I smile at her, holding her at her waist and pulling her closer. She kisses along my jaw and makes my cock stir, I turn my head and trap her lips with mine, kissing her softly.

      “I’m not like most men, sweetheart.” I chuckle against her lips before I deepen the kiss. Her lithe body lays over mine and further hardens my cock fully again. I’m surprised too, that I’m ready to go again so fast, but her body here laid over mine with all her softness and subtle sexiness is too much to handle, too much to even try to ignore.

      “I can tell.” She giggles, rolling over to straddle my lap.

      I smooth my hands down her skin, smooth and catching under my palms from the sweat, the sun shining in my room makes her skin warmer to the touch. Staying in bed with a woman in broad daylight isn’t something I often do, but it’s like we are on display and stepping out into the light together. I don’t need to know everything about her, not even a little bit, but I know that we are good together, that this feels good.

      I deepen the kiss and swirl my tongue around hers, tasting her sweet mouth and memorizing how it feels against me. Her breasts mash against my chest and I trace the swells of them on the side. I go back and forth between being an ass or tits man and she has both, it confuses me, and I go from mauling her breasts to smacking her juicy ass as she squeals against me.

      We break contact as I thankfully remember a condom and once it’s on, I’m deep inside her again.

      “Ride me, sweetheart.” I whisper in her ear as she settles against me, the way she swivels her hips makes me groan, I’m actually moaning for this woman and that’s a first too.

      She leans back, smiling down at me as she rises up and slides back down over my cock. I watch her red hair illuminated by the sun matching her small patch of light hairs over my cock as she takes over, riding me like no other. I reach out for her body, grabbing her hips, her tits, any part of her I can grab and squeeze in my palms.

      Paige continues on, going faster and faster as she tightens around me, her breath hitching with her loud moans carrying out the father she goes on. I’m right behind her when she collapses into another orgasm, one that I soak up every second of until I come inside her, wishing there was nothing in the way.

      “Wow,” she collapses over me, I kiss her briefly before she rolls off to the side and we catch our breaths. I discard the condom and lay back on the bed, panting and sheened in sweat with her, I could say the same thing about it but I don’t have the same energy levels during the day, especially after what’s been going on.

      “You want something to eat? I can whip something up.” I offer. She doesn’t answer for a moment.

      She reaches across me for the little blanket I have on the edge of the bed and throws it over herself.

      “What are you covering up for?” I chuckle and turn to face her, propping my head on my hand. I notice her glancing over my naked body and more heat finding her cheeks, I lean in to kiss her cheek just under her eye and feel her smile against me.

      “It’s cold. And I thought we agreed on the eating together thing.”

      “I thought that was just out in public. I wouldn’t be a gentleman if I had you over, fucked you twice, and didn’t offer you anything to be hospitable.” I grin.

      “So I don’t have to say yes? And that sounds like prostitution if you ask me.” She giggles.

      My eyes widen in shock but then I remember she is a lawyer after all.

      “I don’t see it that way. We can have a real conversation you know, I’m not just a sex god.”

      She laughs aloud, a glorious sound that feels like seeing the sun outside.

      “Okay, fine. I will take you up on that offer. Um, where’s your bathroom?” She sits up. My eyes roam over the sinuous skin of her back and line of her ass, imagining what it would be like to have her there and actively push it from my mind so I don’t get out of hand.

      “Right through there.” I point her in the direction of the bathroom attached to my room, since it’s a master the closet and bathroom are all connected. When Spencer lived with me, I often found him using my spa tub but I got over it, he doesn’t have boundaries.

      I give Paige some ample alone time before she comes out, I hand her a shirt from my drawer and go in after her to take a piss and clean up, then I put on a pair of gray athletic shorts and find her in my kitchen snooping in the fridge. Which wouldn’t be a problem if she weren’t bent over, her smooth legs and pale skin like a glow under the black shirt I gave her. I get a peek of the underside of her ass and smirk to myself.

      “I’m enjoying this view, just so you know.” I announce that I am actively staring at her so it isn’t creepy. She giggles and doesn’t stand up right away.

      “You have sparkling water.” She stands up and turns with one of the cans.

      “Yeah, that a problem?” I chuckle and come around the counter, leaning against it. She hops up and sits on the counter above the dishwasher, crossing her legs. I notice for the first time her pink painted toes and smile again.

      “It’s just kind of dainty. I’m shocked that you, the bad boy biker, has something other than beer in his fridge.” She giggles and takes a sip.

      I shrug, “Well isn’t that speculation to assume that about me?” I arch my brow.

      “I suppose. That’s a good one.” She smiles. I look over her, with the way her hair is mussed up and my shirt is drooping off her shoulder, showing off her dainty neck and pale skin. My mouth waters at wanting to taste her again, to kiss every inch of her body.

      “I watch a lot of tv. So, breakfast food okay with you? I have a mean pancake recipe.” I clap my hands together and rub as she smiles.

      “Sure.”

      After I get started, she drifts to the living room and I hear the tv come on a few moments later. It feels oddly comfortable, having her here and cooking for the both of us, clearly, she feels comfortable too. I can’t shake the feeling that we aren’t on the same page; with the sex sure, but I want a little more than that. For the first time, I see her and don’t want anyone else to have her. Maybe I am being possessive, but I want to know everything about her.

      I finish up and plate the pancakes and bacon, I enjoy eating them together more than any other breakfast food and it’s nice to share that with someone, other than my kid brother who would just eat everything and not say thank you.

      “It smells really good. Just like a restaurant.” She pads back into the kitchen, smiling over the plates. I set out whip cream and syrup, watching her take a huge amount of both, which is nicely refreshing.

      “I have many talents. You want to eat outside?” I suggest.

      “Sure.”

      I lead her out to my back porch; with a yard I busy myself by caring about. At least the grass is green, and the grill stays covered from the weather. My lawn furniture is a nice two couches overlooking the yard.

      “You have a yard this nice and no dog?” She comments, sitting on the couch. She crosses her legs like a lap and sets her plate against it, going at her pancakes.

      I bite off a piece of bacon and smile.

      “I used to have a dog but he died.” I respond. She glances at me with a mouth full of food mid bite.

      “Oh. Sorry.”

      “It’s okay, it was a few years ago. But I thought about getting another one, I just go out of town a lot.” I explain.

      “For your job? Or do you have a real job? I don’t really know how the whole club thing works.”

      I finish chewing and think of how to answer that. I can’t exactly tell her that I go out of town to keep a leash on our rival clubs and stay the hard, calculated face of the Kinsmen MC. Because that wouldn’t go over very well. Especially if I had to add on the small addition of doing things, she would never be able to get past a judge, real things that won’t let me be released on bail. But mostly I just don’t want her to know those bad parts about me yet, the parts that I accept as part of my life and never questioned until meeting her.

      “Are you avoiding the question?” She covers her suspicion with a laugh and I just smirk at her. Partly because she is right and the rest because she has a bit of whip cream on her chin. I take care of that first.

      “I’m not.” I reach across and snatch it up with my thumb and suck it off as she watches me. I get closer to her, so her knee brushes my upper thigh and I smell her lilac scent in the whipping wind.

      “I have an unconventional job, Paige. You may think you want to know the specifics, but you don’t. I’m a part of a club that’s big on brotherhood, simple as that.”

      “Which requires you to travel for what? Conferences?” She laughs once.

      I shake my head at her and smile.

      “No. There are other clubs out there, we all get along.” That’s mostly true but right now there is one that isn’t in line with that.

      “Hm. That’s nice.” She says. Her plate is wiped clean and she sets it down on the table, then sips at her can of sparkling water. The air around us is so silent, I hear it fizzing in the can when I drink my own bottle of orange juice.

      “That guy at the bar is really your brother?” She asks after a moment.

      I chuckle and I come closer to her. She turns and puts her legs over my lap, I grab her thigh and smooth my hand over the skin. It’s warm from the sun, and I imagine what she might look like with a tan, but I like her skin like this. Something about the pale, creamy color is captivating, against my tanned and tattooed skin.

      “Yeah he is, my little brother.” I answer.

      “Must be nice. You two seem like you get along.”

      I look in her gray eyes and smile.

      “Somewhat.”

      “I’m an only child so I wouldn’t really know. Your parents from around here too?” Her brows upturn and mine go down. I don’t even know them, but they somehow still seem to irritate me anytime I think of them.

      “I have no idea; I’ve never met them. I ended up here after I finished high school and my brother came to live here about a year ago. That’s as far as my lineage goes.” I laugh at myself so it sounds less worse than it really is.

      Her expression goes drawn but not the sad, ‘I feel bad for you’ one.

      “Wow. I never would have guessed, you seem very… grown up.”

      I laugh aloud, “You make that sound like such a shock.” I move my plate over the table and face her. “You’re the grown up one, I assure you. I just fake it; I’d rather be an irresponsible kid with no consequences. Spencer was, until I reined him in.”

      “So you took your little brother under your wing just because you wanted to? That is a very grown up thing to do.” Her voice softens.

      I tilt my head at her and lean in.

      “I didn’t tell you that to score bonus points, I just had to do it.”

      “Okay fine. No bonus points.”

      I lean back and give her a look; she returns it with a funny one out of question.

      “Why can’t I take you out in public? I mean, you don’t know me, not really. So unless you think I’m still the guy you met in jail I don’t get it.”

      She sighs and shakes her head, licking her lips.

      “That’s not it. I don’t judge people, not at first anyway. I’m just new to town and not ready to jump into the dating scene right away.” She exhales.

      I tilt my head at her and make eye contact, finding her warm gray eyes to be more of a distraction, the way she looks at me.

      “I think that’s code for you had a really shitty ex, or a really shitty breakup. Or both.” I say. It’s the way her shoulders tighten and legs clench that make me know I am right.

      I mean I suspected it at first, that’s usually the case with people who aren’t from here. Small towns attract people who need to get away from big life problems, which she had. Knowing she came from corporate law, and is now a public defender, tells me just how bad it probably was because again, I watch a lot of tv.

      “Well, I guess it was both. And you are nothing like my ex, which doesn’t really help either.”

      “I see. I’m unfamiliar. Fair enough then. I get it.” I pull back, sighing. It’s not like I am prepared to show her my belly and wait to be stabbed, that’s not my style.

      I watch her chew on her bottom lip as she thinks and then turns to me.

      “Roland, I like you. And I know you aren’t a bad guy, but I have a feeling you probably do bad things. But I did just get here, I don’t want to complicate my life.” She explains.

      I nod once and smile at her. I’m not going to deny her that fact about me because it is true, and she is the one that said it and not me. But that just means I don’t have to. I’ve never killed anyone, maybe almost a few times but that was just to get my way. To assert my power. And it always worked.

      “Okay. No complications then. I keep making you food and we don’t go on dates.”

      “Well we an go out it just—it can’t be a date.” She stutters. I find it cute and reach out to kiss her, both for that reason and the fact that I’m glad she said that.

      If I get her out, I can woo her, probably let her see the good in my ways and not only the errors. She kisses me back, her lips soft and sweet on mine. I really feel like I have stepped out into the sun with her, and I don’t plan on going back so soon.
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      I don’t even feel satiated the next time we have sex, and I know that’s already bad for me.

      If I let my vagina do all the thinking this will surely end badly, with me wanting him more than I should. More than I know I should. The fact that he wants me just as much comes as a shock, but a delightful one that has my body thrumming all the way to my toes and back again. It was never like this with my ex, always missionary with the lights off. But here I am in broad daylight, in bed with the hottest man I have ever met. I knew I was coming here to leave my old life behind but I didn’t think it would happen in just forty-eight hours.

      It’s why I want to keep him at a distance, so I don’t let all this new and fun stuff cloud my judgement. It happened before and clearly that didn’t go over very well. I just got here and don’t need to be run out of town by a mysterious, hot biker. Whose body I am currently laying next to, trying to calm my breath and my thoughts.

      You want something to eat? I can whip something up.”

      My body tenses when he asks me that, and I try to play it off as just thinking about it.

      But I’m not thinking about it. I’m not doing anything other than wishing he hadn’t asked because my first inclination is to say yes.

      I feel the air go cold around me and reach for his blanket, which I think is funny that he has one. My breasts graze his arm momentarily and it sends a pang of excitement over me again. But I go back to where I am laying and turn to look at him.

      “What are you covering up for?” His chuckle is deep and thrums in his chest. He turns to look at me to and I find his eyes comforting. Being around him is oddly simple, as if we already know each other well. The way he leans across and lightly kisses my cheek is another thing, that’s so far from sexual it feels nothing but comforting.

      “It’s cold. And I thought we agreed on the eating together thing.” I answer him finally, pulling back to look at him. I prop my head on my hand and smile softly at him, it’s like my face is permanently upturned in a smile around him. I feel lighter, like I don’t have to worry about anything. Perhaps because he is so different.

      “I thought that was just out in public. I wouldn’t be a gentleman if I had you over, fucked you twice, and didn’t offer you anything to be hospitable.” His grin is palpable.

      “So I don’t have to say yes? And that sounds like prostitution if you ask me.” I giggle, half meaning that, but all the same.

      His eyes widen with a bit of shock and he tries to cover it up. Meanwhile, my eyes are constantly drifting to his flaccid cock laying against his thigh, as he is perfectly comfortable just being laid out like this.

      “I don’t see it that way. We can have a real conversation you know, I’m not just a sex god.” He says.

      I laugh fully at that and he chuckles softly. It’s funnier to me because it is actually true but that’s beside the point.

      “Okay, fine. I will take you up on that offer. Um, where’s your bathroom?” I clear my throat and sit up. I feel sticky and worked up, not so much that I feel dirty or something. But I do need to have a few human, private minutes.

      “Right through there.” He points to a closed door, the design matching the others. I realize it’s his master bedroom since everything is connected. I know it’s not ideal but it is nice to know he has his own house, that’s clean and respectable. Even the bathroom is clean, which I didn’t expect. I realize I am fully naked and avoid looking in the mirror until I am finished. He kindly only left hickeys where my clothes can cover them, specifically around my breasts. He worshipped my body and left proof, it’s…different.

      When I leave the bathroom, he is right there handing me one of his shirts to wear. I thank him and put it on, deftly watching his ass disappear in the bathroom. He has a nice ass, for a man I’d say. His tattoos are distracting and mesmerizing at the same time, like they all have a story. The shirt he gave me is a plain black tee that fits like a dress over my short frame. I take it upon myself to go into his kitchen, kind of snooping but not obviously. Past his living room, I notice some pictures of him with groups of guys, I guess the MC, and one other guy that I assume is his brother.

      I reach his kitchen, completely parched and looking for a drink. I smirk at his array of bottled beers, energy drinks, and sparkling water. I’m aware when he walks into the room, my toes tingling at simply being able to feel him, but I don’t turn just yet. I’m not used to being on display the way he makes me to be, but it’s in a way that I feel appreciated, and not like he is surveying me. It sets my skin on fire the same way that his touch can.

      “I’m enjoying this view, just so you know.” His deep voice fills the room soon enough.

      “You have sparkling water.” I smile to myself, grab the lemon flavored one and stand up.

      “Yeah, that a problem?” He chuckles and walks into the kitchen. I hop onto his cold counter and crack open the can, sipping at the fizzy drink. He smirks at me, his eyes roaming over my legs and where the shirt droops on my shoulder. I almost don’t want to give this back to him.

      “It’s just kind of dainty. I’m shocked that you, the bad boy biker, has something other than beer in his fridge.” I giggle and drink more. I probably should have gotten regular water since I am so thirsty. Jeez, and hungry, my stomach turns over and it’s not from how he is looking at me.

      He shrugs “Well isn’t that speculation to assume that about me?” The way he arches his brow is very distracting, makes his sexiness even more obvious. And he knows it too, the effect he can have on people. Well, women.

      “I suppose. That’s a good one.” I smile wide at him, but also asking myself how he suggested that so easily.

      “I watch a lot of tv. So, breakfast food okay with you? I have a mean pancake recipe.” He claps and rubs his hands together like accepting a challenge that makes me smile.

      “Sure.”

      He starts grabbing stuff from his cabinets and I find his exposed, rippling muscles to be too distracting. I need time to think, otherwise I will just submit to his absurd idea of wanting to date me.

      It would be easier if he gave off play boy vibes, if he just wanted sex. But no, he wants to cook for me and have meals together. Go on a date. It’s not that I don’t want to, he seems like a genuine guy, more than the corporate asses I am used to. But I don’t know how to go through that again, I wasn’t very good at it the last time. And maybe I am just thinking too far ahead, but that’s how I am, it got me through undergrad and law school and gave me a cushy job until I had to let it go. I can’t start another part of my life over, it’s too much stress.

      Sitting here on his couch though, watching the sitcom on tv, makes me feel like I know him already. Makes me want to know all the details too, but I just don’t know what that will cost me yet. If I want to find out.

      I wait until the smells of flour and sugar fill the air and walk into the kitchen again, realizing he made everything from scratch. Except the bacon of course.

      “It smells really good. Just like a restaurant.” I walk around the counter, seeing the plates of pancakes stacked and bacon on the side, plus whip cream which might be the key to my heart. It is barely morning time but I love having breakfast for other meal times, I’m glad he suggested it.

      Plus, he can cook, my friend would get a kick out of that.

      “I have many talents. You want to eat outside?” He suggests.

      “Sure.” I only think about it for a second and agree that sounds nice. Even though I hate eating outside, why would I share my food with a bunch of flies. But the weather is nice here, I want to feel the sun on my skin and it isn’t to get a tan.

      I follow him out there, watching his pert ass in those boxers drive me crazy. He has nice lawn furniture and a covered grill, it’s a good size even though the nearest house is at least a half mile away.

      “You have a yard this nice and no dog?” I say as I sit on the couch. I cross my legs and hope the cushion is safe, I mean I don’t have any bottoms on after all. But I was right about the sun, the way it floods through and onto us. I don’t tan, it must be something wrong with me but I have accepted that I’ll always be pale. His knee brushes mine, and his tanned skin is in such contrast to mine.

      He bites his bacon and gives a half smile.

      “I used to have a dog but he died.” He deadpans. I half choke on my pancake.

      “Oh. Sorry.” I fluster.

      “It’s okay, it was a few years ago. But I thought about getting another one, I just go out of town a lot.” He says, but it only makes me feel a bit better. I mean I hadn’t meant to be insensitive but I had a dog growing up, it’s sad when they pass.

      Especially since he seems to live a life of solitude.

      “For your job? Or do you have a real job? I don’t really know how the whole club thing works.” I half stutter over my words, not wanting to sound like I am prying.

      He keeps chewing and I know it is a dodge to what I asked.

      “Are you avoiding the question?” I half laugh. He smirks at me and I feel it in my bones when he does, that look he gives me.

      “I’m not.” He suddenly reaches out and slips something from my chin onto his thumb. I hadn’t noticed the extra whip cream there and almost want to be embarrassed but he just sucks it off his thumb, looking me in the eye, and I feel something else entirely.

      “I have an unconventional job, Paige. You may think you want to know the specifics, but you don’t. I’m a part of a club that’s big on brotherhood, simple as that.” He answers, and his voice doesn’t shift at all, so I know he isn’t trying to be funny or coy.

      “Which requires you to travel for what? Conferences?” I laugh once but don’t really find it funny since I really am in the dark.

      He shakes his head once and smiles.

      “No. There are other clubs out there, we all get along.”

      “Hm. That’s nice.” I respond. I finish my plate and set it down on the table, my leg brushes his and I shiver with it but not from the slight wind. I sip at the rest of my water, he drinks his juice, it’s all too easy to be around him.

      “That guy at the bar is really your brother?” I ask him after a while.

      His first response is to laugh and then he shifts closer to me. I turn and lay my legs over his lap, my calf against the tip of his cock, and he grasps my thigh with his hand. It’s calloused, warm, and large, completely debilitating.

      “Yeah he is, my little brother.” He says it like it means more than just being his older brother. Something about it is sweet but I don’t know what yet.

      “Must be nice. You two seem like you get along.” I say.

      He looks me in the eye with a smile that feels more like he is avoiding it.

      “Somewhat.” His voice lowers.

      “I’m an only child so I wouldn’t really know. Your parents from around here too?” I raise my brows with curiosity and his seem to do the opposite. I probably shouldn’t have asked about parents so soon, that can always go one of only two ways and this is the bad one, it seems.

      “I have no idea; I’ve never met them. I ended up here after I finished high school and my brother came to live here about a year ago. That’s as far as my lineage goes.” He laughs once and it feels like as much of a cover as it is.

      I look back at him and only see him differently. Clearly, he is fine, I don’t have to pity him, and I don’t. It just adds to his character and I am starting to like it way too much.

      Even if he is involved in bad things. Even if he might be an actual criminal that the cops have something against.

      “Wow. I never would have guessed, you seem very… grown up.” I giggle.

      He laughs back, “You make that sound like such a shock.” He also moves his plate and the movement shifts my thigh. “You’re the grown up one, I assure you. I just fake it; I’d rather be an irresponsible kid with no consequences. Spencer was, until I reined him in.” He explains.

      “So you took your little brother under your wing just because you wanted to? That is a very grown up thing to do.” I try not to sound so shocked because it is. But it doesn’t help the not wanting to get involved thing, it’s a really admirable thing for him to do, who knows what else he might do.

      He tilts his head and leans in.

      “I didn’t tell you that to score bonus points, I just had to do it.” He lowers his voice and it sends a shiver up my spine.

      “Okay fine. No bonus points.” I agree.

      “Why can’t I take you out in public? I mean, you don’t know me, not really. So unless you think I’m still the guy you met in jail I don’t get it.” He asks, and I was hoping that he wouldn’t but here we are.

      I sigh and moisten my lips, shaking my head like it will help me find an answer.

      “That’s not it. I don’t judge people, not at first anyway. I’m just new to town and not ready to jump into the dating scene right away.” I take a breath.

      “I think that’s code for you had a really shitty ex, or a really shitty breakup. Or both.” He finishes and I feel my shoulders go up as if in defense. Because he hit the head on that nail way too quickly. I wonder if I am that see through, if it is that easy for me to give off the running from my past vibes. I don’t want it to be, and it can’t be what attracted him to me. I hope he doesn’t feel like he can show me a good time and then be done with it. Further stunt my development. But I don’t want to be some charity case to him, it’s why I need to take charge of the situation and be the one setting the tone.

      “Well, I guess it was both. And you are nothing like my ex, which doesn’t really help either.” I tell him.

      “I see. I’m unfamiliar. Fair enough then. I get it.” He pulls back and sighs like he has given up on pressing the issue, which is nice and kind of refreshing. Most guys would just stick with it until they won.

      I think hard over it as I bite at my lip, wishing the answer was there. It isn’t so much that he makes me nervous but that I don’t want to be too honest too soon, it would scare him away.

      “Roland, I like you. And I know you aren’t a bad guy, but I have a feeling you probably do bad things. But I did just get here, I don’t want to complicate my life.” I tell him, that’s the best way I can put it, because it covers just about everything.

      He nods once and smiles, clearly happy that he got most of his way.

      “Okay. No complications then. I keep making you food and we don’t go on dates.”

      “Well we can go out it just—it can’t be a date.” I exhale. It seems to make him happy when he leans in and kisses me.

      His lips are soft against mine, unlike the other times that he is possessive first and soft later. He just seems to want to feel my lips against his for a moment before he deepens it, and I like it too. My fingertips trail up his forearms as I lean into the kiss, his tongue swipes over mine and our sugary taste floods together and the rest of my body comes alive.

      “Roland,” I gasp when he releases me. I pull back enough to see the fire blaze in his eyes and then it’s over from there.

      He kisses me again, this time like he means it and with one purpose in mind. His hands rub up my body and grasp my breasts roughly, turning us over to hover over me. Then he slips his hand up my legs and finds my clit, circling me slowly. He kisses me and alternates between trailing kisses down my shoulder, I grasp at his cock through his boxers and rub him to full hardness. He growls against my ear and kisses me roughly, sending sparks over my body.

      He breaks apart and suddenly quickens the pace of his hand. I swirl my hips and cry out, hoping there really aren’t any neighbors around from how loud he makes me.

      “I’m actually really pissed I don’t have condoms stashed out here, sweetheart.” He growls again, a rumble in his chest when he works me faster with his hand.

      I am so close to the edge of an orgasm that I barely hear him but I listen to what he said. It really is maddening that he doesn’t. I want him inside me right now.

      “I’d be pretty pissed too.” I say but am cut off when my orgasm steals my breath and sight. Under the bright sun, I explode against him and he enjoys every second of it.

      He sits me up suddenly and kisses me, I gasp against him and claw at his chest, then fist my fingers up in his hair. He breaks the kiss and I stare at him in question.

      “We’ll finish this inside.”
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      Paige has me occupied for the better part of the afternoon. The farthest I can get is the kitchen, and then back to the bedroom and shower. I have never been this into a woman before, it’s good with her, easy. I’m sure she’ll get over her aversion to actually dating at some point. And I’m not going to push her to that edge, but I’m hoping she will get there soon. I like her, I want to be with her exclusively, when I am not going in and out of the jail house or something like that.

      But I have hope at least, something I haven’t seen in myself for a while. I’ve tried the girlfriend thing a few times but it took me too long to notice they just wanted the coolness of being involved with someone in an MC, the danger and excitement. Paige isn’t like that at all, in fact she wants to stay away from it all. I would never give the club up, but if she ever asked me to, I don’t know what I would say. I mean she’s a lawyer, clearly it would affect her work in the wrong way and I don’t want to do that to her, not after she helped me.

      I keep my mind nicely occupied until I’m sure I won’t let her body entice me into another round. But it ends up being my ringing phone that does it.

      “I have to get that.” I tell her. It’s probably the club. She sits up from my chest, where we were sitting on the couch watching one of those dramatic legal shows together.

      “Duty calls.” She giggles.

      I smirk at her and reach across for it, frowning at who is actually calling me.

      “What do you want, Darius?” I answer. I always answer him that way, or some variation of not wanting to be bothered in the first place.

      “You plan on telling the club about the Devil’s Princes coming over our turf?” His deep voice cackled from being an ex-smoker floods the speakers and I am more affected by what he said.

      “What?” My body tenses and I sit up from the couch, leaving all the bliss and ease behind.

      “You heard me, Rafe. I’d rather not have heard it from your kid brother.”

      I close my eyes and frown. Spence probably thought I would have at least told him, someone on the exec board about it by now. I would have today, I should have—but I got preoccupied.

      “Yeah, I uh—was gonna call a meeting. I got sidetracked.”

      He scoffs, “Right, well everyone knows now, I tried to keep the guys from going over there and confronting them but that will only last for so long. So finish your day off and get your ass down here.”

      I groan, rubbing at my face. Paige notices something must be wrong but I try not to worry her too much. Her mind is already racing about what I might be doing with my days and I don’t want to fuel her imagination.

      “Yeah, I’ll be there soon.” I hang up.

      I’m kind of pissed at myself for not having told them sooner. This is the first time we have actually had a crises while I am the pres. Tank got wind of it when it first started but he soon left the club, now it’s my responsibility.

      “You okay?” Paige asks in her soft, sweetened voice. It helps me feel a little better but not enough to want to leave so soon.

      “Yeah, I uh, have to take care of some things. Unfortunately, we can’t lay around all day.” I stand and put my boxers back on, clean up some of the trash from the snacks we had. She helps and follows me into the kitchen where I throw them away.

      “That’s okay.” She tells me.

      We go to get dressed, seeing her in her work clothes kind of reminds me who she is. What I am, when I put my cut on over my black tee shirt.

      “Is it a problem with the club or something?” She asks me as we walk back outside. I smirk down at her.

      “Something like that.”

      “So are you on your way to beat someone up or something?” She giggles but I can’t tell if she really meant that or not.

      I stop by my bike and help her put on the helmet.

      “No sweetheart, I don’t do that kind of thing. To people in my club.” I add, so I’m not lying or anything.

      She blinks at me but smiles a bit. “Okay.”

      I have a lot of things to follow up with but I have to get to the club soon, before they just decide to out vote me or something. I know that idea is crazy though, the guys are loyal to me, they are willing to have my back and they always have been. This was just an oversight; they’ll see I thought it was best at the time.

      If I jumped the gun on the Devil’s Princes and was wrong it would have been worse than waiting a bit longer.

      The drive to the club steadies my thoughts, as riding on my bike always does. But it’s also Paige wrapped around me and pressed against my back that aids that relaxation. We pull up and the back compound is packed with bikes, mostly guys just hanging around and the others with the exec board here for the meeting. I don’t really want to do this, but I know that I have to. I can figure out how I am going to settle all this once I get some ideas going.

      “How are your thighs? Not always sore?” Paige asks me when we get off the bike.

      I laugh at her and stow the helmet away.

      “I have powerful thighs.” I grin, and I feel like I have to force it across.

      She steps up to me and sets her hand on my shoulder.

      “Whatever it is… I’m sure it will be fine.” She says, her eyes boring into mine with confidence.

      “Thanks, sweetheart. I hope you’re right.” I slide my hands around her waist and lean down to kiss her softly.

      “Give me your number, I’ll call you tonight.” I tell her.

      She smiles softly and I give her my phone so she can put it in.

      The door opens and I hear the rowdy men inside and know I have to go in soon.

      “I have to go. I had a good time today.” I tell her, tucking some hair behind her ear just to feel its silky softness one more time.

      “Me too.” She grins and pulls away, I actually let her this time. I watch her get in the car and drive off, then I force myself to walk inside.

      “Pres—” some of the guys say in unison when I walk in. I greet them, most of them haven’t seen me since I left.

      I spot Spencer behind the bar where I left him and nod him toward the back.

      “What’s up? You had a good time I hope.” He snickers and I back him against the wall, not finding it funny.

      “You talk too much.” I frown at him.

      He drops his grin at me and I stare in his eyes that are just like mine.

      “You told Darius about the Devil’s Princes. I only told you that so you would know where I was.”

      “What? Nah, he knew about that already.”

      “No he didn’t, dumbass. I hadn’t told anyone yet.” I start pacing the small hall, the plain brown walls chipped in places but steady all the same.

      “Oh. Shit. Well how was I supposed to know?” He laughs and splays his hands in defense.

      “I don’t know, maybe when I said I only told you.”

      “I thought that only included the exec board. My bad. But at least I didn’t tell them about the DUI.” He cackles, he can never be serious for long enough to process things. I’m used to it, but it doesn’t serve me well in this regard.

      “Look, I’m the pres now, I have to lead these guys. And if I can’t vent to someone about the shit I have to do before it gets to them, I am finished. Tank had me, so I need you. Please tell me your brain is big enough to handle that.” I half plead. His smile softens and I know he at least heard me.

      I go to the wall beside him and set my hand on his shoulder.

      “Got it?”

      “Yeah, got it. And for the record I’m not stupid.” He flicks my hand off.

      “I know that. You’re smarter than me.”

      “So I know what you’ve been doing all day. Who you’ve been doing. Who the hell is that?” He chuckles.

      I find it in me to relax a bit at the thought of Paige.

      “Her name’s Paige. She was my lawyer, got me out on bail.” I explain.

      “Hm. That’s a nice change.”

      “Yeah well, she doesn’t want to date me.”

      “I think it’s dumb you even still believe in dating.”

      “Says the guy in a committed relationship.” I roll my eyes at him. It’s not my fault I don’t believe in stringing a slew of women along. I’ve just never wanted it this much, enough to play along for a while.

      “Yeah well, everyone can change. You should get into your meeting I guess.” He laughs.

      I nod, “Right.”

      I head to the back room and find most everyone in there, the last two pile in after. Logan and Darius give me the side eye and the rest are unaware, I’m glad he didn’t tell everyone and start some sort of Armageddon.

      “So what are we going to do? We need a game plan here, can’t just go in there and demand shit.”

      “Yeah, I tried that. Thought that it worked.” I shake my head and tell them about how I went to their pres and he agreed they would stop coming for us and over on our turf but a drug run just happened and they tried to intercept. If shit like that keeps happening, we will get noticed by the cops for sure.

      “Next run we go on, expect them to be there. We’ll be prepared, and then that’s how we get them.” I conclude. I get some agreements, we iron out the details, and then that’s it.

      After we take a vote that’s the plan and I feel less like things are falling apart for the time being.

      It’s not until I am sitting at the bar nursing a beer that Darius comes to bother me. We are arguably the closest, out of any of the other guys at the club I made friends with him sooner and we just get each other. So I know that his glares only last so long. He isn’t a jealous man but he doesn’t like feeling left out either. When I took the role of pres, he had little to say but I know that he supports me.

      “Next time you want to play the spy role you should at least not tell your kid brother.” He laughs at me, sitting at the stool next to me.

      Spencer, at the other end of the bar, as if he heard him, walks over and hands him a beer.

      “I didn’t expect him to be so forthcoming.”

      “He thought I knew. Which I should have. I mean I get the shit with the club and everything but I can be your friend before one of your exec members, that’s how this works, it’s the only way you get out of this without losing your shit. Tank had you and that’s why it was fine for him.” He says, then takes a long sip of his beer.

      “Funny I just told Spencer that. But you’re right, I agree I should have told you. But now you know and you know how much it fucking sucks. We can’t shake those guys and I’m not in the business of eliminating an entire club.”

      “That would take too long.”

      “That would leave people dead. The cops around here keep their mouths shut but we can’t provoke them.” I sigh and rub at my eyes. “One of them already has it out for me.” I tell him. I look over at him to see him making a face of question at that.

      “How?”

      “I got arrested for a DUI two days ago. Spent a night in jail. It’s why I was sidetracked today, I planned on having a meeting earlier.” I tell him. But I am leaving out the part about having the hots for my lawyer because that wouldn’t help anyone right now.

      “Fuck. I had no idea. You get out of it?”

      “Yeah I had a good lawyer.” I try not to smile, hide it by sipping my beer. “But she got me out on bail and someone else will take care of the rest.” I tell him.

      Paige told me briefly today that it might just end up being a fine and some community service, but it could be worse. That cop could have said anything and they wouldn’t have listened to me.

      “Good. We need you in the game. And when are you going to name your vice pres?” He asks. I roll my eyes and ignore his sly grin.

      “If you want it, just ask.”

      He shakes his head, “Oh god no, I don’t want that at all. Logan would be good. Kit is just about as experienced as anyone else.”

      “Eh, I’m not that close with Kit.”

      “What about your bro? Make it a family thing.” He chuckles.

      I shake my head; I don’t want Spencer caught up in all this. I love the club but if I weren’t in so deep my life would be a bit easier sometimes. Spencer can be happy, take care of his girl and not be too deep in this like her father was.

      “Nope to that too. I’ll think about it.” I sit back, tired from the day, from the past few days actually.

      We sit for a while and have another beer together to catch up. There isn’t much beside what I was doing at the few towns over with the Devil’s Princes. It’s nice to have told him what is going on so I don’t have to hold it all in anymore. I first joined the club in the middle of a war with them, it wasn’t pretty. I don’t want to do that again.

      A few of us even went to jail. That was the worst part, especially for Tank. He told me I could ask him for help whenever I wanted but I don’t need to. I don’t want to show face. But the real part of being a man, a leader, is knowing when to ask for help. But at least I am not there yet.

      “I’m gonna take off. I’ll see you tomorrow.” I clap his back and stand; he nods to me and walks off to the pool table area.

      “Spence,” I call out to my brother and he comes over.

      “I’m leaving. Make sure the bar actually gets closed down, we don’t need gnats in here.” I tell him.

      He rolls his eyes at me and I laugh, but it is his job after all.

      “Fuck off. See ya later, tell Paige I said hello.” He cackles.

      I flip him off and then am out the door, back on my bike and on the way home.

      When I get back it’s like walking into a new place. I see Paige everywhere in here now, her scent even lingers on the couch. I change into sweats and find something to eat and occupy my mind, it’s barely eight pm so it feels too early to call, like we just saw each other.

      But after my chicken parm there is no other way to stall. I go to my living room, find an action movie to watch, and call her number in my phone. I start to think she won’t answer until she does.

      “Paige Travers, esquire,” she answers in her soft voice and I grin.

      “That sounds very official.” I smile to myself. It’s weird not having her here, but her voice floods around me all the same.

      “I answer all unknown numbers that way. But now that I know it’s you… so you actually called me.” She giggles as if surprised.

      “Of course I did. Why would you think I wouldn’t?”

      “I don’t know… you seemed like you were about to have a stressful night.”

      I chuckle, “I did. This is my way of feeling better. Did you not want me to call you? I guess you’re still playing that I only want your dick game.” I laugh.

      She stutters for a bit before landing on something.

      “I’m not doing that. It isn’t a game and I am glad that you called. Did everything work out okay?” She asks me.

      “Yeah.” I sigh. “More or less.”

      “Hm. You sound worked up even still.” She says, and she actually sounds concerned. It’s how I know she is genuine about it. It’s a nice change.

      “I guess I am. It’d be nice if you were actually here. Then I could touch you, kiss you, make all the bad shit go away.”

      “I think you give me too much credit.” She giggles in a breathy voice.

      “I’m not, I know what I’m talking about.” I exhale and take a deep breath. “So how do you plan on helping me?” I ask her. I hear some shifting around on her end for the first time then she speaks.

      “You could come over if you want.” She says, but more like a suggestion or something.

      “Hm. If I want?”

      “If I want. Which I do.”

      “Good. And I have something for you once I get there.” I say, and then I hang up, because I have an element of mystery that way.

      I’m smiling all the way through my shower and as I get dressed, and on the way to her place. She texted me her address and I know the part of town well. It’s fairly new, has a bunch of new condos. Her place is this nice cottage type of place and I knock on her door, this big white thing that seems perfectly fitting.

      The door swings open swiftly after and I smile immediately.

      “I was hoping you would greet me naked.”
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      It’s kind of surreal, leaving Roland at the club and then going back home. It has been an eventful day and I am exhausted, rightfully all sexed up and wanting more. Roland is a different kind of man, one that I haven’t figured out yet. But I will.

      After I shower and relax, I catch up on texts with Lauren and tell her all about Roland. Some of it makes her head spin but it does to me too. She agrees that I should have some fun for at least a while. If I feel like I end up stringing him along, then I will tell him it won’t work anymore. But that’s if he has more feelings for me than I would for him, and the way things are going, my plan might be short lived.

      I make a light dinner and then watch some tv, catching up on a reality show I like to watch. I feel like I am settled in my new place and I don’t actually dread going to work tomorrow, which is nice. I kind of like it and feel like I am going to gain traction soon enough. I am not trying to change the world, just help people, and it feels better than helping companies get out of screwing people.

      What feels even better, though, are memories of Roland. He is nothing short of dreamy, absolutely bad for my wellbeing.

      I like him enough to want to get to know him and that’s kind of scary, considering it is so soon. But I try not to look at my phone and wait for him to call, it’s good I didn’t get his number. I am still worried, though, about how he left things. He seemed really worried about the club, his brow all furrowed and everything, I worried about him. And it wasn’t even about the whole possible criminal activity thing, it’s just him. He cares about them, clearly, and that makes him already better than the guys before him. I need to stop comparing him to them, it wouldn’t be fair.

      But I run interference to pass time by watching tv, occasionally reading over old law books. I soon get a bit tired and am ready to go to bed, before my phone rings. I wonder if it’s him but answer my phone the same way at it being an unknown number.

      “Paige Travers, esquire,” I clear my throat and hear heavy breathing on the other end.

      “That sounds very official.” I smile at hearing his voice, it’s nice to hear even though he isn’t sitting in front of me.

      “I answer all unknown numbers that way. But now that I know it’s you… so you actually called me.” I giggle once, my skin tingling. I sit back into my couch and cross my legs.

      “Of course I did. Why would you think I wouldn’t?” He asks, his voice perking up.

      “I don’t know… you seemed like you were about to have a stressful night.” I say, which it did.

      He chuckles once, “I did. This is my way of feeling better. Did you not want me to call you? I guess you’re still playing that I only want your dick game.” He laughs but I hope he doesn’t actually believe that.

      I struggle to find my words until I do.

      “I’m not doing that. It isn’t a game and I am glad that you called. Did everything work out okay?” I ask him.

      “Yeah.” I sigh. “More or less.”

      “Hm. You sound worked up even still.” I notice the shift in his voice, I was trained to, but he isn’t on the stand, it’s just an ability I have forever.

      “I guess I am. It’d be nice if you were actually here. Then I could touch you, kiss you, make all the bad shit go away.” His voice deepens and sends a tremor of desire through my body.

      “I think you give me too much credit.” I giggle, breathing out slowly.

      “I’m not, I know what I’m talking about.” I exhale and take a deep breath. “So how do you plan on helping me?” He asks. I sit up on the couch and throw the blanket over me even though I know the shivers are fake and only from glints of desire.

      “You could come over if you want.” I suggest without thinking. But now that it’s out, I don’t plan on changing my mind.

      “Hm. If I want?”

      “If I want. Which I do.”

      “Good. And I have something for you once I get there.” His voice is the deepest level of desire and it makes my head spin, he just hangs up without letting me respond.

      I get up immediately, sprucing my appearance up and spraying some perfume so I don’t smell like I have just been laying around all day. I’m smiling like a happy go lucky girl and it feels nice, he makes me a little nervous but in a good way, like I am just excited to see him.

      Which I am.

      It’s about twenty minutes later when I hear a heavy knock, and I amble over to the door, opening it to find him smiling.

      “I was hoping you would greet me naked.”

      “What?” I say with shock and a slight laugh. He just grins and lets himself in.

      I’m glad I at least cleaned recently. He looks amazing in just jeans and a gray hoodie; his muscular frame is tall and takes up all the space of my cute little place. With gray carpets, light furniture, and minimal decoration. I don’t have many family photos, just one of my dad and I by the kitchen and that’s it.

      “Nice place.” He comments, turning on his heel to face me.

      “That you’re tracking those dirty boots with.” I smile.

      He laughs and takes them off, then comes back and sets them by the door. He stands up fully and tracks me with his gaze, looming over me by the door frame. I swallow hard and inhale his scent, and let it swarm my brain with its candor. His eyes zoom in on me and blaze me down with their intensity and I feel my whole body reacting to him, wanting him.

      “You said you had something for me.” I break the silence, my voice unsteady.

      “I do.” He steps back and grins, digging in his back pocket before bringing out a familiar wad of purple fabric.

      “I believe these belong to you.” He licks his lips and holds them in the air. I laugh out of mortification. I tried to find them when we were getting dressed but I failed and didn’t want to hold him up. It’s not like I have an aversion to letting the lady parts breathe a bit so I went with it.

      But I still felt weird about them being in his house somewhere.

      “Thank you.” I clear my throat and grab them, effectively leading him into my bedroom where I toss them in my hamper in the closet.

      “I was not expecting this.” He looks around my bedroom and then sits on the edge of the bed. It is more than weird having him here, but also completely normal somehow. I get that feeling of being close to him again without fully knowing him. But I also don’t really want to know about all his skeletons.

      My room is a scheme of purple and white, cream and gray; the same furniture I put in storage when I moved in with Jason. I missed it. My bed has the nice gray cushion head board and is raised up with a white ruffle cover over the purple sheets. My carpet matches, and I have a fluffy purple rug too. I guess it is out of the ordinary a bit.

      “What did you expect.” I go over to him, standing between his legs. His hands find my thighs immediately, my plain college tee shirt shifting.

      “I don’t know. Red and black. You’ve got a dark side you know.” He chuckles, shifting his hands up higher. I hold onto his firm shoulders for support.

      “I don’t.”

      “But you’ve got a bit of skepticism to you.”

      I giggle, “No, I don’t. Should I be a hopeless romantic and expect to ride off in the sunset with you on your bike? Elope with you?” I giggle and trail my hands up to his face, sliding my fingers into his hair.

      “Hm, I guess not. But a little swooning would be nice.” He smiles and pulls me down to kiss him.

      His lips are a soft coaxing against mine, a warm welcome. I moan when he slides his hand between my legs and on my panties. I clutch at him, holding him close as I kiss him back. He just feels too good to be true, all of it does.

      “I don’t want to use you for just sex, Roland. But I don’t want to get into a relationship either.” He releases me from the kiss and I let the words barrel out of me, without being able to stop it.

      He looks up at me, as if frozen for a moment.

      “Okay, Paige.”

      “Okay?” I ask back, but I don’t get a chance to respond before he tosses me onto the bed.

      I laugh aloud with sheer happiness at how he smiles at me.

      “I enjoy this you know.” He smirks.

      “What?” I prop myself on my elbows and look at him. I only have one lamp on so it isn’t too bright in here.

      “This. You.” He takes off his hoodie and I get an eyeful of his tattoos, his tight muscles, all the good parts of him.

      “I guess I enjoy it too.” I giggle.

      He keeps going with his jeans and briefs, leaving his half hard cock ready for me, and I stare at it with wide eyes like it’s the first time. It doesn’t get much easier to look at either way.

      “Off.” He demands.

      I take off my shirt immediately and am bare to him, my breasts hitting the cold air and nipples hardening.

      “Damn, you are mighty gorgeous.” He murmurs as if to himself.

      I blush even though he has said that before, but it just still feels new.

      He climbs up on the bed and I scoot back, laying my head on the firm pillow. His hands explore up my thighs until he drags my panties down and tosses them to the side. I’ll probably lose those too.

      Roland grins at me and kisses my inner thigh as I shiver.

      “I need to taste you. I hope you’re a good girl, Paige.” He grins, his breath on my skin, making me tremble.

      “Yes.” I breathe. “Good enough.”

      His tongue lances over me and I cry out, fisting my fingers in his hair to hold him there. He swirls around me, focusing on my clit and then letting it rest before going back, over and over, just circling and driving me absolutely insane. I want to scream as loud as possible but I don’t want my neighbors to think a sex crazed woman moved in. At least I wasn’t before the move.

      “Oh god Roland, please don’t stop—oh my god,” I moan aloud, circling my hips to meet him.

      He literally eats at me and I succumb to the deep sensations, the slurping sound and goodness of his mouth on me. He growls against me and grips my thighs harder as I come, the vibration of his growl taking me there. My thighs trap his head and he continues licking me up until I stop tremoring.

      “Holy shit.” My body goes lax on the bed, he kisses up my body and I meet his smiling face before he visibly wipes my juices from his mouth and then kisses me.

      I lose all sense when his tongue swirls around mine, his mouth controlling me. I wrap my legs around him and rub his cock against my clit.

      “Fuck. You don’t want to do that before I wrap this shit up.” He murmurs against the kiss and pulls his hips back; I can feel him trying to rein in his self-control and nearly failing.

      I release him so he can dig into his jean pockets, he comes back with a gold wrapped condom and then breaks the seal. I watch as he rolls it on and stares down at me. He cracks his neck and licks his lips before his eyes meet mine again.

      “Turn over, sweetheart.” His voice has reached that deep commanding level and it makes me listen right away. My body fills with excitement as I do, already pulsing for more of him.

      I flip over on my stomach and turn my head to see him out of the corner of my eye. His muscled frame hulks over me on the bed. He grabs at my hips, pulling them toward his center.

      “You ready?” He asks, and I feel his cock circling my entrance.

      I moan aloud, my eyes lolling back into my head with the way it feels. He always asks that, because he likes it rough, fast, no holds barred, and I didn’t know that I like it that way either before him.

      “God yes,” I exhale, my body going cold and then warm all over again when he pushes into me.

      I cry out, unable to help it.

      He loses himself in me and I clench around him, my pussy probably milking him dry from the feel of it.

      His hands hold my waist so tightly that I know it will leave marks and I don’t care. I want to be marked by him.

      He picks up the pace, my thick headboard slamming into the wall and my body jostling. He slides one hand down the center of my back and clutches a bundle of hair at the nape of my neck, pulling me back to trap me between his onslaught of actual fucking and rough meeting of our bodies.

      “Oh god—oh god—” I claw at my sheets and cry out; my eyes literally start to water and slip down my cheeks as the sensation becomes blinding.

      I find myself climbing higher and higher to my peak, falling faster than the last one. He has this way of holding me at the edge, knowing exactly where all my good parts and right spots are.

      “Roland,” I moan his name when I come, it’s so good I just collapse onto the bed and let him use my body until he finishes, groaning deep in his chest as he comes inside me.

      “Paige,” he whispers and draws me close, turning my head to kiss him.

      His tongue laces with mine immediately and I fall into the kiss, joining with him in another way. He draws his cock from my body and I feel like I have lost something.

      He rolls off me and discards the condom in the trash I keep by my bed.

      “That was amazing.” I stretch out, my muscles delightfully sore.

      He grins and turns me over, laying his body half over mine.

      “Yeah. I feel a lot better now.” He smirks, kissing the corner of my lips. I gush when he does that inside, I don’t know why, it’s just a little sweet gesture that he makes.

      “Were you actually stressed out?” I ask him curiously. I get up under my covers because I keep my room cold and he just about tucks me in, like I don’t need to tell him that I have to go to work early tomorrow.

      “Yeah, a bit. I talked to the guys at the club and we worked it out.” He says.

      I nod once.

      “That’s good.” I look across his face, flushed with the post sex glow, his lips are swollen pink and his cheeks red under his eyes.

      “Are you actually like a president to them or is that just for decoration?” I giggle.

      He makes a face and turns to me, stroking my shoulder with his fingers.

      “Why do you ask those things? I mean do you actually want to know or are you telling yourself I’m not that much of a bad guy. Or a good guy. Whichever one works.” He says.

      I shake my head and pause for a moment.

      “I don’t know, truthfully. I’ve just never heard of it before and I’m curious. But I’m not using it to tell myself that it can be better if other people do the bad stuff or if you do it yourself. And I don’t want to know everything, I don’t need the specifics. I just…I think that club is the best way of knowing who you really are. It’s—”

      “It’s my life. You’re right.” He finishes for me. I seal my lips and regard him carefully.

      He lays on his back and sighs, holding one arm around me.

      “So. It’s important to you. Whatever it is.” I say. I still don’t know the specifics, not enough to actually wrap my head around it but I am getting there, nonetheless.

      “Yeah, it is. They are my family. And my actual brother is in it too. If I fail, then it’s all on me. My fault, my doing. But I still love it, it’s my life. I only got to be pres last year after the other one left the club, now it’s me. It is actually a pretty funny story, I kind of played myself.” He laughs once.

      “Why? What happened?” I smile and look up at him.

      He smirks down his nose at me and I wait eagerly.

      “So, I brought my brother here to look out for him and what not, around a year ago. But he went and got involved with the pres’ daughter, there was a huge fight that ended with him leaving the club to be with his family and now my brother has happily shacked up with her. It’s ridiculous.” He chuckles.

      I laugh instead. “That’s kind of cute, actually.” My laugh dies down to a chuckle that matches his.

      “Yeah, I guess. But, anyway. The club is just what I do. You get people out of jail. It’s just things that we do. But this,” he turns to me and looks me in the eye, “This is me wanting to know you, Paige.” He gives me a chaste kiss to my lips that I still feel in my toes.

      “Roland, it’s not because—” I lick my lips and pull back from him.

      “My ex, he cheated on me. For a long time he was cheating on me and I didn’t even know. One minute I’m planning a wedding, the next I am picking up my whole life and starting over somewhere else. So when I say I don’t want to date you, it has nothing to do with you specifically. It’s not about the club, even though we both know all your time isn’t spent doing noble things.” I take a deep breath and lay back against the pillow, watching his eyes go from sad to looking at me as if in awe. I don’t know which one is better.

      “Your ex is an idiot, I’m sorry.” Is all he has to say at first.

      “And you’re right. We’re both right. Now can we continue this another time, I’m tired and want to sleep while I hold you.” He kisses my forehead and I giggle, nodding in agreement.

      That’s what he does, he holds me and I have every intention of falling asleep until I don’t.
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      I’m glad for every moment I get with Paige. It’s enough that I come all the way over here on a whim just to get a taste of her. Just to feel her.

      I like how her place is set up; I feel like I know her better. The picture of her and who I assume is her dad aids that fact. But I like feeling like I am surrounded by her, like I am in her space. But I want more than that, this is just a start. Her panties were burning a hole in my pocket and as funny as they were to find, I am not enough of a creep to hang onto them. But I get past all the formalities and get right to business.

      “I need to taste you. I hope you’re a good girl, Paige.” I get between her legs, inhaling her sweet scent swirling around me, feeling her squirm on the bed for more.

      “Yes.” Her voice is breathy, mesmerizing. “Good enough.”

      I start working at her. Lapping up her falling moisture and circling her clit. The hard bud pulses against my tongue as I swirl and move it around, eliciting more moans from her. I love how loud she is, and the way her soft thighs are clamping around my head and holding me prisoner. I don’t stop, not even to breathe, I just need her. The way she tastes is better than any other way I could have imagined, sweet just like her. My cock grows hard to impossible limits and I want to be buried inside her but I want her pleasure first.

      “Oh god Roland, please don’t stop—oh my god,” she moans, rolling her hips to meet mine.

      Even as she comes, I don’t release her, keeping my mouth on her until I can feel her pulse slow.

      “Holy shit.” She mutters, and I kiss back up her body to meet her lips. I look right in her eyes as I swipe her juices from my mouth and kiss her lips instead.

      She wraps herself around me and deepens the kiss. When she starts rolling her hips over my cock, my self-control is tested to the absolute limit. I kiss her, focusing on her tongue swirling with mine for as long as I can.

      “Fuck. You don’t want to do that before I wrap this shit up.” I murmur.

      She unlinks her arms and legs from me and I dig around in my jeans for a condom. I keep my gaze trained on her, watching her body raise and fall with her rapid breathing. I crack my neck and feel more of the desire I have for her pooling in my cock, begging to be in her.

      “Turn over, sweetheart.” I tell her. In fact I demand it.

      She turns over and I get distracted by her ass, the perfect amount of ripe skin against her rounded hips. My mouth salivates at having her again. I lift up her hips and slide my cock over her clit, feeling her shudder against me.

      “You ready?”

      I always have to ask her, in case she wants it slow first. Which I’d do, even though it isn’t my style. But there is some dirty in her too.

      “God yes,” she exhales, her head is turned to see me and I bury myself inside her.

      I lose myself in her, not wasting any time before I start fucking her hard. The thick gray head board hits against the wall with each thrust and I go as fast and deep as I can. As hard as I can. I grab her hips and hold her in place, her skin ripples from the force and her torso stays pressed into the bed. I look at her face, contorted in pleasure from the side, her lips pursed and poised to moan. Her red hair is tousled and strewn over her neck.

      “Oh god—oh god—” her nimble fingers grip her sheets with nowhere else to go.

      “Roland,” she moans my name when she comes. She clenches around me and it makes me get closer to the edge. My cock tightens and my back goes weak as I release, coming hard and blinking my vision back. Her body has gone soft and I hold her up until I finish, then I lay my body over hers as I breathe deeply.

      “Paige,” I whisper her name and tilt her head to kiss her.

      Our tongues lace together and I taste her with the kiss, deepening it until I need to breathe.

      “That was amazing.” She says as she stretches.

      I grin and turn her over, smiling at her.

      “Yeah. I feel a lot better now.” I smirk at her and kiss the corner of her lips. I like how soft her skin is right there, what it feels like to kiss her but not do it for any other reason but wanting to feel her.

      “Were you actually stressed out?” She asks me with a spike of curiosity in her tone.

      Then she starts getting under the covers and I help her, watching her naked body and letting it distract my train of thought.

      “Yeah, a bit. I talked to the guys at the club and we worked it out.” I tell her. She nods once and blinks slowly. I can tell she is tired, and while I have no idea what time she usually goes to work I figure it is pretty early.

      “That’s good.” She says, and I feel her watching me.

      “Are you actually like a president to them or is that just for decoration?” She asks me after a while.

      It’s her soft giggle that makes me less defensive about it.

      I turn on my side to look at her and let my fingers trail down the soft skin of her shoulders.

      “Why do you ask those things? I mean do you actually want to know or are you telling yourself I’m not that much of a bad guy. Or a good guy. Whichever one works.” I ask, and I try not to sound defensive too. Because I don’t mind that she wants to know, I just don’t want her to use my answer against her one day. I spent enough time around old Tank to know that a woman is more than capable of pulling your strings. He left the club for his.

      She shakes her head and pauses as she thinks.

      “I don’t know, truthfully. I’ve just never heard of it before and I’m curious. But I’m not using it to tell myself that it can be better if other people do the bad stuff or if you do it yourself. And I don’t want to know everything, I don’t need the specifics. I just…I think that club is the best way of knowing who you really are. It’s—” she trails off and I finish it for her so she doesn’t feel like she is putting words into my mouth.

      “It’s my life. You’re right.”

      Her lips press a hard line and I regard her carefully.

      I lay back and keep an arm around her waist. Having her close to me feels good, her soft skin and the weight of her body on mine is comforting.

      “So. It’s important to you. Whatever it is.” She says.

      “Yeah, it is. They are my family. And my actual brother is in it too. If I fail, then it’s all on me. My fault, my doing. But I still love it, it’s my life. I only got to be pres last year after the other one left the club, now it’s me. It is actually a pretty funny story, I kind of played myself.” I laugh once even though I only find it funny half the time. Spence and I work things out pretty easily but it’s still hard to know he almost fucked this up for me.

      “Why? What happened?” She smiles up at me and I knew that would catch her attention. I smirk at her and exhale a breath.

      “So, I brought my brother here to look out for him and what not, around a year ago. But he went and got involved with the pres’ daughter, there was a huge fight that ended with him leaving the club to be with his family and now my brother has happily shacked up with her. It’s ridiculous.” I chuckle at the memory. That shiner Tank gave him is still funny to me though.

      She laughs her soft noise. “That’s kind of cute, actually.”

      “Yeah, I guess. But, anyway. The club is just what I do. You get people out of jail. It’s just things that we do. But this,” I turn back to look her right in the eye, “This is me wanting to know you, Paige.” I kiss her, firming my lips against hers so she knows that I meant it.

      “Roland, it’s not because—” she licks her lips and pulls back. I watch her audibly tense up and then relax a bit, feeling me hold her tighter. I get the sense she is about to tell me something that she wouldn’t normally want to, something hard for her. I don’t even feel like time is moving too fast with us, it just feels right. It felt right to high tail it over here and let her comfort me, to tell her about the club and what it means to me, and it feels good. I feel lighter, and not tied down.

      Her gray eyes stare into mine and I wait.

      “My ex, he cheated on me. For a long time he was cheating on me and I didn’t even know. One minute I’m planning a wedding, the next I am picking up my whole life and starting over somewhere else. So when I say I don’t want to date you, it has nothing to do with you specifically. It’s not about the club, even though we both know all your time isn’t spent doing noble things.” She takes a long deep breath, meanwhile my fists clench at thinking of that bastard that hurt her.

      I can’t believe anyone would be so stupid. Paige is smart, beautiful, witty; I know I am lucky to know her and I have only just met her. That guy is a dumb ass, I’d like to go find him and teach him a fucking lesson on how to treat women. Even the worst guys at the bar don’t cheat, they make it clear they won’t be exclusive or they cut the girl loose. This, what he did to her, it made her different, and I accept the challenge of heling her trust again even if it isn’t me.

      “Your ex is an idiot, I’m sorry.” I tell her, so I don’t get into all that and ruin the mood.

      “And you’re right. We’re both right. Now can we continue this another time, I’m tired and want to sleep while I hold you.” I say, grinning at her. She smirks back and further snuggles up against me.

      My eyes are prepared to just droop closed and never open again but instead I kiss her, and she kisses me back. Wrapping herself around me and deepening the kiss, it threatens to never stop. And I don’t want to.

      I’m pretty sure we fall asleep kissing like horny teenagers, it’s a bit rejuvenating to say the least. I want more from Paige, with her—

      I just need to figure out how I’ll get it.
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      “So let me get this straight, you went there to start a new simple life and ended up with a biker boyfriend? Who may or may not be a criminal?”

      “He’s not a criminal, he was speeding.” I lie, even though I have told her the whole story already. I text Lauren here and then, but it is hard to encapsulate everything into text messages without fleshing it out. So, we are finally able to talk on the phone one lazy weekday that I got off work early again and she doesn’t have class. It doesn’t happen often, but sometimes court dates are shifted or there are just not that many people in the jail house, which is different to when they are already in county.

      “Shut up, you totally told me that he does some other stuff too. That’s why the police don’t like him.” She cackles.

      “Well, yeah. But it doesn’t seem like he enjoys it you know, he’s more about the club in general.” I tell her, but I don’t even feel like I have to talk him up.

      It has been a few weeks since we have started hanging out, and not dating because I insisted on it, but in the beginning, I kept comparing him to my ex until I realized I didn’t have to. There really isn’t a comparison, and I don’t have to defend him to anyone. He calls when he says he will, is considerate in all regards, and seems to be a generally nice guy, no bullshit at all. Which is refreshing but also worrying, since I don’t want to end up actually liking him, that would only prove difficult in the long run.

      “I guess so, but I mean it’s still pretty weird considering the fact that you’re a lawyer.” She giggles.

      “Yeah, I’m a lawyer, not a cop. And a defense lawyer at that.” I sit on my couch with a bowl of chips and start snacking. I was with Roland this morning, speaking of, and my knees are still weak because of that, I was almost late for work too.

      “Okay, right. So you’re like a power couple in crime. At least he’s a good guy. I mean it’s kind of funny that he’s a better guy than Jason was, what a jackass.”

      “Yeah, you can’t judge people.” I mutter over chewing, and I had done that in the first place. I mean I met him in prison after all, even though it was a petty crime. He disclosed his other activities with me still, so I knew what I was getting into. I guess it is just a choice I have to make, and I still think about it sometimes. About what it is that he does, or asks other people to do, it’s the same difference.

      “Oh for sure, I’m glad you are stepping out of the box a bit. Have you stopped wearing your hair in buns?” She laughs at me.

      “It’s a sensible style—” I break off, remembering when Roland commented on it, and he likes it, says it makes him want to loosen me up.

      “Whatever, nerd.” She laughs with me.

      We continue the conversation with other random stuff and chat for hours. It usually ends up being like that anyway, because we don’t get to talk at length that much. But it is nice to speak to her, one of these days we will actually go through with a plan to see each other, but we both know how unlikely it is that will work.

      It’s just after I get off the phone with her, that I finish snacking, and my phone rings from Roland calling me.

      The familiar smile and flutter in my stomach that comes with thinking of him in any way floods my body.

      “Paige Travers, esquire,” I answer with a smile, knowing how much he likes when I do that.

      I hear him growl in that regard and it makes me smile further with a small laugh.

      “Hey sweetheart, how was your day?” He asks me. I can hear glasses clink in the background and know he is at the club.

      “It was boring, nothing fun.” I say. Except the one case I had lasted four hours with three recesses until the jury came to a deadlock, and I will still have to deal with that tomorrow.

      “Hm, you didn’t save anyone from jail?” He chuckles.

      “Nope, I guess I suck at my job.” I joke, which is only funny because just yesterday, I negotiated his case down to no court appearance at all, removing the need for judge oversight.

      “I guess so. I want to see you tonight.” He says firmly, even though he just saw me today. But I can tell that he really means it. “And not like a date.” He sighs like he knows the routine and it makes me smile a bit, more than just talking to him.

      It is frustrating, because I know that I like him and that this could be more, but I have had bad luck in these regards and I don’t want to end up down that road again, and mess things up with him. He has been really understanding though and doesn’t pry me at all, to press the issue and try to convince me. I at least let us go out and eat in public now instead of grabbing take out and hiding in one of our places. But I wear leggings and a tee shirt or something so it isn’t a date, and it is only at chain restaurants. But I still think about what it might be like, if we went on a real date and I actually called him my boyfriend, agreed that I was his girlfriend. It sucks that someone can mess me up like this and I have no control over it.

      “Okay. What do you want to do?” I ask, even though there are some limited options.

      “I thought I’d bring you to the club. We’ll actually plan to be there at the same time this go around.”

      I hear the smile in his voice and giggle, “Yeah, that’d be nice—” I pause, “To meet your friends?” I ask with a half-panicked tone and sense him noticing it too.

      He chuckles, “Whatever you want sweetheart, I don’t have to tell them anything.”

      I am silent again, because he always says that the club is like his family, so it feels like he is asking me to meet them and that’s pretty serious. My body clams up at the thought and I beg myself to just relax and not blow this out of proportion.

      “Paige, it’s not a big deal. And we can go somewhere else if you want. The club is like my family so I can see how that might have been a hefty suggestion.” He sighs and I feel him waiting for me to answer. Even when we talk on the phone it feels like he is right in front of me, pinning me down with his dark eyes and winning me over.

      “We don’t have to go somewhere else; it sounds like fun.” I say, and I actually mean it too. I have already met his brother even though it was on accident, and that’s been fine. Granted I haven’t seen him since, but still, we have met. The others should be fine, I imagine it will just be like meeting work friends and that’s it.

      “Okay… you sure?”

      “Yeah, I’m sure. Don’t worry, I was just being… you know.” I giggle.

      His chuckle is short, “Yes, I know. I’ll pick you up around six.” He says. He already knows that I like to do things earlier in the day since I have to go to work early.

      “Sounds perfect. See you then.” I say.

      “See ya,” he hangs up and I stare at my blank phone until I can calm my breath.

      It really isn’t a big deal, and I keep reminding myself that as I pass the hours away.
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      I tug on a pair of jeans and add a plain yellow sweater to it. The sweater wasn’t my first choice but I didn’t have much of one considering I haven’t done laundry in a long time. I brush through my hair and put a little bit of lip gloss on, I learned to stop wearing makeup after smearing it all over the back of Roland’s cut. It was the first time I saw him any less than calm, when he had to clean it off. He treats that thing like a child, his bike too. I grow more excited to see him as the minutes pass, even though I saw him this morning.

      Soon enough, his heavy knock on the door fills the apartment and I’m rushing to it.

      “Hey,” I smile after swinging the door open, facing a sexy as all hell Roland. His jeans are a lighter blue wash today, his tee shirt gray and tight and cut the same as ever. It’s his windblown hair that gets me every time, the way it lifts and falls off to the side, leaving his square jaw to shape his face and full lips to smile at me.

      “Hey. You look like sunshine.” He holds my gaze as he steps inside and then sweeps me up with a kiss, one that makes my toes curl and body weak. I wrap my arms around his neck to hold myself up as I lean into it, and his arms cinch around my waist as he holds me close.

      His lips start a rough onslaught over mine before he adds his tongue, tasting me and filling me with his rugged scent and hard grasp. I moan against him when my body cements to his, feeling his cock stir against my thigh. He swings us around and presses me against the wall, kissing me like it’s been days since we have seen each other and not simple hours. But it feels that way.

      “Fuck, I missed you all day.” He kisses down my neck, giving me a chance to breathe and I gasp for air.

      “I missed you too.” I cinch my fingers in his hair and hold him to me as he suckles my skin. Then I slide my hands down his body and wrap around his back underneath his cut to feel his muscles.

      “You look sexy as hell.” He growls, puling back. I see his swollen lips and flushed cheeks for a flash before he kisses me again.

      Our teeth clash with the rush and the immediacy of it, needing to be against each other. I wrap my legs around his waist and hold him to me as he kisses me harder, swirling his tongue with mine until I feel it all over my body, making me practically gush for him. It is crazy how much I want this man, how much I need to have him, and it is just as scary.

      He suddenly breaks the kiss and pulls back; he combs his hair back and I try to fix myself back up as I smile.

      “We should go, before we get out of hand.” He grins, saying in his deep voice.

      I nod, “Yeah.” I laugh once.

      He takes my hand and leads me out and down to his bike, passing neighbors have a lingering look but I am used to that by now.

      I wrap myself to him as close as possible, like I always do, and enjoy the ride. I stopped closing my eyes the whole time and seeing everything whip past me in a rush but being pressed up against him is an unexplainable feeling, but one that I have gotten used to.

      What is new is pulling up to the club with everyone staring at me. I wish I were exaggerating, but I’m not. There are people piling in and out of the club, and Roland is holding my hand as we walk inside. He squeezes me tight when he senses me lagging.

      “Don’t worry about them, they just want some gossip.” He leans down and kisses my cheek, brushing his lips against my ear. I nod just as we walk inside and my eyes adjust to the dark light.

      The room is huge but has plenty of people in it, more men in cuts that are in all sizes, but have the same hard look on their face. Roland leads me to the bar where there are empty seats, his brother is at the bar again and greets us.

      “What’s up red, my brother drag you out here to this hell hole?” He strides across and grins, I see the easy similarities between them even more, especially when they smile.

      “He sure did.” I smile and get settled in the seat Roland pulled out for me, then he sits next to me, close by so our knees are touching.

      “Something sweet?” He asks me and I confirm. He leaves and comes back with a beer for Roland and a drink for me.

      “See, it’s not so bad?” He grins at me, nudging his shoulder against me. I lean against him and smile, it is kind of nice being here with him. I feel like I am part of his life without fully committing to him, if that makes any sense at all, but it is the only thing I can seem to convince myself of.

      I sip my drink and watch the flat screen posted above the bar, showing a random basketball game.

      “Rafe!” Some guy calls out from behind us, and I don’t know what the hell he is saying or who he is trying to talk to until he goes up to Roland. He has dark hair and a sensible look to him, even though his colorful tattoos suggest otherwise.

      “Thanks for drawing attention to me,” Roland responds as he shakes his hand.

      I smile to myself watching them interact like old friends, I suppose they are.

      “I’ll keep the guys away from you. Who’s this?” He nods to me from the other side of Roland where he stands. I part my lips to speak before he adds something else. “I should call you Arielle. Cause of the hair.” He smiles and even though I only have eyes for Roland, I can sense the swooning potential.

      “This is Paige,” Roland answers, “Paige, this is Kit.” He explains with a neutral tone. I can tell he is brushing it off like he isn’t introducing people that are important to him, it’s kind of endearing.

      “I’m his one and only friend, don’t let him fool you.”

      “Hey!” Spencer shouts from down the bar and we all laugh.

      “Brothers don’t count.” Roland mutters, and he leans in closer to Kit like I can’t hear him, but I still eavesdrop when I can’t help it. “You took care of that thing earlier?” I watch Kit’s face in the corner of my eye get serious when he nods.

      “I’ll keep the guys off your back. See ya later, Arielle.” He waves and means it, which just makes me laugh.

      “He’s a hoot.” I laugh once.

      Roland shakes his head at me but grins. “He was my first friend here. Let me crash in his place when I first joined the club.” He explains.

      “Oh. That’s nice. He seems great.”  I say, which only makes him laugh.

      “He’s a man whore, don’t give him too much credit.” He deadpans and that only makes me laugh now.

      “I figured most of the guys here are. I mean, women like the whole bad boy biker thing I assume.” I sip my drink and let the heat leave my face when I feel him looking at me.

      He turns so I am between his legs and can lean in closer to me, making my skin flutter and heart skip.

      “Do they?” He smirks.

      I bite my lip and turn my head to him, close enough to feel his breath on my lips.

      “Sure.”

      “Is that what attracts you to me? The bike?”

      “No, because you aren’t always on your bike.” I giggle once. He leans in close enough to be at my ear and his lips brush against me. I forget we are even in public, but I walked in to see people fondling each other at the pool tables and making out by the dart board.

      “So you like the other thing you can ride then?” His voice drops and I feel my legs tightening, pooling up between my legs. My mouth goes dry and I feel the slight alcohol slipping through my system.

      “Maybe.” I whisper.

      He pulls away and softly kisses my cheek as he does. I lick my lips and try to calm myself; he smirks at me knowing the affect that he has.

      “We’re in public.” I warn him, when his hand slides farther up my thigh. It is like my jeans aren’t even in the way, when I feel his heat seeping to my thighs.

      “This is my place; I can do whatever I want.” He chuckles but pulls back because he knows I can only accept his occasional illegal activities and not actually partake in one.

      I finish my drink while he has another beer, and then we leave the bar. Weaving through the crowd, until we get to this back room that looks like an office but isn’t really one. There is a desk and a dark leather couch, but that’s about it. There are pinned up photos and their club logo in random places that make it seem more like a museum.

      “What’s this?” I ask him. He shuts the door behind him and the cinch of the lock tightens my neck.

      “My office.” He steps around me and takes his cut off, tossing it on the couch. My eyes roam over his muscles and wrapping tattoos around them, getting distracted.

      “Is this couch safe to sit on?” I giggle.

      “What?” He gives me a funny look and laughs before sitting first and waves me forward. I sit on his lap and he wraps his arm around my thighs on the top and my body presses to his.

      “My lap is more comfortable.” He kisses my shoulder where my sweater drooped down.

      “So it isn’t safe then.” I tuck his hair behind his ear and do that a few times, he starts to nearly purr when I do.

      “I wouldn’t know honestly. This was Tank’s office when he was pres.” He explains.

      “Do you like doing it?” I ask him curiously. I get the sense that he does, but he doesn’t talk about it much either, I guess because he can’t. But he seems to have a good thing going, with all the friends he has here—family I suppose.

      “Yeah, I do. It’s part of my life, I can’t imagine not doing it now either.”

      I settle closer to him and look in his eyes. “What about before?”

      He half smiles, “So you can ask me about my past, but I can’t take you out on a proper date?” He chuckles but I know he means it more than he is joking about it.

      “It’s not like that. I mean, I want to know stuff about you I just… if things get serious and then I realize I made a mistake, I can’t go through that again.”

      “You think I would hurt you?” He asks me, his jaw tightening.

      “No but—” I stop, because even with my ex I had a feeling and I have none here. “I don’t think you’ll hurt me. I just need time.” I tell him honestly, I know it feels like I am asking him to wait for me with no guarantee, but the last time we talked about it briefly I gave him an out, and he didn’t want one. To know that he likes me that much is equally scary too.

      “Good, cause I won’t. And you know how I feel about you.” He sighs and shakes his head a bit, looking off past me in thought. He focuses back on me and he feels even more vulnerable. I already told him about my family; being an only child and my mom passing away when I was young. My dad is a quiet man and did the best he could, a tax attorney that was as antisocial as possible. I see him once a year on Christmas but at least I have a family to go to.

      “I was in foster care for a long time, Spencer and me. But he was too young to remember what our real parents were like.” He swallows.

      “Were they horrible?” I don’t even start by asking if they were bad because they clearly were, if they had to be in foster care.

      He gives a short nod.

      “Yeah. The usual stuff, drugs, petty crime. More often than not they were arrested for something, I remember being four and staying home a lot, in one little room with Spencer.”

      “You took care of him?” I ask, a bit shocked at how young he was. For some reason I just imagined him being fifteen looking after an eleven-year-old that can look out for himself, but not still a young kid.

      “I had to. But I don’t let him know about all that, he doesn’t remember. Maybe he blocked it out or something, I don’t know. But it wasn’t until junior high or so when we were in and out of foster homes and he started getting into trouble. I couldn’t if I tried, I had to much—anyway. My life is better now, and I owe it to the club. I probably would have washed out, and Spencer would have too if I didn’t drag him here.”

      I half smile, “That’s very big brother of you.”

      “I guess I’m good at that.” He smirks.

      “You’re good at a lot of things. You’re a good ‘non boyfriend’ for starters.” I giggle and kiss his cheek, mostly to try and eliminate all that heavy talk.

      He sighs and holds me closer, “I guess I am.”

      I don’t know what it is, but when he says that, it makes me want to be serious with him, actually call him my boyfriend. I am just afraid that once I take that leap, it will mess all the good parts up, and I don’t want that to happen—

      Because now I know I need this to be real.
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      I just saw her and I already need to be with her again; Paige is under my skin, the first thing on my mind—I don’t know how else to contain it. I kiss her up against that wall like I wasn’t just buried inside her earlier, but it feels like centuries ago.

      Bringing her to the club is more for me than for her. I have never brought anyone in there that I had met elsewhere. It’s a part of me, and it does feel like bringing her home, but I am glad that she agreed to go, even though I know she doesn’t want to be serious yet—not too serious at least.

      My brother is already familiar with her, but the other guys at the club are none the wiser, so I freak out a bit when Kit shouts my name when I managed to slip in unnoticed. Billiard day is the time to do that.

      “Thanks for drawing attention to me,” I half joke with him, because I mostly mean it. We shake hands and he leans on the bar next to me.

      “I’ll keep the guys away from you. Who’s this? I should call you Arielle. Cause of the hair.” Kit smiles at Paige and he already knows she is with me, so it’s not the one he uses to flirt. I hate that I know that, but he is my best friend after all.

      “This is Paige,” I tell him, “Paige, this is Kit.”

      “I’m his one and only friend, don’t let him fool you.” Kit says—and it is mostly true.

      “Hey!” My dufus brother shouts.

      “Brothers don’t count.” I mutter, then I turn to Kit, “You took care of that thing earlier?” I ask him. I had to leave to grab Paige, I hate being late when I say I will be there at a certain time because I don’t want her to get anxious. But we were dealing with the Devil’s Princes again, they ransacked one of the convenience stores and tagged it with our logo, but luckily I know the owner and he knew we would never do that. He confirms that he did and I feel slightly better.

      “I’ll keep the guys off your back. See ya later, Arielle.” He waves at Paige and I glare at him but he only chuckles in response.

      “He’s a hoot.” Paige laughs softly. I glance at her in the smooth yellow sweater she has on, and I love how it bounces off her pale skin.

      “He was my first friend here. Let me crash in his place when I first joined the club.” I grin.

      “Oh. That’s nice. He seems great.”  I laugh in response.

      “He’s a man whore, don’t give him too much credit.”

      “I figured most of the guys here are. I mean, women like the whole bad boy biker thing I assume.” She sips at her drink and I watch her lips curl around the straw, that small movement gets me going.

      I turn so my legs are open to her and I just wish she could reach out and grab my cock right here, but I don’t want to turn her into one of these club groupies.

      “Do they?”

      She bites her lip and I lean in closer to feel her breath on my lips and smell the sweetness of her drink.

      “Sure.”

      “Is that what attracts you to me? The bike?” I lower my voice and trail my lips over to her ear.

      “No because you aren’t always on your bike.” She giggles, and its breathy like she is aroused too.

      “So you like the other thing you can ride then?” I drop my voice and feel my cock paining at the simple thought.

      “Maybe.” Her whisper trails off.

      I kiss her cheek and pull away in time to see her wet her lips. I smooth my hand up her thigh until it rests over her hip, my thumb almost where it wants to be.

      “We’re in public.” She warns me.

      “This is my place; I can do whatever I want.” I chuckle but move my hand from her for the same reason I don’t outright kiss her right now.

      She finishes her drink in the same time I have a second beer. I am loose and relaxed and just want to be alone with her. Some of the times we meet up we don’t even have sex, just watch movies and cuddle—I can’t believe she turned me into a cuddler.

      “What’s this?” She asks me, I have led her inside my office and let her take in the room.

      “My office.” I step around her and take my cut off.

      I sit on the couch with her, after her little joke that might as well be serious, because this couch has been here longer than me. But the room just smells like the rest of the bar—beer and leather.

      We are having a nice, soft moment before it gets serious, and in the time I think about avoiding it, I just let it happen.

      “What about before?” Her voice is soft.

      I half smile at her, “So you can ask me about my past, but I can’t take you out on a proper date?” I chuckle so it doesn’t feel as bad.

      “It’s not like that. I mean, I want to know stuff about you I just… if things get serious and then I realize I made a mistake, I can’t go through that again.” She says, and it is the first time I got a more direct answer.

      “You think I would hurt you?”

      “No but—” she stops and I hope she really believes it. “I don’t think you’ll hurt me. I just need time.”

      “Good, cause I won’t. And you know how I feel about you.” I sigh and bring her closer to me on my lap. It doesn’t even feel sexual, the way we are right now, and I know that makes us more than she wants to be right now. All I can hope is that if I give her enough of me, she might give me some of herself too.

      “I was in foster care for a long time, Spencer and me. But he was too young to remember what our real parents were like.” I tighten at the memory.

      “Were they horrible?”

      I just nod.

      “Yeah. The usual stuff, drugs, petty crime. More often than not they were arrested for something, I remember being four and staying home a lot, in one little room with Spencer.” I shake my head a bit at that. At least he didn’t cry a lot or make much trouble, it’s like he knew that things were hard enough.

      “You took care of him?” She asks. I hear the shock in her voice and wish it weren’t there at all, but it is just the truth, I am not trying to score any points.

      “I had to. But I don’t let him know about all that, he doesn’t remember. Maybe he blocked it out or something, I don’t know. But it wasn’t until junior high or so when we were in and out of foster homes and he started getting into trouble. I couldn’t if I tried, I had to much—anyway. My life is better now, and I owe it to the club. I probably would have washed out, and Spencer would have too if I didn’t drag him here.” I exhale with the end of my short life story, not much has happened at all. It’s not like hers, she told me in passing but because it was easy too. She doesn’t remember her mom much either and I know that makes her sad sometimes.

      She grins at me softly, “That’s very big brother of you.”

      “I guess I’m good at that.” I smirk.

      “You’re good at a lot of things. You’re a good ‘non boyfriend’ for starters.” She giggles and kisses my cheek; it makes me feel warm inside and it becomes just another thing she can do to me.

      “I guess I am.” I hold her tighter into a hug, wishing I could freeze this moment. Here in the club that means so much to me, and Paige, who I never thought would capture my heart, but she has.

      I can only hope she lets me capture hers.
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      I have been waiting for the ball to drop for a while now.

      Waiting for the other shoe, the bad side to all the good.

      But it hasn’t really come yet.

      Paige was right, I got a letter in the mail about a week later detailing my five hundred dollar fine and ten hours community service. It’s completely over the top but only because that cop has it in for me. I look over my shoulder and expect to find him sometimes, but I don’t.

      All I see is Paige, and our ‘not dating’ dates. For the past few weeks, I meet her at the club and take her somewhere for dinner, go back to either of our places. And sometimes we just talk, it isn’t always sex and I like that about us, that’s not all that it is about.

      She gets me. And I know that sounds crazy but it’s the truth. She doesn’t ask me about things going on with the club, not even when I had to leave for a couple days and came back with a busted lip. She doesn’t insert herself in my affairs and I stay out of hers, even though there is a big difference. But still, it doesn’t even worry me that she is a lawyer because even though she could probably turn me in and get a huge payday, she doesn’t.

      So that’s all it’s been, me wooing Paige and dealing with the club. My busted lip came from going over to the Devil’s Princes with Darius and getting into it with their pres, but it was some of their other members that we didn’t get along so well with. It was his fault, but I had to have his back, cue fight. We waited for the next drop but none of them tried to intercept, it’s like they are playing us and I can’t get my head around the game yet.

      The guys at the club help out, Spencer tries to help but I don’t want him in the middle of a gang war, if it comes to that.

      So I am still kept waiting for the other shoe to drop.
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      “I don’t see why you can’t tell me where we are going. I need to know what to wear. What to do with my hair.” Paige giggles over the phone and I laugh. I’m sitting in my office at the club, having my regular mid-day phone call with her, while she is on her lunch break.

      “Just come as you are. We’ll be naked soon enough anyway.” I chuckle and lean back in my chair.

      “Okay, Roland.”

      “Just be ready at seven. It’s never fun when you leave me waiting on your couch. This is a real date, Paige.” I say, though I wonder what her response will be.

      Her long silence does half of that.

      “A real date?”

      “Yes, sweetheart. The kind where I pick you up, say nice things, and we go about our night together. It’s been what, two months now? Unless you plan on skipping town, I don’t see why we can’t make this official.”

      “Official?” She asks, as if she plans on repeating what I say for the rest of this phone call. I don’t know why she is so nervous about this; it doesn’t make sense.

      “Yeah, like you’re my girl. Official. I’m not going anywhere Paige; I don’t plan on running around on you. Just trust me.” I tell her.

      “I do trust you. I just… don’t want to.” She exhales.

      “I don’t know what that means, sweetheart. What are you telling me?” I sit up alert in the chair and get a bad feeling in my chest.

      Her silence lasts too long and it kills me.

      “I’m saying… I don’t think we should go on a real date, Roland. As much as I want to. I’m not ready.” Her voice softens until it is only a little more than a whisper.

      “So where does that leave me?”

      “Things don’t have to change, Roland.”

      “Because you don’t want them to. You just want me to wait forever with virtually no hope. So where does that leave me?” I ask again and start to wonder if I even want the answer. If I even want to know what is in store for me, with her.

      I want her of course; I want her badly. To be mine. Not to temporarily think that she is mine and then wake up to find her gone. Or telling me that she doesn’t want me after all, like she is about to.

      “I don’t know.” She whispers.

      I groan under my breath, not wanting to sound mad at her. Because it isn’t her fault, it isn’t her fault that she doesn’t want to let me in. But if she never planned to, she could have told me that in the beginning.

      “When did you know that? That you didn’t know if you wanted this or not.”

      “Roland—”

      “Because it could have saved us both a lot of time.”

      “Maybe we shouldn’t have this conversation over the phone.” Her voice cracks.

      I shake my head and know that I am not getting anywhere with her, that I probably never will.

      “We shouldn’t have this conversation at all.” I hang up and slam my phone on the desk in anger.

      “Fuck,” I groan.

      I don’t know how to wrap my head around this. It pisses me off that she even has this much control over me, I don’t get it.

      She comes out of nowhere and all of a sudden, I’m begging a woman to want me over the phone. It doesn’t make sense. She agreed to the date last night, in person. Maybe because we were naked and I just finished having her nine ways to Sunday but she agreed all the same, wondering what she should wear. Now this.

      Whoever had her before really put her at a disadvantage, and I don’t know how to prove myself to her.

      But at least that other shoe has finally dropped.
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      If I knew life would be this good, I would have started over sooner, come here months ago. Each day I think about my ex less and less and all the hurt, I’ve even stopped tracing my finger and remembering a ring briefly being there. It feels good to grow. Even better that Roland is a part of that.

      He is just so charming and kind and rough around the edges but has a soft middle too. When he wants to at least. Most of the time I forget about the law-breaking past time that he has, I still worry about him though.

      He doesn’t tell me everything but apparently there is some other club trying to challenge them or something, I don’t really know. I just hope he doesn’t actually get hurt one of these days. When he left for two days and came back with an obvious punch to the face, I felt like it happened to me too, and that’s pretty scary. It was a few weeks ago and he hasn’t left again, but I worry that one day he will go and end up in some sort of a drug war.

      I don’t know why he affects me this way, I tried to keep him at a distance so this very thing wouldn’t happen but that failed. I could only keep him so far when we were eating together and having all the sex in the world and occasionally sleeping in each other’s arms. I guess I should have seen this coming.

      I talk this over with Lauren all the time and she has no advice. Only that if I don’t feel like he is Jason, I shouldn’t be worried. But I know he was a good guy in the beginning too, there is no telling where I might end up with Roland.

      I don’t want to have feelings for him, but I do.

      Every day at work I smile to myself and walk around like I am the happiest person alive because of him. But I don’t want that to be true, because then he has power over me. I shouldn’t have gotten involved with someone so fast; I should have stayed to my agreement with myself. But… Roland rode his way in, easily so.

      I am sitting down for my lunch at my desk, glad that Kayla isn’t here to eavesdrop, there have been some awkward moments on that front. But it’s the only time I can talk to him during the day, until I meet him later.

      “I don’t see why you can’t tell me where we are going. I need to know what to wear. What to do with my hair.” I laugh to myself. He asked me on a date last night, a real date, and not a drive thru takeout one where we end up back at his or my place.

      At first, I was apprehensive but it sounded nice, fun. Now that I ask him what to wear, I imagine us going on an amazing date where I realize that I love him and don’t want to let him go. I stop eating my chicken salad and ruminate over that.

      “Just come as you are. We’ll be naked soon enough anyway.” His chuckle is deep and flies through the phone, settling me in the chair. It is only the fact that I am in public that I refrain from getting swoony, dreamy eyes.

      “Okay, Roland.” I giggle.

      “Just be ready at seven. It’s never fun when you leave me waiting on your couch. This is a real date, Paige.” He says and I laugh at the memories. It was only a few times, but sometimes I come back home and need to get out of the work clothes that followed me through the jail house and cells and shower it all off. Sometimes with him.

      But in the silence, my mind goes back to what he said, about it being a real date. And that image of me loving him and being left in the dark comes flooding back.

      “A real date?” I ask. My voice is shaky and I swallow it back. My mouth goes dry but I don’t reach out for my water to quench it.

      “Yes, sweetheart. The kind where I pick you up, say nice things, and we go about our night together. It’s been what, two months now? Unless you plan on skipping town, I don’t see why we can’t make this official.” His voice is humorous but every word just makes it all the more real for me.

      Being official sounds like the society parties I had to start going to, the smile I had to put on my face. Obviously, I won’t have to do that here but it would feel just as suffocating. Roland isn’t like that though; he has been patient and kind to me, understanding that it isn’t him that makes me like this.

      “Official?” I repeat again. I might sound stupid or like I am just repeating him but it is all I can do to try and wrap my head around it.

      “Yeah, like you’re my girl. Official. I’m not going anywhere Paige; I don’t plan on running around on you. Just trust me.” He says. His voice is so sure and I am everything but sure. I don’t know how he does it.

      “I do trust you. I just… don’t want to.” I take a deep breath. This conversation feels to heavy to be having in a place like this. I think about moving but I am frozen to the chair. I know at least that much—I trust Roland. I believe that he won’t hurt me and he will be there for me, I trust him.

      But that didn’t go over well for me the last time. It hurt too much, now this all feels to real. I am almost glad this is over the phone, because if I were looking into his deep, dangerously warm eyes I would not be so certain.

      “I don’t know what that means, sweetheart. What are you telling me?” His voice goes from the even, warm humor to something deeper and darker.

      I stay silent so long that my voice rings in my own ear from the last word and his breathing starts matching mine.

      “I’m saying… I don’t think we should go on a real date, Roland. As much as I want to. I’m not ready.” I whisper and swallow back impending tears. I can’t cry here and I am almost going over my lunch break. But I can’t just hang up and run, as much as I want to. My finger itches to end the call and just avoid this conversation. But I don’t. I stay on the line and wait to hear how much what I said hurts him.

      “So where does that leave me?” His voice wavers but stays firm somehow. I imagine how he must look, his face contorted in confusion. I have only seen it when he is on the phone with someone from the club and never at me.

      But now I am doing this to him. Hurting him. That is never what I wanted to do. I should have known sooner but I am only realizing it now and telling him may be bad but leading him on could be worse.

      “Things don’t have to change, Roland.” I say, as if that is any better.

      “Because you don’t want them to. You just want me to wait forever with virtually no hope. So where does that leave me?” He asks me again and I still don’t have an answer for him.

      “I don’t know.” I whisper, falling silent after. I am stunned and frozen in the chair by my own doing. By all the things that I feared most coming to light.

      Roland is a good guy. After all this, he doesn’t blame me or get angry. I was right about him, and myself. And that’s why this is happening again.

      “When did you know that? That you didn’t know if you wanted this or not.” He asks slowly, probably as afraid of the answer as I am.

      “Roland—” I start.

      “Because it could have saved us both a lot of time.” He interrupts, his voice rising only a bit.

      “Maybe we shouldn’t have this conversation over the phone.” I say. My voice goes from being uneven to cracking with the threat of tears. I hold them back as best I can, burying my face in my other hand.

      He sighs and his breathing is cut off, “We shouldn’t have this conversation at all.” He says before ending the call.

      I stare at my phone, a little shocked, but that’s all that I expected. I wouldn’t want to talk to me either.

      I find it in me to get up and rush to the bathroom. Once in the safety of a stall, I let the tears fall, sobbing from my chest. I am fairly certain that I have just ruined my life all over again and I hate that it is over a man. Again.

      Roland is worth it though; he is actually good and I am the one that messed things up. I don’t know how to fix it, or even what to say.

      But I am hoping that the truth will work.
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      I sit at my desk, a boiled pit of anger, just waiting to strike out or do something stupid. I stare at my phone and think of calling her back. I shouldn’t have hung up on her.

      But I was just so angry that I didn’t know what I might say to her. What I might have done is something I may not have been able to take back.

      Paige is special, she’s a good woman, and if I give her time, she might come around. But I can’t get stuck waiting for that day.

      So eventually I get up and walk out to the rest of the club. Some of the guys are posted out and having a relaxing Friday. Mine is shitty as hell.

      “Rafe, we’ve got a message.” Kit walks in, he’s a huge guy who is actually as mean as he looks.

      “What?” I bark back, not even worried about the side eye that he gives me when I do.

      “From the Devil’s Princes. Their pres wants to meet.” He hands me an old-style paper with their seal on it, that’s the way we do things so it’s all untraceable.

      All it has is an address. I frown at it because this is the last thing I need right now. I fist it into a ball and toss it on the ground, having memorized it already.

      “Fuck. That’s just perfect.” I walk forward and straight outside, Kit follows me.

      “Let’s ride.”
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      We return to the compound and I sit low on my bike, my body slumped with all the emotions I had to endure today.

      First Paige. And then the Devil’s Princes.

      At least it didn’t end on the same bad note as last time. He actually listened. Their pres is an older guy, with old ideas and a mean Irish streak that will let him do whatever violent act he feels like he needs to. But I am a reasonable guy. I have youth on my side, reason. And I used it to my advantage. I will be around far longer than he will and his territory will be left to a bunch of guys that shoot first and ask questions later. It’s why their club is smaller than ours.

      So we compromised, I used all the skills that Tank taught me. For the drug runs that pass their territory, they get a cut and if their guys cross us again, I have every right to eliminate them. Simple as that. It should work, until it doesn’t.

      Instead of waiting for that day, I focus on this one. Where I have to get my girl back.
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      I leave the bathroom, picking myself up and dusting myself off and all that jazz. I have four cases to get through, and the work helps me keep busy so I don’t beat myself up in my head.

      But then the work is finished and I have nothing. I don’t know why I expect to find a text from him or missed call, but I don’t find one. The drive home is sappy and spent crying at stop lights. I realize how I really feel about Roland and it makes my heart ache, and I try to figure out how to get him back.

      But I don’t even know his address, I never drove myself to his house. That thought makes me feel even worse, but I can’t keep dwelling on the bad stuff now. I can’t go to his house but I can still find him at home, at the club.

      So I go there, I take the faster highway route and am dropped in their parking lot twenty minutes later. I’m nervous as hell. My knees shake in my skirt and I make sure my pink blouse isn’t too revealing, but I am only nervous about him seeing me and turning me away.

      I don’t know if Roland would do that, but I do know that he is a standup guy. Honorable. It helps me open the heavy wood door and step inside. The sounds and beer smells are very familiar to me by now, even the way some of the guys will turn and stare until they mind their business again.

      I’m glad when I spot Spencer at the bar and I go over to him.

      “Hey red, what’s up?” He grins, he looks a lot like his brother and I wish I could practice this on him but clearly, I can’t.

      “Nothing. Um, where is your brother?” I ask him, leaning against the bar. He sets down the glass he was wiping and nods.

      “He just left.”

      “Left?” I ask.

      “Yeah, he had to go… somewhere. Then he came back and left just as fast again. Why don’t you just call him?”

      I sigh with defeat and sit on the bar stool to rest.

      “His phone must be dead.” I kept trying to call him on the way, but it would just go straight to voice mail.

      “Yeah, he’s shitty at keeping his phone charged. I’m sure he’ll call back soon enough.” He leans his forearms on the bar and smirks at me.

      “Did you talk to him earlier?” I ask, wondering if he might have told him. But I know men have different gossip patterns than other people.

      “Nope. We aren’t the talking type. You want to wait around for him or what?”

      I sigh, shaking my head.

      “No, that’s fine. Thanks.” I step down and head back out to my car, planning to just go home.

      But I hope that I can talk to him at some point. If his phone really is dead then once he charges it, he will see my missed calls. Unless it wasn’t dead and he was just avoiding me.

      I text him instead, saying that I am sorry, and then start the drive home. The tears stop, and my makeup is streaked down my face but I accept that I will feel like a mess until I get home. But he is there, all around the place he is there, I can’t escape him now because I let him in.

      I don’t regret that. I just regret not keeping him.

      I arrive at my building, parking and walking along the sidewalk with my head down. It must be why I didn’t see it—

      I come to my door and find a very familiar face standing there.

      “Roland? Oh my god, I’m so glad to see you.” I rush to him, hugging him tight around his middle. He stiffens up but I just grip him tighter. I inhale his warm scent and let it wash over me. I thought I lost him, and now he is here.

      “Roland, hug me back, please. I have… emotional issues.” I say through tears, laughing once but not meaning it.

      He sighs and his arms come around me, I feel the muscles constrict and lose myself in them.

      “I’m mad at you, Paige.” His gruff voice floods my ears and makes me smile. I pull back and look up at him, wiping my tears.

      “I know. I’m mad at me too.” I step around him and unlock my door, leading him inside.

      He sits himself on the couch, I walk around and stand in front of him, a safe distance considering all the things I want to do to him.

      “Paige,” he looks up at me, all the emotion in his body pours into me. I look over, his taut jaw and pursed lips, the way his jeans and cut fit his body like a glove. He is so sexy and enigmatic; I’m drawn to him. I—

      “I love you, Paige. That’s what I was going to tell you tonight, after I took you to a stuffy five-star restaurant with fifty-dollar entrees and white tablecloths. Cause I thought that’s what you like, I mean what you’re used to. I’m not used to this, us—but I love you anyway. And I can’t force you to love me back, but I can only hope that you do. I’m not ready to give up on you.” He finishes, his voice gets all serious and his eyes just open up to me and it’s like seeing a man I never met before.

      “Roland—”

      He raises his hand, stopping me.

      “Don’t say anything if it’s just to appease me. I don’t want that, sweetheart. I just want you to know the truth.”

      I release a breath, finding it in me to breathe normally afterward. I take my shoes off and go over to him, in disbelief that he actually does love me. Wondering how to tell him that I do too.

      “I am going to tell you the truth, Roland.” I whisper, stopping in front of him.

      He looks up at me, and I find strength in the way that he does. I hold his face in my hands and he tenses before relaxing, leaning into my hands. I step forward until I am straddling his lap, awkwardly so in my skirt, but it is still nice to feel his body against mine.

      “Roland, I tried not to—I tried to keep my heart out of this but you just dragged us both in. And I know I still have a lot to work out, but I did mean it, when I said I trust you. But not when I said that I don’t want to. I do want to. I am in love with you too, Roland. And that’s scary. For I don’t know how long. But I’ll still love you in all that time anyway.” I look in his eyes and watch him hold the same face before he falters.

      He relaxes his face and smiles at me softly, and that takes away every heavy feeling that I have.

      “Are you still mad?” I giggle once.

      His reply is to wrap me so tightly against him that all I can breathe is him. All I can feel is him.

      “We’ll see.” He says. He lets out a little growl before kissing me, before claiming me with his lips.

      I fall in love with him all over again in this kiss, I see how much he loves me too in this kiss. His lips against mine have purpose and poise and I hold him against me. I was all wrong about him, thinking I could just have fun and that would be the end. It was only the beginning. I came here to start a new life, and now I have.

      With Roland. No matter the consequences or the fear, he taught me how to face them, even though I still have a lot to get through. We break the kiss and he carries me off to the bedroom to really make me his.
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      I probably shouldn’t be coming back here, I feel like I’ll get arrested just for being here. But I do it for Paige.

      Most of what I do these days is for her.

      It becomes the center of my life, doing things for her. One of which is picking her up from work for all the world to see. It’s been a few months since our little declaration of love and now every day is like a honeymoon. We talked about how it might look if we are together, but she said she would worry about her job, and I would worry about mine.

      It works better that way; I mind the club and she minds the law, it’s actually pretty comical, us being together. But it works.

      I eventually told the guys at the club the whole story, about how we met, and then once she was introduced, they love her. Only my friends at the club though, Kit and Darius, Logan too. Spencer already knew and he dogs me about it every chance he gets, I just swiftly remind him of the pres’ daughter.

      Once I park my bike, I dismount and lean on the side of it to wait for her, the doors open like clock work at five pm.

      I grin at her, the tight white skirt she has on doing wonders for my concentration, making her look like the angel she is. Her red hair swings behind her in a pony tail and bounces with her descent down the steps.

      “Hi,” I smile at her.

      “Hi.” She just about leaps into my arms. I kiss her, swinging her around to rest on the bike, tasting her and inhaling her sweet scent. I know it by heart now, I know all of her by heart.

      “You ready to go?” She asks. We usually go to my place after I pick her up. It’s bigger, and she likes it better anyway.

      I pull back and lick my lips, tasting her gloss on them.

      “Actually,” I look in her grays eyes as I hold her around the waist.

      “What?” She giggles, holding my arms over my cut. The weather is still warm, mid fall, and the wind blows her scent over to me.

      “I want to marry you. Right here at the court house.” I tell her and wait for the drop. The fear of commitment thing has gotten better but maybe that’s too much. Her last fiancé… I can see why she looks the way she does.

      “Roland—that’s—we don’t have any rings.”

      I laugh loud at her. “That’s your excuse? We don’t have any rings?” I chuckle.

      “Well… or a witness. Or a certificate.” She rambles.

      “Okay, your honor. Can I get an answer somewhere in here?” I smile at her.

      She stares at me wide eyed and I watch her mouth open and close as she stutters.

      “You want to marry me?”

      “Yes. You want to marry me too.” I smirk at her.

      She releases a breath and throws her arms around my neck, kissing me hard.

      “Is that a yes?” I chuckle my lips mashed against hers.

      “Yes.” She kisses me back. “You asked me this just on a whim?” She giggles.

      “I saw you wearing white and I just knew it. I don’t want to waste any more time. I know what I want.” I tell her.

      “I want you too.” She smiles wide.

      “Let’s do this.”
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      After our perfect, random, on the spot wedding, I get to call her my wife and don’t care that we did most of it backwards. I did get her a ring, one that she got to pick out herself, and that was it.

      In the passing weeks, I told the guys at the club and took a little time off, just to take a little road trip and call it a honeymoon. It only lasted a weekend because she didn’t want to miss too much work. We got her out of her lease and now we live at my house together, it’s nice waking up with her every day.

      “Now that you’re my wife, can you learn how to cook?” I wrap my arms around Paige, my wife, and lean her against the kitchen counter.

      “Why should I have to when you know how?” She giggles, wrapping her arms around my neck.

      “Fair point. I guess I can be compensated in other ways.”

      She laughs, “Other ways? It doesn’t work that way, Roland.” She slides her hands down my face, raking over my stubble with her nails.

      “It does now.” I kiss at her neck, hearing her breathy sigh and making one of my own.

      “Hm. I think I can get on board with that.” She kisses me, a soft mix of our lips together and souls connecting.

      Sometimes I don’t even think of her as my wife, only my better half. The piece of me that came along and decided it was going to fit. I wouldn’t be the same without her, and I don’t want to try, not ever.

      “I love you Paige, so much.” I lift her up and wrap her legs around me.

      “I love you too, Roland. I love you.” She smiles, looking like the sun itself in my midst, and she kisses me back harder than before. I return it.

      For the rest of my life. I know I will love her, the way she loves me.
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        I live a life of no surprises, but she is the best one that there is.

        Chantal Hailey, the damsel in distress, is going to be mine.

        I can deny it all I want, but she’s the sunlight in my dark and boring life.

        The guys at the MC, they understand what it’s like.

        She’s my escape, my sunshine.

        And I’m ready to stand in the sun.
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      I park my bike out front of the bank, ignoring that feeling of long stares I get any time I go anywhere these days. At first it was because my cheating ex lied about me all over this small town, then the cops digging into our club and making us look unsafe. We have done a lot to try and build our reputation back up and its taken a few months. But I still go to an ordinary bank and get looked at like I’m about to rob it.

      “Will you be depositing into your normal account?” The teller asks me. Donna, I know her by name because that’s how small this town is. She’s old, I don’t know how much but maybe my mom’s age, and she doesn’t ask questions when I drag fifty grand here every other week.

      “Yeah, thanks.” I tell her. My normal account being the one tied to the club. It doesn’t even have a debit card, it’s just a black hole of cash that keeps the place afloat, which has gotten harder as we go on. I’m not sure why, but three months ago it was eighty grand. The shops are doing well, plus the bar, so I am probably going to have to bring my finance degree to good use and figure it out. I was one of those that went to college for fun, and I had my fun, but I’m also good at numbers too. My parents would rather see me at a hedge fund, but they’ve let that idea go over the years.

      I wait as Donna does all the clerical stuff and pass the few usual questions; how I am, how my parents are and where they’re currently traveling. Its been their thing the past few years, traveling I mean. I’m an only child and they have nothing else tying them down here. But luckily people have learned to stop asking me about Chelsea, it’s no longer a slip of the tongue.

      “A lot less this time.” She hands me the final receipt with our information on it.

      “Yeah, I—“ I am about to make up an explanation before an obvious shriek cuts through the small banking room, one that has everyone’s head turning.

      I follow it until I find the culprit, a young woman judging by the scrunching in her hair and I only know that ‘cause of watching Tank’s daughter grow up. But she is clearly upset, the streaks of her blonde hair flying off as she continues to yell.

      “There must be some sort of mistake. My account can’t be empty, please just look again.” She pleads, her voice is soft and honeyed, with a small accent that sounds southern more than midwestern, telling me she isn’t from around here. And I try not to eavesdrop, but she is just very loud.

      The teller declines her request to check again and says people are waiting, but I feel bad for her. Not so much the expensive dress she has on and the clear sense of entitlement she has. I know it well, I ran into a lot of those folks back in college but that was damn near ten years ago, I’d like to think I’m wrong, but still.

      “Thanks Donna.” I grab my receipt from her and stride over to the line where the young woman is. There are three people waiting behind her, who eye me, one long one from another guy to which I glare at and make it obvious that my cut comes with a warning, that always works, even though I’m not all that proud of it.

      But it gets me up to the teller, some girl who is maybe my age, no younger than thirty from the crinkle around her eyes.

      “Logan, what are you doing?” She asks me. I go next to the woman, but I don’t even look at her, I feel her looking up at me from where she is standing a few inches below me.

      “Maybe just check again, you know, just to say you did.” I ask her. She probably knows my name because she has been around the bar, but I don’t know hers. It tells me that all the right things will probably work on her. My dark hair and light green eyes with the leather jacket and mean smolder that allude to the fun danger behind being in an MC that most of the women who come around are after—should do it.

      “Fine.” She shrugs confidently. As she checks her computer screen, I take the opportunity to survey the woman next to me.

      She’s young like I thought, her messy pony tail add to that appeal and her blonde hair offsets her bright blue eyes. She has a plump pair of soft pink lips that are pursed in a scowl at all this, and the sun yellow dress she has on is tight at the top and revealing enough that I forgot what I was doing here and why. Whoever she is, she’s damn gorgeous.

      “Same thing. Emptied out to zero.”

      “Oh my god…” The woman shouts again and then she leaves, stomping out of the bank in wooden heels that I feel in my chest when she does. I hold back a laugh at her but smile to myself, whatever is going on brings out the worst in her, it seems.

      “Thanks.” I say to the teller, and then I go after her.

      It brings me outside, back in the heat. It is the dead of summer again and I don’t much like the heat, but here it isn’t that bad. The beating sun matches the billow of the yellow dress I take off after, right at the end of the parking lot.

      “Hey, wait!” I call after her. She stops at the end of the street, by a sleek purple car; a Mercedes that costs more than my entire life by the look of it.

      “Are you alright? Need some help?” I ask. But its not like she is strapped for cash, it seems. I thought her bank account was emptied and she would be stranded but it doesn’t seem to be that way. I get close enough that I could reach out and touch her, but I don’t. She has her hands braced on the window of her car, slender fingers with pink painted nails. Her skin is the perfect amount of tan, smooth and sinuous. I try not to look at her legs but I’m that kind of guy, her dress stops mid thigh and the rest is blazing with the sun. I stand and wait as I hear her breathing heavily, before she turns around.

      “I don’t need any help. Thank you.” She is facing me but stares down at the ground, enough I can see a hint of her blue eyes, but it is mostly her matching eye shadow that I’m getting. She is all dolled up, her makeup clear as day. But what gets me is that mouth of hers, heart shaped and a perfect shade of pink, parted as she tries to catch her breath. Which only draws my gaze down to her chest, the dress has thick straps that are tight on her skin and push at her—

      “Doesn’t seem like it.” I snap my attention back elsewhere and look in her eyes when she manages to look up at me. Her eyes squint at the sun behind me and I take a step left to block it in the right place.

      “I… I just—“

      “Maybe you went to the wrong bank.” I suggest, even though that’s not a real thing. But I try to say something that helps, anything really.

      “No, I didn’t. My life just sucks this bad. And if you expect something for your help, I’m sorry to say that is not happening.” She accentuates with her hands and only makes me laugh. Her accent and the absurdity of it together make it funny.

      “That’s not how things work around here. I can’t tell if you’re strapped for cash or in the wrong place. Nice car,” I gesture to the Mercedes behind her and chuckle.

      She frowns and glances back at it. “Oh. That’s… that’s not my car.” She says awkwardly.

      “You’re just used to finding the nicest one in the lot.” I suspect. She frowns up at me and I know that I’m right. All these clues coming together are helping me piece this up, but it is still pretty rough.

      “Look I can give you a ride somewhere if you need it.”

      “I took a cab into town and came right to the bank so…” she blinks hard. I wonder if she doesn’t even know where she is, but she doesn’t seem crazy. It’s like she woke up this morning and got ready to have a day nothing like this at all.

      “Well uh, I know a place you can lay low for a bit. If you want.” I suggest. I’m thinking of the club because it is practically empty right now and the rooms in the back aren’t as bad as they seem. She tightens a purse I hadn’t noticed she was carrying over her shoulder, one of the big ones I assume has some of her things in it, but it’s clear she hadn’t planned on leaving town.

      “You’re a stranger.” Is her response.

      “One that wants to help you.” I chuckle. And I don’t know why. I don’t think it’s just because she’s cute, this is too much trouble for just a cute girl.

      “Okay…where?”

      To that I laugh because I have no idea how to tell her where I plan on taking her. But I lead us over to my bike and she seems to change her mind entirely.

      “This looks like a bad idea.” She eyes my bike with a funny look, and I smile at her.

      “It’s not so bad. The drive is short. Oh, I’m Logan by the way.” I shake her hand when I come around the other side, I linger around her small, soft hand as she smiles at me for the first time.

      “Chantal. Nice to meet you.”

      I hand her the helmet and get on the bike, she gets on after me, a bit unsteady but she makes it. She has to hike her dress up a bit and I dust my elbow over her thigh but don’t feel anything over my jacket. She tightens them around me and brings her arms around my waist slowly. With caution, I guess since we don’t know each other.

      “You ready?” I ask Chantal. It’s a fitting name for this persona that she has, a city girl for sure, privileged second to that. I’m ready to find out what is really going on.

      “Yeah, I’m ready.”
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      “Where am I supposed to go? I can’t just pack my things and leave.”

      “All your things, I bought for you. So, don’t bother packing them. I told you to do things my way or—“

      “You would kick me out. I thought you were my father, who is supposed to love me unconditionally.”

      “I’m a businessman, that’s not the way I operate. I don’t say anything without meaning it.”

      I stare at my Dad in his office chair, who stares back at me like this is a normal occurrence. Like this is nothing but a business meeting. I hold back all my tears, but it is of no use. I saw this coming but refused to believe that he would actually do this. Without mom here, there is no one to referee us anymore. My father is powerful, rich, and controlling. At one point he stopped raising me and just started controlling me instead. I don’t want to go into the family business, I don’t want my life dictated and if that means going off on my own…

      “Fine. I’m leaving.” I slam the latest check from my trust down on his desk, the one that came with a letter from his office demanding I step up and take an executive role in the company. To which I declined and has led me here.

      My father and I never got along. After mom died when I was twelve, he tried for a few years until sending me to boarding school. Since then I saw him once a year through college and it has led me here. I majored in business to satisfy him, since he was paying for it. He thought it was to prepare me for working at the company, but I did it for myself, so I could start my own. He never listened when I voiced what I actually want to do, so perhaps it was my mistake to expect him to come around. But this is still disappointing, and sad.

      “Give your hard pass to Jane on the way out.” Is all my father has to say.

      Seated behind his desk with a hard look on his face, his once blond hair now all grayed silver, no love in his eyes when he looks at me. It makes my tears fall rapidly fast in disbelief at this all. I woke up this morning, prepared for an easy breakfast and somewhat civilized conversation about this but it took a hard turn. I succeeded in relenting to him for some time, but I couldn’t compromise anymore. I can’t be controlled by his money anymore.

      So, I have to go.
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      I didn’t think this through, clearly.

      After leaving his office, the last place I wanted to go was back to the estate, so I just pressed forward. With the cash in my wallet, I got on a bus looking absolutely insane with no bags, and in a yellow sundress, but its not like I have a perfect escape plan. I am still almost glad that I hadn’t returned home to try and pack some of my things. Because then I would have become nostalgic and talked myself into staying. Just for a little while, to try and convince my dad otherwise. But I know him well, he cannot be convinced or toyed with.

      I am just as smart as him, but I haven’t thought this through; the bus pulls in a few hours later to a town I had not even heard of, I just saw the city name and thought of sun shine. But here I am, with minimal cash in my wallet.

      “Think Chantal, think…” I murmur to myself, stepping off the bus to the warm breeze blowing through. The other people on the bus look like they know where they are, this is their territory, and I look like a complete outsider. I feel like it too.

      It’s the sight of an ATM that gets my thought process going. I would need a real bank, but my mint account is linked to my dad’s, there is no way he unlinked them this fast. It is one of the banks that doesn’t have a debit or credit card linked, so I need a physical trust bank. A quick map search on my phone leads the way, and I’m lucky it isn’t as far as it could have been. My plan is simple, fool proof, until I actually get there.

      “What do you mean it’s empty?” I shriek, forgetting I am in public. The teller is a young woman with a mean look, scowling at me like I am inconveniencing her. I gave her all the correct info, and I realize she is looking at me like this because of how I appear; my overly nice clothes, the recent tan and blow out… god, this is not me. This can’t be my life now.

      “I did check, there’s nothing here. In fact you don’t even have access to the account information, it says here—“

      “I don’t care what it says!” I shout, and immediately wince at myself the way everyone else in here is. “I’m sorry, I just…” I take a calming breath and find it in myself to remain calm, somehow. But if I can’t get to this money, I am stranded. I don’t have friends back home, not real ones. All the girls on my speed dial are only good for spa days, tight society circles, not dire situations.

      It seems all hope is lost, until one of those good samaritans you only hear about in books or see in movies shows up. It’s almost like I feel him before I see him, and then up close to me—I force myself not to look. In all this turmoil of the past few hours, my face streaked and redone with makeup, I still find it in me to feel something other than despair.

      The man asks the teller to check again, I watch only her facial expressions and it is like she knows him somehow. This man, with a voice deeper than the ocean; I inhale his scent that swarms around me and my shaking fingers die down, just a little bit.

      But it’s of no use, when she does check and find that there is nothing there for me.

      “Oh my god…” I groan and take my purse, stomping out of the bank and trying not to make eye contact at the all the eyes on me.

      I leave and keep going, stopping at a shiny purple car that looks just like mine—well I guess it isn’t mine anymore, since it is back home. The sun hurts less than before, I forgot how long I was on that bus. Hoping, wishing. I brace myself against the car, even though it isn’t mine, and hope the owner doesn’t show up.

      “Hey, wait!” The same deep voice from earlier calls after me but I ignore it.

      My chest heaves as tears cloud my eyes again, and my face heats at this embarrassing moment with a stranger thinking I am unwell. Or crazy. Or both.

      “Are you alright? Need some help?” The man asks me. I can feel him closer now, and I didn’t even get a good look at him earlier. I try to in the reflection of the car but that falls short, the image is too distorted.

      But he is being nice, it would be rude to ignore him. So, I turn around—and I wish I hadn’t.

      I grew up around men that looked like wax figurines of political power, and business men. This is not that. He—he is rough around the edges but has a soft quality that I can’t explain. The lightness of his hair sets off the deep tan of his skin, the gray vee neck he has on dips down his clavicle and shows how deep his muscles are, that and the way his leather jacket tightens around his muscles to show them off. And he is tall, very much so. The soft smirk he has on his face is more comforting than creepy, even though I don’t know him at all.

      “I don’t need any help. Thank you.” I tear my gaze from his the same time he drags his eyes down my body. I know the feeling, but this is more than that—with all the confusion in my head right now, his gaze surveying me is distracting enough that it works.

      “Doesn’t seem like it.” He says. His voice is so deep and rugged, not like he smokes or anything, but just… like he is holding something back. I squint around the sun at him and he shifts on his feet, blocking the light.

      “I… I just—“

      “Maybe you went to the wrong bank.” If it were any other time, I’d laugh at that suggestion.

      “No, I didn’t. My life just sucks this bad. And if you expect something for your help, I’m sorry to say that is not happening.” I add, realizing this might be one of those situations where a nice stranger isn’t just a nice stranger at all.

      “That’s not how things work around here. I can’t tell if you’re strapped for cash or in the wrong place. Nice car,” he looks off behind me and chuckles.

      I am confused for a second before I turn and look at it. “Oh. That’s… that’s not my car.” I say awkwardly, because I know how this must look. The way I am dressed, the car, it doesn’t make any sense at all.

      “You’re just used to finding the nicest one in the lot.”

      I only frown at that comment. He acts like he knows me, and for some reason he is good at it. With his hands stuffed in his pockets, my eyes dip down to his crotch and I force them to surface back up. But his face isn’t much better; the jaw line, those full lips,

      “Look, I can give you a ride somewhere if you need it.”

      “I took a cab into town and came right to the bank so…” I fluster. My eyes blink away the last of the pity tears and I realize I don’t know where to go at all.

      “Well uh, I know a place you can lay low for a bit. If you want.”

      “You’re a stranger.” I say, tightening my grip on the tote bag I have. I’m lucky it is always stocked with toiletries of the mini size, a change of panties, a mirror… but not enough to help me through this.

      “One that wants to help you.” He chuckles.

      It’s the honesty in his eyes that makes me give way. This town… it feels like the soft, small town vibes I would watch in the movies. Where everyone is nice for no reason. Maybe he does want something, but I know I won’t give it to him. And if my father taught me anything, it is to be smart and use other people where you can.

      “Okay…where?” I ask him, to that he laughs, and I am unsure of why, he composes himself though and leads me toward the other end of the lot. I follow him, watching him walk in the heavy black boots stomping the ground. Until we reach—

      “This looks like a bad idea.” I look at his bike like it might eat me. One of those big chrome and black Harley’s that belong in movies, not in real life. He just grins at me like he suspected it and I wonder if he saw this coming all along.

      “It’s not so bad. The drive is short. Oh, I’m Logan by the way.” He reaches around the bike and I realize we completely missed that part. I shake it, the rough calloused heat of his hand lingers on mine long after he lets me go.

      “Chantal. Nice to meet you.” I say back.

      The maneuvering to the bike is short lived. I don’t have much choice, I’m running out of cash to give to cabs and I don’t even know where to go yet, I need a place to rest my head. This strange man, Logan, with his fictional looking bike can probably do that. Its enough to stop my roaming thoughts about my dad, about how much this really hurts. Even more so is getting on the bike, near him—

      I forget that he is a stranger after he puts my helmet on for me and I climb on after him. I have to spread my legs around him, there is no other way, and hike my dress up a bit too. The sun and wind hit my legs at the same time, causing a flurry of heat, that is still less than my body hitting Logan’s, where I have to press up close to him. I wrap my arms around him and feel… secure.

      “You ready?” He asks me.

      And though I have no idea where I am going, what I will be doing tomorrow, I’m with him right now and it comes easy—

      “Yeah, I’m ready.”
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      I drive down this road damn near every day, but it feels completely different right now. It is like I don’t recognize the winding turns and purr of the bike at all, not with who is on it with me right now.

      Chantal…

      I think her name over and over as I continue down the road, this town that knows almost everyone in it is probably as shocked as me to see her here.

      She doesn’t look the part, that much was established. With her bright yellow, expensive looking dress, the rest of her looks expensive too. High maintenance is the only thing that comes to mind only she didn’t seem that way. Minus the yelling in the middle of a crowded bank, she’s completely normal to me. Something has gone wrong, obviously, but I’m inclined to know what. Instead of just brushing her off like I might have, I realize it might be because she reminds me of Chelsea, my ex. We met in college, she was one of the people with seemingly no worries, especially related to money—we’re complete opposites. So, I don’t know why I’m putting myself through this again, but I guess this might be my type. A consequential, unfortunate type.

      Once I hit the compound of the club, I feel the eyes on us already. I pass Darrius in the garage, see Kit’s bike parked to the side of the main entrance, and I already know I’m in for it. At least Rafe isn’t here, he would definitely get a kick out of this bundle of sunshine perched on the back of my bike. I almost don’t want to stop because once I do, she won’t have her arms and legs wrapped around me anymore. Through the thick material of my jeans, I can imagine how soft her legs are, how full her thighs are. And her arms wrapped around the leather of my cut, hands clenched right against my abs. I stop the bike anyway, and as suspected she unlinks herself from me as fast as possible.

      “What is this place?” Her soft voice cuts the sounds rolling out of the club, the cars passing us.

      The club is located off the highway, right under the route circle, so anyone coming or going can see it. It’s really a way that we can mark our turf to outside clubs, but it is mostly a tourist attraction to anyone else.

      I get off the bike, turn and look at Chantal under the bright air of the sun. Her soft face is contorted in confusion, eyes wide like she thinks she made the wrong choice.

      “Don’t worry, this isn’t where I kill you.” I chuckle, but it only makes her audibly gasp and further widen her eyes, so I stop laughing.

      “This is the place I go when I want to scream in the middle of a bank, when my life is falling apart. Am I close to what you’re going through?” I gravitate towards her and find myself staring right down into her eyes, close enough to smell her sweet scent; like a medley of berries and literal sunshine. I lose myself in the moment, just for a second, and I reach out for her only to brush against her fingertips with mine.

      She doesn’t move away. Not right away at least, but she comes pretty close to doing it. So, I do it first. I forget she is a complete stranger a bit too easily.

      “Yeah. Pretty close.” She exhales, and her shoulders visibly soften. I look away from the blue expanse of her eyes and feel a part of me soften up too.

      “Good then. The guys here are pretty nice, just ignore the weird looks, they don’t mean any harm. But,” I put my arm around her shoulders and show her, “I’m gonna walk in with you like this, okay?”

      She swallows, her fingers fumbling the band of her helmet until she gets it off.

      “Is this a motorcycle club, like in the movies?” She hands me her helmet and I stow it away, noticing about fifty bikes parked all around the place that probably clued her in.

      “Something like that.”

      I start walking and as I told her, I have my arm around her shoulders. It’s not like all the guys are bad people but pretty women can make men crazy. It shouldn’t, but it does. Especially testosterone filled places like this, long and boring days sometimes without any club action. That’s how it is around here. Even me on the exec board, I spent the day balancing the books and going to the bank, Chantal is all the action I’ve had all week.

      As soon as I walk inside, the noises stop for about three seconds before going on. A few guys at the pool table, more at the dart board and shuffle board, two at the bar. Spencer is at the bar cutting lemons and I’m surprised to see Jeannine here too. I forgot, it’s the start of the summer and she’s in town.

      “What’s up Spin, and guest.” Spencer shouts to us as we walk in.

      I glance down at Chantal, who is pressed against my side up until I let her go, take a seat at the bar with her.

      “This is Chantal.” I tell him, ignoring the side eye he gives me. She greets him and they forgo shaking hands from the lemons all over his.

      “You went to the bank and came back with an unusual withdrawal, forgive me for staring.” Spencer laughs. I can’t take his jokes most of the time but that is a funny one, and very true. Even Chantal giggles.

      “Right. Get my friend here a drink, she needs it.” I tell Spencer.

      “What do you like?” I ask Chantal, looking down at her.

      “Anything.” She purses her lips for a second and then relaxes them.

      I smirk at her and look away quickly, so it isn’t obvious.

      “You don’t usually day drink, do you?” I turn and ask her when Spencer walks away.

      She shakes her head, “no.” Her legs are crossed, and the tan looks even better under the dim lights, like it’s fresh. I don’t come around that type of pampering here, so it’s clear that it isn’t natural but on her, it seems to look that way. My eyes trail down her exposed skin, the swell of her breasts in the dress she has on. And I notice the little shiver she has too and remember it’s pretty cold in here unless it’s packed.

      “You cold?” I start shrugging my jacket off before she even answers, which is just a half nod.

      “Thank you.” She says.

      Jeannine comes up to us from around the bar.

      “Hey, I didn’t know you were coming in.” I hug her briefly, “College looks good on you.” I tell her when she pulls away. She grins at me, looking a lot like her dad in that moment.

      “Well my dad isn’t around to make an announcement, but here I am.” She laughs.

      I nod once, “This is Chantal, a friend of mine.” I say. It’s a lot easier than explaining how she made a scene at the bank and I felt inherently bad for her for some reason.

      “Hi, I’m Jeannine.” They shake hands and it’s the first time I have seen Chantal actually smile.

      “Nice to meet you.” I watch Chantal and her interact and realize she isn’t shy, but its just me that she is cautious around. Which makes sense, I’m a strange guy to her, women link up easier.

      “I’m like an outcast around here, it’s nice to see a new face. Are you here for long?” Jeannine asks her, and even I don’t know the answer to that. I don’t think that Chantal does either.

      “I’m not sure yet.”

      “And you’re not an outcast, since Tank isn’t around anymore,” I say to Jeannine. She just rolls her eyes at me and shrugs.

      “Whatever Spin, I’m on my way out. Nice to meet you though.”

      She walks out and my eyes lock with Chantal’s for a second as I turn back around. Spencer drops a fruity looking drink in front of her and my choice of beer.

      “Thank you,” she takes a small sip that turns into a bigger one. “It’s good.” She says as if in shock.

      “My girlfriend’s favorite drink, never fails.” Spencer replies with a grin. I glance at him and he has questions in his eyes, but I ignore him.

      Everyone around here has stopped treating him like just a prospect, he’s one of us now. But I don’t even know this well enough to explain it to anyone besides myself, even that is a hit or miss. He walks off to the other end of the bar, though, and I’m more or less alone with her for the time being. I take a few swigs of my beer and calm myself first.

      “So, I take it you’re not from around here.” I half turn on the seat so I can face her.

      My jacket swallows up her small frame, the blonde locks of her hair fall in loose waves over the black leather. I draw my eyes back up to her face and look in her soft blue eyes, she looks lost but not in the real sense, I wish I knew why I wanted to know so badly. She stares back at me but then blinks away the heated gaze we were in.

      “No, I’m not. I didn’t plan on coming here until today actually. Or this morning rather.” She pushes away her empty glass, I guess she needed the alcohol more than I thought.

      “You don’t look like you planned for a road trip anyway.” I chuckle. She half smiles but it’s short lived.

      “No, I hadn’t. I’ve never even heard of this place before.”

      “Yikes, I didn’t know we were so microscopic.”

      “I mean—it’s just a small town, I guess.” She drops her shoulders, turned to face me fully now. I lean my arm on the bar and press forward, but not all that much.

      “Yeah, we are. You from somewhere south? You’ve got a cute accent you know.” I tell her. I hadn’t meant to actually say cute out loud but there is nothing I can do about it now.

      Her cheeks heat at the suggestion, I see the blush form on the high part under the gloss of her makeup. It reminds me of the sparkly shit Chelsea used to wear, it would get all over my clothes every time she wore it.

      “I’m from Texas originally but my dad moved us to Iowa after—a few years ago.” She stops from saying something else and I wonder why, but don’t add to it.

      “Hm, so your dad, does he know you’re traipsing across town and shouting in banks?” I ask, smiling softly. She looks at me and stares hard against my eyes, not quite looking at me.

      She clears her throat, “Not exactly. Well, he does but he doesn’t care. I don’t really want to talk about it.” She says.

      I nod in understanding and leave the topic alone, too heavy for a first conversation I assume. But it is easy enough to tell that she doesn’t get along with her dad, clearly. For some reason that makes her tense up like this.

      “So, um… I assume you don’t have a place to go, considering your bank account is empty and you don’t have a luggage. I mean, I don’t want to make any assumptions but—”

      “Why did you help me?” She interjects.

      “What?” I ask.

      “Why are you doing this? Taking me here, asking all these questions. I mean what’s in it for you?” She blinks but her expression holds firm, and I realize she has a different side to her besides the lost and impressionable look. She has me buckled over in a heartbeat.

      “Um…nothing? I don’t want something in return, if that’s what you think. I can’t just be a nice guy?” I laugh once and lean back in the seat. Her gaze shifts over me, as if saying my appearance suggests otherwise. I mean it probably does.

      “Nice guys don’t really exist in my world.” She murmurs.

      “Oh. Well, small town mentality, I guess. And I felt bad for you. But I’m still a man after all, you’re easy on the eyes and you don’t look like you belong here, so it wouldn’t sit well with me if I just left you alone.” I explain. I tried to tell her she’s damn beautiful without creeping her out, making her run away. Nowhere she can really go but that’s beside the point.

      “I guess I should be grateful then. But you don’t have to. I can figure something out.”

      “Something that’s free?” I chuckle.

      She smiles halfway and I enjoy seeing it, the way it lights up her eyes a little bit.

      “I guess not. But you’re still a stranger, I mean I don’t know anything about you. Except your weird nickname and this… place.” She looks around to prove her point, and I guess the town bar and motorcycle look aren’t very welcoming but, at the same time, it feels like home for me.

      Not that I want it to be for her too, but like I said, if she was just out there alone and screaming at people again, I would be worried. I wouldn’t be able to shake the feeling of her being in trouble. It’s not my job to save her, to help her, but I’ve made it out to be that way.

      “Okay. You want to get to know me. Ask me whatever you want, I’m an open book.” I wave my hand in invitation and she smirks, it’s a nice look on her and brings out this cute dimple in her left cheek. I lick my lips and force myself to focus, without looking creepy.

      I see it in her when she gives up the cautious tirade, maybe she just finds it easy to be comfortable around me too. Her eyes soften as she looks at me and leans back in her seat with her legs crossed, almost brushing mine. All I want to do is slide my hand up that smooth skin of hers, but I refrain, stuffing my hands in my pockets instead. Sitting here, talking to her… it’s putting a bunch of ideas in my head. And hoping that maybe she has some of the same ones.

      “Why do they call you Spin?”
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      I can feel every inch of his body against mine and I don’t even know him.

      This Logan guy is nothing like what I am used to. He’s not in a three-thousand-dollar suit, his voice doesn’t sound coached and laced with arrogance—the bad kind. He is a bit cocky, maybe self-assured, but with a face and body like his, this bike—I can allow it.

      As much as my thighs love the contrast of his muscled ones against them, my breasts against hard muscles on his back, and my hands on the hardest pair of abs that have ever existed—it feels too familiar. It hasn’t even been an hour since I have met him and yet I don’t want to move from this position. I feel safe, I feel like all the bad shit happening has just gone away.

      Until we pull up to a place, I have never seen anything like before, laced with bikes and… danger. I feel it as soon as he slows to a stop. My eyes were closed the whole way, all I could feel were the shifts in the road and the way his body tensed at every turn. His muscles coiling, his breathing shifting higher. Mine would match any time it did. And the only thing keeping me from freaking out about this whole situation is imagining myself with him, no clothing in the way and pressed up against him. It is not the best thing to be doing with a stranger, but he doesn’t feel like it. Not completely anyway.

      Maybe it is just because he is being nice. And people don’t really do things for me unless they are my father’s paid help, I suspect a proposition might be coming but he doesn’t give off that vibe either. I don’t know what to do, except sit against him and imagine… whatever it is that I want.

      We come to a complete stop and my thighs are sore as I climb off the bike, I hadn’t realized how much it took out of me to hang on. Very tightly I might add. The sun beats down on us, and I glance around at the whole compound. One main building of old, faded red brick. And another farther off with an open garage door and a few bikes and old truck inside, I guess like a mechanic place.

      It’s the one other guy in the garage that makes me think this is not one of those creepy places. But I don’t know, the whole leather jacket and bike thing make it seem like a cult. With the amount of tv I watch too, I think of those small-town bike clubs where men hang around and drink all day. I can only hope this isn’t it.

      “Don’t worry, this isn’t where I kill you.” Logan says in his deep voice, coupled with a chuckle.

      He must have seen all the apprehension on my face as I look around. I’m standing by his bike and feel the heat of the dead exhaust on my legs, I feel like it is melting my tan away. I know that’s kind of ridiculous, but it still feels that way. The helmet on my head is heavy but it’s like my fingers don’t work when I try to move them.

      “This is the place I go when I want to scream in the middle of a bank, when my life is falling apart. Am I close to what you’re going through?” His face curls up in a smirk, his lips are full and soft pink, my vapid friends would call them kissable, and they very much are. What I barely notice, is how close he comes when he takes a few steps.

      But I do notice when his fingertips brush mine, they’re rough and far from soft yet they feel like feathers on me. And warm, almost too hot. I pull my hand away and freeze up at looking in his eyes, but then my body just relaxes at him being spot on.

      “Yeah. Pretty close.” I release a heavy breath. My chest stops constricting and each breath comes easier. This stops feeling like a strange place, and more one I have never been before but want to see.

      “Good then. The guys here are pretty nice, just ignore the weird looks, they don’t mean any harm. But,” he pauses, and all my easy breaths are gone, replaced by tight ones that hit the width of his arm over my shoulders, weighing down on me. “I’m gonna walk in with you like this, okay?”

      My breath hitches, and I glance up my lashes at him. He has the same dazed look on his face, looking down at me. Not quite looking down my dress but almost like he wants to, and it heats me up inside to the point where all I can do is agree. Once I nod, his arm leaves me, and I fiddle with the helmet until I get it off.

      “Is this a motorcycle club, like in the movies?” I ask him. He stows the helmet away and turns back to me.

      “Something like that.” There is a lace of humor in his voice but not like he is joking. More like he is trying to downplay the whole thing.

      If it is one of those clubs, I can only imagine what waits on the other side of the door. Him walking in with his arm around me makes sense now. They can be territorial, possessive. And if a woman seems off limits they can try and hit on her too. I thought that would only be at night, it probably is, but I don’t want to remind him of that as we walk in.

      He lays his arm across my shoulders again and my body heats up the same time it relaxes. The left side of me brushes against him as he walks, he is definitely built well and capable, nothing like the mushy, only run on the golf course type of guys I am used to. And it feels good.

      Inside, there are a few guys scattered in the place, a pool table area and dart board, it looks like a nice hangout spot. They all have the same hard looks on their faces, the tattoos too. I don’t know if Logan has them with his long sleeves on, but I suspect that he might. This close to him, I can inhale the scent that’s been swarming around me and I haven’t been able to stop. Sharp cologne, like sandalwood, and the raw nature of trees and wind, brushing across him. It is almost comforting.

      Logan starts leading us over to the bar area, where a younger guy more around my age is cutting lemons. The soft rock music playing is nothing I’ve ever heard before either.

      “What’s up Spin, and guest.” The young guy says.

      Logan glances down at me before we separate and take a seat at the bar. The high wooden chairs are cold against my bare skin, I cross my legs and fight the chill, the air conditioning in here is pretty brutal too.

      “This is Chantal.” Logan says.

      “You went to the bank and came back with an unusual withdrawal, forgive me for staring.” The guy says, and I even laugh a bit too. I don’t think he told me his name, or maybe I wasn’t listening in the first place.

      “Right. Get my friend here a drink, she needs it.” Logan says.

      “What do you like?” He asks me.

      “Anything.” I say without thinking. What I like is an amaretto sour, but I don’t see any here. It seems like a beer and vodka type of place.

      He smirks, and it’s the sexiest one I have ever seen before he looks away. It becomes obvious that he isn’t trying to scare me away or be too forward. He’s… a gentleman. I realize that’s what makes all this so easy for me.

      “You don’t usually day drink, do you?” Logan turns to me in the seat, it creaks like my heart beat and I blink up at him.

      I shake my head quickly, “No.” At least I don’t think day drinking includes mimosas… maybe. Otherwise, I definitely don’t.

      Not like this. And I never needed to until today.

      “You cold?” Logan notices the next shiver I make. I don’t want to seem high maintenance; he is already being so nice to me. But he is observant, and I can’t change that, he shrugs off his jacket and lays it across my shoulders. His scent swarms me and I have to actively try not to inhale it too obviously. The leather is heavy, thick, I am warm immediately.

      “Thank you.” I breathe.

      A young woman, about my age, comes striding across the bar at Logan. I don’t even have the thought that she is an ex or something like that—the way she smiles at him like he is family. It reminds me of how I am with my uncle, I think of calling him for help but don’t want to make this a family affair. Anyway, she has pretty brown curly hair and a perky appearance, I think she is here with the other guy.

      “Hey, I didn’t know you were coming in.” Logan turns and laughs, hugging her “College looks good on you.” He adds. I watch as they interact and don’t feel like an outsider at all.

      “Well my dad isn’t around to make an announcement, but here I am.” Her laugh is soft, a bit more than a giggle. I don’t know why that statement reminds me of my own father.

      Logan adds, “This is Chantal, a friend of mine.” He says. It rolls off his tongue like it’s easy to say, like we have been friends for years.

      “Hi, I’m Jeannine.” I shake her hand and smile, something about the honesty in her eyes makes me smile more than I even smile with my friends.

      “Nice to meet you.” I tell her.

      “I’m like an outcast around here, it’s nice to see a new face. Are you here for long?” She asks me, and I start to reply before I think. I almost want to say absolutely not but that would be a lie.

      “I’m not sure yet.” I find that an easier response.

      “And you’re not an outcast, since Tank isn’t around anymore,” Logan adds, and I guess it’s another one of the weird nick names they have.

      “Whatever Spin, I’m on my way out. Nice to meet you though.” She says.

      I wonder what the hell that means, ‘Spin,’ why would they call him that? He doesn’t seem like a hockey player or something that involves spinning. Soon after, the bartender hands me a pink, fruity looking drink and a beer to Logan. I smell the sweetness of it immediately and take a cautious sip to test it out and find that it’s actually really good.

      “Thank you, It’s good.” I tell him.

      “My girlfriend’s favorite drink, never fails.” He smiles and it is a dazzling one, his tattoos spread down one arm and I wonder if they all look like this.

      Logan has tattoos too, but I can’t get a good look without turning and facing him. I don’t want to make it obvious that I am checking him out, but I want to. My side glimpse tells me that they are all in faded black, some light and some dark, and they travel down both his arms up until his wrists. Along with veins and dark hair, lightly specked in the perfect amount. I didn’t know body hair could be such a turn on, but it makes him seem more manly, more capable.

      “So, I take it you’re not from around here.” Logan waits until I have had a drink, half of it actually.

      It worked though, at helping me relax.

      “No, I’m not. I didn’t plan on coming here until today actually. Or this morning rather.” I push away the glass and swallow the heavy feeling. I woke up this morning leading a completely different life, it is crazy how things can change that fast.

      “You don’t look like you planned for a road trip anyway.” He chuckles, and the ease of it makes me smile a little bit too.

      “No, I hadn’t. I’ve never even heard of this place before.” I say honestly. When I loaded the bus, the town next to the bigger city didn’t even appear. It was just close enough that I could take a bus, I have been here before, but I knew the name.

      “Yikes, I didn’t know we were so microscopic.” His tone turns playful and I smile quickly.

      “I mean—it’s just a small town, I guess.” I stutter, I didn’t want to insult his home, this is where he lives after all. And he seems to like it here. It might even be growing on me but that’s just because I don’t have much choice.

      “Yeah, we are. You from somewhere south? You’ve got a cute accent you know.” He says. Yet all I register is him telling me I have a cute accent.

      My Texas debutant balls and pageants made it the norm for me, in fact I was told to elongate it even more and I was a runner up for Miss Teen USA, but that was so long ago I barely remember it. The staging and the prodding. Down there though, they always recognized me. Even at college.

      “I’m from Texas originally but my dad moved us to Iowa after—a few years ago.” I lie. Iowa was temporary, but I don’t need to tell this stranger everything. Except he feels less like a stranger at every turn. More like I know him, like I could know him. I take a deep breath and try not to stare at him, but it’s hard.

      He is… damned hot. Not just handsome or even sexy but smoking hot. His jaw line and full pink lips, the square shape of his jaw and light air of his green eyes, contrasting his dark brown hair. That and the tattoos, the firm muscles. He isn’t too beefy, but enough that he works out and does more than rowing or golfing, like he could lift me up and never grow tired.

      “Hm, so your dad, does he know you’re traipsing across town and shouting in banks?” His soft smile makes that easier to stomach. The truth, I mean.

      I clear the sadness from my throat, “Not exactly. Well, he does but he doesn’t care. I don’t really want to talk about it.” I tell him.

      He gives a short understanding nod, his smirk going sideways as he looks at me. I’ve felt his eyes all over my body and I just want the real thing.

      “So, um… I assume you don’t have a place to go, considering your bank account is empty and you don’t have a luggage. I mean, I don’t want to make any assumptions but—” He starts to assume, even though he doesn’t want to. It would be too embarrassing to say I am a spoiled brat who wouldn’t give in to her father’s ultimatums, wouldn’t give in to his demands and ran away instead. Way too embarrassing.

      “Why did you help me?” I turn the questions on him instead. He has shifted closer to me on the seat, his legs are spread but his hands are in his pockets, drawing attention to a prominent part of him, like he knows it too. He isn’t using it against me though, he isn’t being forward with it.

      “What?” He laughs once.

      “Why are you doing this? Taking me here, asking all these questions. I mean what’s in it for you?” I blink innocently at him, but I know what I am doing. I went to business school, but I also grew up with the best businessman of them all. Catch them off guard, give them something to fight against and then they’ll catch themselves in a lie.

      “Um…nothing? I don’t want something in return, if that’s what you think. I can’t just be a nice guy?” His laugh is short lived and isn’t meant to be mocking at all. I actually believe him.

      He would have propositioned me by now if that was what he was after.

      “Nice guys don’t really exist in my world.” I murmur. That’s when I notice what all the apprehension was about.

      It would happen in college, guys in class would offer notes and to be a study partner but show up with condoms sticking out of their wallet, try and talk me into dinner. It really isn’t fair, but Logan, maybe because he is older—has more self-control than that.

      “Oh. Well, small town mentality, I guess. And I felt bad for you. But I’m still a man after all, you’re easy on the eyes and you don’t look like you belong here, so it wouldn’t sit well with me if I just left you alone.” He adds. He really is a nice guy, that much becomes aware to me.

      “I guess I should be grateful then. But you don’t have to. I can figure something out.” I say, even though I am not so convinced of that myself.

      “Something that’s free?” He chuckles.

      It makes me smile a bit and I even relax more.

      “I guess not. But you’re still a stranger, I mean I don’t know anything about you. Except your weird nickname and this… place.” I make a show of looking around the inside of this place, it looks like someone changed their mind when they were halfway through building it.

      “Okay. You want to get to know me. Ask me whatever you want, I’m an open book.” He waves his hand toward me, his large hand that I can still feel the heat of on me. I want to feel it again, but I am in no position to ask for it. I don’t want to blur the lines here. I should just accept his help and leave it at that, until I find another place to land. But the way he looks at me, the way I know I am looking at him…

      I do want to know

      “Why do they call you Spin?” It’s the first question that comes to mind, to which he laughs a bit at and looks away.

      He licks his lips and then stares forward to me again.

      “Believe it or not, that’s the hardest question you could ask me. The worst one.” He grins.

      I sigh and cross my arms like I cross my legs.

      “So, it isn’t a surname.” I conclude.

      He shakes his head, “Newman is my last name. Is yours Hilton?” He chuckles.

      “No, why would you think that?” I giggle.

      He makes a small show of surveying me.

      “Come on, I can’t look that…”

      “High maintenance. Prissy. I mean, only before I actually started talking to you. The way you were yelling at that teller in the bank. Did you know you stomped your foot?” He laughs.

      I stare mortified, my face heating.

      “Oh my god… no I didn’t know.” I shrug my shoulders and take a deep breath, I don’t know why I feel like I have to redeem myself to him, but I want to.

      “I woke up this morning ready to have breakfast with my dad, I just got my degree and he hadn’t even come to my graduation. He’s a busy guy, that’s what he would always say. And he is. Busy, powerful, rich. He wanted to control my life; I didn’t want to be left like… everyone else I grew up around. So, I just left.” I exhale and feel a little better, it isn’t even the whole story, but it puts me at ease just a little bit.

      He nods slowly and smiles a bit.

      “Hm. So you ran away from the endless pile of cash. Look princess, I’m not passing judgement at all. But not everyone is as nice as me, you could have ended up in real trouble. Stranded out here, no cash.” He says, and he is completely right. I already knew by the creases around his eyes and lips that he could be older, but he reminds me of my uncle for a small second, until I remember how attracted to him I am.

      “I didn’t think he would work so fast at cutting me off,” I sigh. “My debit card, even the family trust. I don’t even know what else.”

      “Well what does he not have control over?” He asks.

      “My period,” I say before thinking, and he laughs aloud, throwing his head back. I giggle softly but it sucks because that’s true. Even the cash or card I would use to pay for birth control is in his control. I’m really in for it.

      “But you went to college. You can find a job pretty fast. What’d you study?” He asks.

      “Business. I want to open my own bakery one day, but that’s—my dad was going to help fund the opening, it’s why I stuck around so long I think.” I should have known he only did that to string me along, until he could trap me into the family business. But now I do.

      “Damn. I wish I could say you aren’t out of luck, but you are. Lucky for you, I’m around.” He stretches his hand out and grins.

      I get lost in the gaze of his eyes as I smile, finding it easier to talk to him.

      “And you often pick up strays? Do you… get off on that or something?” That makes him laugh like I had told a joke again.

      “No, Chantal.” He leans forward. “I’m not getting off on this. Me, thinking you’re as beautiful and bright as the sun, has nothing to do with trying to help you out. Like I said princess, I’m just a decent guy.” He leans in closer until I feel the heat of his breath and am close enough to reach out and kiss him if I wanted to.

      “So, if I leave right now you won’t follow me?”

      “Yes, I will, because you have no idea where you are going.” He answers quickly.

      I blink rapidly, “Oh. Right.” I think over him calling me princess, and beautiful, but push it away before I get stuck on it too long. Men don’t say that to me, not in that way. They’ll say I’m hot or sexy but it’s not the same. Beautiful makes me feel like… I don’t even know.

      “I just need to find a place to lay low for a while, start over in this town.” I say. It has grown on me, just a little bit, and it isn’t Logan that makes me want to stay.

      “Okay. What do you need first? Phone, cash?”

      “I can’t take your money.” I dig in my purse for my phone instead.

      “How nice of you, people before you haven’t been so kind.” He trails off and I am uncertain why. But I don’t ask.

      I take out my phone and the screen is black, I press the home and lock button over and over, but nothing happens. The logo comes up as it turns on, then it shuts off again.

      “Shit—” I mutter. My eyes prick with those useless tears again, because I am frustrated and quickly learning how little my dad cares about me.

      “Yikes, he’s got your phone too.” Logan leans in again, looking over me.

      “Yeah.” I set it on the counter and sigh, but luckily, I remember the extension for my uncle’s office number.

      He is my only shot now.

      “You can stay with me for a while, princess. I know I’m a complete stranger, but I’ve got a nice place, you may never even see me.” He suggests.

      I shake my head. “No, I can’t do that. And not because—” I can’t stop thinking about you naked. “I just can’t impose on you like that. My uncle might be able to help me.”

      “Hopefully he’s a maternal uncle.”

      I giggle, “Yeah, he’s my mom’s brother. Can I borrow your phone?”

      “Sure,” he stands and digs in his pocket. “I gotta go take a leak.” He strides off toward the back of the bar and I watch the tight mound of his ass in those jeans when he does.

      “Oh my god,” I breathe to myself.

      Even without him sitting next to me, I don’t feel unsafe in here. Maybe the other guys have already deduced that we are together.

      I dial Uncle Ethan’s number and wait. He is a doctor, so he may not even answer the phone. Both my parents came from families with old money, that’s why there is so much of it to go around. But even after Mom passed, Dad still controls the trust she left me, so I can’t win either way.

      The brief call with Uncle Ethan is full of his shock and anger, and I beg him not to make a big deal of it. He always hated my dad. But he never knew about the line of connection I have with my Uncle. It isn’t always money, that could matter the least, but right now, it is my only way out of this mess.

      “Good to go?” Logan creeps up on me and I jolt in shock. He chuckles and lays a hand on my shoulder, laughing at me.

      “Sorry… yeah um, I just need to find a place for tonight. Tomorrow I’m going to look for a permanent place, and a job too.” I say, smiling a bit, I feel better even though it isn’t much.

      But it is just because I don’t feel alone anymore.

      “Sounds good to me. The motels around here will probably give you cancer. But we’ve got a room in the back, it’s actually a little apartment you could use.”

      My eyes widen, “Thank you. That’s so nice of you.”

      He shrugs, leaning against the bar top. “A little bit. I can get you a change of clothes, Jeannine wouldn’t mind. Then I’ll swing back around and take you out to dinner.” He says, so surely like I already agreed.

      “You don’t have to take me on a date. I mean I won’t go on a date with you just because you did all this.” I lick my lips and swallow.

      He grins and softens his eyes, leaning closer. “I told you princess; I don’t want anything like that. It’s not a date. It’s me wanting to spend some time with you.” He says.

      And while all this is happening so fast, my emotions are so messed up only one thing is clear. I want to spend time with him too.
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      “Okay. Dinner sounds nice.”

      I have to check and make sure I heard her correctly, because at first, I didn’t expect her to agree. Chantal is being very apprehensive, which I understand, this kind of thing has probably never happened to her before and I wouldn’t be too keen on relying on a complete stranger either. Then again, I’m a guy, and I don’t get myself in compromising positions very often.

      “Great. You ready to go?” I ask her.

      She blinks away a look I couldn’t place, as she stands from the bar stool.

      “Uh yeah, let me just freshen up first.” She shrugs my jacket off her shoulders and hands it back to me. My hand closes around the thick leather as my gaze falls to her bare shoulders and perfect—

      “I’ll be here.” I keep myself from going too far down a road I won’t be able to get out of. She walks off in the direction of the bathroom and I wait for her, putting my jacket back on. One of the other guys here, a long-time member, had waited until I was alone to greet me, which I suspected.

      Darius is probably still outside, and I have no idea where Kit is. If I remember correctly, Rafe is probably out with Paige somewhere. In the few months they’ve been together, he spends less time at the club, which is good, he needed to get a life outside of here sooner or later. I don’t think I can again, not after Chelsea. The problem was that I didn’t have one outside of the club even with her, maybe she got bored of being alone. Either way, she could have broken up with me before getting under someone else. It took every ounce of self control I had not to go after him when I found out who it was, just a coworker of hers. Now I don’t know what she does with her life anymore, if she even still lives here, and it’s better that way. Every time Chantal asks me why I want to help her, I draw a blank because the only logical explanation is that she reminds me of my ex, which is a shitty one, but it isn’t in all the same ways. It’s in a better way, one that I haven’t quite figured out yet.

      “Logan?” Her soft voice comes from around me and I look up from the old dirty ground, not realizing I had zoned out a bit.

      “Sorry. Let’s get out of here.” I walk us forward, my jacket brushing the ends of her arms. She seems to have taken some of her makeup off, redone her lip gloss. She looks better this way, more natural, but I only realize that she has more natural beauty than I’ve ever seen on a woman before. It’s tantalizing; her smile is big and bright, her eyes soft around the edges and lips soft, full with no filler at all. I don’t know why I can tell that; I shouldn’t be able to, but on her, I only start to see what can be real in people.

      I drive faster to where we are going because I am eager to sit down with her and just talk. The parking lot is half full, since its just past an acceptable dinner time, so I park in front of the entrance and immediately miss the feeling of her against me. I haven’t had a woman on my bike in a long time, I don’t let just anyone on it; it’s an indescribable feeling.

      “Hope you like pizza.” I smile down at Chantal. She wobbles off my bike and clips the helmet off. I take it and stow it away.

      “I actually haven’t had it in a long time.” She murmurs.

      I chuckle, “Why?” I step forward on the brick pavement to the inside of the place, when we walk in, I’m hit with the dough and tomato sauce smell. The place is a traditional Italian pizza restaurant, with red checkered table cloths and a juke box. Since I grew up here, I came around a lot as a kid and through high school, even when I went to state school.

      “Because pizza isn’t all that healthy.” She answers me, and while that would sound vapid on anyone else, she says it like she doesn’t believe it but was led to.

      “I have it at least once a week, sometimes twice.” I laugh, it’s open seating so I pick us a booth and sit there.

      She slides in and sits straight up, leaned against the red back of the booth. Her eyes survey me before focusing on my face. As I’m taking off my jacket, I give her a funny look.

      “How do you look like that then?” She giggles once.

      I lick my lips and shrug, “Fast metabolism. How’s pepperoni sound?” I stand up so I can go order.

      “That’s perfect.” She nods with a smile.

      I grin at her and stride off to the counter. I’ve seen the girl that works here before, she is definitely younger than me but never ceases to try her hand at flirting. And I’m not saying I enjoy it or anything, but I try and attribute it to the bike and leather jacket thing, otherwise, I’m not all that interesting. An MC is the last place I should be, but it works for some reason.

      After I order, I sit back down with our drinks, beer for me and lemonade for her.

      “Do you always drink beer?” She frowns at the bottle and I laugh.

      “Most of the time. Are you going to give me a health evaluation about it?” I grin at her.

      Her blue eyes light up with her smile, she twists her lips and shakes her head at me.

      “No, I’m just saying. Besides, what I’ve been told was just for fitting in society worthy dresses.” She giggles.

      I lean on my arms to get a little closer to her.

      “And that would be?”

      She sighs, “My father is a very successful businessman. In holdings. I had a life full of charity events and dinners. I hated it but if it meant pleasing him, I decided to just keep doing it. I thought he might change one day.” Her eyes turn sad and I feel for her, but I don’t know what I might be able to tell her.

      “What about your mom?” I ask, and her smile drops immediately before she forces it back.

      “She died when I was younger. I wish I could say it made him different, but he was the same way before. She was just there as a buffer.” She shrugs and sips some of her lemonade. Looking at her in the fine fabric of her dress reminds me to text Jeannine about those clothes and so I do.

      “I’m sorry to hear that, it must have been hard.”

      “College was a little better, but as long as he was paying for my life it would never be my own.”

      “And so, you’re here.” I grin. She smiles and nods.

      “Yeah. Have you always lived here?” She asks. I set my phone down and focus on her.

      “Yep. My mom taught high school here and my dad is an accountant.”

      She smiles, “That sounds incredibly normal. You don’t seem that way.” Her gaze turns apprehensive.

      “I don’t? Well, I am. Don’t let the MC fool you, most of the time we are just a bunch of guys on bikes.” I lie. Well, halfway. That is true for most of the time. Others, we’re owning our turf and doing not so legal things. I spent the morning tabulating cash from a drug run and gun transport combined. None of us carry, but there is a lot of money to be made in protecting the people that do.

      “Hm. Okay. Are they still around?”

      “Sort of. They travel a lot, but they visit sometimes.” It might be too awkward to say I live in their house. It’s technically mine since I pay for the mortgage, but I still grew up in it.

      “And you joined the MC after…?”

      “College.”

      Her eyes widen and I laugh, before she covers it up.

      “No, it’s okay. Most people have the same reaction.” We are interrupted by the pizza coming, the smell reminding me how hungry I am. And we pause to get a few bites in. She even eats like she was coached on it, the same way her posture is too perfect, the way she walks and talks. I honestly feel like I’m talking to a princess, the pet name comes naturally.

      “I studied finance, always had a thing for numbers.”

      Chantal dabs the corner of her mouth with her napkin and stares across the table at me.

      “So, you’re smart.”

      “Don’t sound so surprised.” I chuckle. She flusters and tries to correct herself.

      “No, I didn’t mean it that way. I’m sorry. I just—well you seem smart too anyway.”

      “So, do you.” I smile at her. After another slice each the pizza is half gone and I don’t really want to pig out in front of her, and she doesn’t seem keen on eating too much either. But at least she didn’t try and order a salad instead.

      “I used to think so. But I also hopped on a bus and came to an unknown place with absolutely no plan behind it. And now I have maybe two grand from my uncle to last until I’m on my feet again. Not so smart.”

      I laugh at her but not in the sense that’s at her amusement, she laughs too, and I find it endearing. Most of what she does is endearing.

      “Well it brought you to me, and I’m pretty smart if I say so myself. Plus, I know how to make a budget.” I grab a napkin and the signing pen from the bill. Leaning over the table, I push the plates out of the way, and she leans over too. I get distracted by her leaning close and pressing her cleavage against her dress, but I digress.

      “So, you’ve got two thousand dollars. Around here it could last you a while, maybe four months. That is, if you crash at the club for a bit.”

      “It’s fairly safe right?”

      “Yep.” I nod and cross out a number, start with another one. “So, you only have to worry about getting some clothes, you can get around without a car, and then you just need miscellaneous stuff. You know where you want to work yet?”

      “I’m not sure.” She blinks.

      “Well, either way. That leaves you with about a couple hundred dollars a month until you get things going.” I tell her.

      “Wow. I don’t think I’ve ever made a budget before.” She eyes the pizza. “Have you?”

      I chuckle, “No, I don’t need one.” I grin at her. The club leaves me with good money, and I don’t have anyone else to worry about, at my age, that leaves for a lot of good spending potential.

      “Okay, mister prepared.” She giggles at me. I get the sense she has a sense of humor; she is good at laughing at herself and me too.

      “I’d rather get a job related to business. But that might take a while, especially around here.” She says. She goes on to tell me about studying the retail part of business and so I suggest working at the shop. I don’t tell her that I own it, by technicality. Rafe owns the bar part of the club, I have the shop.

      “Are you actually hiring or just doing me a favor?” Her eyes narrow.

      “Which would be worse?” I lean in and grin at her. She holds a poker face before laughing once.

      “I don’t know. I guess it sounds alright.” She pauses and gives me a long look. My gaze drifts down to her lips and I let them linger there for a while before I go back to looking in her eyes.

      “Logan, why are you doing all this? Be honest with me, even though you don’t know me all that well. Because I don’t know you that well either and yet—I don’t know.” She blinks, trailing off.

      I stall in my breath and try to force myself to answer her, but I don’t want to lie. The truth is that I don’t really know either.
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      I see my face in the mirror and nearly scream. I was walking around looking like this?

      I make quick work with one of my mini make up wipes and put a little gloss on. Knowing Logan is waiting for me makes be a bit nervous, but more excited. It’s nice talking to him, I don’t feel judged or like I am trying to prove something. These past few hours, I have felt more like myself. So, I walk back out with a pep in my step to meet him, furrowing his brow at the ground like he is thinking hard. This man is just so damned gorgeous it’s hard to breathe yet I feel light as air.

      Even when we stop at a pizza shack, I don’t think about the calories first but instead being happy just to be around him. Logan is nice, funny, charming for sure. More genuine than the men I am used to. I can tell that he is older, but I just don’t want to ask. He goes to order the pizza, after teasing me, and sets a mouthwatering lemonade in front of me.

      “Do you always drink beer?” I fake a frown at his bottle of beer and laugh once.

      “Most of the time. Are you going to give me a health evaluation about it?” His grin is equal parts distracting and warming.

      I purse up my lips as I swallow. He has taken his jacket off, and his black inked arms contrast the red booth and table cloth. The place looks so traditional, it’s kind of endearing. This small town is growing on me already.

      “No, I’m just saying. Besides, what I’ve been told was just for fitting in society worthy dresses.” I half giggle. But it’s true. Back home I couldn’t be caught dead eating pizza, even at college. I enjoy that type of food, but I was always afraid of liking it too much and eating my feelings away or something. With my luck it would happen. But the place smells like delicious pizza dough and I am already done for.

      He surprises me by leaning on his forearms to be closer to me on the table. I can inhale sharply and get his warm, cologne scent. I want to feel it closer to me, like when I am on his bike with him, but I can take this for now.

      “And that would be?” He speculates.

      I give up trying to dance around it and decide to go all in after a heavy sigh, “My father is a very successful businessman. In holdings. I had a life full of charity events and dinners. I hated it but if it meant pleasing him, I decided to just keep doing it. I thought he might change one day.” I feel the sadness hit my eyes before I can stop it. But luckily, he doesn’t dwell on it or get weird. That’s just how my life was, pleasing my father, playing the right role. I finally grew enough to realize I was being played.

      “What about your mom?” He asks me.

      “She died when I was younger. I wish I could say it made him different, but he was the same way before. She was just there as a buffer.” My expression turns grave. He knowledges me and then does some typing on his phone, I suspect texting someone. But then he turns his attention back to me.

      “I’m sorry to hear that, it must have been hard.” His voice is like a comfort to me. He doesn’t try to pry my feelings away or even tell me how to feel. Logan is one of the good guys, I can already tell.

      “College was a little better, but as long as he was paying for my life it would never be my own.” I add.

      “And so, you’re here.” His grin makes me smile.

      “Yeah. Have you always lived here?” I turn the conversation back on him so I can breathe easier. I didn’t get all nervous saying that, but it is still pretty personal stuff, not something to outright disclose.

      “Yep. My mom taught high school here and my dad is an accountant.” He answers.

      I smile at that fact, “That sounds incredibly normal. You don’t seem that way.” I look him over; the whole dark hair and green eyes look is hard to get past. Especially when it is connected to the bike and MC thing. Even still, his eyes are soft and welcoming, he doesn’t seem like a bad guy at all.

      “I don’t? Well, I am. Don’t let the MC fool you, most of the time we are just a bunch of guys on bikes.”

      I am not fully convinced but I don’t want to pry. It’s like I am hoping there is no reason for me to suspect him of anything bad. I can get past a lot of things, but I don’t know if crime is one of them.

      “Hm. Okay. Are they still around?” I ask him, not wanting to tread uncharted territory too fast.

      “Sort of. They travel a lot, but they visit sometimes.” He says, and I understand him a bit easier too. He seems like he has a happy home life, a normal one. You can tell when people grew up in less than ideal situations and he has this well-rounded air to him.

      “And you joined the MC after…?”

      “College.”

      I am shocked at him saying that but didn’t want to make it obvious. From the look on his face it seems like I already did.

      “No, it’s okay. Most people have the same reaction.” He chuckles and shrugs it off. But it must suck when people assume you aren’t smart or capable of something. People would do it to me, expecting me to have studied fashion or something or not have gone to college at all.

      “I studied finance, always had a thing for numbers.” He explains, and somehow that makes him even more sexy to me. A smart guy, one that can do math in his head—I don’t know why it sends me it just does. We talk as I am eating, and I finish my last slice, dabbing the corner of my mouth. I’m glad I didn’t mess up my gloss at all.

      “So, you’re smart.” I giggle.

      “Don’t sound so surprised.” His chuckle is short lived as I try and correct myself, I need to stop sounding so accusatory.

      “No, I didn’t mean it that way. I’m sorry. I just—well you seem smart too anyway.” I correct.

      “So, do you.” His smile is warm.

      We both have another slice, and I am absolutely stuffed now.

      “I used to think so. But I also hopped on a bus and came to an unknown place with absolutely no plan behind it. And now I have maybe two grand from my uncle to last until I’m on my feet again. Not so smart.”

      He laughs at me but not in a way that makes me feel dumb. Or feel dumber.

      “Well it brought you to me, and I’m pretty smart if I say so myself. Plus, I know how to make a budget.” He says, and I don’t know if he meant that we were meant to meet or something else, but I think it is too soon for that. Anyway, he grabs a napkin and pen and starts writing on the napkin, even his handwriting is pretty.

      “So, you’ve got two thousand dollars. Around here it could last you a while, maybe four months. That is, if you crash at the club for a bit.” He says.

      “It’s fairly safe right?” I check. Not that I think it is dangerous or anything, but it is a place full of men most of the time. He said it is like its own apartment, but I am still worried a little. It’s an unknown place after all.

      “Yep.” He starts over with a new base number. “So, you only have to worry about getting some clothes, you can get around without a car, and then you just need miscellaneous stuff. You know where you want to work yet?” He asks me.

      “I’m not sure.” I tense up. Getting the perfect job is going to have to wait until I can sleep regularly at night again.

      “Well, either way. That leaves you with about a couple hundred dollars a month until you get things going.” He sounds so assure saying it that I believe him right away.

      “Wow. I don’t think I’ve ever made a budget before.” I look at the pizza like I am calculating the cost, perhaps I am. “Have you?”

      He laughs, “No, I don’t need one.” His grin makes me feel like he has a little secret, but I don’t ask.

      “Okay, mister prepared.” I cackle at him. I like using my sense of humor for something other than buffering someone else’s bad joke or lightening the mood, like my dad would make me do at his parties.

      “I’d rather get a job related to business. But that might take a while, especially around here.” I say. At least I can be somewhat practical.

      But when he suggests working at some tee shirt shop he knows about, I’m apprehensive. And not because it is a tee shirt shop but because I feel like he has already pulled out the stops for me. He even bought the food without telling me, though I don’t know what I would have paid with either.

      “Are you actually hiring or just doing me a favor?” I ask him, just to make sure.

      “Which would be worse?” He leans in and evades the question.

      “I don’t know. I guess it sounds alright.” I lean forward and hold his gaze. He nods slowly, moistens his lips before his eyes draw down and I know he is looking at mine. I know how he looks at me, and how he acts around me. It isn’t just to be nice, but I now know it isn’t because he wants something from me either. But if he might want that down the line, it would be easier to know now, in case I have to push some feelings away.

      “Logan, why are you doing all this? Be honest with me, even though you don’t know me all that well. Because I don’t know you that well either and yet—I don’t know.” I thought I found the right words, but I apparently hadn’t. Because I feel like I sound crazy.

      Logan leans closer to the table; we are so close I could reach out and kiss him if I wanted to. If he wanted to. But we don’t. And I realize how much I want to, the way his full lips look so kissable, how he is so easily…debilitating. He takes a deep breath and looks me right in my eyes.

      “Look princess, you seem great. But you’re at a low point right now, I’m not gonna add to your vulnerability or take advantage of it. Like I said, I think you’re great. But I just want to help you out, we can be friends. Everyone needs a friend, right?” He half smiles and I don’t believe him.

      Clearly, he believes it or wants to. But the way he is looking at me… it doesn’t seem like just friends. Maybe it can be or should be right now. He gives my lips one last look and leans back in the seat; I do the same. Feeling a little discouraged, but not wanting to press the issue at the same time.

      “Okay, just friends.” I reach out and shake his hand for good measure, and he chuckles once as his hand closes around mine. I pull it away as soon as possible. He offers to get me dessert, but I decline, suddenly I want time to myself for a while.

      That’s exactly what happens when I get on his bike and we go back to the club. The little apartment is off the back with its own key to get in. Sometimes the guys crash here but he said they haven’t done that in a while, so it is a little dusty but once he leaves, I start cleaning things up and fluffing the sheets out. It is a little dingy, but I don’t want to be the prim and proper complainer. I can do this for now.

      Logan comes back briefly with Jeannine and a bag of clothes I can borrow. I’m really grateful for it but I need to get my own first thing tomorrow. There are fresh sheets there too, and after Logan leaves, I’m sad to find that they are his—because they smell like him and it is disappointing. Knowing that it won’t be like that between us. It has only been a few hours but that is all it takes. Logan did meet me at a vulnerable time, but I have a level head, he isn’t taking advantage of me. If anything, it is me taking advantage of him.

      I shower, put one of the night shirts on and try to sleep, with Logan’s scent all around me.
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      A few weeks later…

      I am fairly good at this, anyone would be, but since this is the last thing I imagined myself doing, I have to take some credit for it. Folding clothes, I mean. A lot of them. Over and over. Mostly shirts and a few tank tops, but they are all pretty much the same thing.

      I’ve worked at the tee shirt shop for a few weeks now, in fact today marks an entire two months since I have been here. In that time, I have grown familiar with the town which isn’t that hard. But I work here at the shop most of the time and busy myself with inventory and balancing the drawer, which Logan often helps with anyway. I made friends with Jeannine too, she reminds me of the people I would have been friends with in college if I ran in normal social circles. She’s nice and very helpful, and I think I borrowed half her wardrobe until I built up my own. My dad hasn’t called, I don’t expect him to since he cut off my phone and I had to get a burner. I talk to my uncle every few days, but I told him he doesn’t have to send me any more money, I like doing this on my own. I have grown in this time more than I have my whole life, and I guess I should thank my dad even though it is horrible that he did this to me. I have kept my head up though and tried to keep Logan at a distance too. Except that’s the hardest thing, he has been so nice to me and yet he only wants to be friends. I don’t know if it is because I’m young, I found out he is thirty-one. Which isn’t old but considering the fact I am a fresh twenty-two kind of makes it out to be that way.

      Each time I see him, which is over a fast take out dinner or a drink at the club, he only goes as far as to look at me and that’s it. Even when I wear more revealing clothes. I want him, and I suck at making that known. It has never been like this before, this adult—college boys are different, and they are just boys. Logan is a man.

      One that is on his way right now to pick me up and help me get moved in to my new place. It’s not that exciting, just a subleased studio nearby, above a coffee shop.

      “Where is your brain off to?” Jeannine comes up behind me and takes me by surprise. I jump and grab at her shoulders.

      “Jesus, don’t do that.” I laugh at her. I’m in the storage closet stacking a new shipment of shirts. The place does really well, especially since they started some social media. I took over that and post in Instagram and Facebook, it seemed to help. One of the many things I learned in undergrad that I get to use. It is just a stepping stone, but I actually like it here. As long as I work here that is.

      “Sorry.” She giggles and sits on the plastic tub in here, dressed like me in jeans and a tee shirt. I wore the tight orange one I have today, just to try and drive Logan crazy. But I don’t seem to have luck in that department.

      “Ugh, I was just thinking about moving in. It’s not like I have a bunch of furniture but…”

      “Logan is still helping you, though, right?” She makes that face I am familiar with now, the prying one. Meddling even. I shake my head at her.

      “Yeah he is. But he only wants to be friends. I don’t want to force him.” I shrug and stack another set of shirts. “But he’s so… it seems like he likes me you know.” I say and feel like I sound stupid until she confirms.

      “Oh no, he totally does. Everyone can tell.”

      I have been to the club a lot and met all the guys. Darius, Kit, Rafe, and Spencer. They’re all unreasonably good looking, Spencer is with Jeannine but still—and they treat me like one of them, minus the hushed whispers. But they are a tight knit family, I can tell there is something Jeannine isn’t telling me about Logan.

      “So why doesn’t he act on it? I mean, am I too young or something?” I half laugh.

      She shrugs and swings her curly hair over her shoulder.

      “No, I don’t think that’s it.” She looks away and I can tell that she knows. I stop what I’m doing and face her.

      “What is it? What aren’t you telling me?” I crouch down and lean on the other side of the shelf.

      “Maybe he doesn’t trust you.” She sighs.

      I frown, “What because of where I came from or something?”

      She laughs, “No, he wouldn’t care about that. I mean…his ex. She cheated on him. And to be honest, she kind of reminds me of you.” She talks slowly, like her words have more meaning than they appear to. And I agree that they do.

      “What?” I gasp.

      She giggles a bit to reassure me. “She came from a really wealthy family, they met in college. And not that you are this way, but she was pretty vapid, had the whole selfish vibe going on. But he loved her. Like a lot. He almost stayed with her but then… anyway, it’s not really my story to tell.”

      “I understand.” I mentally curse his ex, who ever she is, because she is keeping him from me now. I wish he knew I’d never hurt him like that, after how kind he has been, and I am just not that kind of person. When we hang out, everything is so natural and easy, it shouldn’t go to waste.

      “Anyway. Just be patient, like I said he totally is into you too. Y’all would make a cute couple.” She laughs. I try not to smile but I do.

      “Yeah… until my dad finds out. Or if he would even care,” I get up and start pacing the room before it grows stuffy. We leave and go out in the open to behind the counter. I check the clock, ten minutes until Logan comes and he is always on time.

      “Have you talked to your uncle?” She asks me.

      “Recently. He wants to come see me for Fourth of July but I don’t think he’ll like my crowd.” Uncle Ethan is a lot more easy going than my dad but he still might not like the whole MC club thing.

      “Oh, that’d be nice. Just don’t take him there.” She laughs.

      I nod, “Right.” It would be nice to see him. And I have already told him not to ask me about dad so much or try to talk to him. I don’t want a family affair going on, and I don’t want to be the cause of it, that’s for certain.

      “I want to see your new place once you get settled.”

      “Only if you help me find furniture.” I laugh. I got mostly everything, a cheap platform bed, couch for the living room and kitchen stools. But it’s a small space, it isn’t like I need much. I am just excited to finally be on my own, it is the first thing I have gotten for myself, amongst other things, and I only wish I had done this sooner.

      “Deal. Hey, I think he’s here.” She turns from the register and looks at me with a sneaky smile. She makes me more nervous about it than I am on my own.

      The more I think about him that way the worse it gets. Thinking about him every night, texting him on my crappy phone. More often than not I’m thinking dirty thoughts about him that I didn’t even know I was capable of.

      “Yeah, he is.” I watch Logan pull up and park right outside the door, hops off his bike in light faded jeans, a gray tee shirt, and the blue shaded aviators he always wears. Most of the time he is chewing on gum, I learned it is because he used to smoke, and it also explains the deep vibrato of his voice.

      My body thrives off the good nerves running through it. Being excited to see him, knowing how happy he makes me. I don’t know how I would have gotten through this without his help, both supportively and helping me with my budget, which is very important to survival. It just would have been a bit harder on my own.

      “Oh look, it’s Spin.” Jeannine laughs aloud. Logan makes a face at her as he slips his aviators off, chewing at his gum. It brings out his jawline and makes me swoon, I distract myself by getting my purse from under the cabinet.

      “Shut up kid, what are you up to?” He comes up to her and ruffles her hair and she shoves him away. I find it funny how he called her ‘kid’ and we are the same age. He also hasn’t told me why they call him Spin and I am running out of possibilities.

      “Hey princess, working hard?” He turns his attention to me, when I come around the counter to him. He still calls me princess and yet only wants to be friends. It’s confusing. But I have to confront him about it. Tonight. I am still convincing myself of that though.

      “Very.” I giggle. He smiles at me and my whole world lights up, his green eyes speck with brightness and his whole aura shifts at seeing me. That’s real. I can’t imagine that.

      “Is Jeannine helping with the heavy lifting?” He chuckles at her.

      She shakes her head, “God no. I’m going to the movies with Spencer then going to see my dad. He asked about you by the way.”

      “Oh no, what’d you tell him?” Logan laughs.

      Jeannine just shakes her head with a grin, “Nothing he doesn’t already know, Spin. Don’t forget about tomorrow, Chantal.” She reminds me about coming over to see my new place.

      “Course not, see you.” I hug her goodbye and then walk out with Logan. A safe distance away, but where I could just reach out and dust my fingers against his.

      “How was your day?” I ask him as I put the helmet on. He doesn’t wear one, but I am still not so bike friendly. I almost fell off the other day, but he caught me, luckily it wasn’t in motion. I can still feel his hard body pressed against me, the front that time, amongst other parts too. I sigh and realize that’s my life now.

      “Pretty damn boring. Had to go to the bank.” He chuckles and walks up close to me, staring down into my eyes. If I move even a centimeter, my breasts will brush against his chest and then I will be done for. Maybe he will too. He seems to sense this, as his eyes do a quick once over of my body and then he takes a step back.

      “Nothing exciting ever happens at the bank.” I giggle. He grins and then gets on the bike. I follow and wrap myself around him the way I always do, reveling in every moment of the ride.

      He already helped me get some of my stuff to the place yesterday, but today we are just following the moving van there from the club where I had the furniture delivered.

      “I have no idea how to install this.” I stare at the disassembled bed in the center of the studio. The place has brown wood floors, I should have bought a rug, but I forgot. And the kitchen and living room are all one big space, the bathroom is nice enough. It helps that the place isn’t that old.

      “It’s not that hard.” Logan laughs. He takes his jacket off and walks across my apartment barefoot, setting his jacket on the back of the couch. My eyes rove over the expanse of his body; those tight muscles and beautiful tattoos. He told me about some of them and why he got them but there are a lot, he lost count.

      “Easy for you to say. Is there anything you can’t do?” I sit cross legged on the floor, surveying him striding back over.

      He laughs, “Swim.” He answers.

      I stare at him in shock.

      “There is no way you don’t know how to swim. That’s ridiculous.” I laugh.

      He shrugs, “It’s the truth. Now pay attention, you can be my helper.” He pats my head for good measure, and I swat him away.

      But I help as much as I can, which only involves handing him tools. My mind strays the whole time he does, and it takes until the bottom frame of the bed is set up before I can say anything, I had been working up the nerve. The mattress drops the same time I find it in me.

      “So um, Jeannine told me about your ex today.” I swallow. He in turn drops the wrench he was using, and it clatters to the floor. I watch his expression harden and then his eyes soften at me.

      “Damn, Jeannine and her big mouth. That kid is crazy.” He shakes his head.

      I laugh once, “You know we’re the same age right. Me and Jeannine. Why do you call her ‘kid’? I mean, are you intent on us being friends because I’m young or you’re hung up on your ex?” That makes my mouth go dry as I wait for a response, my skin goes clammy on the inside.

      Logan just stops what he is doing and gives me a passive look. I have grown familiar with most of them, the ones where he is thinking or unsure about something, amused, even turned on, but that was only when I wore my yellow dress again.

      “I don’t know which of those to answer first.” He exhales.

      I swallow, “Pick one.” And shrug my shoulders.

      He shakes his head once and comes across the bed, sitting on the side of the mattress that faces me. From where I am on the floor, I look up at him, staring down at me with his legs spread and muscular thighs fighting his jeans, his gray shirt tight to his skin. Goodness this man is something else.

      “Well, I met Jeannine when she was like nine, so it’s different. Second, I don’t think you’re young, that’s not how I see you. Legal maybe, but not young.” He chuckles once. I smile a bit and wait for the rest, if I’m going to get it.

      He clasps his hands together and stares down at his palms as he starts to pause.

      “We’re friends, Logan. You can talk to me.” I say softly. His lips twitch when he looks at me, like he wants to smile.

      “I don’t have feelings for Chelsea anymore, my ex. I’m over her. I guess I’m just not over the…trusting someone with your heart and having it stomped on part.” His laugh is void of humor.

      The vulnerability in his expression makes me want to comfort him, so I reach out to him, climbing up on my knees and covering his hands with mine. Their warmth is soothing, the tension in them makes me sad for them.

      “Well, your ex is a total bitch.” I half laugh, “I don’t know why anyone would want to hurt you like that. Cheat on you and betray your trust. I’m so sorry Logan, you don’t deserve that.” I cup his face with my other hand and get him to look at me. His smile is half there, his green eyes a depth of kindness.

      “You’re the best man I’ve ever known. I’ll be thanking you for a long time.” I sigh.

      He chuckles and grabs my hand, taking it from his face. “You don’t have to. I did it for you, princess. I care about you, but I just keep wondering if I’m ready for that again. It’s not that I don’t trust you—”

      “If you trust me then don’t push me away, I care about you too.” I lean in closer to him, feeling the heat of his breath and smelling the mint of his last piece of gum. I’m glad he isn’t chewing it now because all I want is to kiss him.

      “Chantal… you’re really testing me.” He looks in my eyes and this time his gaze has hardened, even heated up a little bit.

      “I don’t mean to.” I whisper and press my forehead to his. The heat between us is paralyzing, so damn hot.

      “You are. Every day. I want you princess; I want to ruin you and taint you and make you mine. I can’t handle it if I fuck things up.” His large hands grab my arms and drag down my sides, fisting around my waist. It sets my whole body on fire and I start to breathe heavily.

      “You’re not gonna fuck things up. Not with me.” I say, looking into his eyes. I feel my soul start to burn from the inside out and can do nothing to contain it.

      He lets out a ragged breath, like it contained the last of his inhibitions. Because I can’t even get another breath in before he kisses me. His lips collide with mine and I start to melt against him. He just presses his lips over mine, between the top and bottom, applying the slightest bit of pressure, yet it drives me crazy. I feel my body thrumming from the inside out, from a part of me that no one has ever even been to. But he is the only one I want to explore me like this. He groans against me and deepens the kiss, swirling his lips between mine to alternate. He kisses me like that, for a good while, until I can’t even take it anymore.

      I fist my fingers in his hair and slide them through his soft, thick locks and turn my head into the kiss. His hands slide down my waist, warm against my lower back, and then he outright grips my ass in my jeans and drags me closer to him. I lay against his body, my breasts mashing the hard planes of his chest as the kiss continues, and he drags me up over his lap, so I feel the shape of his cock against my stomach. It sends my heart beat racing, makes me clench inside. But he breaks the kiss then and I mewl with disapproval.

      “Fuck, princess, you drive me raving mad,” he gasps against me, his lips trail down my neck and he kisses below my ear, starting to suckle the skin.

      “Logan… that feels good,” I whisper. I turn my neck to the side and slide my hands down his arms, memorizing how the heat and hardness of his muscles feel. I have wanted this for so long I feel like I am dreaming.

      “You don’t understand,” he pulls back and looks me right in the eyes, “I could fuck you right here and now and not think twice about it. Over and over. But I can’t. I want to treat you right, princess.” He releases a breath that matches mine, one that seems to quell our burning desire for each other. And as much I don’t want to wait, I admire how much of a gentleman he is, since the beginning.

      “Logan, I’m not breakable.” I whisper, just as a slight reminder. His chuckle in response is dark and sends a warm chill down my spine.

      “You will be once I have you.”
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      I leave Rafe and Darius in the club meeting room when I leave, after talking about some of the prospects. The Devil’s Princes have calmed down and so far, our alliance is working, I hope it stays that way.

      But that’s the last thing on my mind. The club in general has taken a back burner, finally, and all I can focus on is Chantal. She’s so easy to be around, funny and kind, with just the right amount of flair to offset my sometimes boring nature. She’s even played scrabble with me a few times. I like hanging out with her, being friends, even though I want more. So much more.

      I’m not emotionally damaged, screwed up by my ex, I have just learned to be cautious. Chantal is bright and kind, and I know that she likes me, but that can only go so far. She could grow bored or something and I just want to protect myself as best I can, without hurting her in the process by leading her on.

      Anyway, I still help her out, these past few weeks she has transformed into this independent, intelligent person I didn’t know was hiding underneath her. But I like it either way. I get excited to see her every time we make plans, and I’m helping her move in today. After I stop by the bank, which has never been the same, I head to the shop to see her. I tried to get Jeannine to stop calling me Spin but she only promised she wouldn’t tell Chantal why they call me that. That works for now.

      But I show up, and see her, and I lose my shit. Chantal has on this tight orange tee shirt that hugs at all her curves, her shapely waist and full breasts, it makes her look like a fucking nectarine that I could very well suck every ounce of juice out of. I keep my hard on at bay though and try to keep it professional as I walk out with her.

      “How was your day?” Chantal puts the helmet on, smiling at me. I grin internally and then at her.

      “Pretty damn boring. Had to go to the bank.” I get up close to her and realize one wrong move will send me out of my limits for self control.

      “Nothing exciting ever happens at the bank.” She giggles.

      I smile at her joke and then we get going. Most of her stuff is already there, but I know she doesn’t know much about installing a bed. I’m glad she found this place; it is better than living at the club. I helped her squelch her budget for a down payment and first months rent. Her job at the shop pays enough to cover her rent, until she gets a permanent job. But she has been helping a lot with the social media and branding, getting us more customers. I think she is good at it and I don’t say that just so she won’t go anywhere.

      “I have no idea how to install this.” Chantal has given up on trying. We’re in her bedroom, or sort of bedroom since it is a studio. In a perfect world I’d take the plunge and ask her to live with me, but I couldn’t have done that no matter how much I like her.

      “It’s not that hard.” I laugh at her. Once I take my jacket off, I get started.

      “Easy for you to say. Is there anything you can’t do?” All she does is sit on the floor.

      I laugh at her, “Swim.”

      “There is no way you don’t know how to swim. That’s ridiculous.” Her laugh only reminds me how sad it is. I was afraid of water creatures when everyone else was learning, it went past my time and then I got away with it. I can do the hot tub thing but anything else is a no go.

      I shrug instead of embarrassing myself by telling her the whole story, “It’s the truth. Now pay attention, you can be my helper.” I walk by her and pat her head just to piss her off and make myself feel better.

      She helps as much as she can and that just involves handing me the tools that I need. I can tell something is on her mind just from the way her brows are furrowing. I have gotten to know her pretty well these past few weeks, her tells, facial expressions. She doesn’t get tans anymore, but her skin is still this beautiful natural color that offsets her blonde hair, her brows are thicker, and she told me she watched videos online to learn how to do them herself. I’m proud of how she’s grown, even though it has nothing to do with me.

      “So um, Jeannine told me about your ex today.” Her voice is so soft I barely register it, but I heard her, and it makes the wrench slip from my fingers. It’s kind of funny how she waited until I finished the bed.

      “Damn, Jeannine and her big mouth. That kid is crazy.” I shake my head at her. I knew them hanging out together would cause problems for me.

      Her laugh is less than humorous, “You know we’re the same age right. Me and Jeannine. Why do you call her ‘kid’? I mean, are you intent on us being friends because I’m young or you’re hung up on your ex?” She stops abruptly and I know she worked up the nerve to say all that, it makes me want to tell her the truth.

      I stop what I am doing and think. Chantal doesn’t deserve me lying to her, I think I have evaded her long enough.

      “I don’t know which of those to answer first.”

      She says, “Pick one.” And drops her shoulders like she is prepared to wait all day.

      With a shake of my head, I get up and sit on the other end of the mattress. It’s new, firm. I have many bad thoughts about it before I gather myself.

      “Well, I met Jeannine when she was like nine, so it’s different. Second, I don’t think you’re young, that’s not how I see you. Legal maybe, but not young.” I half smile. That whole nickname is because I spent years watching her run around the club, knock over bikes. She will always be kid to me. But not Chantal.

      I stop though, and don’t know if I can disclose this part.

      “We’re friends, Logan. You can talk to me.” Her voice is soft, and it encourages me to go on.

      “I don’t have feelings for Chelsea anymore, my ex. I’m over her. I guess I’m just not over the…trusting someone with your heart and having it stomped on part.” I laugh once but it is mostly at finally saying what has been eating at me for all this time.

      Chantal reaches out for me and covers my hands with hers, their softness contrasting against me. I take a relaxing breath and let it work on me.

      “Well, your ex is a total bitch.” She half laughs, “I don’t know why anyone would want to hurt you like that. Cheat on you and betray your trust. I’m so sorry Logan, you don’t deserve that.” Her soft hand cups my face and my heart races, my cock twitches at wanting to be touched elsewhere. The affect she has on me is maddening. I take her hand from my face and take it in mine instead.

      “You’re the best man I’ve ever known. I’ll be thanking you for a long time.” Her sigh is soft, breathless almost. I want to hear how she sounds when she moans, when she wants me… I don’t know how much longer I can hold off.

      “You don’t have to. I did it for you, princess. I care about you, but I just keep wondering if I’m ready for that again. It’s not that I don’t trust you—” I chuckle once.

      “If you trust me then don’t push me away, I care about you too.” She leans in close to me and I smell the soft fruitiness of her breath and I know she has been drinking lemonade almost all day, her favorite drink.

      “Chantal… you’re really testing me.” I look in her eyes and fight the hardening of my cock, her soft body so close to me and her resolve melting mine. It has never been like this before; it has never been this hard…this good.

      “I don’t mean to.” Her whisper is soft as she presses her forehead to mine. That contact sends me on another plane, to a place where I can have her with no questions asked.

      “You are. Every day. I want you princess; I want to ruin you and taint you and make you mine. I can’t handle it if I fuck things up.” I refrain from growling by grappling her waist instead, letting her softness seep into me and hoping it can chip at some of my hard places.

      “You’re not gonna fuck things up. Not with me.” She is so sure when she looks in my eyes that I start to believe her.

      I believe her all the way into my next breath, ending it with a kiss on her lips. And damn it is better than I could have imagined. It is nothing like being alone at night and imagining her against me, stroking myself to the thought of her. I get to feel her soft lips on mine, the plush pillow of her bottom lip trapped between mine. I hold back a growl and grip her tighter instead, tasting her as I deepen the kiss. She kisses me back, her lips making quick work of knowing mine. And I can’t help in anymore, I drag her close until those firm breasts are on my chest and I can rub my cock over her stomach. Her lips clench around mine harder, I want to feel the rest of her clench, and I kiss her back deeply to fight doing anything else. But it gets too good; my cock gets too hard my brain just stops working. So, I break the kiss and pull back, sliding my lips down her neck instead.

      “Fuck, princess, you drive me raving mad,” I inhale sharply and suckle the skin right below her ear, it makes her mewl and the sound is like music to my ears.

      “Logan… that feels good,” her whisper falls off her moan and her hands slide down my arms, over the planes of my muscles. I shiver at how good it feels to touch her, for her to touch me. I don’t want any clothing in the way, I want all of her. But damn, she isn’t ready for me.

      “You don’t understand,” I stare into the warmth of her blue eyes, “I could fuck you right here and now and not think twice about it. Over and over. But I can’t. I want to treat you right, princess.” I exhale and she doesn’t even twitch, my words don’t scare her away. I stopped bothering with them, if I need it that badly and picked up a woman then I just got to it. But I want the desire with Chantal, the taste, the chase…

      “Logan, I’m not breakable.” She whispers and it only makes me chuckle. I lean back to get a good look of her face. Her lips are bruised, and cheeks dusted with blush. She’s so damn gorgeous I can’t take it.

      “You will be once I have you.” I lick my lips. She just smirks at me and leans back onto her knees on the floor.

      “I guess I have to take your word for it.” She moistens her lips and stands.

      I nod, looking up at her. I slide my hands up her shapely thighs and ass, lean in to kiss her belly over her shirt. I lay my head against the swell of her breast and smile with content.

      “Yes, you do. Let’s finish up, grab some dinner.” I stand and try not to make a show of having an uncomfortable hard on, it takes a bit to go away. With her still around, in those tight blue jeans and that shirt. Getting a bit sweaty from moving things around. I want to just say fuck it and have her right now, but I want to take her on a proper date first. Maybe a few. I’m not that kind of guy but I can be, I used to be, and I tried to make myself out to be it. Not with Chantal, she deserves better. She is better.

      She is starting to become everything to me.
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      “So, you’ve hopped on the pizza train now.” I laugh at Chantal.

      “It’s fast and cheap. I’ve gotten used to that.” She giggles.

      We sit at her new dining table. This small circular thing, it’s cute, and we eat the pizza out of the box. The most important thing was to pick up beer, she has even started drinking it now too.

      “I wish you didn’t have to. You know, you deserve the finer things in life.” I smile at her and take a huge bite of pizza. She laughs at me and takes a smaller one. I have since learned that she went to debutant school and had to take etiquette classes, so her mannerisms make more sense now, even though they are a bit more relaxed.

      “What do you mean?” She giggles.

      I try not to talk with my mouth full. “I mean that you shouldn’t have to live like this, dollar by dollar. It sucks, even I never had to do that.”

      She slows her chewing and sighs.

      “Well, it was my dad’s money anyway. I’m glad I learned how to be on my own.” She says. I smile at how righteous she can be.

      “Yeah but…”

      “It’s fine, Logan. I know it’s temporary anyway, until I get a salary job or something.”

      “Or until your dad decides not to cut you off anymore.”

      “Not a chance.” She shakes her head. I give it until we finish eating, with the tv on in the background to fill the silence. She gets up to trash the box and I follow her, I stop her by the fridge and lean in close to her, she stares up with wide and confused eyes.

      “I want to take care of you princess, and I don’t mean that like your dad did, how he controlled you. I want to spoil you, make sure you never have to worry about anything other than what you want to do.” I swallow. I feel like I am giving too much of myself away, but with her it isn’t like that at all. This is just how it should be.

      She links her arms up around my neck and smiles.

      “Logan, I am just now getting the hang of this independence thing, and you want to ruin it with your chivalry.” She giggles softly. I smile and nod once.

      “I guess so.”

      She reaches up on her tip toes and rubs her body against mine like an absolute seductress. Her lips hover over mine and I feel all the blood rush to my cock in that same breath.

      “All I want is you, Logan.”

      “Princess…” I warn her, sliding my hands down her hips anyway and gripping her ass. I remind myself about the perfect date nights and the flowers and she makes me forget it all in one second.

      “Break me, Logan, I want it. I want you.” She outright licks my lips and then rubs hers against mine, waiting for me.

      Each breath falls ragged as it leaves me, my body filling with less air each time and the only way I will get it is to kiss her. I want her so badly I can’t stand it; I can hardly think.

      “Damnit Chantal—“ I kiss her in that same breath and catch us both by surprise.

      Our lips and teeth clash as I kiss her, harder than before and all at once. I swirl my tongue against hers and let her taste fill my mouth. My body slams hers against the fridge and I feel every single one of her curves press the hard planes of my body, especially against my cock. I lift her up and link her legs around my waist, and it is much better than when she is on my bike with me because I get to kiss her too. Her nimble fingers lace through my hair and latch me to her, so there is nowhere for me to go.

      I feel my whole body pouring into hers and becoming one. It is more than sex right from the start. We built our trust up in each other without having to be in a relationship and it is for the better, because now I know that she has my whole heart.

      “I’m taking you to bed.” I break the kiss and stare in her eyes, wide and ready as I pass the fridge and head over to her bed.

      I set her down and she licks her lips looking up at me. I shed my shirt and get my jeans off in record time, then I take my time undressing her. I lift up her shirt to expose a white lacy bra, fighting the weight of her breasts.

      “Damnit, princess,” I growl at looking at her. She bites her lip and I am done for.

      I lift her and lay her on the bed, going for the clasp of her jeans.

      “I have wanted you for a long time, princess. A long time.” I take her jeans off and toss them away, finding that her panties match her bra.

      “What are you trying to do to me?” I growl, tracing my fingers over the lace of her panties. Her breathing is rapid and fills the room.

      “I could ask you the same.” She spreads her legs, like she is offering herself to me. She seems so experienced and I wonder how, I hope it isn’t because she has been around other older men. The thought of anyone else having her drives me insane. I think she just trusts me, because there is no hesitation in her, when I start to take off her panties.

      “Fuck, that’s gorgeous.” I wad her panties away and stare at the beautiful pussy in front of me, dripping wet, and she’s completely bare.

      “Logan… touch me please.” She moans, wiggling her hips.

      I kneel between her and lean down to kiss her again, laying my body over hers. I unclasp her bra and let her breasts fall against me, then I pull back to get a good look and grin. Her nipples are hard and rosy pink like her lips, absolutely perfect.

      “God, I’m so hard for you I could scream.” I kiss over her breasts, each mound aching beneath my lips. I suckle her nipples in turn and then kiss down her body, eating her pussy is a must.

      “Logan,” her hands lay on my shoulders and I stop, kissing her inner thigh.

      “No one ever done this to you before?” I guess.

      She shakes her head, her lips splayed open.

      “That’s too bad,” I look up at her through my lashes as I lick at her, feeling her heat and pulsing clit. She moans so loud all I want is to hear it again, and so I keep going. I swirl my tongue around her and dip my tongue in her opening, eating her literally.

      “Oh god, don’t stop, please!” She cries out, threading her fingers in my hair and clasping her hips around me. So, I don’t stop, not for a second, even as she comes.

      Her body erupts in tremors that carry on as I kiss up her body and then kiss her lips, swirling my tongue around hers. I rub my cock over her through my briefs, and with shaky hands she tries to get them off. She fists me in her hand, and I go so weak I feel it in my spine.

      “Woah princess, condom.” I manage to separate myself from her and my cock misses her immediately. But I dig in my jacket and hope my man whore days are still useful, luckily, I find out.

      “Don’t know what we would have done.” I chuckle, kneeling between her legs on the bed. She smiles and trails her calf over the back of my thighs, her eyes right on my cock as I wrap it up.

      “You remember what I told you?” I grab my cock and slide it through her folds, until her body shakes for more as she nods.

      “Good.” I groan deep in my chest when I thrust into her, fighting the resistance. She moans aloud and swallows me up immediately, her pussy like the perfect sized vice for me.

      “Logan… that’s so good, oh my god—“ she gasps when I pull out and slide in again.

      I grab her thighs to hold her open, still on my knees to get a good angle. I hold her open and go to town on her, fucking her like I imagined since day one. Her body is too damn perfect, my cock grows harder at watching her breasts bob and making the bed shake beneath us. I only hope I installed it well enough.

      “Fuck, princess, you’re tight as hell,” I growl, going faster.

      Her moans increase to deafening limits, sucks for the neighbors but I don’t fucking care. I tried to hold myself back, but we want each other too much. We are way too good for each other.

      “Logan—I’m coming, don’t stop,” her hands clench the sheets as she erupts in a beautiful orgasm, one that makes her clench around me even more.

      “Fuck,” I close my eyes and surrender to the back-aching orgasm, I empty my cock inside her and stay buried in her. She drags me down to her to kiss me, and I lay one on her like it is all I’m worth. I love that she can be prim and proper and dirty too, it makes me want to have her again—

      And so, I do.
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      I didn’t know sex could feel this good, it makes sense why people talk about it so much now. I mean it’s not like I knew before, and if Logan knew this was my first and second time, he would probably lose his shit. He likes to keep me preserved, to have this innocent air to me or something. It is endearing without being placative. It has me wanting him over and over again, just to see how far I can take him.

      “I need some recovery time, princess.” Logan chuckles against my lips as I kiss him. I swipe my tongue over his lips and then he parts them, letting our tongues collide. I taste him against me, and it sets my body on fire again. I am laid over his body, my thighs on either side of his hips, so I grind myself against him just to feel him groan and his cock harden against my swollen flesh. I am sore as hell down there, but once my body gets thrumming again it is easy to ignore. Time has passed around us, but I tried to ignore it, only the sun has gone down now, and the room is nearly dark. The dim lights cast over Logan and make his body look like a work of art.

      “So, recover.” I sit up and rock back against his pelvis, sitting right above where his cock hardens and rises.

      “You’re beautiful, princess,” he slides his warm calloused hands down my thighs and rubs his thumb in circles. I don’t even feel nervous about being exposed to him, because he already knows me so well, and I know that he cares about me. More than anyone ever has.

      “You’re not so bad yourself.” I run my hand down the midline of his abs, splay my fingers through his six pack. “How do you look like this?” I giggle. I don’t know when he works out but clearly, he does, and he also eats like an absolute pig. Cheeseburgers, pizza, pasta, doughnuts even. Lots of them.

      He laughs, “I told you, fast metabolism. Maybe a little bit of lifting. That turn you on?” He flexes his right arm and I laugh, because it very much does.

      “Maybe.” I sigh. When his hand roams closer to my clit, my breath hitches, and he looks right in my eyes. I wiggle my hips when he stops. It’s the heat passing between us, the passion, that makes me want to be honest.

      “I’m a virgin, Logan.” I exhale.

      “I don’t think so,” he laughs. I close my eyes and laugh, shaking my head a bit.

      “Oh, right. I meant before this.” Once I say that his hand stops moving, and I regret it for a second. He just stares at me with a slack jaw and all I hear is our breathing for a few seconds, then he moves abruptly and turns us over and I squeal, shouting his name.

      “Logan,” I giggle once, he just looks at me with this fire in his eyes that spreads to me.

      He cradles his hands on my face, his forearms on either side of my head. Positioning himself between my legs, I wrap my thighs around him to hold him close, as I link my arms around his neck.

      “You’re amazing, Chantal. Fucking perfect.” He kisses me hard and short. “And you’re mine.” He growls, and in the same breath he enters me with his hard cock. It’s so much of a shock that all I do is react, moaning aloud and holding him closer. Something about him saying I am his is just so… intense.

      The way he grabs me and starts to fuck me. Logan doesn’t go slow at all, and I don’t mind it. My body can do nothing but conform to his, react to him, and enjoy every second of it. I slide my hands down his face and cup his jaw, leaning in to kiss him. His lips mash over mine and our tongues slide together immediately, tasting each other for as long as we can. I lose my breath as he really starts to go at me, he lets me adjust a little bit, but I have no choice but to open up to him and I prefer it that way. His lips go to my neck instead, working at the same spot and alternating. I know I have about five hickeys now.

      I move my hands down the deep planes of muscle in his back and clench his ass, as his hands rove up over my breasts and kneads them in his large palms. I think they’re his favorite part of me, the way he focuses on them for a while. And he kisses down my shoulder, biting the skin there as his pace quickens. One of his hands slides down to my clit, rubbing in slow circles that feel deliciously good against his fast thrusts.

      “Come for me, princess, I want to feel it.” He growls into my ear, his deep voice sending me straight there. I erupt in an orgasm that steals my soul away and takes him with me soon after.

      It is when he empties his searing heat inside me that I freeze up for a second, but he doesn’t seem to notice. And so, I relax a little and let his kiss distract me, taking the thought away from me so far, I forget what I was even thinking about. After a while he slips out of me and just holds me in his arms.

      We both watch the sun go down and the moon rise, as he just lays there holding me close.
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      The next day, Logan has to use every skill in the book to get the hot water to work, after a couple of tries, it gets warm enough for me to shower. It is too small to fit us both and so that isn’t an option. I get out and wear his shirt as I walk around, finding a snack to eat in my fake pantry, which is just a cabinet, and the snack is thin pretzels. I turn off the tv, since it was running all this time. We had both dozed off and now I have too much energy. I’m sitting on the couch when Logan comes out of the shower, looking steamy as hell. He didn’t even bother with the towel; it’s slung over his shoulder and he is naked as the night is dark.

      “Hey princess,” he winks at me and starts drying off by the bed. I watch with rapt attention and he knows it too. I love when he calls me princess, he doesn’t mean it in the insulting way at all, just that he wants to pamper the hell out of me. I want to let him, but I have lived that kind of life for too long, I want to figure things out for myself while I still can.

      He spent the night and got us breakfast in the morning. It’s my day off from the shop and all I understand about the club is that if no one is calling him he doesn’t really have to go. When he sits down next to me, wearing just his jeans unbuttoned, I smile at him brightly. The sun is up and shining through my one window and casts his light hair in a glow, the valleys of his muscles in deep shadows across his body.

      “What’s on your mind?” He nudges me with his elbow and snickers at me.

      I uncross my legs and stretch them over his lap, his warm muscles and feel good against my soft skin.

      “Nothing. You I guess.” I half smile. He grins and gives me a long look; I already know what is coming.

      “Why didn’t you tell me before? That you were a virgin.” He licks his lips and his eyes do that blazing thing, the green going up against his pupils.

      I swallow back the last bit of nerves I have left; it is all out in the open now.

      “You would have been different with me. I wanted the full experience.”

      He smirks, “Well you’ve got it. I still feel bad though.”

      “You shouldn’t. I liked it. A lot. Every time.” I giggle.

      He grins at me and shakes his head. “You are something else, Chantal.”

      “In a bad way?” I widen my eyes.

      He laughs, “In a naughty way.” His smile widens, “In a good way. All the good ways.”

      “Thanks,” I feel my cheeks heat.

      He brings me closer to him and I lay my head on his chest. Somehow not being able to see him is easier to ask him this.

      “What happened with your ex?” I whisper. His breath stalls but then falls back to normal. His grip on my waist tightens and I feel him press a kiss to my head.

      “She cheated on me.” His voice turns grave.

      “I heard that you almost stayed with her.” I say softly. My heart breaks for him, it really does. Being cheated on is one of the worst things that could happen to someone. To be betrayed like that. Lied to. I can’t imagine what it was like for him.

      “Yeah. I loved her, I believed her when she said it was just a mistake. Darius is one of my best friends, he was looking out for me. He’s also a part time detective, found out she told me some bullshit story. She had been screwing the guy for months.” He releases a breath and I grip him tighter.

      “It wouldn’t have been so bad, if I wasn’t about to propose to her. At least she had the decency to try and lie to me once she found the ring.” He adds with a darker voice. I chew on my lip and try to find the right thing to say. I keep falling short.

      I pull back from his chest and look in his eyes where he can really see me.

      “I would never hurt you that way, Logan. Or in any way at all.” I tell him.

      He half smiles and kisses me. His body seems to relax the more the kiss goes on and I like knowing that I can relax him, put him at ease.

      “You don’t have any exes on your mind?” He asks me.

      I laugh, “Not any real ones. I would date for business alliance purposes for my father. Nothing was ever real, I don’t think.” I trail off. Maybe with one back in high school but I don’t even remember. Logan... everything with him is so real.

      “Hm, that’s too bad.”

      “Not really. I’ve got you.” I cup his face and run my thumb along the little dimple he gets when he smiles.

      “You know, I don’t want you to get freaked out when I say this, but my mom would love you.”

      That makes me beam inside and also very nervous.

      “She would?” I ask him.

      He nods, “Yeah, my dad too. If they weren’t traveling so much, I’d introduce you.” He tells me.

      “I would love to meet them, whenever they are back.” I giggle. “But my dad would hate you. Just saying.”

      To that he laughs.

      “I mean, I figured as much. We can get by without him. But maybe he would agree with my mint account. I am a business owner after all.”

      “What business?” I gape. To that he just laughs awkwardly like he hadn’t meant to say it. I don’t think he had.

      “The shops. They were my idea, we opened them about five years ago.”

      “But why?” I ask in confusion. He sighs and shifts me on his lap, so I sit on the side.

      He shakes his head and contemplates, I wait patiently.

      “Okay so you know how the club has our little side jobs to stay open besides the bar?”

      “Not really.” I shrug. He blinks long.

      “Well we do. And the kind of cash that comes in has to have a front for people like the IRS and FBI; so, we use the bar and the shops.”

      I try to digest what he is saying, and I fall short. But only because I hope it isn’t like the movies, which is what I am thinking of when he says all that.

      “Because it’s illegal?”

      “More or less.”

      “Holy shit, Logan.” I swat his shoulder and pull away from him. He laughs and wraps his arms around my waist.

      “I don’t actually do the stuff, princess; I just manage the money.”

      “Guilty by association, dufus. What am I supposed to do if you get carted off to prison?” I laugh once.

      He shakes his head, “Visit me. Have phone sex.” He lifts my hand and kisses the inside of my wrist. I just shake my head at him and try not to judge. He talks about the club like they are his family, and they kind of are. So, it isn’t really my place to try and bring him away form it. I just want to accept him as he is.

      “You’re insane, Logan. Absolutely crazy.” I lay back against his chest and he holds me close.

      “One of these days, you should call your dad. I know you don’t want to. But he isn’t gonna take the first step, men like that never do.”

      I sigh and nod against him. Whenever we talk about him, he is always the voice of reason. I told him about my mom dying and that changing things, but a lot of my emotional stuff is just left with my dad. I have to confront it at some point.

      “Yeah, I know. Not anytime this week though. At least.” I giggle.

      We keep talking for a while. It’s always like that, we can just go for hours. But we start to get restless and I ask the one question I hadn’t wanted to.

      “Logan, I’m curious.” I pull back to look in his eyes. He grins at me and I smile back.

      “You talked about taking care of me and all that stuff—I mean I’m declining your offer but how… how well do you even do for yourself?” I ask. I have been to his house a few times, and it is a good-sized family home. He eventually told me he bought it from his parents, but he still bought it.

      “Pretty well, princess. I’ve been single for a long time, never split my cash with someone else. You’d be surprised.” He chuckles.

      I sigh and try not to be materialistic. But I still wonder. I don’t want to exploit him or have him going beyond his means for me, he already tried to.

      “But… I know it’s not my dad level but just how much?” I giggle.

      He straddles me over his waist and smiles at me, I run my fingers through his hair and curl around his ears as his hands hold me tight around my waist.

      “Princess, if you wanted to up and move to Bali for a year, we could. A few years at least, then I’d have to become an actual criminal.” He laughs.

      I smile at him and shake my head, “Bali sounds nice. Private beaches.” I giggle.

      He nods and kisses me, his lips like a whisper against mine.

      “I don’t care about your money, Logan; I just don’t want to intrude on your life.” I breathe against him. He rubs his nose over my cheek and cups my face, pulling it back to look at him.

      “You are far from intruding on my life, Chantal. You make it better. Every damn day.” He kisses me again and this time I melt against him completely, only feeling him around me and against me.

      His cock grows harder by the second and I reach down to rub him through the denim. He groans against me and breaks the kiss.

      “Fuck, princess, I don’t know what to do with you. Except fuck you until I can’t anymore.” He grips the flesh of my ass and drags me over his cock. I rub against him through the denim, since I’m bare underneath the shirt.

      His mouth breathes over mine as his hands drag up my shirt and grasp my breasts, his fingers pinching my nipples.

      “Logan, that feels so good. When you touch me…” I moan, trailing off, because it is just that good. One hand goes between my legs and he slides two thick fingers inside me, swirling around.

      “I need to be deep inside you.” He undoes his jeans to pull his cock out, the hard flesh points right to me. I told him earlier this morning that I take birth control, after finally finding a place to get it here, and he hasn’t been with anyone else. So, when he slides deep inside me, I don’t think twice about it. His bare flesh against mine is like a blessing.

      “Oh god yes…” I settle against him, trying to find a good place. The angle is much different this way and it is so hard to get all of him in.

      “Easy, princess,” he takes my hips in his hands and wiggles his hips to help me. My body adjusts to him, the way I am so wet for him helps, and then he is in me so deep I feel it in my chest. In all my fingers and toes.

      “Logan—oh my god, that’s so deep.” I roll my hips and feel him stir in me, I can literally feel his cock growing and twitching inside me and it’s amazing.

      “No princess, you’re so perfectly tight. Damned perfect. You trust me?” He kisses the hollow of my neck and then pulls back to look in my eye. My body is so keyed up, all I can do is nod.

      Then he takes control. He has a hold of my hips and I steady my body by holding onto his shoulders as he controls the pace, how deep he goes, each time. He doesn’t go that fast, but it is enough to get my body jostling, the way he has me circling and riding him. It makes my eyes roll back in my head and then I am done for.

      “I think I am almost to the point where I can’t anymore.” He chuckles, after emptying his load into me.

      “How will you know?” I giggle, kissing the corner of his lips. He licks them and then shakes his head a bit.

      “Better go one more time and make sure.”
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      I spend the night at Chantal’s place and it’s the first time I have done that since my ex. It isn’t as… scary as I thought it would be. I thought I might wake up and regret it but having her in my arms just feels right. I have already gotten to know her, without all the pressure, and so now I can just get to know her in other ways. More sexual ones. But after we get settled and it’s late morning, one thing keeps pressing heavily on my mind, from last night.

      “Why didn’t you tell me before? That you were a virgin.” I moisten my lips, staring across the couch at Chantal. Her smile is soft, a little nervous as she swallows. I watch the skin of her throat tighten, soft and specked with my kisses and hickeys. I wish I could say I hadn’t meant to mark her but that would be a lie.

      “You would have been different with me. I wanted the full experience.” She answers. And for some reason it puts me at ease. I didn’t want to feel like she lied to me or something, by not telling me. But maybe she was scared, I started to think. And honestly, I don’t know if I would have still done it—that way. I would have still done it for sure.

      I grin at her, “Well you’ve got it. I still feel bad though.” Maybe I could have gone slower at the get, I know how to hold myself back if the time permits.

      “You shouldn’t. I liked it. A lot. Every time.” Her giggle is soft and sweet.

      It makes me smile at her, at her genuineness. “You are something else, Chantal.”

      “In a bad way?” Her blue eyes widen with concern and I chuckle.

      I laugh again, “In a naughty way.” And I smile at the thought of her and her slightly dirty mouth, “In a good way. All the good ways.”

      “Thanks,” her high cheekbones speck with blush and I want to kiss it away, then make it show even more.

      So, I bring her closer to me, settling her in my lap on the couch. I only have my jeans on and her head lays against my bare chest, her cheek right on my heart beat. I close my eyes and enjoy this moment, for as long as it lasts. I didn’t think I could have this again, but now that I do, I realize it wasn’t even real the first time. This is very real. Chantal starts to tense up around her shoulders and I wonder what she is thinking.

      “What happened with your ex?” Her whisper cuts the silence and it is my turn to tense up. I should have known she would ask about it at some point. That she would be curious. I didn’t think I had it in me to even talk about it, but for some reason I want to with her. I kiss the top of her head and it gives me a bit of courage to hold her a little tighter.

      “She cheated on me.” I say, my voice is heavy in my chest. It is like admitting it makes me weak or something.

      “I heard that you almost stayed with her.”

      “Yeah. I loved her, I believed her when she said it was just a mistake. Darius is one of my best friends, he was looking out for me. He’s also a part time detective, found out she told me some bullshit story. She had been screwing the guy for months.” My memory holds well, and I wish it would go away sometimes. Darius only looked into it because he never liked her, maybe I should have listened when he told me that the first time I introduced them. When he first met Chantal, he had nothing but good things to say. I remember that the most.

      “It wouldn’t have been so bad, if I wasn’t about to propose to her. At least she had the decency to try and lie to me once she found the ring.” It’s hard to talk about this because sometimes I still feel like it was my fault. I mean I thought I was attentive enough, I thought she was going to say yes. But she found the ring and her conscience I suppose.

      Chantal pulls back from my chest and looks up at me, her eyes are glassy and bright, and I feel her caring for me with every breath she takes.

      “I would never hurt you that way, Logan. Or in any way at all.” She says. Like she spent the time trying to find the right thing and that works perfectly.

      I just smile at her and then kiss her lips, softly coaxing them open to drive my tongue against hers. It’s just the nicety of our lips meeting and nothing more, then I pull away.

      “You don’t have any exes on your mind?” I ask her, tired of talking about myself.

      She laughs, “Not any real ones. I would date for business alliance purposes for my father. Nothing was ever real, I don’t think.” Her voice softens.

      “Hm, that’s too bad.” I chuckle, but I’m glad that no one hurt her that shouldn’t have. I don’t think I’d be able to stand it.

      “Not really. I’ve got you.” She cradles my face in her soft hand, so small it only covers my jaw.

      “You know, I don’t want you to get freaked out when I say this, but my mom would love you.” I have it in me then, once I look in her eyes it just comes barreling out and it is true. She would love how sweet and funny she is.

      I see her visibly beam at the notion and it makes me grin.

      “She would?” She asks like she doesn’t believe me.

      I nod, “Yeah, my dad too. If they weren’t traveling so much, I’d introduce you.” I talked with them the other day and they decided to tour some of California, I may not see them until Thanksgiving. But I am glad they are living their best life now, plus I get to live in their house. Technically mine but I digress.

      “I would love to meet them, whenever they are back.” She giggles. “But my dad would hate you. Just saying.” She adds.

      I laugh and she giggles once.

      “I mean, I figured as much. We can get by without him. But maybe he would agree with my mint account. I am a business owner after all.” I say. It’s not like I would use my money to get someone to like me but I have heard her stories about him, I should start the sentence with I’m worth a million if I liquidate everything, even though that may be what he spends on shoes in a year.

      “What business?” She gapes, and I realize I had not meant to tell her directly. She didn’t want handouts, so I didn’t want her to think she got the job at the shop because of me.

      “The shops. They were my idea, we opened them about five years ago.” I tell her.

      “But why?” She asks.

      I sigh and reposition her on my lap. Her body falls heavily against me and somehow it helps me breathe easier to feel her. But then again, I don’t know what she might have to say about this, what she might think.

      “Okay so you know how the club has our little side jobs to stay open besides the bar?” I start slowly.

      “Not really.” Her shrug is short, and she blinks in confusion. It is incredibly adorable, and I feel more like I am trying to taint her.

      “Well we do. And the kind of cash that comes in has to have a front for people like the IRS and FBI; so, we use the bar and the shops.” I tell her, hoping it isn’t too much information for her to start thinking the worst and enough that she just believes me.

      I see her trying to absorb everything and kind of failing.

      “Because it’s illegal?” She asks.

      “More or less.” I mutter.

      “Holy shit, Logan.” She swats at my shoulder softly and I laugh. At least she didn’t run out of here screaming.

      “I don’t actually do the stuff, princess; I just manage the money.” I try and reassure her. And that much is true. I have never seen one of the guns in real life, the drugs. It’s not my thing. I joined the club when I was looking for excitement, I thought it would be riding around every weekend on a bike, I already had one. But I met Tank and the other guys, and they became like brothers, I’m an only child after all. So, I stuck around.

      “Guilty by association, dufus. What am I supposed to do if you get carted off to prison?” Her laugh is genuine and concerned at the same time.

      I just shake my head at her, “Visit me. Have phone sex.” I lift her hand and kiss the inside of her wrist, letting my lips linger and feel her heart beat.

      “You’re insane, Logan. Absolutely crazy.” She lays back down on my chest and I inhale the warm vanilla scent of her hair, she is like the best sugary delicacy there is.

      “One of these days, you should call your dad. I know you don’t want to. But he isn’t gonna take the first step, men like that never do.” I say to her, it’s her turn to feel emotionally attacked—though not literally.

      “Yeah, I know. Not anytime this week though. At least.” She giggles and trails off with a sigh.

      I keep talking with her, our little inside jokes coming through. It’s nice. If I could stay on this couch all day I could. I don’t have any plans, but something always comes up.

      “Logan, I’m curious.” She pulls back to look at me, her nose is upturned in a curious way too and I grin at her.

      “You talked about taking care of me and all that stuff—I mean I’m declining your offer but how… how well do you even do for yourself?” She asks, and I can tell it isn’t coming from a malicious place. When my ex asked about money it was to make sure I could up hold her lavish lifestyle, and I tried. My credit suffered for it.

      “Pretty well, princess. I’ve been single for a long time, never split my cash with someone else. You’d be surprised.” I chuckle, and it’s all true. I know how to invest and save.

      “But… I know it’s not my dad level but just how much?” She giggles once.

      I grunt and move her over my legs, so she is straddling me, and I hold her at her thighs.

      “Princess, if you wanted to up and move to Bali for a year, we could. A few years at least, then I’d have to become an actual criminal.” I try to eyeball it, sounds about right.

      She smiles at me and shakes her head, “Bali sounds nice. Private beaches.” She giggles.

      I nod and kiss her softly, just to feel her lips on mine. She pulls away and cradles my face in her hands. Every time she touches me, I feel like I am being taken care of.

      “I don’t care about your money, Logan; I just don’t want to intrude on your life.” She breathes.

      “You are far from intruding on my life, Chantal. You make it better. Every damn day.” I kiss her and it is more intense this time. I deepen it so our tongues can swirl together, and I feel my cock growing, getting hard for her.

      I want her so badly it hurts so good. She reaches out and rubs my cock through my jeans and I feel it in my spine, down to my knees where the desire for her settles. My cock hardens all the way and begs to be inside her again.

      “Fuck, princess, I don’t know what to do with you. Except fuck you until I can’t anymore.” I grab her ass and drag her over my cock, dry humping her as we pant together.

      She parts her lips and lets out a breathy moan when I slip my hands under her shirt to massage her breasts, rolling and pinching her nipples between my fingers.

      “Logan, that feels so good. When you touch me…” one moan cuts her words and I slide my hands down her body, to her bare pussy open for me. I slide two fingers in her and am glad to find how wet she is already, and ready for me.

      “I need to be deep inside you.” I undo my jeans and get my cock out, fisting at the base and sliding over her folds. I’m glad she is on the pill and that I’ve been on the straight and narrow because I don’t think twice before thrusting myself in her. But I know this angle is different for her and so I don’t go all the way.

      “Oh god yes…” she wiggles her hips and moans.

      “Easy, princess,” I guide her with her hips, laying her back and the forward to circle around me. I feel her expand and tighten as I go deeper inside her and then I’m all the way in. It takes all my self control not to get going right away, my neck tightens, and I grip her so hard I know it will leave a mark.

      “Logan—oh my god, that’s so deep.” She rolls her hips and I twitch inside her; my cock wants to be ridden and I keep telling it to quiet down for a second so I can enjoy the moment.

      “No princess, you’re so perfectly tight. Damned perfect. You trust me?” I kiss her neck and taste her with my tongue.

      I get hold of her lift her up and down on my cock. After a few she circles her hips and gets the hang of it. I can tell by the way she breathes and trembles that she is close. Her nipples harden and show through her shirt, I lean in and kiss them over it and then kiss her, right when she comes. I follow soon after her as her clenching gets me there faster.

      “I think I am almost to the point where I can’t anymore.” I chuckle when the last of me empties into her.

      “How will you know?” She giggles and kisses the corner of my lips; I turn and kiss her then I lick my lips. I’m still inside her and I already know that I’m not finished yet. Maybe I won’t ever be.

      “Better go one more time and make sure.”
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      “Just tell me.”

      “I don’t think so, princess.”

      “Logan, I can very well find out if I tried.”

      “Okay. Try.”

      I laugh at Chantal, who frowns at me beyond joking. She isn’t going to use her cute face to convince me. It has been a month or so since we made things official, consummated by fucking for damn near two days straight. And it has been great. I got my fancy dates in like I wanted, but they ended with me fingering her in the booth and it made it not so fancy. But still perfect. We hang out at the club sometimes, other times my place or hers. She has made it all cute and like her and it’s nice to see how she really is in that regard. Her uncle came by for Fourth of July last week and even though I met him, I still feel like she is missing something. I know that it’s her dad, but I don’t really know how to help. Shitty parents aren’t my forte, I don’t have them. Maybe one of the other guys at the club know. But we just got back from a club night and she is lounging with me on the couch.

      “Logan, come on. Why can’t you tell me?” She giggles. I shake my head at her. I wish it were a good story, but it isn’t. Spin is the high school nightmare that lives on.

      “Nope.” I grin.

      She sits across my lap instead, her blue dress riding up her legs. The front is low cut and shows off her breasts, making them seem bigger even though they are already the perfect size. I look at her pouting lip and bright eyes and lose it, especially her blonde locks falling in waves on her shoulders.

      “I can’t tell you this if you don’t tell me.”

      “Tell me what?” I hold her ass in my hands and grin, loving how she feels against me.

      “That I love you…that I’ve fallen in love with you and that is the only thing I don’t know about you.” She half giggles.

      I stare at her stunned, in shock, disbelief I guess. I don’t want to stay silent for too long, but I think I do because her face falls.

      “Princess… I love you too. Damnit, why’d you have to do that?” I laugh once.

      She shrugs her shoulder and smiles; this all feels so natural. Like it was supposed to happen this way.

      “Because. It’s how I am. And it hasn’t been that long, but I know this is right. I may be young, but you have enough old man wisdom for the both of us.”

      We both laugh, but there is still tension in her shoulders.

      “What is it Chantal?” I cup her face, run my thumb along her bottom lip.

      “I don’t know everything about you, it’s not just the nickname. But you know me, more than anyone. And—I know that…”

      She bites her lip and stares off behind me. Her hands clasp down on my shoulders and squeezes, like she needs to remind herself I am here or something. I wait with a stall in each breath I take like she is about to give me the worst news ever.

      “I’m pregnant.”
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      I didn’t think life could be this perfect. I thought all that was waiting for me was charity events, faking smiles, and spending money just to prove a point. That’s no life to live. With Logan, my life is exciting and free, it makes sense and I feel good… but I just have horribly bad luck.

      Only a month from having sex for the first time and officially being his girlfriend… I still can’t believe it. I fell in love with him so fast and now this—Jeannine and I used every preparation in the book to make sure. Every precaution. Except the most important one. I know exactly when it happened too, the very next day that first night when I forwent my pill, I had forgotten so easily. Before it wasn’t a big deal.

      But I have only known for a few days and haven’t found the right way to tell him. He has been so perfect with everything, even meeting my uncle, most importantly being there for me. I think he would be good at it, more than me—but I have yet to find out.

      He has a way of distracting me anyway, and after a fun night of pool at the club, we have gone back to his house. I like it here, it’s like being inside his mind. The couches are a navy cloth color, and the entertainment system huge and over the top. His bedroom is nice too, of course, and we spend a lot of time there. But right now, we are on his couch and teasing each other, mostly making out.

      “Logan, I have a question—“ I giggle, breaking the kiss. I move to sit forward on his lap. I take deep breaths to inhale his scent and it calms me. I know I have to tell him now, but I am working up to it.

      “What’s that, princess?” He grins, that sexy half smile he has.

      “Why do they call you Spin?” I ask him that at least once a week. He never tells me. But we show up at the club and they call him that, it’s never Logan. And apparently, they are sworn to secrecy because they won’t tell me either. They take brotherhood very seriously. I have also settled on the idea of what really goes on there, as much as I can. Sometimes we go to the bank together and I have become less shocked at the amount of money they deposit.

      “I’m not telling you.” He laughs and I whine a little under my breath.

      “But why?  Don’t you trust me?”

      “Yeah and I value your opinion of me.” He laughs and kisses my cheek. I frown at him and pull away.

      “Just tell me.” I press again.

      “I don’t think so, princess.” I put my hands on his chest and want to smash them against him just so he will give in.

      “Logan, I can very well find out if I tried.” I tell him. I know how to get what I want if I really try, but I don’t want to manipulate him that way. Otherwise, I’d ask him right after he comes and he is still inside of me.

      “Okay. Try.” He dares me.

      He laughs at me and leaves me hanging yet again. It is the only thing I don’t know about him, really. Everything else we have talked about, joked about. And with what I am about to tell him… it would just be nice.

      “Logan, come on. Why can’t you tell me?” I giggle and he only shakes his head firmly. He would easier give me a thousand dollars than tell me this and I don’t know why. But I’ve got two things I am frightened as hell to say; I want him to tell me.

      “Nope.” His grin is self assured, and I want to smack it off.

      Instead I just sit closer on his lap, so my thighs touch his waist and my chest is inches from his face. This dress almost didn’t fit me anymore, he has put some weight on me with all the pizza and burgers, among other things.

      “I can’t tell you this if you don’t tell me.” I try to coax him into it and fail.

      “Tell me what?” His hand splays over my ass and the weight of him pressing me onto him is soothing.

      Enough to make this come flying out. Since the day I met him in that bank, first looked into his eyes, I knew that I was done for.

      “That I love you…that I’ve fallen in love with you and that is the only thing I don’t know about you.” I half laugh only to get the last of my anxiety out. We are halfway there—

      His blank stare lasts a long time before his green eyes go from shock to awe, and confusion, then back again. I just wait and hope that he doesn’t tell me he will never feel like that, that he isn’t ready to trust someone that much again.

      “Princess… I love you too. Damnit, why’d you have to do that?” He laughs once and I gleam inside.

      I shrug my shoulders and smile because this is so us. This is the only way this could have gone, and it is perfect for us.

      “Because. It’s how I am. And it hasn’t been that long, but I know this is right. I may be young, but you have enough old man wisdom for the both of us.” I tease him. His birthday was actually two weeks ago, and the club had a huge party for him, it was also when I started to suspect—

      The thought comes back to me and I know I have to do this all at once. Just rip the band aid off.

      “What is it, Chantal?” He cups my face and holds me softly, his thumb tracing my bottom lip.

      “I don’t know everything about you, it’s not just the nickname. But you know me, more than anyone. And—I know that…” I pause again. This is harder than I thought. Jeannine told me to just say it, that Logan would be fine and be a stand-up guy but he has to want to, it can’t just be for my benefit.

      I bite my lip and squeeze his shoulders for comfort, and it works for a second. But I still wonder what will happen if this doesn’t go my way. If I don’t get the response I wish for. I didn’t know I needed all these things in my life, that I wanted them. To be in love and—

      “I’m pregnant.” I blurt. Maybe I could have been softer on the delivery.

      Logan freezes on his breath and his brows furrow in confusion. His lips twist up and his entire face turns to shock and question. My hands drop from his shoulders the same time his fall from my hips and onto the couch. He swallows and goes completely silent. I blink rapidly and fight tears, I used to cry easily anyway and now it is uncontrollable. I have been eating more at night with cravings, no morning sickness yet but I suspect it is coming. But I feel sick to my stomach now.

      Logan starts to frown and then I get worried.

      “Say something, Logan…” I whisper.

      “Um,” he clears his throat. “I don’t understand, you told me you were on the pill.” He says and it sounds accusatory. I shift off his lap and stand instead.

      “I am. You say that like I lied to you. I just forgot one day—it was that morning after you helped me move in the first time I… that we.” I pause. “Logan, don’t be mad at me.” I whisper, adding with hope for the best.

      He shakes his head at me, scratching his jaw as he stands. He towers over me and stares down into my eyes.

      “What am I supposed to think? You’re not—this isn’t the life you envisioned for yourself. I’m not the kind of guy you thought you should be with. Now you’re telling me you’re pregnant? What am I supposed to say? You tell me you love me, and we spend all this time together… I have to be able to trust you.” He walks away from me and I can tell he needs the space. We don’t really argue, not over anything serious. But this is real, and I don’t want to crowd him.

      At the same time, that isn’t how it is at all. Maybe I didn’t plan for this, but it doesn’t mean I don’t want it.

      “Don’t blame me for this, Logan, it is all still new to me. The falling in love and the sex and—I never had to remember to take it before. As soon as I suspected, I took a test, but we can go see a doctor if you want. I took ten of them.” I say. He finally turns from me and stops running his fingers through his hair. He sees me crying and his face suddenly falls.

      “I’m sorry, princess, I—I guess I’m not good with the trust thing yet.”

      I walk up to him and hold his hands. “I would never try and trap you, Logan. I would never try and use you. I love you. And I didn’t mean to—it was a mistake and if you don’t want this then I understand. A baby is definitely not what you signed up for.” I tell him, and I mean every word.

      “Sit down, Chantal,” he leads me to the couch and crouches in front of me.

      “I’m not fragile, Logan, just knocked up.” I half laugh. There is lightness in my breathing now that he isn’t almost raving mad. I think men are just bad at hearing sudden news, I’m learning fast.

      “Yeah, I know. And I meant it when I said I loved you. That means I am all in.” He holds my thighs in his hands, and it gets me stirring for some reason, but the last of my tears are a distraction.

      “Really?” I ask him. He grins.

      “Yeah, princess. Really. I know it wasn’t the plan, but things never go according to plan. We didn’t. I want this, you, all of it. I swear.” He kisses me and I feel us coming together in an entirely new way. His lips are warm and soft against mine, so right. I taste him on my tongue as they swirl together, and he deepens the kiss. I link my arms around his neck and bring him closer to me.

      When it breaks, I pant heavily and so does he.

      “I love you, Logan.” I laugh with all the joy in me, he smiles at me, a look in his eye like he has never seen me before.

      “I love you too, Chantal, so fucking much.” He kisses me once again.

      “We’ll go to the doctor tomorrow, together. Okay?”

      “Yeah, that’s perfect.” I exhale. I’m probably too young to be having a baby but at least I won’t be alone and trying to figure it out on my own. But I know that even if he wasn’t in for it, worst case, I would still want this baby, my priorities have changed.

      “Good. And—“ he half smiles and gives me a long look, sitting next to me on the couch.

      “I was riding into the compound, from out of town. It had rained the night before and left a mud slide. I wiped out on my bike and a bunch of guys saw—Tank, Darius, Rafe. I went flying, well, spinning. And so—“

      “They call you Spin.” I giggle, then full on laugh. He looks mortified and I just find it funny, more and more as I imagine it.

      “Okay, that’s enough,” he tries to stop me from laughing and I just laugh even more.

      “Oh Logan, I was not expecting that.” I wipe at my eyes from crying at the laughter and not all of everything else.

      “Whatever. Well, that’s the truth. Just promise me this.”

      I think he is about to tell me not to tell anyone, but I don’t think anyone knows. He cradles my face and half smiles, all the happiness between us is so heavy I feel it and know it will follow me for ever.

      “Promise me we never tell our kid that story.”
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      “I’m pregnant.” She blurts out.

      And when I said I thought she was about to deliver me the worst news that’s the last thing I imagined she would say. I thought maybe she would ask me for money, and that wouldn’t have been a bad thing because it would honestly have been easier than…this. I freeze and try to find out how to breathe normally again, and I fall short every time. My body clams up and becomes so numb, I barely register her sitting on my lap. My eyes dart across her; the way her soft face is contorted, in pain, how radiant she looks. I honestly thought I was just falling more in love with her everyday but that apparently is not the case.

      Pregnant. Like with a baby. It doesn’t make sense. She told me she was on the pill and I believed her, otherwise, I would have wrapped that shit up so tight every time there wouldn’t be any question. The parts of me that have been hurt before make me think that she lied. I force myself to look in her eyes and remind myself that she isn’t like that—that she loves me, this is real. But I felt that way last time too…

      “Say something, Logan…” her whisper soft voice cuts my reverie and it reminds me how innocent she really can be. I don’t think she is enough of a manipulator to do this to me on purpose, but my paranoia keeps rearing its head.

      “Um,” my voice cracks and I clear my throat, forcing myself to say one of my roaming thoughts out loud. “I don’t understand, you told me you were on the pill.” It is the first one that lands long enough for me to make light of. And the most pressing concern. Her reaction is immediate, her face falls and she climbs off my lap to stand in front of me.

      I wish it didn’t have to be this way. Maybe it would be different if we were more official, or hell, if we were married and planned for this. But if in anywhere in my plans I knew she would get pregnant, I would have tried to prepare for it.

      “I am. You say that like I lied to you. I just forgot one day—it was that morning after you helped me move in the first time I… that we.” She trails off and I know she is talking about the first time we had sex. I forgot about a lot of things that night, and before we went to sleep. It was only when we woke up the next morning that I realized I had forgotten a condom the last time, but she told me she was on the pill then.

      “Logan, don’t be mad at me.” Chantal whispers, her voice shaking with her shoulders. I look up at her and I can’t find it in me to scream and be pissed like I want to.

      I mean it’s a baby, a real human being that’s gonna show up one day and change my entire life. Perhaps it already has. And I just have to be prepared for it with no questions asked—no, I have multiple questions. I do love Chantal; I am so in love with her that it hurts. That first day at the bank, seeing her in the summer sunshine looking like happiness herself… I knew even then. I try to remember that but fuck, this doesn’t make any sense at all. I stand and pace the other end of the room, scratching at my hair like it has the answers.

      “What am I supposed to think? You’re not—this isn’t the life you envisioned for yourself. I’m not the kind of guy you thought you should be with. Now you’re telling me you’re pregnant? What am I supposed to say? You tell me you love me, and we spend all this time together… I have to be able to trust you.” I am across the room from her and I can breathe easier without her sweet scent distracting me, making me forget I have real concerns.

      I don’t even know if she wants to do this with me, keep the baby I mean. I assume she does since she told me and hasn’t said anything of the like yet.

      “Don’t blame me for this Logan, it is all still new to me. The falling in love and the sex and—I never had to remember to take it before. As soon as I suspected, I took a test, but we can go see a doctor if you want. I took ten of them.” She sounds so lost and worried that it tugs at my heart. She already has the biggest grip on it.

      I take a deep breath and turn to her, when I see the tears streaking down her face and through her makeup, her blue eyes watery and wide, I forgot what I was even upset for. She loves me, I know she would never hurt me. And this isn’t the best way to go about it, but this is what life has given me—given us.

      “I’m sorry, princess, I—I guess I’m not good with the trust thing yet.” A huge breath leaves me and takes most of my worries with it. Some of the tension in her body flys away and then she walks toward me, coming up to take my hands in hers.

      “I would never try and trap you, Logan. I would never try and use you. I love you. And I didn’t mean to—it was a mistake and if you don’t want this then I understand. A baby is definitely not what you signed up for.” She says. I stare down at her and try to find the right words to say, nothing makes sense. Except to remind her how much she means to me.

      “Sit down, Chantal,” I take one of her hands in mine and lead her back to the love seat.

      “I’m not fragile, Logan, just knocked up.” Her laugh is soft, and I know she is relieved that I’m not being a prick anymore. I’m not good with surprises honestly, I’m a man that way, but with her, maybe I should learn to be because she does that often.

      “Yeah, I know. And I meant it when I said I loved you. That means I am all in.” I grip my hands over the side of her thighs closer to her knees and squeeze.

      “Really?” She asks me with shock, and I hate that she even has to second guess that now. I want to be with her for the rest of my life, it’s that simple. If I had a ring, I would propose to her right now, but I know I don’t want her to think it is just because of the baby.

      “Yeah, princess. Really. I know it wasn’t the plan, but things never go according to plan. We didn’t. I want this, you, all of it. I swear.” I kiss her hard and let it linger.

      I have to catch my breath when we break apart.

      “I love you, Logan.” She laughs with joy and I just look at her in awe. She is so damned perfect, beautiful. I can’t wait to see what she will be like with a full pregnant belly, how good she will be with our kid. It doesn’t even matter that she is young. She has done more growing up in all this time than I have ever seen from anyone.

      “I love you too, Chantal, so fucking much.” I kiss her again.

      “We’ll go to the doctor tomorrow, together. Okay?” I say when we break apart. I don’t want to miss anything with her. With our kid.

      “Yeah, that’s perfect.” She breathes with relief.

      And I think back to the very beginning of this conversation when things were simple. Now I know what she meant.

      “Good. And—“ I smile at her and take a long second to think. It’s not like she will judge me for it, she isn’t much better at it than me and she only did it once or twice. But it is still the worst memory of my life that follows me to this day and will as long as the guys in the club are assholes about it. They’re my family, but still.

      “I was riding into the compound, from out of town. It had rained the night before and left a mud slide. I wiped out on my bike and a bunch of guys saw—Tank, Darius, Rafe. I went flying, well, spinning. And so—” I wince at the memory of it an all she does is give me a blank stare.

      “They call you Spin.” Her giggles are shot before they turn to full on laughs, the loudest I think I have ever heard her, and I thought I was funny on my own.

      “Okay, that’s enough,” I grab her arms and try not to laugh with her. It is still a little funny to me but only when I am laughing at myself. I still have a scar, she asked me about it, and I said I hadn’t even known. The tattoo on my left arm covers the other scar I got from sliding across the asphalt and literally spinning.

      “Oh Logan, I was not expecting that.” She wipes at her eyes from the happy tears from laughing so much.

      “Whatever. Well, that’s the truth. Just promise me this.” I change the subject.

      While I love the joy she seems to be having, I still want to make sure that she knows I am in this for good. I won’t run out on her; I won’t push her away like her dad did. And I will never cheat on her, not in a million years and even after that. It is only her, and our inside jokes and perfect unexpected love.

      “Promise me we never tell our kid that story.”
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      I lounge on the couch for a while with Chantal before I tell her I need to leave and tell the guys at the club. I’m sure other people don’t tell everyone until a certain point but they’re like family to me, and I need to do some independent thinking anyway. But knowing I’m going to come back home to her in my bed makes leaving and coming back that much more exciting.

      Anyway, I head to the club and walk in to the usual sight. It’s half full, for a Wednesday, and I find my buddies in the back near the pool table.

      “I thought you weren’t coming tonight, Spin.” Rafe stands, I shake his hand and we half hug, I laugh once and then sit next to him. The small table boasts him and his girlfriend Paige, Spencer is at the bar and Jeannine is probably spending time with her dad I suspect. Darius is at the other end, with half a beer glass full and Kit is chatting up a chick at the pool table, his usual type brunette and shapely.

      “Me either, I have news.” I wait until one of the prospects hands me a fresh beer, it’s a respect thing plus they have to earn their keep. I sip the amber liquid and then shed my jacket with a half smile.

      “You and Chantal okay?” Darius asks, finally entering the conversation. He leans over the table, his rugged look even more so since he has been in and out lately. Him and Rafe have been settling stuff with the Devil’s Princes that requires him to travel back and forth a lot, he even has a place down there in the nearby town.

      “Yeah, we’re great. She dropped the ‘l’ word today.” I grin, all the memories are muddled together to make up one of the best days of my life so far, I suspect the next may be when she gives brith or we get married. I grin again because I know for sure that’s happening, I want to marry that girl. I want her to be mine forever.

      “No shit? I hope you said it back.” Rafe laughs. He has recently gone through the ups and downs of a new relationship, but he seems to be doing pretty good at it.

      “Of course, I did. She also dropped the ‘p’ word.” I add.

      “Pussy?” Darius laughs, I frown at him and shake my head.

      “No, she’s sort of pregnant.” I say it out loud and need alcohol to relax myself, so I drink more beer. And they go through the same method of reactions I did before I processed it fully.

      “Sort of?” Rafe asks.

      “Well, not sort of. She is. And at first, I was super confused, she’s on the pill you know, otherwise I would have wrapped it up. And I thought she planned this, which makes me sound fucked up but after Chelsea I’m not surprised by that line of questioning. But Chantal isn’t like that, I forgot she’s younger sometimes, inexperienced.” I sigh and drink more beer. Darius gives me the same look from before when he swiftly reminded me, they were a bit similar, but Chantal has always been better. She’s kind, and compassionate, and even if she had all her money again, she would use it to help other people first. It was never about status for her.

      “Yeah, they tend to be that way. So, she forgot or something?” Rafe asks.

      “Yeah, pretty much. I guess she’s about a month along now, I don’t know. But we’re going to the doctor tomorrow.” I tell them. And I am kind of excited about it.

      “Oh sweet. Well congratulations man, this is awesome.” Darius claps my shoulder; he calls Kit over and fills him in with the news.

      “I hope you plan on marrying her. For the baby and the fat inheritance I’m sure she had—“ Kit says, and Rafe punches his arm and he winces. “Ouch, what?” He shrugs his shoulders, “It’s true.”

      I shake my head at him and laugh.

      “Yeah, I do plan on marrying her. But not for her money. Oh shit, I gotta tell my parents.” I scratch at my head and wonder how that conversation will go. But my mom is like the typical type, she worries if I will settle down and asks me every chance she gets. She worried about me a lot after what happened with my ex, at first I didn’t even tell her the whole story but she got it out of me one day. Like me, she worried if I would ever trust again. Love again. I’m glad that I can.

      “Yeah, you do. At least they aren’t around to crowd you.” Kit laughs. His mom lives nearby and more often than not, she brings baked goods by and leaves lipstick kisses on his cheek, it’s funny.

      “No, but they might not approve of me knocking a young girl up,” I rub at my eyes, “Fuck. We used to go to church you know. Anyway, I’d have to move out of their place too.” I think aloud. I could stay there, and it could be a cool, two generation home but I’m sure they don’t want to be living out of an apartment the rest of their lives, unless they plan to travel longer. But my mom will jump at the opportunity to spoil grandkids, I doubt she would leave.

      “You’re a grown man, not much they can do. But this is good, you and Chantal are really good together. We’re happy for you. Maybe we should throw another party, any reason to get drunk.” Kit laughs. He’s the most… laid back out of all of us. There is nothing he can’t find the bright side of, and he is rarely ever serious. Sometimes inappropriately so.

      “I’ll take that into consideration. But now I’m thinking she should move in with me, I know she likes her place but still.” I say. I drink the rest of my beer too.

      “Yeah but she should still have a place where she can have time to herself, women are weird like that. She just got it too, and especially since she’s pregnant, mood swings are a bitch.” Darius says.

      “Since when are you WebMD.” Rafe snorts. I laugh and shake my head at them both.

      “I guess you’re right.” I shouldn’t move too fast with her, we’ve already covered so much ground in a short amount of time, maybe it would be good to slow down and enjoy our independence for as much time left as we can.

      “Yeah, I know. But hey, pregnant sex is the best, so I’ve heard.” Kit laughs, “At least, from a movie.”

      We all laugh at him because that is a very typical thing for him to say. We spend some more time catching up and slinging beers back, it’s good to have time with the guys and just relax without worrying about club business. But Rafe can’t take a day off, he reminds us all about making sure no one starts trouble with the other clubs to hold this time of peace. And that upping the drug transport will bring in more cash, I’ll be putting my math skills to use more often. The last thing I did was taxes and I’m bored. I’d like to think maybe one day, when I’m fifty or so, I become an analyst like I thought I would and not that Chantal is pregnant… I don’t know, it’s like that life style is going to come faster than I thought. And that this one might have to go soon.

      It’s when I am leaving the club that Darius comes up to me by the garage where my bike is parked. The night air is chilly, stars in the sky reminding me of Chantal back at home waiting for me.

      “You’re thinking of leaving the club, aren’t you?” I lean on my bike and face him. He crosses his arms, his cut is sleeveless and leaves his colorful tattoos open, he does it for the ladies. I know him well; he knows me better than the other guys here too. Sometimes it just happens that way, you find a guy who understands what it’s like, and even though we lived completely different lives, we know how to get each other.

      “No, not leave the club.” I sigh. “But I don’t know, maybe it’s not the best for family life. You know what Tank went through, tore his family apart.”

      “Yeah cause his wife gave him ultimatums. I don’t think Chantal would do that. She would have already, knowing that she is pregnant.” He tells me, his expression falls and then he half smiles. “You’d be leaving me here to suffer these dimwits alone.”

      I chuckle, “I don’t plan on leaving town or anything, I’ll still be here.”

      “Who the hell will help us hide our money from the feds? Run the shop?” He chuckles.

      I laugh at him and shake my head; it is a pretty daunting task. Making sure only a certain amount appears in one place, doesn’t move too quickly between the other. Plus, the actual business licenses that the shop and bar require.

      “I can teach you.” I joke. “Don’t worry yourself D, I’m not going anywhere except home right now. Hey, you should come by for dinner, Chantal is learning how to cook.” I laugh and clap his shoulder, to which he shoves me off.

      “No way am I eating frozen food.” He jokes.

      We say our goodbyes and then I head off for the house, eager to see Chantal. She might be asleep at this hour, but I know how to wake her up. My house has a long driveway and it takes a bit to pull up, but once I do, I am hard pressed for what I see. The familiar blue sedan with a horrid bunny sticker on the back, right next to the alumnus tag.

      What the fuck is my ex doing here?

      I quickly park the bike and then jog up to the front door right when it slams open. My ex walks out first, looking the same as ever with her curly brown hair and dramatic features, tight jeans and shirt on. But I side step her and look straight to Chantal behind her, in a cute pink night set and matching scrunchie that makes my heart melt for her.

      “What the fuck are you doing here?” I step up the porch and stop Chelsea from leaving. She frowns up at me, her eyes wide.

      “I wanted to talk to you. I didn’t know you were into babysitting now.”

      “Shut the fuck up.” I wince at her acidic voice I once thought was firm and sexy, now all I want is Chantal’s sweet voice, soft and airy like the sun.

      “Are you okay?” I step to Chantal and hold her shoulders, looking down at her. She nods once, barefoot and half shivering as she wraps her arms around her self.

      “We need to talk, Logan.”

      “I have nothing to say to you.” I turn back to Chelsea and frown.

      “Get out of here. Me and you, are done. We have been for a very long time. Lose my fucking address and don’t come near me anymore.” I shout. And I hate having to talk to her like that, I hate talking to any woman that way but that is not what she is to me anymore. Just some bitch who almost ruined me for the right girl.

      She even starts to cry, which sucks for me, because then I feel bad.

      “Logan…” Chantal whispers behind me. I turn to her shivering body as she looks up at me in wonder. I soften my eyes and face at her. I take my jacket off and throw it over her shoulders.

      “It’s fine, princess, I’m sorry.” I close my eyes and hate what I’m about to do, this is not how this is supposed to go.

      “Wait inside okay. Don’t worry.”  I kiss her forehead and pull back to see the confusion on her face. I just hope that she trusts me.

      “Yeah, give us some time alone to talk—“ Chelsea starts to speak again and then I lose it.

      “Damnit. Leave me and my fiancée alone. I’m trying to be a decent guy here but you’re really testing me. I swear to God; I’ll call the cops if you don’t get off my property.” I growl.

      “Logan, just talk to her.” Chantal whispers to me, her hand cups my face and brings me back around to look at her.

      “I trust you, okay? I’ll be inside.” She sighs and turns around, closing the door softly behind her.

      I stuff my hands in my pockets and turn on my heel to Chelsea, who waits with her arms crossed and that bored, expectant look on her face.

      “Why did you come?” I told her the last time I saw her that I didn’t want to see her, and that was only a few months after finding out about her cheating. It has been almost two years now, so I don’t understand.

      “I miss you, Logan. I shouldn’t have cheated on you.”

      “You seem to think I care about any of that anymore. It’s in the past. Forgotten. As in, I don’t think about you anymore. I don’t care about you or what you think, I’ve moved on. You should do the same.” I exhale and step back and she stops me again.

      “Logan, I tried to.”

      “He probably just dumped you and now you regret it. I’m sorry Chelsea, I really am. I loved you back then but that’s… not the same way I love Chantal. Please don’t come around anymore. I wish you the best in life, I really do.” Just not with me I want to add, but I think I have done enough to try and say things that hurt her.

      It doesn’t make my life any easier, won’t make hers any easier. I’m not a bad guy, I don’t like trying to be one either. She stares up at me for a while without saying anything, the wind creaks the porch swing and becomes the only noise around us.

      “I’m sorry Logan. I really am. I don’t think I can move on until you forgive me. I’ll keep thinking about how much I hurt you. And… she seems nice. Very… innocent. But nice.”

      “Well, she is. And I forgave you a long time ago. You have my permission to move on.” I say. And I refrain from adding that she is pregnant because I know Chelsea never wanted kids, it would just be a way of trying to hurt her again.

      “I’m sorry.” She says again, like she realized all the trouble she nearly caused tonight. I can only imagine what Chantal is thinking but I know that she trusts me. I know that it won’t be as bad as it could be.

      “Yeah, I know.” I step back and closer to the door and she doesn’t stop me this time. “Get home safe.” I turn the door handle as it creaks, she nods and turns around at the same time, walking off to her car. She drives off and I walk inside safely.

      I don’t find Chantal until I get undressed and find her sitting on the edge of our bed, her eyes running circles around me when she looks at me. She still has my cut on, and I find it adorable on her, the way it’s so big.

      “Hey, princess,” I stride over to her, kneeling in front of her. I cup her face and wipe her tears with my thumbs. She leans into my touch but still regards me with apprehension.

      “I’m sorry about that, I didn’t know she would show up. She shouldn’t have.” I lean in and kiss her, but it is soft and short lived.

      “That’s okay. It’s not your fault.” She clears her throat and takes my jacket off, laying it on the bed. She sighs and I inhale her warm scent, I can tell she just took one of her baths with the berry vanilla scented stuff I bought her to keep here. I’m distracted by her nipples piercing her shirt in the cold air, how perfect her natural skin tone looks against the pink shorts and collared night shirt she has on. She is so damned perfect and gorgeous I find it hard to believe. I keep expecting to wake up from this dream, but I don’t.

      “She’s pretty.” Chantal murmurs.

      I laugh out of spite. “That’s part of the charm, I guess. At first. I don’t love her anymore; I hope you know that.” I say.

      She nods.

      “What happened when she came? I hope she didn’t say anything to you.” I frown at the thought. I got rid of her, but I would find her again just to bash her for that.

      “You called me your fiancée. Did I miss something in our conversation from earlier? Was going to the doctor a euphemism for marry me?” She giggles once.

      I drop my head and laugh and then climb on the bed next to her.

      “No, princess, I just was talking out of my ass. I mean I want to marry you, of course I do. But I’m old fashioned in that way, I want to talk to your dad first. Make things right. Get you a ring.”

      Her smile is genuine as it spreads across her face.

      “I… I’m glad you said that. I was quite busy while you were gone.” She grins.

      “Busy?” I chuckle once.

      “Um, very much so.” She kisses my cheek and pulls back to stare at me.

      “This is the part where I come home to you and we tell each other about or days.” I smile at her. So damned happy it hurts.

      “Okay. Me first.”
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      “I’ll be back, don’t miss me too much.” Logan chuckles, a grin that says he knows I will miss him anyway. I kiss him back and and dart my tongue against his lips immediately. I have gotten better at the whole taking charge thing sometimes, he just gives me this sexual prowess that I can’t explain. Now that I think of it, my pregnancy hormones might be to blame.

      “Fuck, now I don’t want to go.” He grasps my hips through my dress and draws me closer to him. I love the way he takes charge of me, possesses me without being possessive. I love him just as much too; it makes me more than happy.

      “No, you go have fun with your boyfriends. Freak out about all the news.” I laugh at him. I have no idea how men talk to each other about that kind of stuff, but I know I talked Jeannine’s ear off trying to figure it out.

      “Okay, princess,” he kisses me and then is out the door in seconds. I smile after him and lock the door.

      Since we already ate, I clean up a bit around the living room and then opt for one of my soothing baths. It helps now that I get fatigued later at night. Jeannine and I talk on the phone for a bit, I tell her about telling Logan and how she was right about him freaking out for only a second before he came to terms with it.

      His bathroom is really spa like, he even has a stand in shower and a tub for added affect. He got some things for me to keep here, toiletries and lounge clothes. I plug my phone in to charge after I undress and am surprised when it rings with an unknown number.

      “Hello?” I answer tentatively. I hope it isn’t a bill collector. But that would be impossible since Logan helps me with my credit card payments by advising me when to pay them. I realized I didn’t have any credit and that made it hard to find an apartment. But that’s how long whoever called me is silent on the other end.

      “I’m hanging up.” I say.

      “No wait, it’s me, sweetheart. It’s your dad.”

      My entire body goes cold as I drop onto the bed, in disbelief. My mouth hangs open and my little flip phone almost slips out of my hand. But I grab onto it as tight as I can and replay his voice. It has been months. And he hasn’t called me at all. Not texted. Only Uncle Ethan has reached out to me, made sure I didn’t disappear and die or something.

      “Why are you calling me?” My voice cracks. Tears already form at my eyes from frustration and I hate that I am reacting this way.

      “I miss you, sweetheart. I’m worried about you.”

      “You made yourself very clear when I left.” I remind him. I still think about this, all the time. With Uncle Ethan, it was different because he isn’t my dad and can’t judge me, but I told him about Logan and how I feel, and being pregnant. Even he knew dad wouldn’t like that very much. Now I just want to spite him.

      “I can be wrong, Chantal. I know that now. Having you gone, not knowing where you are. Ethan reached out to me and it took me too long to call you. I’m sorry for that.”

      “How did you even get my number?” I ask, barely believing him.

      “I sent someone to look after you a few weeks ago, make sure you were okay—“

      “You had me followed? What the hell is wrong with you, Dad, that is so invasive!” I fume with anger.

      “I know, I’m sorry. I didn’t know how to reach out to you. And you had security back in college too.”

      “When I knew about it. Not like this.” I trail off and think. “So, you know about Logan then, my boyfriend?” I ask cautiously. His breathing falls short and I can imagine his chubby face turning red and eyes twitching. I get my blue eyes from him, actually a lot of my personality comes from him and while I don’t like that very much, it’s the truth.

      “Yes. I know. He seems…”

      “I don’t care what you think of him, Dad. I love him.” I say proudly. I have never talked about this stuff with my dad before, but I don’t have time to learn how.

      “I was going to say he seems like a good guy. Unconventional. But good. And smart, I ran a background check.”

      “Dad, stop invading people’s privacy. My god.”

      “You know he is a criminal—“

      “He’s not.” I say firmly, even though I am not all that convinced. I have forgone thinking about that though. Dwelling on the possibility. He is a good man and that’s all that matters.

      “I don’t mean violent, I have got guys around here doing the same thing, don’t worry.”

      “You hurt me, Dad. I can’t ignore that; you can’t ignore it.” I whisper. He goes silent and I know that isn’t what he wants to hear. If he could keep the emotion out of his life, he would choose that second to money. But I am not like that, maybe I am more like Mom in that way.

      “I know, sweetheart. I regret that. Maybe I have aged more in the past few months, but it has made me wiser. Made me see. I shouldn’t have tried to force you into the company, this life. I am so proud of how you picked yourself up, even though I had nothing to do with that.” He half laughs, “I love you Chantal, I want you to be happy.”

      “I am happy now.” I sigh. “I love you too, Dad.” I swallow back tears, and I feel better inside at having said that. Having this conversation. I am so glad he reached out first, that he is being my father for once and not trying to boss me around. This is what I have always wanted. I hadn’t realized how much it affected me, until I feel this lightness in my chest.

      “Good, sweetheart. Good. Perhaps we can spend the holidays together.” He suggests. I smile but then feel the next pang of uncertainty.

      “I would love to, but I can’t really travel around that time.” I cross my legs and take a shaky breath.

      “The thing is… I’m pregnant, Dad.” I chew at my lip and wonder in fear what he might say. I spent most of my teen years in boarding school, he only got called when I got the flu and was really sick for a while, otherwise, he didn’t pay much attention. So, I don’t know if getting knocked up is a hard line, maybe that’s why I wasn’t so good at paying attention.

      “Chantal…”

      “It’s not Logan’s fault, he is very old fashioned. In fact, he really wants to meet you. Which I’m really worried about but—I suppose I’m rambling.” I sigh. I move closer to the edge of the bed and it creaks, the only sound in the room. He clears his throat before speaking.

      “I know you have a level head, sweetheart. And I know that I can’t control your life anymore. Grandkids, that’s… unexpected. But I can help make your life easier, if you want. We can set boundaries.”

      I breathe a sigh of relief and one happy tear slides down my cheek. I wipe it away and smile to myself.

      “What do you mean boundaries?” I laugh once and can hear him smile.

      “I mean you’re gonna need things, for the baby, for you. So anytime you need anything, just ask me, it makes me proud to help you. Even though I know you don’t need me anymore.”

      “Dad… I’ll always need you, you’re my father. When you’re being reasonable at least.” I giggle.

      “Ah yes, like I said, I am getting better at that. So, we can talk soon then?”

      “Yeah Dad, this is my number now.”  I tell him. “Thanks for calling.”

      “Of course, I enjoyed talking with you. I love you.”

      “I love you too, Dad,” I take a deep breath and hang up and stare at my phone like I can’t believe this actually happened. But it has.

      Logan was right, I wouldn’t feel completely convinced about all of this unless I had talked to my father and cleared the air. Now it is like this new life isn’t an escape, it is just my life. And all points can come together now.
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      After a long, soothing bath I moisturize and put on this pink night set that Logan got for me. The shorts are very mini, and the shirt is collared, I like it because it reminds me of my old night clothes, it’s like he knew I went to bed dressed over the top the way I used to be.

      I brush out my hair and tie it up with a scrunchie before I go into the kitchen and find a snack. I get tired at night and then hungry, I eat a grilled cheese and then plan on watching some reality tv before there is a knock at the door. I frown because Logan doesn’t get visitors much and the ones that do have a key.

      I almost want to ignore it before they knock again. I make a face and then decide to go to it, swinging the big wood door open.

      “Hi,” I smile at a woman, maybe a bit older than me, the way she wears her long brown hair pinned behind her ear. She is a bit taller than me and shapely, tight jeans and a black crop top. When she smiles at me, though, it is fake and sneering—it reminds me of my sorority sisters in college, those bitches.

      “Who are you?” She asks.

      “Well you’re the one knocking on my door.” I tilt my head at her and stand between the half-closed door.

      Her head juts back, “Your door? This is Logan Newman’s house isn’t it? Are you house sitting, is he out of town?” She crosses her arms and peers inside. I look in confusion after she says all that.

      But for some reason, I have this feeling that leads me to the conclusion. This is Chelsea, it has to be. Jeannine described her to me in perfect detail and all of this is it.

      “No, I’m not house sitting. He’s my boyfriend. But he’s out right now, I can tell him you dropped by.” I swallow hard. I’m not the type of girl that can face up to the elusive ex. She looks over me like asking why I am so young, looking wide eyed and confused, how Logan could want me. That could just be my inner fears, but her eyes are pinning me down.

      “I’d rather wait. Can I come in?” She walks inside before I can even stop her, and I am blindsided. But what can I actually do? I can’t throw her out. I’m not into fighting.

      “Logan and I, we go way back.”

      “Yeah, he told me about you.” I say in a way that tells her I know everything. She flattens her expression and leans against the door frame. I step back onto the entryway carpet and dig my bare feet into it.

      “We still love each other. That kind of thing doesn’t go away so easily. I’m sure you think you love him and all that but you’re young, you should see what else is out there.” She curdles her voice, and it’s patronizing.

      “I don’t think so, Chelsea. As a matter of fact, I don’t want to have this conversation at all. You need to leave.” I exhale. I feel nauseous and that isn’t supposed to happen yet, my cheese and bread threatens an appearance and I hate that it is her doing it to me. She shakes her head and stands her ground and I don’t know what it would take to get her to leave. I definitely can’t tell her that I am pregnant, that would just be malicious and intended to hurt her. I am not very good at that.

      Luckily, it is the roar of Logan’s bike in the distance that gets her trekking back outside. I quiver in fear, thinking maybe he invited her here and that she was waiting for him. But he told me he loves me, and I believe him.

      He parks his bike in its usual spot, when he gets off, he slows at seeing her car parked and then he strides up the porch steps, fuming, his eyes miss mine entirely.

      “What the fuck are you doing here?” He shouts at her and I wince at never having heard him raise his voice like that. She frowns up at him and it is like watching a lover’s quarrel. Or ex lover. It is clear that they loved each other once but he has no feelings for her now. And she is desperately hanging on.

      “I wanted to talk to you. I didn’t know you were into babysitting now.” She is patronizing as hell and I have never wanted to hit someone so much in my life.

      “Shut the fuck up.” Logan shakes his head in disbelief at her.

      “Are you okay?” He finally comes over to me, and then he holds me at my shoulders in his warm soothing hands. I look up into the brightness of his green eyes that ground me in this moment, tell me everything that I need to know. The wind is a little chilly and then I shiver slightly, all I can do is nod. This is all happening so fast.

      “We need to talk, Logan.”

      “I have nothing to say to you.” He turns back to Chelsea and his jaw goes so tight I see it pulse with his heart beat. He is pissed to see her, but not in a way that still hurts him, but that he is worried about me.

      “Get out of here. Me and you, are done. We have been for a very long time. Lose my fucking address and don’t come near me anymore.” He shouts at her fully and I wince, but she doesn’t move an inch. All I can see is the fake plead for tears she has and then they start welling in her face.

      I want to say something, but I feel like it isn’t my place. Nothing I say will even help this along.

      “Logan…” I whisper and don’t even expect him to hear me, but he does. He turns around and looks over my appearance. Then he shrugs off his jacket and puts it around me. I accept the warmth and security of it, it’s a piece of him after all.

      “It’s fine, princess, I’m sorry.” He closes his eyes with a deep breath and then opens them, they blaze down at me in their green liquid love for me. It makes me trust him, it makes me forget all about this drama and only accept us.

      “Wait inside, okay. Don’t worry.”  He kisses my forehead.

      I make a face of confusion, wondering why he would want to send me away. I tell my insecurity to shut up.

      “Yeah, give us some time alone to talk—“

      “Damnit. Leave me and my fiancée alone. I’m trying to be a decent guy here but you’re really testing me. I swear to God, I’ll call the cops if you don’t get off my property.” His growl cuts the night air and strikes through me, even more so, the fact that he called me his fiancée.

      I really must be losing it because I do not remember that at all. But it reminds me that he does love me, that much—he does love me.

      “Logan, just talk to her.” I say to him, when he turns to me, I briefly hold his face in my hands and he relaxes only a little, his tension dripping away.

      “I trust you, okay? I’ll be inside.” I nod to myself, as if I believe this is right. But I do.

      I walk in and shut the door, taking a deep breath and hoping it soothes my racing heart and coiled body. My legs are languid as I walk back upstairs to his bedroom. But sitting there waiting just feels wrong. I walk around the other parts of his house. His den is actually pretty calming, it smells like him and a little bit from when he used to smoke, but the cologne and wood polish overpower it. His desk doesn’t have much on it but a computer, and there is a small wall of photos by a bookshelf. It’s all of him and his parents, he looks a lot like his mom which I think is cute. His dad, he might look like when he is older. But this all just reminds me that he has chosen me, and that he loves me. Even more so, I love him. More than I thought I could—today has shown me that I can grow in a short amount of time, just like I did when I first got here. The fact that I am pregnant with his baby shouldn’t trap him, and if I felt like I did, I would not let him tie himself to me only for that. But I look in his eyes and know that it is only us, no one else.

      I return to his bedroom, and the bathroom light is on, so I know he is in there. When he walks back out, he is completely naked, but I don’t notice it much. One because my head is spinning and also that he does that very often anyway.

      Hey princess,” he strides over to me, kneeling in front of me. He cups my face and wipes the last of my invisible tears away. I lean into his touch, but I think my face says everything about what just happened.

      “I’m sorry about that, I didn’t know she would show up. She shouldn’t have.” He kisses me, just to feel his lips against mine and it calms me a little bit inside.

      “That’s okay. It’s not your fault.” I clear the kinks out in my throat, from the old tears. Since I am back inside, I take his jacket off and the cool air hits me hard. From how Logan is looking at me, I am warming up from the inside, and my nipples harden under my shirt. I can feel him looking at me the way he always does, even as my eyes drift away.

      “She’s pretty.” I mutter.

      His laugh is spiteful “That’s part of the charm, I guess. At first. I don’t love her anymore; I hope you know that.”

      I nod.

      “What happened when she came? I hope she didn’t say anything to you.” He frowns and I feel bad, I don’t want to make things worse than they already are.

      “You called me your fiancée. Did I miss something in our conversation from earlier? Was going to the doctor a euphemism for marry me?” I giggle once, when really that is what heavily weighs on my mind. The fact that he said that.

      His head droops like he saw that coming and then he moves to sit on the bed. I glance at his cock laying against his thigh and wish this conversation could go elsewhere. But it can’t not just yet.

      “No princess, I just was talking out of my ass. I mean I want to marry you, of course I do. But I’m old fashioned in that way, I want to talk to your dad first. Make things right. Get you a ring.” When he says that I smile because it reminds me that bridge has been mended.

      “I… I’m glad you said that. I was quite busy while you were gone.” I smile wider.

      “Busy?” His chuckle is warm.

      “Um, very much so.” I lean in to kiss his cheek, my lips linger and then I pull back to look in his eyes. He smiles back and I know it is obvious how he feels.

      “This is the part where I come home to you and we tell each other about or days.”

      “Okay. Me first.” I grin, because I can’t hold this in much longer. He lays on his side and props his head on his elbow. I sit by his face and trail my fingers down the muscles of his sides.

      “I talked to my dad.” I exhale.

      “Really?” His eyes widen.

      “Yeah, really. We talked and it was great. He apologized and even though he had someone following me, I can tell he just cares about me and isn’t very good at it.” I half laugh.

      “I’m so happy about that, Chantal. I know how much he means to you. And what do you mean followed?”

      “He had someone find me and make sure I’m okay. I guess it is endearing, as horrible as it is.” I relent.

      “But he also knows about you. He ran a background check.” I say, and then he tenses up.

      “No shit?”

      “All the shit. But… at least he doesn’t have anything against you. I guess that makes it easier. If you want to—I guess, ask him permission to marry me or something like that.” I giggle softly. I still can’t believe this is my life, but Logan is here and very real.

      “I told you that I want to marry you, I meant it. And I’d love to meet your dad or ask him in person. Does he know about Little Logan coming?”

      I laugh, “Please don’t call him Little Logan. And I told him I can’t really travel over the holidays and that’s when he would have time. So maybe we can arrange a phone call or something. But I did tell him, and I think he really wants to make amends.” I tell him. I wish it had happened sooner, but all this happened for a reason, I can accept that now.

      “He should, took him long enough. Is it my turn?” He kisses my thigh and draws me closer to him. I lay across his chest sideways and face him.

      “I guess.”

      He chuckles.

      “I told the guys about everything, it only made me more excited for all this. I’m ready to have a life with you, Chantal, I love you.” His voice seeps with devotion.

      I kiss his muscled chest and smile.

      “I love you, too—they didn’t have anything bad to say?”

      He laughs like that would be absurd.

      “No, they all love you. It did bring up some thoughts I had with Darius. About leaving the club someday or taking a step back. I mean, we’re gonna have a real family. Jeannine had to split her life when she was twelve after Tank’s wife left him.”

      “Why did she leave?” I ask.

      He sighs and shakes his head.

      “She didn’t agree with the club lifestyle and he didn’t want to leave it behind. He helped start the club in the first place.”

      “Yeah but… you’re just the numbers guy, if you actually went on those drug runs and stuff it would be different.” I say.

      “Yeah, that’s true.”

      I lean up and cradle his cheek in my hand.

      “The club is your family too, Logan. You wouldn’t be the same if you left it behind. And I don’t want you to.” I tell him. I don’t want him to think he has to give it up for me, it was never about that. They are all important to him, we can all be family.

      “Okay, Darius will be happy about that.” He chuckles and holds me close.

      “Are you happy, Logan? As happy as I am.” I straddle his waist and hug him around his middle.

      “Of course I am, princess, you make me the happiest man there is.” He hugs me back and kisses the top of my head.

      “Good.” I grin against his chest.

      I’m the happiest woman that there is too.
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      I look at Chantal with pure love for her, she is so strong and collected, warm—the way she handled all that is admirable. I’m glad to be sitting next to her and doing what I always imagined I would want to do.

      She looks really excited about whatever it is she wants to tell me, and I wait patiently as she placates the moment.

      “I talked to my dad.” She exhales, and I see her visibly relax.

      “Really?” My eyes widen.

      “Yeah, really. We talked and it was great. He apologized and even though he had someone following me, I can tell he just cares about me and isn’t very good at it.” She half laughs.

      “I’m so happy about that, Chantal. I know how much he means to you. And what do you mean followed?” I make a face at the last part.

      “He had someone find me and make sure I’m okay. I guess it is endearing, as horrible as it is.” She tilts her head.

      “But he also knows about you. He ran a background check.” She says that and I immediately get worried about how that may impact the club. We don’t need the feds on our ass, the cops already made their dislike for us known when they went after Rafe.

      “No shit?” I wonder aloud.

      “All the shit. But… at least he doesn’t have anything against you. I guess that makes it easier. If you want to—I guess, ask him permission to marry me or something like that.” She giggles softly like she still can’t believe this. Believe me.

      “I told you that I want to marry you, I meant it. And I’d love to meet your dad or ask him in person. Does he know about Little Logan coming?” I look down at her belly and can’t wait to see it full with our baby. I didn’t even think that was a thing, that I could be excited about that part. But even with not knowing this was happening I am still a hundred percent on board.

      She laughs, “Please don’t call him Little Logan. And I told him I can’t really travel over the holidays and that’s when he would have time. So maybe we can arrange a phone call or something. But I did tell him, and I think he really wants to make amends.” She sounds so much lighter saying this, talking about her dad.

      “He should, took him long enough. Is it my turn?” I kiss her thigh and then position her to be closer to me.

      “I guess.” She relents.

      I chuckle.

      “I told the guys about everything, it only made me more excited for all this. I’m ready to have a life with you Chantal, I love you.” I convince her as much as I can that this is real, that she shouldn’t ever have to worry about my devotion to her.

      She kisses my chest and smiles.

      “I love you, too—they didn’t have anything bad to say?” She asks.

      I laugh at the absurdity.

      “No, they all love you. It did bring up some thoughts I had with Darius. About leaving the club someday or taking a step back. I mean, we’re gonna have a real family. Jeannine had to split her life when she was twelve after Tank’s wife left him.” I sigh at the memory. I was freshly in the club so people’s personal lives weren’t my forte, but I knew it affected him. She used to run around the lot with all the bikes and he’d be so happy to have her there, then she was just gone.

      “Why did she leave?” She asks.

      I sigh and shake my head, trying to summarize it.

      “She didn’t agree with the club lifestyle and he didn’t want to leave it behind. He helped start the club in the first place.”

      “Yeah but… you’re just the numbers guy, if you actually went on those drug runs and stuff it would be different.”

      “Yeah, that’s true.” I agree.

      She leans up on my body, pressing more of her weight into me, and then she cups my face in her soft hand in that natural caring way she has, it makes me lean into her and beg for more.

      “The club is your family too, Logan. You wouldn’t be the same if you left it behind. And I don’t want you to.” She says that and I am just glad I don’t have to think about that anymore.

      “Okay, Darius will be happy about that.” I laugh and hold her tighter.

      “Are you happy, Logan? As happy as I am.” She moves to straddle my waist and my cock stirs in response.

      “Of course I am, princess, you make me the happiest man there is.” I hug her back and kiss the top of her head.

      “Good.” She squeezes me and lays her body on mine for a hot minute, and I let it be just that before my body takes over.

      “Logan,” she gasps, feeling my cock piercing her pussy over her little shorts. I saw this set and thought of her immediately, knew that I had to see it on her. At first, she was a versed to me buying her clothes sometimes, but I told her it was more for me, so I can see her in them.

      “Yes, princess?” I trail my lips over her jaw and then find hers, kissing her deeply. I release her lips with a pop and then she looks down over me.

      “I want you. All the time, I want you.” She moans.

      I lick my lips and nod, “I want you too.” I work fast to get her clothes off, then I lay her down and kiss over very inch of her soft body. She is absolutely edible. I kiss over her stomach a bit longer and then move down to her dripping pussy, intending to eat her dry and then get her wet again.

      “Oh god, don’t stop.” She slides her fingers through my hair and traps me between her legs until she is good and ready to let me go, and I would have it no other way.

      Her soft thighs clamp around my face harder when she comes, and I relish every second of it. She just feels so damn good I find it hard to pull away from her, but I do, when my cock says it needs her. I kiss back up her body, though the center of her breasts and around her nipples, before I reach her jaw and whisper in her ear.

      “You’ve never had me slow. I might just blow your mind.” I nip at her ear and then trail down to her lips, we breathe together as I slip inside her, and it’s better than going all at once. I know I don’t necessarily have to be careful, but I want to go slow, I want to feel all of her for once. It is completely different to the other times, to when it is just about pleasure, but this is about our bodies coming together, mating.

      “You feel so good, Logan, amazing.” She holds me tight with her arms and legs and I am trapped in her.

      “You feel good too, princess, perfect.” I kiss her shoulder and turn my head to hover over her. I look in her blue eyes that open up to me, all her love for me showing in just one look.

      I start to move inside her, sliding in and out, feeling her clench around me. Her hips meet mine and my pelvis rocks against hers, hitting her clit every time. I know exactly where all her sweet spots are and I use them, I want her coming as much as possible because she deserves it. All the pleasure in the world, all the good parts. Our bodies get slick and warm against each other as there is no space between us, nowhere for us to go except in each other.

      “Logan, yes…” she cries out, against my ear I hear all her breathless moans and how she cries out for me, the way she moans my name. It sends me right over the edge and I empty myself inside her, coming as hard as possible because it is just that damn good.

      “Damn, princess, you’re perfect.” I kiss her, our tongues swirling together immediately. I slip out of her and lay next to her, kissing her still in the same breath.

      Eventually I find it in me to break the kiss, and we just hold each other for a long while. She falls asleep before me, lightly snoring against my chest, her lips pressed against me. I hold her as tight as possible like I could never let her go. And I don’t want to. Not if it means being without her. I love her so much it hurts, then it feels good all at the same time. My hand slides down over her belly as I hold her, imagining what it will be like when she is heavily pregnant. When our baby comes and hopefully looks just like her, I almost want a girl just for that effect, so she will be just like her. But a son will be good too, I’d raise him to be as good a man as possible. Realizing I will be a parent soon is insane, but with her I can do everything. I can be invincible.
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      “You look amazing, I’m in shock.”

      “Oh, don’t be so coy.” I giggle at Jeannine. She just continues to look me over in surprise and I smile at her.

      “I’m not, I mean it. This is so surprising.”

      Jeannine hasn’t seen me since she left for school in September last year. But now it’s early April and my baby is due any day now. It has been just over a year since I first go to this town, since my life changed for the first time.

      “Yeah, I guess I just got lucky with a fast metabolism, maybe it’s the baby. Logan has one so maybe they will inherit it.” We both wanted to be surprised and so we don’t know the sex yet, but I am excited to be shocked on the day I give birth. I live with him now permanently at his house, and we got the nursery finished last month. I met his parents over the holidays before they went back on a world cruise, and my dad was able to fly in.

      I was really nervous about that, him meeting Logan especially. But my dad ordered in dinner, overly fancy of course, and he treated him like a regular guy. I got to reconnect with him in ways I didn’t think I could, I thought it was too late for us. My dad offered me money again, but I didn’t take it, instead I just asked for his help to start my own company, the one I had been dreaming about since college. It is geared towards young women that don’t have access to the same privileges as others, so the charity aspect comes before it being for profit. He was really proud of me, even though I had mentioned it before, I suppose he wasn’t listening. But he is now. And Logan had that chivalric talk with him about marrying me, but he insists on surprising me and by the time he put that ring on my finger, I had forgotten.

      I wanted to wait for Jeannine to get back before we got married though. She is my only girl friend and I need her help, though, she isn’t much better at the planning than me. I don’t even want a big wedding; I’d be fine with a reception at the club. Or even a courthouse. I just hope I don’t give birth before then; the ring and baby make me weigh a ton.

      “Have you guys thought about names?” She asks me. We are at this café downtown, where we actually went before with one of her good friends. She is a teacher and couldn’t make it today, but I don’t talk to her much. I’m not very good at groups of friends.

      “Yeah, but he keeps messing around and coming up with the weirdest things.” I sip my orange juice. “I think it is just his way of hiding his nerves. Logan does that sometimes.” I giggle.

      “Yeah, it must be a guy thing. Plus, it’s like they move in packs, Spencer brought up marriage the other day.” She makes a face.

      “You don’t want to get married?” I take a bite of my grilled cheese.

      “Yeah but not now. I’m so young.” She says, and then she corrects, “Not that you’re too young. You are much more mature than me, I couldn’t do all this.”

      I shake my head, “I don’t think I’m all that mature, I mean last year I had to become a completely different person. You would have hated me if we met before then.” I stuff my mouth with more bread and cheese, and she laughs at me, picking at her chicken salad.

      “Yeah, probably. But at least your dad paid for our nice vacation.” She wiggles her brow. I smile at the memory, I withstood the group thing and the three of us went to a concert out of town, stayed for one night. Logan was worried sick as if I couldn’t go to a concert being pregnant, but he is just overprotective. It is sweet sometimes.

      “Yeah, that’s true. And sometimes I am still scared as hell about all this, but it gets better. I’m just so happy it hurts.” I laugh once.

      “Yeah, I felt like that with Spencer at first. Sometimes now, too.”

      “He thought about leaving the club and I thought that was absolutely insane, I don’t want him to leave that behind. It’s his family, it means a lot to him. We are just now finding a way to work through things together.” I tell her. We talk while she is away, but I don’t like worrying her with all my personal problems. And Logan is adjusting to me having actual work days, when I’m not too tired I wake up early and get started making calls with activists and investors and finding a place for the charity to call home. It makes sense to start it at a school here, that way we can branch out. It’s crazy I used to think I wanted to work in retail or some sort of corporate business, I still don’t want to work for my dad but now my values are more geared towards family.

      “Oh no, he shouldn’t leave the club. I mean, sometimes it is hard, it was for my parents, but my dad is one of the really active ones, out there on the prowl. Before he retired at least. But Logan isn’t like that, he’s the silent kind of member. But he is one of the founders.” She explains.

      I nod, at first, I hadn’t known that. But most of his money comes from getting a percentage of their profits from the side activities, then the bar and the shops.

      “Yeah, you’re right. I guess things change when a child is in the equation. But still.” I eat more of my grilled cheese and am stuffed for the time being. I don’t eat much more than normal but I have changed what I eat. Less pizza, more greens, but that doesn’t ever last long.

      “I know. And if you need to talk, you can just call me. I was raised on this club business.” She giggles softly.

      “Thanks. You’ve been a really good friend all this time. I probably wouldn’t have made it in the beginning without you.”

      “Without clothes.” She laughs, leaning forward. “And you’re welcome. I’m glad to have done it.” She smiles.

      We finish our lunch and then stop by one of the boutique type stores here and I look at baby clothes. I already have a ton. I shop online a little too much with my family card. I’m somehow glad, though, that I can leave that for our child and if they wanted, would never have to worry about work. But that was never what it was about. My dad worked so hard to do that for me and lost sight along the way, almost lost me along the way. But I am glad that he has me back now, that everything has fallen into place.

      I return home and see Logan’s bike out front. Whenever I make plans, I usually tell him, but I forgot, today’s lunch was last minute.  I find him in the kitchen, shirtless in red briefs, stirring something over the stove. I look over the expanse of his muscles and get that stirring inside again, and not from the baby kicking. It does that all day starting in the afternoons usually, and I’m huge now but only in the belly area. Logan says my ass has gotten bigger, but I wouldn’t be able to tell. I mostly wear dresses now anyways.

      “Hey,” I announce myself and come around the counter.

      He turns, smiling when he sees me.

      “Hey, princess, I wondered where you were.” He draws me close, as close as he can with my belly and then leans down to kiss me. He doesn’t call and check on me in that way, like he is keeping tabs on me.

      “I was out at lunch with Jeannine. And one shopping stop.” I set the brown bag on the counter. “What are you making?” I ask him.

      He drops the spatula down and looks in the bag, grinning.

      “Pancakes. What is this?” He picks up the baby sized leather jacket. Whether it is a boy or girl, the jacket will work because it is plain black with little silver buttons.

      “A jacket.” I giggle. And even though I just had a grilled cheese I am prepared to have at least two pancakes. He makes them very well, in my defense.

      “It’s so fucking cute, oh my god.” He folds it back and laughs. It has been funny, seeing how he reacts to all the baby stuff. The first doctor’s appointment when we could hear the heart beat, I cried, and he tried not to. But maybe he did on the inside. It just made it all so real. I have all the photos in progression, I am thinking of some sort of art work to showcase it. Pinterest has become my pastime.

      “I know.” I hug him from the side. He turns and smiles down at me, kissing my lips again. It’s soft and slow, the way I am used to with him now. Sometimes he goes back to his rougher side and I love it, but I get tired way faster now, it’s a wonder I can even go once. But sex went from every day sometimes twice a day, to a few times a week. Unless I am progressively horny which chooses its moments. But Logan has been supportive through it all, he’s been amazing actually.

      “You feel okay?” He kisses my forehead and then pulls back.

      “Yeah, I’m great.” I answer. He turns back to the stove and I walk around the table, stopping by the opening to the kitchen.

      I look out over the sunlight; summer here is so pretty and peaceful. Then I get a hard feeling in my back that makes me want to sit down, and then something else—

      “Logan,” I call out, panic rising in my throat.

      “Yeah, princess?” He hasn’t turned around yet.

      I take a deep breath and look down to make sure. Holy crap—

      “Logan, my water just broke.”
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      “Any day now.” Darius laughs at me; he finds this amusing. It is just my rising panic that does that though.

      “You keep telling me that.” I sit on his couch and try not to punch one of his pillows. I’m worried and nervous. I can read all the books I want but nothing will actually prepare me for this. Chantal is so much better at it than me.

      She is better at most everything. Not panicking for one. I try not to over crowd her with worry, let her live her life. But I just love being around her so much, I love knowing that she is okay. I woke up today and she had gone already, I assume she is working. But I’m not the kind of guy that keeps tabs on her, checks where she is all the time. Even though she is pregnant with my kid, she is independent and capable. Watching her transform into this beautiful mother has been the highlight of it all. In the past year, I have only grown to love her more everyday. Now our baby is coming at the drop of any pin and I don’t know how to handle it. We are actually engaged now, but she wanted Jeannine back for the wedding and so we would have to do it pretty soon or set a date so my parents can come. Her dad too—boy that was scary. But Darius distracts me from all that.

      “Because it’s the truth.” He chuckles, sipping his beer. I forwent because it is still too early for me.

      “Yeah, true.” I ask him about how his sister is doing, he recently knocked some guy for her, but she always chooses the bad ones. We have both been spending time at the club more since he doesn’t have to leave for the other towns so much. Things are looking up, less mini turf fights between the clubs.

      “Don’t worry, man, it will be fine. Chantal is gonna make a great mom. You’ll be an okay dad.”

      “And you can be the shitty uncle.” I laugh. I don’t have siblings, the guys at the club are like my brothers. Especially Darius. I have already appointed him godfather so when I wake up in the middle of the night for the birth, he has to too.

      “The highlight of my life, I’ve been training for it.” He is drinking beer at eleven am to prove it.

      We talk a bit more and then I have to get going, hoping to be home before Chantal. I decide to make pancakes. Even if she already ate, she will be hungry again by the time she gets home. I told her not to worry about gaining weight, that I don’t care about that. But she still insists on her daily walks and being somewhat healthy. That goes out the window when those late-night ice cream cravings hit though. But she has put on a little around her ass, which I’m a fan of, and her tits—goodness, she is just gorgeous. I think about her even when she is not around. Especially when she is not around. That’s why I’m so happy when I hear her walk in, I’ve just mixed the chocolate chips in the pancake mix. She stands there looking at me for a few seconds though, thinking I don’t notice. It’s like she refuses to believe her footsteps are loud as hell.

      “Hey,” her soft voice comes through the silent house and I grin.

      I turn and smile wider. She looks absolutely radiant in this purple dress, it’s like a shirt but longer. It hugs at her breasts and tightens around her belly. It’s cute and rounded, making her look like a fantasy in my head.

      “Hey, princess, I wondered where you were.” I hug her when she comes up closer to me and kiss her briefly.

      “I was out at lunch with Jeannine. And one shopping stop.” She says, and I am not surprised about the shopping. She doesn’t spend more money now that her father made amends, but she does for the baby, which I appreciate since I think little clothes are a scam. But she wants our baby to look cute. “What are you making?” She asks.

      I drop the spatula and look in the brown bag, grinning right away.

      “Pancakes. What is this?” I see the leather and smile immediately. Then lift it to see its mini shape, and suddenly I’m imagining a chubby little baby on a motor cycle, this jacket swallowing it up. I’m glad we decided not to know the sex; it keeps the last surprise of our lives alive.

      “A jacket.” She giggles.

      “It’s so fucking cute, oh my god.” I fold it down and it reminds me of the first time I saw the little thing on the sonogram. Actually, seeing the baby alive and moving, hear its heart beating. It is an indescribable feeling. I tried not to cry in front of her, I’m saving a dramatic reaction like that for the birth or our wedding. But damn, it just all makes my heart so happy.

      “I know.” She hugs me from the side. I turn and hold her close so I can kiss her. She feels colder to the touch and I pull back with concern.

      “You feel okay?” I kiss her forehead.

      “Yeah, I’m great.” She tells me. And I’m half convinced.

      But the butter is burning so I have to turn the stove down. I stop when she says my name—

      “Logan,” she sounds worried, and I don’t know if it is because she is so far away or what.

      “Yeah, princess?” I stir the dough back up and then just as I am about to pour it, she drops a sizzling bomb on me.

      “Logan, my water just broke.”

      My whole body runs cold and I rush over to her.

      “Are you serious?” I gasp. She gives me a look that says why would I joke. She is right about that one. I need to stay calm, she has enough to worry about, and she starts to wince in pain too.

      “I’ll get the bag, go ahead and start the car.” I tell her. We got a sedan a few months ago in preparation, can’t exactly rush to the hospital on a motor bike.

      “It’s fine, Logan, it doesn’t hurt that bad yet.” She says when we are in the car and I am fumbling with the steering.

      “Better knock on wood with that one, princess.” I rub her knee as I drive, luckily, I don’t live that far. But I can’t believe this is happening, all moving so fast just like us.

      “Yeah, maybe. This is really happening?” She takes a deep breath.

      I smile at her and turn back to the road, driving too fast.

      “Yeah, this is really happening.”

      We get to the hospital, parking out by visitor parking. Entering from the ER side, everything happens in such a rush. The checking in, getting a room. Then she is in a hospital gown, sweating, and now in pain.

      “I told you to knock on wood.”

      “Shut up.” She half laughs, holding my hand.

      I smile and sit next to her on the bed. I make all the right calls; I call Darius and he can tell everyone else. I call my mom and she makes me promise pictures, then I call her dad. He says he can have the best OB down here in a few hours, but we don’t have that long, plus we already like our doctor, but he will come soon too. That puts Chantal at ease and I’m glad for it. We are the only ones in the room, when it is finally time.

      I know all my friends are waiting outside for us, our friends. But all I can focus on is this moment. This moment where I can see a physical representation of our love, so perfect and beautiful—a boy.

      “He has your nose,” I hug them both in my arms and look in awe at him. He’s been cleaned up and swaddled in a blue blanket, his eyes are still closed, and his little hands grasp and open up, I can’t believe he is actually here now.

      “You think so?” She trails her finger down his face, and she’s doing skin on skin so my awe spreads even more to watching her become a mother right before my eyes.

      “Of course, he’s beautiful like you.” He even has hair already, dark like mine. And then he opens his eyes for half a second, enough for us to see the color.

      “See I told you. A Little Logan.”

      “We can’t name him that.” She laughs. I know she is tired and has done so much, she just wants more time to enjoy this first.

      “Yeah… how about Michael.”

      “Too boring.” She giggles.

      I look down at her and kiss her head. “We have time, the nurses don’t need it yet.” I remind her. She nods and I can tell she might doze off soon. I hold our son for a while as she lays her head against me. He’s so light and fragile, it’s hard to believe they start out this small in the first place.

      “I like Cameron,” I say. We thought about it briefly in the past, had a little book we circled names on.

      Chantal nods eagerly.

      “Cameron,” she cradles his face and traces the smooth round of his cheek. Just like that, he has a name. My son. God this is too perfect, exactly how I dreamed it.

      My family.
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      “I don’t look like a marshmallow?” I look at myself in the mirror, checking with Jeannine.

      “You look beautiful.”

      I shrug at myself, looking in the mirror. The wedding dress is perfect, white and lacy, Cinderella type just like I liked. Maybe I could have waited longer, lost some of my chubs. But Logan was getting restless. Wanted me in in this big white dress as soon as possible. Four months is good enough. Cameron is thriving, doesn’t cry too much, eats on a normal schedule, he’s unproblematic like his father. Motherhood is an entirely different ball game, my body has changed so much and my emotions, but all for the better.

      “Thank you. You look good too.” I smile at her. She’s my maid of honor, wearing a nice purple dress with drooping sleeves.

      “Aw, thanks. But today is about you. You and Logan will finally be married.” She jumps with excitement and I join her.

      We won’t have a honeymoon; I don’t really need one. Staying at home with him and our son will be good enough for me, getting to have him again.

      I chose a nice event hall at my dad’s discretion; it was the least I could do. He is walking me down the aisle, beaming. And I have my sights set on Logan, looking absolutely incredible in his tux. I have never seen him in anything other than jeans. His mom is holding our son, standing next to him, and I pour with tears already.

      Seeing him at the end of the aisle, waiting for me. This is what it’s all about; moving through life alone is no good, you need someone to share it with you, and I get the rest of my life to be with him.

      We hold hands, and I look into his steady green eyes as our vows are being read. And as we are pronounced man and wife, I swear I can see his eyes glisten with tears, but he hides it too well, too much of a man I suppose. After putting on the rings, we hold Cameron for the photos, and I carry him as we walk down the aisle. We get a small break before the reception and I hand Cameron off to his mom again. Anna, his mom, is really nice and she loves being a grandma. And I’m still at the stage where I don’t want too many hands holding him, so it is just the three of us today. We finally get our dance, after I dance with my dad.

      “You look absolutely radiant. I want to get you back home.” He leans in and whispers in my ear, kissing the lobe.

      I smile and hold him closer as we sway to the soft music, he is actually a very good dancer.

      “Logan, we have to at least stay for cake.”

      “You are my cake.” He grips my waist and I giggle; he kisses my cheek and pulls back to look in my eyes.

      “And you’re my wife.”

      I nod, “I’m your wife.” I beam with all the happiness in the world.

      “We should have gotten married in that bank we met in.” He chuckles. I shake my head at him.

      “No, we should not have. Maybe we can take a photo there though.” I giggle. My feet are sore, and my eyes hurt, I have danced with most of his friends at the club and then my dad, now him. I do want to get out of here, but I don’t want to be rude. The place is crowded, most of the town is here because they all enjoy a good party and the club.

      “Hm, good enough.” He holds me close and inhales my hair, then kisses the top of my head. Even him simply holding me like this tells me how much he loves me. How much I mean to him.

      I didn’t know I was capable of all this. Of loving someone this way. Him and our son, they own my entire heart and will for the rest of my life. I smile against him, my husband, and imagine a world without them and it only hurts.

      I want this. For the rest of my life, I want this. I never want to have to start over again, and I know that I will fight for this—for them, everyday.

      Logan swept me off my feet when I thought I was at my worst, and he made me better. He makes me better everyday and I love him so much for it, I always will. He spun my life around, and I’m ready to dance with him for the rest of my life.
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        Just for one night, we wanted each other, and that was supposed to be it.

        When Emily showed up at my club, I was already thinking of all the things I could do to her.

        Relationships aren’t my thing, commitment— But she changed all of that.

        I had to do whatever it took to keep her, even when I had more secrets than she bargained for.

        Emily changed me, took away my pain, and understood my heart.

        Even though we started off as complete strangers, who only bargained for one night.
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      “I’d ask for a different brother, but I don’t think it works that way.”

      “No, it doesn’t.” I laugh at Amy, my sister, who says that on a daily basis to me.

      “Well if you worked at a different clinic, we wouldn’t have this problem.” I sit next to her behind the desk, even if I’m not really allowed to. I slept with her boss anyway, so it’s not like she will get in trouble. Which she never thanked me for, by the way.

      “How many clinics do you think we have? I already checked, not many worth working at. Every time you come here it’s like living out a nightmare. My baby brother is a total slut.” She kicks the bottom of my chair and makes it spin but I only laugh at her because it’s not like I do this on purpose.

      She only works at the community clinic for her clinical hours, plus to pay for med school. Amy is only a year older than me, yet she calls me her baby brother. Maybe cause she’s smarter, smart enough to go to med school anyway. But I get checked every three months for STDs and all that jazz because I may be a slut but I’m a clean one, and she suffers the embarrassment of all her coworkers any time that I do.

      “Yeah well, you knew that. How about I tell you when I’m coming, and you can take the day off?” I flick her nose and she swats me away. Amy looks just like me; blonde curly hair and brown eyes, and I had to learn at a young age how to throw a punch cause of all the guys she had coming around in high school when she—yeah. But it was only one or two, because she has sense unlike me.

      “That won’t work, it lasts the whole day. What are you up to anyway?” She asks me. I laugh under my breath because her turquoise scrubs are still funny to me, she looks all official and not playing doctor like when we were kids.

      “Uh, about to go to the club. Same old shit.”

      “And celebrate your clean bill of health?” She waves my test result before filing it in the drawer.

      I chuckle, “Yeah, pretty much. But I’ll be home for dinner. Or try to be anyway.” I tell her.

      I have stipulations for my hook ups, makes it easier. Sometimes I’ll dabble in the occasional two- or three-week thing but after that it gets boring. They only want the excitement of the cut, what it’s like to be in an MC, and then I get bored with the vapid hotness I tend to seek out. I don’t always go for looks, maybe just a nice ass or something, needless to say I’ve had all types. And I don’t do it to prove a point, it’s a life style choice just like hot yoga or some shit. But I never bring them to the house, if I go to theirs, I don’t sleep over, and I don’t really go out in public with them. Small towns talk, I’d never be able to have fun if the women kept telling each other to look out for me.

      “Good, cause it’s your turn to cook.” Amy giggles. We live in our parents’ house, they died when we were in high school, but Amy was eighteen so I could stay with her and the house was paid off.

      “Fine, I’ll take it.” I stand up and hug her over her head, the way I know she hates; “See ya.” I kiss her cheek and she yells ‘diseases’ over my shoulder as I leave, but the joke is on her since I never really kiss them, not on the lips at least--either of them.
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      I hitch my bike off the side of the building and head to the club, it’s a short drive off the route but I enjoy every second of it. This town hasn’t changed in all the years I’ve been here, which is my entire life. Our parents came here after they met, we don’t really know the whole story because they weren’t the talkative type. Or even all that parental, so when they died it wasn’t that much of a tragedy. Amy still handled it better though, I took to making trouble at school. I planned on going to college until my last summer here was spent hanging out with the wrong crowd. It was Tank that helped me get out of it, but back then, I just knew him as the annoying hard ass until I wasn’t a prospect anymore and joined the club. My quality as an intimidating guy, physically, set me on the path to be one of the enforcers. Which just means I fuck shit up and scare guys shitless before they can do anything to us. Which has been happening a lot since the Devil’s Princes have been up our ass. Turf wars come around every now and then but this one is sticking, Rafe has been up the wall about it so his frowning face doesn’t surprise me when I walk in the club.

      “You look like an old man.” I cross the bar space to where he sits by the dart board. We shake hello and he loosens his grimace a little bit. I sit on the stool across from him and cross my arms, it’s damn hot outside in the summer and I take my cut off too.

      “All this shit is making me an old man. I don’t know how Tank did it.” He turns his empty beer bottle around as he goes off in thought and then blinks it away. Rafe had to step in as president from his role as vice president, when Tank left the club abruptly. Some people thought it was because Spencer, a prospect at the time, got involved with his daughter Jeannine. Everyone in the club knew that girl was off limits, I came around when we were about the same age, even at seventeen she was a looker, but I knew better than to do anything about it. One of the other guys wasn’t so lucky and I don’t even remember what happened to him. But now her and Spencer are together, Tank didn’t kill him, it’s all really different. Even Rafe found someone, a lawyer, and I thought his uptight ass would be alone forever. That was all about two years ago though so the change in leadership isn’t really thought about anymore.

      “He didn’t have clubs trying to take him down.”

      “Right, so it’s my fault.” Rafe chuckles.

      “Ah, don’t pout kitten head.” I kick his shoe. “And you know how those clubs are, they think the change makes us weak or something, when it’s the opposite. You handled it fine, though, I thought it was all good.” I swallow. Suddenly I’m thirsty as hell and need a beer or something, but I told myself to cut back on the day drinking. But still, it’s almost six and I’m starting to let that reasoning go.

      “I’m not pouting. Where have you been anyway?” He asks me.

      I usually hang around the club most days, working in the garage. The car repair business is my thing, probably because it’s one of the only things I know how to do. But really, it’s just another way to hide our money, the tee shirt shop and the bar here do that too. Either way, we get real business there. But today was also my day off, technically, the club is home, so I don’t really need a day off either way.

      “I was at the clinic.” I grin. He makes a face at me and shakes his head in mock disapproval.

      “Hey, not everyone is blessed with monogamy. Gotta protect myself.” I defend. He only shakes his head again and laughs.

      “I get it. How’s Amy?” He asks.

      “Enjoying her last year of med school, so to speak. Not much is new with her I don’t think.”

      “She isn’t seeing anyone still?” He asks me.

      I frown because the thought of it makes me sick. I mean, I’m a man, I know how much they can suck.

      “Nope. I like to pride myself on that, I keep running them off.” I laugh. The one or two that have come to the house, I’ve personally interacted with and then never saw them again. If I’m enough to scare them off, they shouldn’t be involved with her anyway.

      “Well you don’t want her ending up alone, gotta be careful with that.”

      I wave him off. “Anyway, how is Paige?” I ask him. His lawyer turned girlfriend comes around the club every once in a while, but I know he tries to keep her removed just because of the illegal stuff we have going on. I don’t know the specifics but I’m pretty sure if lawyers know about crime, they have to report it, or maybe I just watch too much television. And it’s not like we hurt anyone or do anything to put people in danger.

      “She’s good. Talking about kids.” He half smiles.

      “Oh yeah? She’s pregnant?” I ask him.

      “No, at least I don’t think. I keep telling her I don’t know if I’m ready yet.”

      “You married her on a whim in front of the court house.” I laugh at him.

      He shrugs, “That’s different than being responsible for someone. Logan is a lot more mature than me I guess; I can’t really deal with surprises.” He laughs. I nod in agreement. Logan was only with Chantal for a few months before she got knocked up by accident, he literally picked her up off the side of the road all damsel in distress style. But he handled it well, now their little guy is the talk of the town. Not that they gossip all that much, but our club is often talked about around town anyway. He doesn’t come around that much since he’s running an actual household now.

      “No, you can’t. All I know is that you gotta keep her happy, I even know that from just having a sister.”

      “You’ve never even been in a long-term relationship.” He laughs at me, and just as he does, Darius walks in the club and heads straight for us.

      He’s been in and out of town a lot since the stuff with the Devil’s Princes has been going on, and we haven’t really devised a plan of dealing with it yet.

      “What are you two going on about?” Darius shakes us hello and sits on the other stool. He’s a big guy, about as big as me, but the dark hair makes him look scary. At least I look nice until I’m not, he just looks mean as hell. But he really isn’t either. None of us are.

      “Rafe hates kids.” I joke. He frowns at me but then we all laugh.

      “That he does.”

      Darius fills us in on what happened when he was out of town. The Devil’s Princes and their president have been pushing back on everything, saying he can’t control what his guys do outside of the club but that’s bullshit. Our cuts determine everything we do, and going after another club, whether it is an act of war or not, is a no go. That’s why this shit has been so difficult. No one wants to be at war with another club, especially since we have done so well to avoid it. Tank was responsible for that, but Rafe is killing himself to do the same thing. We agree to have another exec meeting soon and come to a vote about it, figure a way to get rid of the rival club once and for all. The three of us chat up until the club gets half full of the weekend crowd, and I let myself have a drink since the sun is going down. I spend a lot of time here, but it never really gets old, this is my family, and when I manage to drag Amy down here, we’re all a family. At first, she didn’t want me in the club, but when I started getting in less trouble because of the club, she supported it a little more.

      “Another beer?” Spencer asks me. He usually works the bar every other night, there are other prospects now to do it, but I think he just likes it. The tips aren’t bad either, we all started there so I know.

      “Yeah, a bottle.” I lean over the bar and wait for him to grab one, the two of us don’t talk all that much, just exchange pleasantries. I take my beer and decide to go out to the garage; I like doing it at night sometimes because then I can hear how the gears are running when I get it fixed better than I can see it.

      We get the same manner of stuff around here, broken transmissions or oil changes, I like doing restorations too but those are every once in a while. I’m in the middle of one of the oil changes on a truck when a gangly sound runs up behind me, like an engine running in a body of water.

      I stop and stand up, looking out to the entrance. I shield my eyes from the headlights pulling up.

      “Garage is closed, come back tomorrow.” I shout. This was an on the whim thing, I planned to do this and close the place for the night.

      Still, the car stays stalled and then I find it kind of creepy that the headlights are still on, blinding beyond what I can see. I don’t get too worked up though, I can take a creep down. I wipe my hands off on the rag and step forward under the garage light entrance, to the center of the car. I can see the emblem, an old Chevy, but that’s about it.

      After a few seconds I hear a soft voice but can’t really make it out over the engine and the bright lights. I don’t really want to go around to the driver’s side because I don’t know what I’m going to end up seeing.

      “Come back tomorrow,” I wave my hand, shouting again.

      Eventually the engine cuts and I frown because that’s the opposite of what I wanted. Maybe they are just lost and need directions.

      “Sorry, I got lost.” A voice finally comes through, confirming what I thought, and when I notice that it’s a woman, I relax a little bit. I’m less inclined to shoo them away now.

      “No problem, can you cut the lights so I can see.” I drop my hand and stuff the towel in my pocket. I hear the clicking, some confusion going on for a bit.

      “This isn’t your car is it?” I shout, laugh once and come around the front of it unlike before.

      When I get to the side mirror, I peer inside the glass and can only make out a head of light brown hair. I knock on the window and she jumps, maybe screams a little. I laugh again and can’t believe I’m stuck with this flustered person.

      She does roll the window down though, and I’m stuck looking at her face in a bit of shock. Whoever this is, she’s the hottest girl I’ve seen in a long time, if ever. This confused vibe she has going on makes her full lips pout and her skin flushed, I can only see that she has on a tight tank top and jeans. Her eyes, big and blue, stare into mine momentarily and I think we’re both wondering what the hell is going to happen next.
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      I get mashed peas thrown into my face but it’s not as bad as the spaghetti from yesterday. I don’t know why I subject myself to this, honestly. Each day it gets harder to remember why, then I recall going to school and getting a degree to do this exact thing. Early childhood education is the hardest career choice of all, I’m sure of it.

      “Miss Denny, I want tv.” The little tyrant says, after tossing his lunch at me. My last name is Danielson but that’s the best he can say it, even though they can call me by my first name if they want.

      “After your math lesson. Let’s go.” I finish wiping my face off and can level my head. This is my second house of the day; I am always exhausted by the time I get here.

      “But…”

      “No buts kid, let’s go.” I laugh at him, he’s kind of funny looking and when he pouts it’s even worse. He has bright red hair like his parents and chubby cheeks like any five-year-old.

      I eventually coax him out of the kitchen and back to the dining room, that’s set up like a classroom.

      Some parents decide to have pre-school be the kid’s homeschooling and that’s where I come in. I majored in early childhood education, worked at a pre-school for a while and then hated how structured it was. I just kind of started freelancing and ended up with a client list, each year it varies but I have three families this year to help space out the lesson times. It has to do with when their kid is the most productive, Robbie here is better in the evening. The other two are useless after two and three pm so my day starts relatively early. Robbie’s parents are somewhere in the house, I think they enjoy the time to relax. It’s not like being a nanny and having the dads hit on you, I don’t know what I would do if any of them did but they kind of understand that I’m a teacher like anyone else, just not in a traditional school building.

      After his math lesson is finished, I have him do his end of day summary and then I’m free to go. I’m exhausted, but like usual Friday’s, I have to go and see my dad. He isn’t all that old, but he is sick, so I had to put him in a long-term resort elder care type of place. It’s just like living in an apartment building except with nurses around the clock and structured days. I wanted there to be another way, but it is just the two of us and I couldn’t be there with him all the time to make sure nothing happened to him. It’s not cheap, but it’s the best thing for him and I still hope he gets better one of these days.

      “Dad, hi.” I knock on his apartment door and enter; they don’t have locks so the staff can enter if need be. I find him in his usual place by the tv, in a big leather armchair. He looks relatively okay, I get my brown hair from him and blue eyes, my mom was blonde, and we don’t keep many pictures of her. When I was five, she decided being a mother was too hard and then I never saw her again.

      “Em, I forgot you were coming.” He tries to stand, and I stop him. I know evenings are harder for him.

      “That’s okay. I brought dinner.” I start getting out the food, he has to eat relatively healthy but one day won’t hurt him, and fried chicken is his favorite. I get his portions right, though, and give it to him.

      “What did you do today?” I ask him.

      He fills me in on his ride around the golf course, going to the movie center they have here, and then his mandatory exercise that he hates. Even talking a little bit gets him out of breath and my heart goes out to him. But then it is my turn to fill him in, he laughs about the kids getting on my nerves and briefly tells me about how I used to be the same way. I try to spend as many hours with him as possible, just in case our time really is limited, but I hate to think about it that way.

      “I need a favor Em, among all the other stuff you do for me.”

      I giggle and wave him off, “What is it?”

      “I guess it’s kind of a gift, too. My Chevy, we should get it fixed up and then sell it. Help pay for all this.” He says.

      “Dad, you love that car. And it’s fine, you know I don’t have student loans. My apartment is cheap.” I remind him. I got a scholarship for school and I still have our house I grew up in. The mortgage is inexpensive because it is so old.

      “I know. But it isn’t doing much sitting here. And you don’t have to sell it, you loved it when you were a kid. I don’t know, I just think if we got it fixed up then when I’m ready to drive it again, I can.” He looks at me and I see the feeling in his eyes, it makes me sad, but I have hope too that one day he’ll get better and won’t need to be less mobile. He was a car collector back in his time, and that Chevy was meant for someone else but apparently, I loved it while he fixed it up and kept hanging around it, so he kept it. A few months ago, it had a few problems with the transmission so it can’t really be used that much. He taught me all about cars, though, and if I had the tools, I would fix it myself.

      “Okay, Dad. I’ll get it fixed for you.” I tell him. He smiles more than I’ve seen in a long time and am glad it makes him so happy.

      I stay with him for a little longer and clean the place up a bit. I have the keys to the Chevy but have to drive my car home first and then drive it out, since it is parked at the house. I’m sure any mechanic shop will be closed by the time I get back, but I still set out to find one. I’ve lived here my whole life and only know of one place; the motorcycle club that some people hate and think it’s dangerous, and others think it’s hot as hell and crowd the place all the time. Whenever I came home from college, I would hear new rumors about who hooked up with whom, who was the worst of all of them. I never really paid mind to it because I didn’t think I would have to interact with them, yet, here I am.

      I peel off the route and know the car has reached its limit, it’s old and the last restoration was temporary. But it looks like the garage is closed, or closing soon, and I feel bad. I’m exhausted and wish the day was over already. When the guy comes out, I can barely make out what he is saying, and in the dark, it’s harder to see the controls in the car to shut the head lights off.

      It’s pretty embarrassing since I know how to use cars and it looks like I don’t, but the guy comes around to the driver’s side and half scares me to death. I roll it down the window and then, I’m just shocked.

      He looks like a fucking Greek god. Honestly, with the blond hair and hard square jaw, full pink lips in a half smile and his multi-colored eyes staring at me, I feel awe struck. He’s tall, from what I can tell, and widely muscled.

      “Need some help?” He asks, and his voice is deep but still somehow soft. He looks a lot more intimidating than he sounds though.

      “No,” I lie. With the light coming in from the garage, I can easier see the dash and cut off the headlights.

      “I was just about to close up.” He says, leaning into the car.

      For some reason, I don’t pull away, my personal space being invaded. Instead, I lean closer and fight a smile. The way he is looking at me, his eyes are so intense and his smile even more so. He is dangerously hot, and I don’t have to be an expert to know he is probably in the club, too. All the rumors are telling me to stay far away, but my mind is refusing to remember them right now. Even his cologne is swarming the small space of the window and it’s warm like the weather, yet cold like the sharp scent of pine.

      “I’m sorry. I was working all day and then I came here last minute. Can I just drop it off and come back tomorrow?” I ask. If I drive it back with me, I’ll have to come all the way back and I don’t think the engine will last that long. He seems to be contemplating like he isn’t sure.

      “I know exactly what’s wrong with it, my dad restored it a long time ago, but it bottomed out again. It needs a new transmission and muffler.” I tell him.

      To that, he widens his eyes in shock. I guess me knowing what to do surprised him.

      “I mean, I’d do it myself, but I don’t have the right tools.” I add. Plus, factoring in parts shipments and all that, I can’t dedicate the time to it. This is the only thing my dad has ever asked me for, and I don’t want to let him down.

      “Well, I was about to close up, and I don’t really come here on Saturdays.” He answers.

      I frown a bit and slump in the seat, it’s the old fashioned one where the front row is just one long red seat.

      “Okay…” I relent.

      He licks his lips and then crosses his arms on the dash of the window. I tense up a bit, he is a stranger after all, but he doesn’t really look that way, or feel that way. I haven’t been this immediately attracted to a guy in a long time, if ever. But my past relationships were short lived, and I never cared much for a connection beyond a few fun nights, the way my life is, it’s much easier that way.

      “What’s your name?” He asks me.

      “What does that have to do with my car?” I retort. He chuckles, a delicious deep sound that I find myself hanging off of.

      “Nothing babe, just asking. I’m Kit.” He holds out his hand, half stained with grease that he tried to wipe off.

      “Emily.” I answer. I find him endearing and he has this distinct quality about him, I can already tell he might be a major playboy but that makes me feel slightly better at looking at him like he is a piece of meat.

      “Nice to meet you. Even though you’re making my life harder than it needs to be.” He jokes and I manage a giggle.

      “Look, I can park it in the garage tonight and come back Monday. As long as it’s safe.” I suggest making things easier on him. It was kind of shitty for me to come so late anyway, but the car wouldn’t have lasted another long trip, or anything more than two minutes.

      “That’s okay. You can park it tonight and I’ll take a look tomorrow… under one condition.” He adds.

      I give him a funny look and can only imagine what that might be.

      “Have a drink with me, Emily.” He grins, and I can tell he is laying on some full charm right now.

      “A drink?” I repeat as if in shock. He chuckles and nods.

      “Yeah babe, a drink. The bar is still open, unlike my garage here.”

      “Your garage?” I look him over and he really doesn’t seem like the mechanic type.

      “Yep, this is my place. So, honestly it’s up to me whether or not your car here gets fixed.” He licks his lips.

      “That would be pretty shitty for you to leave me stranded.”

      “Not if you have a drink with me.”

      “So, I’m paying you with my company?”

      “No, you’re still gonna pay me money to fix your ride.” He laughs. I smirk and chew on my lip for a moment.

      He doesn’t seem like a creep or anything, and we would be in a public place inside the bar. Plus, he is stupid hot.

      “Okay. Sure.” I agree, without any reluctance at all. The last thing I expected was to run into a guy like Kit, I hope that’s a nickname but there are other pressing matters to attend to.

      He tells me where to pull it into the garage, the engine has some trouble starting back up and I’m glad I came tonight. I’ll probably take a cab back home or something. After I park it and get out, I see firsthand how tall he is. Maybe it is because I’m barely over five feet, but he towers over me, and his body is so wide that I could hide right in front of him.

      “It’s a nice car.” He comments as we walk in.

      I smile to myself but don’t tell him the whole story.

      “Yeah, it’s my dad’s. I’m fixing it up for him.” I tell him.

      “That’s sweet.” He grins down at me. I half smile and tug my purse tight to my chest. I suddenly feel exposed in my tank top, it’s low cut and everything fits tight on me because of how I’m built. It’s just so damn hot in the summer that I don’t have much of a choice.

      He leads me inside, and I’m hit with the sound of soft rock music, slight smoke in the air, and the smell of leather and alcohol. I was right about the MC, they all have leather jackets on, well most of them do. And some of the women are actually with the guys and not trying to hook up.

      “What do you like?” He pulls out a stool for me and I sit down.

      “Anything.” I tell him.

      He smirks and then flags down a guy at the bar, who also looks like a male model. I wonder if that’s a requirement to join.

      “So, you’re in this motorcycle possy thing.” I conclude, smirking over my beer at Kit. He grins and shakes his head at me.

      “I mean, that’s not what I prefer to call it.” He sits on the stool and his legs are splayed open in my direction, the tight denim wraps his muscular thighs and his gray shirt does the same to his muscles. He went to wash his hands and then came back; the greasy mechanic look long gone. Either is fine with me.

      “It’s a club.” He adds.

      I nod once and drink my beer. I’m tired and hungry from the long day, but soon the beer starts to fill me up a little.

      “And you’re a mechanic.” I ask him.

      “By trade.” He leans forward and I get lost in his deep eyes, the way his gaze kind of sets me aflame. My whole body is leaning toward his, my lips tingling. Whoever this guy is, I want him.

      “What do you say we get out of here?”
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      “I say that’s a great idea.” I smirk at Emily, whose bright blue eyes stare into mine intensely and I know she wants this as much as I do. The thought sends all the blood in my body to one particular place, that’s been dying to have her since I saw her sitting in that car.

      “Let me finish my beer first.” She giggles and I shake my head at her, knowing she is doing that on purpose. I come across a lot of women who are hot for the kill, to be with an MC guy, and are in a rush to get me into bed. I’m used to that. But Emily wanting to slow things down drives me crazy and more excited all at the same time.

      “Fine.” I pull back slightly and take another swig of mine.

      Out of the corner of my eye, I watch her full lips curl around the bottle as she drinks. What gets me is that she isn’t even trying to be sexy, she just is.

      “Your place or mine?” Emily stands up, tugging on her jeans before she grabs her purse. I’m half distracted by her rounded tits pressing the fabric of her tank before I get my head screwed back on right.

      “Mine.” I say. And I don’t even know why I say that, but it just felt natural when it came out. Amy might just kill me but that’s the last thing I care about right now.

      I pay for our beer and then walk her out, knowing if any of the guys saw me, they would have a ton of shit to say tomorrow. Not because I’m leaving with a woman, but because Emily doesn’t look like my usual type. I tend to end up with the blondes, or even a red head here and there. But something about her warm brown hair has my brain spinning, along with the rest of her.

      She glances up at me as we walk out and I slip my hand around her waist, keeping her close. The night air is cooler now, light from the moon casting over all the chrome in the parking lot.

      “Have you ever been on a motorcycle before?” I ask her, once I round the corner and reach where I parked my bike in the back.

      “Oh god no.” Emily laughs to herself. I grin at her and grab the helmet from under the seat that I never use.

      “Don’t worry. I’m an expert at it. Just hold on tight and you won’t fall off.” I smirk at her and she bites on her bottom lip as she looks up at me.

      “Wouldn’t you like that.” She murmurs. I get the helmet situated on her and she swings her purse over her shoulder, the strap against her plush tits. I may not even make it home.

      “So, is this a thing you do often?” She asks me. I jingle my keys in my hand and give her a funny look.

      “What?”

      “This. The curtailing of women on your bike.” She giggles. I smile but it doesn’t reach because I realize at the same time that I’ve never let a woman on my bike, along with never bringing one to my house either. I’m sure it should be weird, or at least feel like that, but it doesn’t for some reason. Maybe I’m becoming less of an ass. Or Emily is just different. Either one doesn’t sound like they would end very well. So, I just shrug it off.

      “Are you asking if I’m a man-whore?”

      She laughs aloud, her cute little nose scrunching up. “Not really.”

      “Okay, I’ll be fair. Usually quite a bit. But they usually take a cab, if that makes you feel any better.” I move to straddle my bike so she can let my words soak in, and also so I don’t have to see her immediate reaction.

      After a few seconds, she gets on behind me and I relish the feeling of her soft body pressing on mine. Now I see why the other guys enjoy it so much, I can feel every plane of the front of her body on the muscles on my back, and when her hands wrap around my front, dangerously close to my cock, I’m inclined to make this ride last as long as possible. Unfortunately, I don’t live that far from the club, a few miles on the route and then off to the community, where my house is right in front. Amy’s car isn’t there and I breathe a little sigh of relief; she camps out in the living room and would have seen us walk in.

      “This is cute.” Emily comments when she gets off the bike. I watch her take in the house, colonial style with white brick and blue porch swings, very old fashioned.

      “It’s like a farm dropped off your house.” She giggles. I find her smile adorable and instead of waiting until I get inside like a normal person, I walk around the bike to her and grab her by the waist, kiss her like the sun hasn’t already gone down and I’m waiting for the last sunset.

      Her whimper of shock is short lived and then her lips move against mine, so soft and pliable that I find it hard to breathe. I inhale sharply, her sweet scent filling my senses and I deepen the kiss, coaxing her lips apart. She suckles my bottom lip and then we alternate, until my tongue swipes against hers and we dance together, her taste swirling around my mouth. Her hands clutch my biceps over my cut and suddenly all I want is to feel our naked bodies against each other. I break the kiss and grin down at her half-shocked face, her full lips pursed and a bit swollen.

      “This used to be farmland, that was the farmhouse.” I tell her. Most people don’t really know about the neighborhood history in the town, that is unless they knew my parents. Before they passed, they were land developers, and their grand whoevers owned the house.

      “Wow. So, is it haunted?” Emily starts walking up the path and my gaze goes right to her ass without any shame.

      “No, I don’t think so.” I laugh.

      “And you don’t have a secret wife or anything that will come and beat me with a frying pan?” She stops at the front door and I flood the space, towering over her and leaning against the door frame.

      “No wife. Only girl coming tonight is you.” I lick my lips and we both laugh at how corny that was supposed to sound.

      “Nice one.” She steps aside so I can unlock the door and I lead her inside. I’m sure she doesn’t need a grand tour and I don’t bother with it, besides asking if she wants something to drink. I was really hoping she would say me but maybe it is too soon for that.

      We walk up stairs where my room is right off the landing. She walks into the wide space, stopping by the bed.

      “For the record, I don’t do this very often.” She warns. She takes off her purse and lets it fall to the floor, taking off her shoes.

      I smirk at her and unlace my boots, “So why do it at all?” I ask, discarding my socks. I catch her pink painted toenails in the dim light and realize that’s almost a turn on for me. I flip on the light switch, using the dimmer to tone it down.

      “Because… you’re kind of hot. And it’s not just because I feel bad about coming by the garage really late.” She says.

      I chuckle, “Good, cause I don’t mind that. And only kind of hot? Where’s the rest?” I cross the space to her, lifting her to sit on the bed.

      “I don’t know about the rest yet.” She slides her arms around my neck and leans into me, her legs coming around my hips to put her at the perfect height. We still have way too many clothes in the way, but I’m not as much in a rush to get it over with as I usually am.

      “Okay, fair enough. Well I already know you’re smoking hot, is it bad that I like you more?” I joke, leaning in to kiss her lips once. I pull back and watch her smile.

      “No, but… do you have rules, you know, for one-night stands? If that’s what this is.” She swallows and I see the slightest bit of indecision in her eyes, at asking in the first place or something else, I don’t know yet. I don’t know the answer either.

      “I don’t have rules, but I’ll be completely honest, I usually never see them again.” I say, half smiling. I don’t really have to cushion the blow at all because she just laughs.

      “Well you have to see me again, you’re my mechanic.” She giggles.

      I grin again and shake my head once at her, “Hm, your mechanic. I wonder what it is I can fix.” I chuckle. She laughs at me and slides her hands down my chest.

      “You’re corny.” She smiles and it lights up her whole face, her eyes twinkling and everything. My cock is painfully hard, and I rub it against her inner thigh just to see her reaction, her cheeks darken immediately, and I can’t hold this off any longer.

      “You know what else I am?” I lean in close to her, my lips brushing against hers.

      She trembles a little bit, her warm breath fanning over my lips, her sweet scent surrounding me. I drag her closer where her thighs are wrapped around me and rub my cock against her again, the denim in the way but still enough to feel it down my spine. Her body tightens the same way mine does, and she pulls away enough to look in my eyes.

      The way her blue orbs open up to mine is unnerving, and I want to kiss her almost more than I want to fuck her—

      “I have a feeling you’re about to show me.”
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      Kit is the sexiest man I have ever seen. I don’t care that I don’t know if that’s a nick name or not, that I have no idea where I am, but what matters is how it feels when he touches me, when he kisses me.

      “You bet I am.” His lips crash against mine and it is more intense than before, this kiss has a purpose and an eternal end point.

      His tongue laps over mine immediately and I disappear into the kiss. My hands roam over his body, feeling his muscles over his leather and the fabric of his shirt. I take his jacket off, it falls to the ground with a heavy thud as he breaks the kiss, trailing his lips down my neck. I open my eyes to the bright lights and take a deep inhale, my body is already so warm and keyed up that I feel like I am melting. His lips find this sweet spot under my ear, he suckles my lobe and then goes down to my neck, trailing a slow circle with his lips.

      “Oh my god…” I roll my head back and clutch at his shoulders. I don’t even think about him being a complete stranger, about this being the craziest thing I’ve done—since college. Sitting down with him to have a few meals first wouldn’t have made a difference, I want him like crazy and there’s no point in waiting.

      My hands fly to the hem of his shirt, desperately trying to get it off. When I do, I stare at his muscled chest in awe. His pecs are wide, and his abs taper down to an Adonis belt leading to the imposing bulge in his pants. He notices me looking and I hear him snicker when he pulls away. My heart races when he lifts up my shirt, his calloused palms run up my stomach and the heat sears my skin. Once my top was off, he tosses it across the room like it was nothing, leaving my black ordinary cotton bra on display.

      “Damn,” He licks his lips and tightens his jaw.

      “What?” I giggle, kicking my legs out. He slides his hands down my thighs and then starts undoing my jean button and zipper. And now I’m really glad I didn’t miss my last wax appointment like I wanted to.

      “Nothing, I was really hoping you wouldn’t be perfect underneath all these clothes.” He says, and I stare in disbelief a little. But that happens when your ex thought you could be a size smaller, the way Kit stares at my body like he wants to own every part of me is flattering as hell.

      “Sorry to disappoint.” I giggle.

      He smirks at me and slides my jeans down my legs, kneeling down to place kisses over my thighs. I watch him as long as I can, as he trails kisses up my body, but then he strips my panties away and kisses my throbbing clit, sending me into a mini frenzy.

      My body falls against the bed, his dark green sheets are soft and almost feel like silk against my body, they’re the best I’ve ever seen on a guy’s bed honestly. I focus on the plain white ceiling as he starts licking me, so sure in all his movements. The swirling of his tongue is mind blowing, my body hasn’t been this coiled tight in ages, if ever.

      “Kit… don’t fucking stop.” I clutch his head between my thighs and slide my fingers through his thick blond hair, the locks so soft I barely feel them. He groans against me and I feel it send me over the edge before it does. It’s like two orgasms in one because he doesn’t stop as soon as it happens, he keeps going until the tremors leave my body and I’m completely sated.

      “Holy shit.” I laugh aloud.

      He chuckles and leans back; I watch him lick around his mouth and blush at the sight of it.

      Then he stands fully up, and I get the perfect view of his sculpted body. It almost isn’t right how damned hot he is. And to think he came out of nowhere; I wasn’t expecting this at all.

      “I agree.” His smile is bright and I’m sure that it was bold of him to go down on me on the first night, but probably because I told him this isn’t really my thing. And as much as I would like to suck him off, I have a feeling that wouldn’t be a very good idea.

      I lean up and take my bra off, eliminating that part of the whole process. My nipples have been aching for his touch, my breasts relaxing at being free for the first time in this long day. His eyes go right to them and I watch them grow darker, hungrier. I realize I am completely naked on his bed and he still has his pants on.

      Kit rectifies that and takes off his jeans, kicking them to the side, his dark briefs hug at his cock and while it’s as big as I thought, there is something else I notice that has me a bit confused but I don’t remember why when he moves away and grabs a condom from the drawer. He tosses it on the bed next to me and my heart pulses in anticipation, in tune with my still thrumming body.

      I sit up and reach for his briefs, while I pull them off, he pulls me into a kiss that turns my head. I feel it in my bones when he kisses me, his lips circling mine in a way that’s not to hard or too soft, but just right. I lose my breath and break the kiss, panting when he steps out of his briefs.

      “Oh my god.” I laugh aloud, my hand flying to my mouth when I see his cock. His very hard, impressive, pierced cock.

      “I think that’s the best reaction I’ve ever gotten.” He licks his lips and slides his hands up my thighs again, holding me at my ass.

      “I didn’t think people actually got those.” I reach out and touch him, he jerks at my hand and I wrap around his base, pulling up to where the piercing sticks out. He groans under his breath and seems to grow harder in my hands.

      “They do, I’m the poster boy.” His voice is deep and heady.

      “Did it hurt?” I ask, mesmerized by the way it looks against his skin, the way it seems to make him a thousand times harder.

      “Nah. But not being inside you hurts.” His hips press forward in my hand and I start to pump him harder. His lips fall open as his breathing quickens. I lean in to kiss his neck, right over the hard muscle of his clavicle, and then his hard jaw line before I kiss his lips. It’s soft and we take deep breaths every few seconds so we’re literally breathing each other in.

      My body begs to have him inside me too, but I prolong the moment just because I can. I use my thumb to roll over the bud of the piercing, and he shudders visibly as his breath catches. I do it again, a few times, before he can’t seem to take anymore. He pulls away and grabs the condom, rolling it on in mere seconds and then pressing his tip against me.

      He drags me down the bed, so my legs are wrapped around his hips, his hard ass against my calves.

      “Fuck me, Kit.” I moan, his eyes catch mine and they darken with his smirk.

      He enters me in one thrust that stretches me. I loll my head back feeling too damned good, the piercing is a little different, but I know without the condom in the way it would feel different, but it’s still a new sensation. I rake my nails down his back and clutch at his ass as he buries himself in me.

      His lips slide down my jaw and then he tilts me back a little for them to dive between my breasts, he goes over each of my nipples a few times, sucking and biting. It makes me clench around him more. It is impossible for him to be still, and then he really starts to fuck me.

      “You feel good Emily, fucking amazing.” His breath is at my ear and I feel it travel down my spine, right to where we meet.

      I want to agree with him, but it seems like I can’t breathe let alone speak. He just feels that good, and it isn’t just about him being big or pierced or dangerously hot, there is a quality about him that I know should go beyond tonight, but I’m almost afraid to ask. I just enjoy the moment and him, how he seems to really let go.

      I want to stay wrapped around him, but my arms get tired. I lean back onto my hands and my breasts sway from his movements, the bed slightly creaking on the ground. His thrusts grow faster, and I feel his cock growing inside me as I move closer to the edge. My moans are louder than ever, more uninhibited, and he seems to enjoy them.

      At one point, our eyes meet. They stay on each other before my orgasm takes me, blinding me. I fall back onto the bed and only my legs are wrapped around him, clenching him tight like I am around his cock before he stills inside me.

      “Emily,” he grips my hips so tightly, I know it will leave the mark of his hand. His head falls back as he groans, the tendons of his neck constricting.

      “Wow,” I gasp. I throw my arm over my head and smile to myself. He pulls out and discards the condom. I open my eyes eventually and see him smiling at me.

      “It’d be shitty if I took a picture, right?” He leans against the bed, incredibly confident in all his naked glory.

      “Only if it’s attached to a Cloud.” I giggle, I could have said the same thing about him.

      “Right on. You thirsty?” He asks.

      I sit up and he hands me his shirt, I slip it on and don’t feel the slightest bit weird.

      “A little.” I lie. I could drink an entire gallon. “Can I clean up somewhere?” I stand and clear my throat; my knees wobble a bit and I grin to myself.

      “Outback.” He jokes, but for a second, I think he is serious.

      “Very funny.” I roll my eyes at him and then he directs me to the bathroom he has attached to his room.

      It’s actually clean and he keeps surprising me that way. The cabinets and countertop are white, his bathmats dark green like the sheets. It’s all very homey and even better than mine. I use the bathroom and wash my hands, staring at my reflection in the mirror. I barely recognize myself; my eyes are so bright, and my skin still flushed, his little bite marks all over the place. I feel like a different person too and I didn’t think sex could do that, or maybe it’s just good sex, I don’t know.

      After I psych myself up, I go in search of him, he isn’t in the bedroom where I left him.

      “Kit?” I call out, but this house is huge, I would probably have to scream for him to hear me.

      I find my way back to the way we came in, and then towards the kitchen. It looks like something out of a home improvement show, the way this house feels more like a home tells me he probably doesn’t live here alone or didn’t at some point. But once I keep moving, I find him behind an open fridge door that looked like a cabinet at first.

      “Hey.” I sit down on one of the stools, the cold metal hitting my bare legs.

      “Oh, there you are.” He closes the fridge and hands me a bottle of water. I’m shocked to find that he is still naked when he leans over the cabinet in front of me.

      “Thanks. Why are you naked?” I giggle once, and then down the water in a few gulps like I knew I would. He really tired me out.

      “Cause this is my house.” He laughs.

      “It’s a really nice house. I doubt you did this all yourself.”

      He grabs at his chest. “I’m hurt.” He leans on his forearms and it makes his muscles bulge up more.

      “But no, I didn’t do this myself. It was my parents’ house.” He answers, there is a tinge of sadness in his eyes and I’m guessing they aren’t around anymore.

      “Well, it’s beautiful. Very homey. Or is that what all the girls say?” I giggle.

      He licks his lips and that sadness in his eyes disappears.

      “I wouldn’t know, they don’t come to the house.”

      “Oh, so there’s a lot of them.” I joke.

      “I don’t think my body count is as high as most people think it is. But I will say I don’t usually bring them to my house.” He sighs. Silence passes between us and I’m not sure if I should be shocked or flattered or confused. Or all of them.

      “So why bring me?” I ask, almost afraid of the answer.

      He exhales deeply and then comes around the counter, his eyes bore into mine and I feel my body starting to come alive again. Just from the way he looks at me.

      “Because I like you, Emily. And I don’t tend to like girls very often. It’s more of an inclination, led by my dick.” He grins.

      “And it’s not just your dick that’s inclined to me.” I repeat in confusion, and he only nods once. I lick my lips and bite down on my bottom lip before they curl into a smile.

      I’m flattered once again, both at his honesty and the way he uses it. It’s not a ploy or meant to trick me, and I appreciate that.

      “No, Emily. It’s not. You don’t like me too?”

      “I think I like your dick more at this point.” I joke. He laughs with me and we both laugh for a bit.

      “Okay, fine. I guess I like you too. And this house.” I add.

      “Fair enough. Maybe I’ll give you the tour at some point. But for now, I’m starved.” He walks off to the fridge and I’m a little shocked at him making food for the both of us.

      I suppose warming up leftovers isn’t really making food.

      We are joking around when the front door opens and shuts, and I think at that point he remembers he is naked, but I am just wondering who has a key to his house. Maybe he lied about not being married or having a girlfriend. In his defense, I didn’t ask about the girlfriend but that’s neither here nor there.

      “Don’t get any ideas, Emily.” He holds up his hand and stays behind the counter when shoes come through the entry way. I tense up and wonder if I should run away or something, but Kit seems perfectly relaxed, so I think it can’t be that bad until a woman comes around the corner.

      “Holy Shit.” Her eyes are wide, whoever she is. She’s tall, blonde and very pretty, but I just prepare myself to make a run for it.

      “I don’t know if you’re screaming about me being naked or coming in after your curfew.” Kit jokes, and then I wonder if that’s his daughter or something, but he is way too young, and she’s too old.

      “Fuck off.” She drops her purse at the mail counter and then I notice she is wearing scrubs. Maybe he has a nurse? Honestly, I am just throwing out the weirdest options and hoping that they stick.

      “Okay. Emily, Amy my asshole sister. Amy, this is Emily. I’m going to find something to wear.” He winks at me and then walks off; I make a noticeable attempt not to look at his ass.

      “I’m so sorry, I didn’t know he had a sister. Or that he didn’t live here alone.” I confess. I swallow and feel really awkward, half naked in her kitchen. Their kitchen. Whatever.

      “That’s okay. I’m just surprised he had someone here.” She giggles and grabs a soda from the fridge.

      “And not that he was naked?”

      “Ugh, I wish. Kit is very free minded. And you are very pretty, I’m shocked at that.” She raises her brows and looks a lot like him in that moment.

      “Thanks. I think.” I cross my legs and hope Kit comes back fast, luckily; he does in a pair of gray sweats. Not much better honestly.

      “Intermission is up. You want some lasagna, Amy?” Kit rubs her head and she punches his arm. I smile at their interaction and have one of those moments where I wish I wasn’t an only child.

      “Oh no. I already ate.”

      “I hope you weren’t on a date or something.” He takes the plate from the microwave, grabs two forks and then sits next to me.

      “What’s so bad about her being on a date?” I giggle.

      “Thank you.” Amy waves to me.

      “Lots of things. Eat up, we have plans.” He grabs my thigh and I’m inclined to be embarrassed at him doing that while we have company, but he doesn’t seem to care, neither does Amy.

      “I’m off to bed. Nice to meet you, Emily.” She smiles at me and then leaves. I’m ready to tongue lash Kit for not telling me she might show up but his smirk leaves my train of thought off the rails.

      “This is good.” I say.

      “Thanks. I didn’t make it.” He laughs.

      I smile at him and shake my head, eating more until I’m close to stuffed so I don’t seem like a pig. But I feel like I don’t have to be inhibited around him, I feel comfortable. Among other things.

      “So, what are these plans you have in mind?”
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      The last thing I expected was for Amy to walk in. Maybe that sounds dumb but honestly, she usually just comes through the back door if she is out late. Or maybe her annoying big sister gene said that today would be a good day to irritate me, knowing I had a girl over. I’m prepared to hear it from her later, but right now, I just need to put some pants on and get back to Emily.

      She blew my fucking mind. That’s the only way to describe it. She doesn’t just have a rocking body and killer smile, there was something else about being inside her that is driving my mind wild. I shrug on some sweats from the laundry room and go back to the kitchen, I was nervous about the two of them being in the same room, but it seemed to be fine. Amy gives me her look on the way out and I know she will be playing twenty questions with me later. At least her lasagna is good, and Emily seems to be enjoying it. Among other things.

      “I was thinking, you know instead of driving back in the dark and what not, you could just spend the night and then I’ll take you back to your place in the morning. I can get started on your car on Monday. Is that all you have to drive?” I ask her. I realize that was one rambling long sentence and her eyes widen and narrow at me as I go on.

      Her tongue darts out to lick the last bit of sauce from her lip and I’m focused on that for a good second before I can concentrate.

      “No, I have a different car. And what if you’re a serial killer that will kill me in my sleep?” Her tone goes accusatory and I laugh.

      “If I were a serial killer, I probably would have killed you by now, and not fed you a gourmet lasagna.” I grin and lean in closer to her. She purses her lips and then they curl into a slow smile.

      “Fair enough. I guess that is better than making you drive me all the way back to my place.” She holds eye contact with me as she drinks from her water bottle. I’m starting to think that she is doing all this on purpose.

      “Yeah, I’m a smart guy you know.” I chuckle and stand up, grabbing the empty lasagna dish. I soak it in the sink and lean back on the counter, wiping my hands off with the rag. I look over at her, perched at my kitchen counter. I’m really not sure what is going on, why I brought her here in the first place and then decided to ask her to stay. I just know that I like her company, and that I’m glad she slipped into my garage last minute when I was there and not someone else.

      “You’re really gorgeous, Emily.” I smile at her, and she looks at me like she doesn’t believe me. Her cheeks flood with this blushed pink color that makes my cock twitch on the spot, then she bites on her bottom lip to further that effect.

      “Thanks.” She crosses her arms and sits back in the chair. It makes the shirt tighten around the swells of her breasts, the peaks of her nipples coming through. I groan under my breath, thinking this woman will be the death of me. Her pouty lips and big blue eyes, the way her hair looks like honey and caramel at the same time and her tanned skin is smooth all the way through. She isn’t too thin either, has the perfect amount of meat on her bones, those damn hips…at some point I’m sure my cock visibly makes another entrance, when her eyes widen and start staring at my crotch.

      “It’s time for dessert.” I say, another corny line that has her giggling.

      I cross the space to her and spin her in the chair, grabbing her thighs to spread around my hips.

      “Kit,” she can barely get my name out before I kiss her. I squeeze her flesh and swipe my tongue into her mouth, making her moan in approval. I grind my cock against her hot pussy through my sweats and immediately want them out of the way.

      “You drive me crazy, Emily.” I break the kiss and trail kisses down her jaw, finding this place under her right ear that makes her like putty in my hands.

      “The feeling is mutual.” She slides her fingers into my hair and tugs, her nails scraping across my scalp, I feel it down my spine, the pain and pleasure coming together.

      I lift her up and carry her over to the couch, not caring what Amy will have to say about it. But she’ll never find out anyway. I drop her on the center of the black cushioned couch and go in search of condoms, I find them in the drawer of the entertainment unit and don’t remember why I put them there, but I’m glad for it now. When I go back to her, I see she has taken off the shirt already, her full tits and wet pussy on display for me.

      “What if your sister walks in?” She says in a sudden panic.

      “She knows the way back out.” I respond, and her laugh fills the room before I come over to her and silence it with a kiss. I take off my sweats and settle between her legs, my hands roaming down her body like I could memorize how each inch of it feels in my hands.

      “You’re so fucking perfect, babe.” I murmur into her skin as I kiss down her chest. I take my time going over the mounds of her tits, leaving little marks of my lips sucking on her skin.

      “Oh fuck, Kit.” She grips my shoulders when I swirl my tongue around her nipple, my hand toying with the other. Her sweet pink nipples feel perfect in my mouth, hardening even more. I alternate and then kiss down her body, her belly button where I dip my tongue. I look up at her, she stares down at me with a heated gaze, her blue eyes, twinkling orbs of pleasure. I keep looking at her as I find the hard nub of her clit, throbbing against my tongue. I kiss her there with an open mouth, licking my tongue from the hood to the top where all her sensitivity is. She trembles so much, like she is already in a mini free fall of orgasms. I hold her there, no matter how much she aches. Her pleasure gives me life, makes me want to have her even more. I squeeze her thigh and shush into her skin, so she won’t scream so much. I’m not that much of an asshole to my sister. Luckily, she gets the idea and muffles her moans, biting down on her lip.

      “Oh god. I’m coming. Don’t stop Kit.” Emily practically begs me, her voice going high pitched as she pants even more. Her thighs clamp around my face and I’m buried in her scent as she comes, a delicious frenzy of her tremors and sweet little moans.

      My lips leave her with a pop, and I lean up from her body, making a show of wiping at my lips and sucking her off my fingers. Her eyes go down to my cock and then she takes it in her hand, gripping me and sliding her hand up to my piercing. I knew that thing was a good idea, she loves looking at it and damn I wish she could taste it too. Our eyes are glued to each other as I dip my hand between her legs, slide my fingers through her hot flesh. I press two fingers inside her, curling upward, and then another one until she is stretched full and moans from it.

      “Oh my god, Kit,” she bites her lip and then they drop open as she gasps. She grips at my cock harder, swirling it around and flicking her thumb over my piercing. It sits right through the brim of my cock, where it’s most sensitive, and every time she does that, my knees buckle, and I threaten to fall over right there.

      “Fucking hell, Emily,” my fingers pump her faster when she rolls my piercing under her thumb and uses her other hand to stroke my cock. She grows wetter around my fingers, her juices dripping down. My palm rubs her clit and gets her to another orgasm, and only then do I finally roll the condom on and get ready to fuck her.

      I hitch her thighs over my shoulders and open her up to me, the smell of our sex hitting the air.

      “You gotta be quiet babe, my sister threatened to throw me out way too many times.” I joke with her, she giggles and nods once, but she’s so keyed up that she looks dazed.

      I position myself at her entrance, sliding my cock through her folds before dipping it inside her.

      “Oh god, Kit… you feel so fucking good.” She clutches the muscles of my ass as I drive deeper inside her.

      “You do too, babe. Fucking perfect.” I fall into a fast rhythm. One that doesn’t let our skin meeting make too much noise but still hard enough that her tits bounce in front of me.

      It’s hard to believe that I just met this girl and yet we are already so in tune with each other. Her body is like a siren to mine, her pussy around my cock is like a willing prison I don’t ever want to get out of. She takes my fucking breath away every time I bury myself in her. My cock threatens to come too soon, so I reach my hand down to rub her clit. She tightens up even more and I know she will be close soon. My other hand grabs at her tit and then I lean down to kiss her.

      Her lips are so soft and sweet, I keep it slow at first to feel them on mine. I don’t kiss the same way I fuck, probably because I try not to kiss the other women that much. But with Emily, I could kiss her and still be happy. My tongue laps over hers, tasting her and letting her taste herself on me. She moans against me, her legs falling limp over my shoulders as she comes. It’s harder to even thrust inside her, but my balls seize up soon after anyway, and then I’m coming so hard I see stars. I break the kiss as our lips hover over one another, breathing the same air as we come down.

      She wraps herself around me when I let her legs down and slip out of her. I kiss her again, just for good measure. Her fingers slide into my hair, murmuring how amazing it was against my lips. I say the same thing and hold her close to me, our bodies a tangled mess of sweat and sex stuck together. At some point, I think we both get tired of laying there, or uncomfortable, and figure we should move. I pull back to grin at her, she smiles back, and it lights up her eyes again. She really is gorgeous; it isn’t a line when I tell her that. But for some reason, she doesn’t believe me, and I don’t know why. I want to make her, though.

      “Time for bed.”
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      I have never shared my bed with anyone. I thought it would be annoying, honestly, but having Emily there is completely different. She wanted to shower first, and I knew she was tired, so I didn’t join her as much as I wanted to. But I showered after her and then we got into bed together. Once my head hit the sheets, I realized I was more tired than I thought, but I felt like I should savor my time with her or something.

      “Is Kit short for something?” She asks me.

      I look over at her, the way her wet hair spills over the pillow case makes me smile. She was wearing makeup, but I guess I didn’t notice, it looked natural, but now her blush comes through naturally and I like it better this way. She has freckles under her eyes that I didn’t notice before either.

      “I’m not telling you.” I chuckle.

      She moves and lays her head on her arms, laying on her stomach and facing me.

      “Why?” She giggles.

      I shake my head and laugh at her. It’s not like I don’t like my name, but I have had quite the share of bullying over it and I just stopped telling people. Kit has been my name since junior year of high school.

      “Because I don’t want to.”

      “But you know my name.” She pouts.

      “Your name is normal.” I laugh.

      “So, it is short for something?” She nudges my thigh and I shake my head, realizing that I gave too much away.

      “Go to bed, Emily. I thought I wore you out.” I rub her shoulder and laugh. She shrugs me off and giggles. We’re both naked but I’m completely spent and can control myself.

      “If you tell me your real name, then I will.”

      I just shake my head at her and pretend to close my eyes.

      “Come on, Kit. How bad can it be? I could just look at your wallet and find out.”

      “Tough luck, I legally changed my name.” I lie, but I’m glad that she believes me.

      “So, our one-night stand means nothing?” She purses her lips and makes a very convincing pout with her face.

      “Who said it was just one night?” I lick my lips and grin at her. She pauses her breathing in shock before her chest rises and falls again.

      I run my calf up her leg and lean in to her, my lips dusting above her cheek.

      “Go to sleep.” I kiss her cheek and then pull back. After a moment, she gives up, rolling over to give me her back. I pull her close and swing my arm over her waist.

      I have never cuddled either but with her, it’s pretty enjoyable. Her body is so soft, her ass nestled against my cock, something warm for it to wake up to.

      She falls asleep before me, her breathing falling more even and slower. I don’t know why it takes me a little longer, but once I do sleep, I dream for the first time in a long time.
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      I wake up to Kit’s cock pressed against my hip. It’s not that I don’t like it, I just literally forgot where I was for a second and got incredibly confused. Then I remembered everything that happened last night, how amazing it was… and I don’t want to get out of this bed at all. This is the best Saturday morning ever, hands down. It’s too bad I have to use the bathroom, though. I carefully roll myself out from under his arm draped over me and head to his bathroom. His light snoring disappears once I close the door. I find out I’m a little sore from last night too, but I freshen up and rinse with mouth wash since I can’t find a toothbrush.

      When I go back in the bedroom, Kit has rolled onto his back and the sheet moved down, putting his cock on display as it lays against his thigh. I smile at how perfect it is, and that piercing. I never thought I would see one in real life; they were a thing of mythology for rock stars or some shit. I guess biker dudes can have them too. But he honestly doesn’t even seem like that. The blond hair and beach dude look he has doesn’t match him being in the club, neither does his personality. But I guess I wouldn’t know enough about it either way, to be able to tell. I just know that he’s interesting to me, and I’m really glad he wants this to be more than a one-night thing, because I like him too.

      It just worries me that he admitted to not doing this all that often. I don’t want to feel like some special girl he picked up at his garage because I don’t necessarily want to change him and then end up in heartbreak if he finds out one girl isn’t enough for him. There’s nothing wrong with that, I just want to know up front. But looking at how perfect he looks right now, all that leaves my mind and I decide not to worry myself about it. And just live in the moment.

      I climb back into bed, grabbing my phone on the way. It’s not like I have friends that check up on me, plus it is the weekend so nothing from work is there either. I almost want to text one friend I had in college that I only talk to every other month just to make her jealous. She’s the kind of girl I imagined Kit would go for, but Stacy and I were just roommates who became friends. I don’t text her, though, I just lay down with Kit and rest my head on his muscled arm, outstretched on the bed. He smells amazing, even without his cologne. A pine and woodsy scent that reminds me of traipsing through the woods as a kid. I need to figure out how to initiate outdoor sex at some point, for some reason I imagine doing it with him. His light snoring starts to break up and his face shifts in his sleep like he is waking up. His cock starts stirring to that effect. I watch as it darkens and grows against his thigh, a thick vein starting to pulse through. I clench between my legs at just looking at him. He makes me out to be this sex crazed thing that has no sense, only wants to have his cock inside me.

      My mouth waters and I trail my hand down the plane of his chest, his muscles are so defined and cut that I wonder how the hell he got them this way. I run once or twice a week just so my clothes will still fit. I chew on my lip as he wakes up, his eyes blinking open as he rubs at his face.

      “Good morning.” I giggle.

      He grins and then focuses his gaze on me, a wolffish grin taking his face.

      “Good morning. This is the best one I’ve had in a while.” He leans over and kisses my lips, pressing them together before he parts them, taking my bottom lip between his. He sucks on it and then his tongue darts out to swipe my lip. My nipples harden at the same time my body shivers from the sensation.

      “Now it’s a great morning.” I murmur when he breaks away. He chuckles and stretches out, not caring that his naked body is on full display. He even manscapes and I swear if he keeps doing all these things right, I’ll never leave.

      “Wait here, I’ll get decent and make us some breakfast.” He says, and then he gets out of bed so I can watch his ass as he walks away.

      Yep, I’m never leaving.

      I do get up to find something to wear, though. One of his shirts I grab from the drawer. It smells like laundry detergent and his scent permanently on it. The black fabric falls over me like a dress because he is so tall, but it snags on my breasts because they’re so full. I’m trying to get the tangles out of my hair when he emerges from the bathroom still naked until he puts on a pair of boxers.

      “Your hair looks like a bird’s nest.” He cackles. I frown at him and give up.

      “Thanks.” I lie. I have naturally curly hair, but a good flat ironing every other day keeps it tame. But obviously I couldn’t do that last night, so the curls are coming in and not easily.

      “It’s cute.” He walks over and kisses my nose, tugging his fingers through my hair.

      “You like pancakes?” He asks, looking down at me. The sunlight in his room is catching the hard line of his square jaw and making the locks of his hair even blonder.

      “It’s my only love.” I grin.

      He leads the way down stairs, and I find that it’s earlier than I thought. I never wake up at nine, not even for work. I wonder how I have so much energy. It must be this Greek god in front of me, whipping up pancakes from scratch.

      “You know how to make them from scratch?” I ask. I sit at the same chair as before, half concerned that his sister will show up again. But she seems cool enough. The real surprise is that I am so comfortable with him and have known him for barely twelve hours. It’s like we’re old friends who also have sex.

      “Yeah, I watch a lot of Food Network.” He explains.

      I shake my head at him and laugh. I make us a pot of coffee. He drinks his black and I have a heap of sugar and cream with mine. Must be why he looks like that.

      “Did your sister already leave?” I ask him out of curiosity. His back is to me and he flips a pancake. Every time he moves, his muscles tense up and I lick my lips at how delicious they are.

      “No, it’s her day off so she’ll probably sleep until noon.” He scoffs. I giggle at how much like siblings they are, it’s nice to see that actually exists.

      “Is it just the two of you that live here?” I ask him. He comes over with two plates of pancakes and syrup and butter already on the counter.

      “We have been since our parents died. We were lucky enough to keep the house when they passed.” He says. His voice barely changes, and it seems like he is really at peace with them passing, which is kind of shocking. I can’t even talk about my mom, and she’s not dead, she just abandoned us.

      “Oh. I’m sorry they passed. Was it sudden?” I ask. And it seems like really heavy talk for the morning or having just met, but he doesn’t seem to mind.

      I stack butter and syrup and take a bite, they taste just like restaurant pancakes.

      “Yeah, a car accident.” He talks with his mouth full now. “But it’s not like anything really changed, because they weren’t around much when they were alive. They worked a lot. Land developers. They built this entire neighborhood from their company. So, it left Amy and I a bunch of money and a company neither of us wanted to run.” He shrugs his shoulder and glances over at me. I’m staring intently and trying to figure out what to say.

      “So, what happened to it?” I ask him.

      “Nothing really, it’s the same. But their VP is running it now, I only have to deal with it once a year when they tell us how much money they made or lost, or trying to expand. We always turn it down, but they keep asking. I guess it’s not a bad thing, since I’ll always have that to go back to.”

      I keep eating and try to find the right response. It sounds like he is already dealing with it, besides not wanting anything to do with the company.

      “It is good. A part of them, I guess.”

      He nods, “Yeah.”

      We keep eating in relative silence. Being around him is surprisingly easy and he is great company to keep.

      “You don’t have any family drama?” He asks me.

      I giggle once and shake my head, I’m not as good at dealing with stuff as he is. And here I thought he was seeking out slews of women to cope, when it’s just how he is.

      “Not really. My dad is sick, and my mom ran out on us when I was five.” I tell him. My dad and I don’t really talk about it. He feels bad for me on Mother’s Day and my birthday, family holidays. But it got better over the years.

      “Sorry about that. That sucks. Is your dad okay, though?” His brows tighten and he turns to face me on the chair.

      I nod, “Yeah. He stays at a resort type place that takes care of him. The Chevy was his and he asked me to get it fixed up.” I explain.

      He half smiles and nods at me, his hand cups my knee and he drags me closer to him.

      “I’ll do my best work then.” He smirks and I grin naturally at him.

      “Thank you. And these pancakes were amazing.” I lean back in the chair, absolutely stuffed. I have eaten more between last night and now than I have all week.

      “You’re welcome.” He pats my thigh and smiles fully at me. “This is nice you know; I’m starting to understand my friends at the club a little better.” He says.

      “What do you mean?” I giggle.

      “I mean that I used to make fun of them for being all smitten over a girl.”

      “Oh. It’s not so bad.” I laugh once.

      He licks his lips and gives me a long look, his eyes fleet like he is thinking about something and then gives up entirely.

      “Have dinner with me tomorrow.” He finally says.

      I swallow and stare at him passively. I don’t know why I thought this would be a hook up type of thing, that I wouldn’t even see him in public. I don’t have to guess to know that he hasn’t really done that either. I mean, I know that we’re young and all, men take a little longer to grow up. But part of me is worried that thinking I can change him will only end bad for me. The softness in his eyes, though, and the way he is looking at me now make me change my mind entirely.

      “Okay.” I agree.

      That seems to make him really happy, and I smile at knowing that. We chat for a little longer and then he starts cleaning the area up. It’s nice to know that he isn’t super messy and has normal living habits. Seriously, it’s refreshing and surprising how many men don’t. But after that, I know that I need to get going, do my usual weekend chores so my life doesn’t fall apart all because of a good-looking guy. I never thought that could even be a thing until him.

      I get dressed and then we get going. He has on faded jeans and a plain white shirt under his jacket. At some point I want to ask him about this club thing that he’s in, I don’t really understand it, but I table that for later. When he drives me home, I get to wrap myself up tightly around him and feel his heart thudding through his back.

      I can tell he is in his element when he’s on his bike, the way he drives it so smoothly and doesn’t even flinch at the hard turns the way I do. But I feel safe wrapped around him, that nothing will happen to me when I’m with him. I know I probably shouldn’t put that much trust in him, but it comes naturally to me.

      All the things in my life that are going on disappear when I’m with him. When we pull up to my house, I barely recognize it with this new lens I have on in the way I think about my life.

      “Your humble abode.” Kit jokes. He smiles and helps me take off the helmet. It’s heavy and hard like concrete.

      “Pretty much.” I walk up the stone path with him following behind me. I like how he walks me to my door and stuff like that, it’s chivalrous.

      “I had a nice time. Thank you.” I tell him, finding my keys in my purse. He nods, on my porch he looks out of place but only because I’m not used to it. And he is so damned pretty.

      “I could say the same to you.” He remembers we don’t have each other’s numbers and we exchange them.

      “I’ll pick you up tomorrow at six.”

      “Okay.” I smile. He smirks and leans down to kiss me, it’s soft and sweet, leaves me something to think about when he walks away.

      Safely in my house, I lean against the front door and try to figure out how my life got so different in only one night.
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      I leave Emily’s house wishing I could turn around and go back. That’s saying a lot for me because I usually don’t even see a girl the next day let alone have breakfast with them and take them home. And ask them on a date. I honestly don’t know what I was thinking, it came out before I could even really think about it, but it felt right. Especially the part where she said yes.

      I don’t think I have ever taken a girl out on a date, either. The concept is completely foreign to me and I am not looking forward to how I might screw it up. I am inclined to ask one of the guys at the club, but I don’t want them hounding me about it.

      When I peel out of her neighborhood, I realize why it looked so familiar when I was driving up to it. My parents owned half the communities in this town and her house is sitting right in the middle of one of them. She seems to be doing okay, but I know that the board of the company right now are a bunch of money grabbing assholes. Last year they talked about tearing everything down and rebuilding new complexes, to which my sister and I vetoed. But I have a feeling that it is only a matter of time before they pull that shit again.

      Anyway, I don’t really plan on telling her because there is no way I could explain it in a reasonable way, I don’t even understand the half of it.

      When I get to the club, I feel more at home than I do even at my own house. The garage is empty, besides Emily’s Chevy. I smile at the excitement of getting started on it for her. I park my bike in the back and then look over the tally of orders that I have, everything from last week was picked up. Even though I said I wouldn’t work on the weekends, I get started on the Chevy. It’s a nice car, definitely an antique. But it shouldn’t be that hard to get it running again. I go ahead and order the parts that it needs, it seems faster than waiting to ask Emily. Maybe it’s weird that I am buying something for her already, but it doesn’t really feel like it. I didn’t ask her what she does for a living, but most people have a hard time these days. It makes me grateful to know that my parents left behind all the stuff they did, but I am still not inclined to take part of it.

      “You’re working on a Saturday? I’m shocked.” Darius’s deep and less than chipper voice comes up behind me. I nearly hit my head on the iron rail of the car suspension when I turn around.

      “So am I. What are you up to?” I grab my jacket from where I left it on the table and walk outside with him.

      He doesn’t have his cut on, only an overly tight shirt but on him it’s just because he lifts weights more than he sleeps. So, I assume he is coming from the gym with the athletic shorts he has on too.

      “Nothing. About to head out of town.” He answers. I stop by the back entrance of the club and sit on one of the boxes. It is way too fucking hot outside for my own good. I don’t really like the heat when I’m not driving fast on my bike to make up for the lack of a breeze around here.

      “Oh shit. Again?” I ask him. He has been in and out of town since the shit with the Devil’s Princes started going on. He’s one of the enforcers so when the club needs to lay a heavy hand down, we send him. Except they aren’t so keen on listening. Their pres has been trying to slow shit down but his guys don’t listen. Tank and Rafe both never had a problem with that. Everyone at the club respects them and wouldn’t dare go out and start trouble. Unless they wanted us to, of course.

      “Yep. I don’t know how long I’ll be gone this time, though. I wish they would just drop dead some of these days.” He scoffs.

      I laugh at him, “Don’t say that too loud, someone might hear you.” I shake my head at him. Rafe called for a meeting today too and I’m not sure why. I only sit on the exec board because Tank wanted to keep a close eye on me at first, and he thought I had a level head. I probably got that from my business tycoon father. A club is kind of like that sometimes, except with the occasional crimes.

      “Yeah right. Let’s go inside, it’s fucking hot.”

      I nod in agreement. I feel like my balls are shrinking from the heat. We step into the cold ac of the club; Logan is over at the bar and the old guys are lounging by the pool table are. We sit at the bar and Logan is already sliding us fresh beers.

      “Shouldn’t you be taking care of a baby?” I joke. He laughs and shakes his head.

      “No way, he’s teething.” He makes a face. Darius laughs too.

      “Yeah, that’s no fun.” He says. He was six or seven when his little sister was born, so he would remember that. It’s also why he is good with kids, too. He’s the only guy at the club Logan would let watch his son.

      “Yeah but seriously, Chantal said she felt bad that I wasn’t spending as much time at the club. I’m just humoring her.” He explains. I later found out that after he knew he was gonna be a dad, he thought about leaving the club. Which would have sucked. But at least Chantal could see how much it means to him. Even Tank’s wife came around and they’re a happy family again.

      “Fair enough.”

      We sip our beers and catch up a bit. We see each other almost every day but most of the time, we aren’t even talking.

      “So, who was that girl you left with last night?” Darius asks me, and I groan internally. I really hoped that no one had seen that, but I guess I can’t be so lucky.

      Logan gets intrigued too and then they are both staring me down. I almost say I don’t know what the big deal is before I remember I never pick girls up here at the club. It’s mostly the gym or supermarket. The gas station is always a hit since they can see my bike. But here at the club, women hang around hoping to get picked up and that’s a little too desperate for me.

      “No one.” I lie. I smirk and drink the last of my beer. I told myself to stop day drinking, especially beer since it’s not all that healthy but that keeps going out the window.

      “Oh, come on. We all saw you chatting her up at the bar. At least we had the courtesy to leave you alone. Now I’m asking.” Darius chuckles and I know he isn’t going to let it go. The two of us have been friends for a while, since I joined the club, and he is probably the only one that loves women as much as I do. Speaking numbers wise, at least.

      “Look, I don’t really know her; I just met her yesterday.”

      “Yeah but you never really know any of them, right?” Logan snickers and shakes his head. “I really hope my son doesn’t end up like you.”

      “Hey, I’m a stand-up guy. At least I’m honest with them.” I defend myself, knowing he was mostly joking anyway.

      “She came into the garage super late with this old Chevy. I felt bad for her, so I gave her a ride home.”

      “And a ride on your dick.” Darius deadpans. I frown but confirm that’s exactly what happened with a slight intermission in the middle.

      Thinking about Emily already has my defenses down. Something about her was really genuine and fun. I didn’t feel like I had to pretend around her.

      “Do you even remember her name?” Logan smirks.

      I flip him off and laugh.

      “Yeah, of course I remember her name. We are also going on a date tonight so don’t act like you have me all figured out.” I say. I probably would have told them eventually, but I must just be that desperate for advice. I don’t want to take her on a shitty date and make her think I’m only good for sex. I mean, I might be, but I don’t want her to know that just yet.

      “Oh shit, a real date? Or are you just gonna have a picnic in your bed.” Darius snickers.

      “You know what, that might be a good idea.” I lie, shoving his shoulder.

      They are both laughing at me and I don’t know why I even told them.

      “Look, women are a lot simpler than we think they are. Just treat her nicely and she really won’t care what you do. But are you that serious about her?” Logan asks. I knew he would have the level head first. He is older but he never had a problem with this kind of stuff. Him and Chantal were friends first but that was just because of how they met. He didn’t want to take advantage of her. But we all knew it was a matter of time.

      “I don’t know, we just met. But I know I’ve never asked anyone else on a date before, so.” I shrug my shoulder and wish I had something stronger than beer.

      “Yeah, we know.” Darius laughs. I frown at him and it only makes him laugh harder. I know they are just messing around but now I’m wishing I had thought this through more or gave myself more time than tomorrow.

      “What kind of car was it?” Logan asks me, changing the subject after more back and forth.

      “A ‘69 Chevy I think.” I tell him.

      “Nice.” Darius chuckles. I realize it then and laugh too. I should figure out exactly what year it is before I tell Emily, I didn’t need to know to buy the parts. Or maybe I could just ask her. I have half a mind to text her, but I already know that I can’t do it with the guys sitting here pestering me.

      “Well, best of luck to you.” Logan chuckles.

      Some people walk in and sit at the bar and he has to go attend to them. Darius and I talk more about the club drama before Rafe comes in too, and then we have the exec meeting. It’s mostly the guys going back and forth, pissed as hell, until Rafe settles everything. When Darius comes back, we’ll figure out how far they have gone and if there are still any outbreaks at the drop sites. We might have to suspend our business, but it hasn’t really gotten to that yet.

      I have a headache by the time I leave, but honestly, I have other issues on my mind. Like what the hell I’m going to do for my date with Emily.
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      “Just watch some YouTube videos.” Amy says, and she actually means it. I frown at her from across the dinner table and want to fling these mashed potatoes in her face.

      “What? Don’t look at me like that, this is unprecedented.” She shrieks. I shake my head at her and only take pity because she looks tired as shit. Amy is graduating soon and working, so exams and work are hard on her. But that doesn’t mean she can have fun at my expense or wear almost see through shirts at the dinner table.

      “I know that, but you’re the one that’s actually been on dates.” I stab at my chicken and chew it angrily.

      “Yeah, with guys that split the check and never went anywhere nice.” She scoffs.

      “Damn, that sucks. Even I know that.” I may not know a lot, but I at least know a woman shouldn’t have to pay, unless she absolutely wants to.

      “Then you’re already off to a good start. What does she like to do? Maybe start there.” She suggests.

      I trail off in thought because I realize I don’t actually know. I meant to text her today but then kept getting sidetracked at the club. After the meeting, I went into the garage to get some work done.

      “I don’t know yet. But she seems really casual, like I don’t think white tablecloths are her thing.”

      “Okay. So, go to the movies. Then you can fingerbang her during the previews.” She laughs and I stare at her in disgust. I don’t even want to know where she got that idea from. Although doing anything with my finger to Emily sounds like a darn good idea.

      “The movies is kind of high school, right?”

      “Eh, maybe. You could do it at home, make the snacks yourself.” She suggests. I mule it over as I finish my grilled chicken. I’m eating healthy while she has a bowl of mac and cheese and chicken strips, but Amy has always had a fast metabolism and never had to lose weight. I was chubby until I started hitting the gym.

      “Maybe. How did that test go anyway?” I ask her. She was home late last night because she was studying for it.

      “Ugh, it sucked. I cried. But I got an A.” She reasons. I laugh at her and realize I should be nicer to my doctors now. She wants to go into fetal medicine, but I don’t even really know what that means. The both of us have very unconventional paths, considering what our parents did. I am sort of a mechanic and also in an MC. She wants to be a Grey’s Anatomy character. It doesn’t really make sense.

      “Oh, good job. When is graduation again?” I ask her.

      “Some time… soon. I don’t know. I try not to think about it. It just makes it more stressful.” She sighs. I feel bad for her and rub her shoulder.

      “Well, you’re smart. It will be fine. But don’t lose sleep because you need to study, won’t do you any good.”

      “Thanks, little brother.” She jokes.

      We finish up dinner and she goes off to bed early, maybe taking my advice to heart. I decide to go for a run, lace up my shoes and hit the pavement to clear my head. I make it two miles and turn back. I’m thinking of Emily the entire time, of where I am going to take her. I really want to see her, so bad I could go right now. But I shouldn’t be clingy like that. Or creepy.

      I call her instead, as I walk back to the house under the streetlights. It rings a few times and I think she won’t answer, until close to the last ring she does. I smile at hearing her voice.

      “So, you’re one of those guys who calls instead of texts.”
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      I finish my last lesson plan and opt for a shower. It’s been a long day of coming home, falling asleep, eating, and then deciding I should be productive. I should have cleaned the house today, but I was so exhausted. My body is sore and all I could think about was Kit.

      He is really charming and sweet and that might be bad news, but I am willing to take that risk for some reason. He wasn’t like the other guys that I know, and I want to get to know him more. I half expect him to text me all day, knowing that I could text him too, but I couldn’t bring myself to for some reason.

      I get out of the shower and towel off, then my phone rings from across the room. I stub my toe trying to get to it, thinking that it’s a nurse from my dad’s living center. So, when I see Kit’s name flash across the screen, my stomach flip flops. But I swallow down my nerves and answer.

      “So, you’re one of those guys who calls instead of texts.” I smile to myself. It seemed better than trying to sound sexy saying ‘hello’ or some shit like that.

      “I guess I am. How are you doing, Emily?” He asks me.

      He sounds like he is outside, the wind lopping against the speaker. I sit on the edge of my bed, shivering a little in just my towel. It’s from the excitement running through my veins, making my chest and cheeks heat. I hate how he does this to me so easily, but there is no going back now.

      “I’m okay, Kit. What have you been up to?” I twirl my hair around my fingers and think I have fully lost it.

      “Thinking about you.” He chuckles. He is so effortless with the corny lines that it makes me laugh.

      “Oh really? Is that why you’re calling me at ten pm?” I giggle.

      He chuckles, “I didn’t want to seem clingy.” He reasons.

      “Hm. You’re not clingy. At least not yet. What have you really been doing all day? Making trouble.” I bite my lip.

      “Oh, I don’t have to make trouble, I am trouble.”

      I laugh aloud so loud it hits the walls. He laughs too and I like how it sounds, his voice is deeper over the phone and I lose myself in his intensity even when I am not standing in front of him.

      “Kit, are you ever serious?” I giggle again.

      “Of course, I am.” He sighs and I hear him stop walking, he’s panting a little bit too. The sound reminds me of last night, the two of us panting and sweaty together.

      “I was at the garage, then I had a meeting at the club with the guys.”

      “Do you guys have stale coffee and pastries at your meetings?” I ask him.

      He laughs and I grin to myself.

      “Nice one. And no, we don’t. Pizza sometimes, but not stale coffee.”

      “I went for a run and then I wanted to hear your voice. It would have been weird if I showed up at your house.” He says.

      “Yeah. And it would have reminded me not to have sex with strangers.” I say. Mostly to myself, because that honestly could have happened too. But I didn’t get a creepy vibe off him, I didn’t think that he was scary or creepy at all.

      “That it would. But what about you? What does Emily do all day?” He chuckles.

      I smile to myself and roll over. My towel is too small to be lounging around in, but with his voice on the other end of the phone, I feel delightfully exposed.

      “I slept and then ate. Now I’m talking to you. Oh, I showered before that too.” I bite my lip and then smile at his sudden silence, but still being able to hear his breath on the other end of the receiver.

      “That’s what you were doing when I called?”

      “Well I got out first and towel dried.” I fiddle with the ends of my orange comforter and smile at where this is going.

      “Fucking hell. I should have come to your house then.”

      I laugh. It’s not like I would tell him no sex until after the third date. We have already been there and back. But I am more excited to see him tomorrow, give myself a day or so to miss him.

      “Maybe you should have. Why are you breathing like that?” I finally ask him.

      “I just ran two miles.” He replies.

      “Oh god. I hate running.” I giggle.

      “Why is that?” I hear him moving on the other end again.

      “Because it isn’t fun. And my boobs are too big, makes it uncomfortable.”

      “I think that’s the only time your tits are a disadvantage.” He laughs. I grin because I could tell that he was fond of them. Always gripping or sucking on them. At one point while he was asleep, and I woke up in the middle of the night, he was gripping them. I can still feel his hands all over me, even now.

      “Maybe so.”

      I roll over to lay on my side and put him on speaker. “I’m excited for our date tomorrow.” I say, it’s almost a whisper because I can’t believe I am even saying it out loud.

      “Me too, babe. I can’t wait to see you again. I feel like last night was a dream.”

      “And this morning.”

      “Yeah. A vivid day dream.” He chuckles.

      “Well, us normal people have a bedtime, so I have to go.” I sigh. If I don’t hang up now, I honestly might invite him over. He could put me to sleep faster than a sleeping pill.

      “Imagine I’m tucking you in.” He says, his voice getting all breathy again.

      “I will. Goodnight, Kit.” I lick my lips and force myself to press the end call button.

      I sigh dramatically and lay back on the bed. With his voice still thrumming in my ear, my body is all keyed up, getting hot from the inside out. It makes me slide my hand into my towel, pressing it aside. I open my legs to the cold air and work my clit with my fingers, falling into an orgasm with his name on my lips.

      I fall asleep right there on my towel in the middle of my bed.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      When I wake up, I’m slightly confused until I remember what happened last night. Usually I wake up snuggled up in bed with my Scentsy blowing, but I forgot to turn it on. I get up and go through my morning routine, still going on the dreaded run I do a couple times a week. I get back and make a boring breakfast before I check my phone to see that Kit texted.

      Kit: Good morning, gorgeous.

      Emily: Hey, hottie.

      I am starting to think I am really bad at this, but he doesn’t seem to have any complaints. We go back and forth for a while before he tells me that he has to get some work done before our date. I like how serious he is being.

      After I get some responsible stuff going, I talk to my dad for a while and tell him I found a mechanic to fix his car. I don’t really tell him anything else because I don’t want him to worry about me.

      The two of us are pretty close. I would tell him how much I liked a guy if it were any other time, but he’s sick and I feel like I can’t be selfish. It makes me sad to know that, but I pick myself up and stop feeling sorry about all this. Turning my sights to getting ready.

      I haven’t actively cared about what to wear in a long time, even when I went on dates back in college. We were just going to go to some chain restaurant and use a student coupon anyway. But this feels real. All he told me to do was dress casual. So, I wear tight gray leggings and a pink shirt that hangs off my shoulder a bit and is kind of cropped. I do my hair but only wear lip gloss as makeup. He made a comment about liking how I looked the next morning, so I am taking that to the full advantage.

      After lacing up my shoes, there is a knock at my door. I check and it is right at six.

      I race down and swing it open, faced with a smiling Kit. He has on faded jeans, lighter than blue, and a gray tee shirt that hugs at his chest. His leather jacket is on and he looks absolutely incredible. His windblown hair completely fuckable looking too.

      “Hey,” I smile and bite down on my lip.

      I step outside and get close to him on the porch.

      “Hey there.”

      He drags me into a toe-curling kiss. His hands come around my waist and grip me tightly. He drags me closer to his body so I am completely flush against him. I feel his cock resting against my naval when he deepens the kiss. His tongue swirls against mine and flicks against the lining of my lip. I wrap my arms around his neck and realize we are giving the neighbors a hell of a show. But I don’t care. My body is singing for him.

      “You look hot.” He says when he breaks the kiss. His voice is breathless, his lips pursed and glossed up from mine. I wipe at them and smile.

      “You look okay, too.” I giggle.

      “I missed you.” He takes my hand and leads me out to his bike. The heavy chrome and black sits at the end of my driveway and looks more dangerous than it is.

      But when I get on with him, I only feel safe. Excited. I wrap myself tightly to him, listening to his heart beat against his back as he drives. His muscles clench and relax with the winding turns of the road. The straight path from my house to his comes up and then he is just relaxed, completely in his element. I can tell this is what he loves to do, be on his bike and enjoying the wind hitting us hard, the powerful engine thrumming underneath us.

      “This is your house, Kit.” I say when we arrive. “If your idea of a date is getting naked it needs a little work.” I laugh.

      He grins and laughs too, taking my hand again. “It’s not. Well, maybe later. We’re going to have dinner and a movie, but in the comforts of my house. You know, avoid the other annoying people, make our own snacks.” He explains.

      “That’s original.” I say, actually happy about that idea. It takes the pressure off and I love to be casual anytime I can.

      “Don’t worry, you can dress up in something sexy for me later.”
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      I wasn’t sure about this whole casual date idea until I saw how damn sexy Emily looks in those tights, the cute pink shirt she has on hanging off her shoulder, showing just a bit of skin. I thought she would be pissed I wasn’t actually taking her out, like in public. But it’s not like I am avoiding the string of women I’ve been with in the city, that could see us on a date and start a scene. I was clear with them about it only being a one-night type of thing. But the pressure of finding the perfect place and getting all dressed up just to do the same thing, get to know each other, seems kind of redundant to me.

      “I didn’t know you were so creative.” Emily comments as we walk in the kitchen. Her smile matches the glint in her blue eyes, shining in the center of my kitchen. It makes me happy to be around her, gives me this weird swell of emotion that I can only end with another grin at her.

      “I have lots of surprises.”

      She moves over to the stool and sits, dropping her purse next to it.

      “Well, if you think I’m helping, you are incredibly mistaken.” She giggles. I shake my head at her but nod.

      “Fair enough. I am the host after all. I hope you’re not allergic to anything.”

      “Me too.” She sighs.

      I laugh and go over to the fridge, dropping a bottle of water in front of her. Amy doesn’t like that I buy them, something about damaging the environment. But I don’t like the taste of tap water even with a filter. She kindly left the house for a while so I could enjoy my time with Emily and not feel bad about it. I’m sure she already noticed we had sex on the couch, but she hasn’t said anything about it, probably a moot point.

      I get started on the pretzel dough to bake first and plan on making the popcorn last. I don’t even know what movie we’ll watch but I have a pretty nice collection to choose from. Having Emily here feels really natural, like we have been doing this for a long time or something. I think back to how the guys acted at the club about all this. I mean I get their apprehension; I don’t exactly have the best track record with this stuff. Or any record at all. But I like Emily. I’m not really sure why yet but I’ll figure that out at some point. All I know is that it doesn’t have to do only with how hot the sex is with her.

      “Where did you learn how to cook?” She asks me. I put the pretzel dough on the counter and start kneading it.

      “Um, here. In high school or around then.” I answer. I glance over at her and see her giving me a funny look.

      “What, men can’t know how to cook?” I chuckle.

      “No, of course they can. I’m just surprised about you is all.” She jokes.

      “Oh, burn.” I laugh. “Well, after my parents died, I had to learn how to do shit for myself. Couldn’t have Amy becoming a mom to a teenager when she was still one herself. Now I cook better than she can.” I brag to shake away the dampness of that statement. I don’t necessarily talk about my parents dying, not after the mandatory counseling from the state before they let Amy and I stay together here, since she was eighteen. But Emily seems to understand and doesn’t really ask questions about it.

      “That’s nice of you. And unfortunate. I’m sorry.” She gives me a sad smile that makes her look really caring and honest, she probably already has those qualities naturally.

      “Yeah.” I shrug and start forming a pretzel, this I learned on a cooking channel, though. “You don’t remember your mom?” I ask her.

      “Wow, we’re really getting into it, aren’t we?” She laughs once without humor and shifts on the chair. Her brows furrow and she stares at the granite counter like it has the answer.

      “Um, not really. I was five when she left, and she must not have been all that present before then, too. But she is out there somewhere. I just never bothered looking for her.” She explains.

      “I get that. Do you think you ever will?” I ask her. I don’t know why it is so easy to get into this stuff with her.

      Maybe we just understand each other on a deeper level because we have been through the same kind of stuff. I don’t think either of us know it yet either. But there has to be a reason why she is the first girl out of dozens that I have connected with.

      “I don’t know.” She sighs. “I thought about if before my high school graduation. And then again for my college graduation. Maybe it will bother me before my wedding.” She half laughs. I grin at her and shake my head.

      “At least you didn’t end up fucked up and blame it on her.”

      “How do you know I’m not fucked up?” She feigns making a face.

      “Cause… I know.” I shrug my shoulder. She smiles at me before curling her lips in, licking at her bottom lip. Suddenly I don’t give a fuck about this pretzel dough.

      I cross the space to her and draw her into a long kiss, my hands are messy, so I grip the counter behind her instead as her fingers go up into my hair. I deepen the kiss and suckle her bottom lip between mine, flicking my tongue across it. Her gloss tastes like vanilla and I inhale her scent deeply, letting it swarm into my brain as my tongue laps over hers. She moans into my mouth slightly and it goes right to my cock, making it twitch in my pants. I feel my piercing catch the material of my boxers and figure I need to slow this down before I hurt myself. She whimpers when I pull away.

      “Occupational hazard.” I dip my knees to loosen my cock from where it threatens to catch on my boxers.

      She giggles, “When did you get that thing anyway? And why?” She licks her lips and pulls away, smoothing my hair back.

      “It’s a long story.” I walk back to my workstation and pan the pretzels, setting them in to bake.

      “We have twelve minutes.” She leans forward on the counter and it shows off the mounds of her tits. It distracts the hell out of me, and I forget what we were even talking about. My budding erection reminds me though.

      “I had just joined the club and I didn’t want to get any tattoos.” I don’t have anything against them, but I wasn’t keen on putting a bunch of ink on my body. The logo is already on our cut and I didn’t have anything else to commiserate. The other guys got tattoos that meant something to them. Spencer and Rafe got one for being actual brothers and once they had their girlfriends.

      “Wouldn’t that have hurt less?” She giggles.

      I shake my head and get out the toppings for the popcorn. I rarely eat regular popcorn. If I do, it has to have chocolate and cheddar powder or caramel.

      “Not really. Getting the piercing didn’t hurt. What hurt was not being able to have sex or get hard for almost two months after.” I smirk. She shakes her head at me in mock shame.

      “How is that difficult?” She sighs.

      I put the popcorn on the stove, since I make it from scratch, and set the timer.

      “I’m a man, Emily. Morning wood and random erections don’t just go away on their own.”

      “So how did you do it?” She asks me.

      I wince at the memory. Of one time almost failing at keeping it away and thinking I would get my dick cut off or something.

      “I had this football coach in high school. He was super big and hairy. Not a pretty sight.”

      She giggles. “You played football?”

      “Of course, I did. I was the quarterback and team captain.” It all sounds very cliché and much like a popularity contest. Which it was. But that all ended after my parents died. I was a junior and didn’t want to do anything anymore. I almost flunked out and consequently lost my place on the team. I was going to a dark place real fast and one twist of fate ended me in Tank’s path. When I graduated and needed a job, I started as a mechanic for the club before I was a prospect.

      “Hm. I bet you got all the ladies.”

      I grin and stride over to her after I wash my hands. I stand by her on the chair and rest my hand on her thigh, the soft material of her tights slipping under my fingers before I grip her knee.

      “That I did. But the satisfaction I got was temporary.”

      “And now you want something permanent?” She looks up at me, her eyes widening. I find it hard to answer. Instead I bite my lip as I look down at her and imagine I’m kissing her instead.

      “I don’t know yet.” I exhale.

      “I hope I’m not your guinea pig.” She laughs. The ease in it makes me laugh too and I smile at her for a long time before I can even say anything.

      “No, you’re something else. I haven’t decided yet.” I lean in and kiss her cheek, trailing my lips down to her jaw. I drag her across the seat to straddle my waist with her legs. I love having her in this position, when my cock is in the perfect place to rub against her. I relieve the friction and growl against her neck as I leave a deep hickey there.

      “Kit, I can’t have hickeys visible at work.” She musters up between her moans.

      I chuckle and lean back. “Where do you work anyway?” I ask her, realizing that I have no idea.

      She grins and drops her legs from around me.

      “I’m a teacher. For home schooled kids up to second grade. It’s very much a professional environment and their curious minds shouldn’t know what hickeys are yet.” She giggles.

      “They’ve probably seen them on their parents already.” I say and she makes a face.

      “What? At one point they’ll need to know where they came from.” I laugh. She swats at me and the timer goes off then.

      I go get the pretzels out and the popcorn has popped perfectly. It actually smells like a movie theater in here.

      “So, what are we watching?” Emily asks. We moved to the living room and I set the tray down as she looks over my entertainment system. “I hope you don’t have any adult films here, Kit.” She scolds me over her shoulder.

      I laugh and pour her glass of wine; I just got a few beers for myself but apparently that’s not her thing.

      “What would you do if I did?” I sit back on the couch and let her pick something out.

      “I don’t know. Watch one together.” She bends over to look at the bottom shelf and I nearly choke on my own air.

      “Damn. I wish I had one now.” I laugh. She turns and looks at me in confusion.

      “What? I get a lot of pussy, Emily; I don’t need the fake stuff.” I say honestly. With my kind of contacts list in my phone, it’s easier to get the real thing rather than scoff at the corniness I’m sure that those kinds of movies have.

      “Fine.” She stands up with her option. “Not Another Teen Movie it is then.” She hands it to me so I can put it in. It’s kind of hard to figure out, since it’s the most expensive movie on the market. But it’s not like I’m the one that got it.

      The guys at the club used to pester me about the whole ‘rich kid’ thing until they realized I don’t capitalize on it that much.

      It’s nice to get things easier, but I know that I don’t need to.

      “I have never even seen this.” I comment as it starts.

      Emily laughs at me with a mouth half full of pretzel, “Seriously? It’s so funny.” She giggles. I look down at her, smiling at me and then back to the tv. She is really damned cute, her body laying against mine makes me feel like a fucking winner. I’m starting to get why she’s authentic and can understand my pain without assuming. That’s hard to come by.

      And she makes me not want to sleep with a bunch of girls just to fill some sort of a void. Around her, I don’t really have one anymore.
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      About halfway through the movie I start sucking the cheese dip off my finger a little too dramatically. The past hour has been like a contest of who can turn the other one on the fastest. All Kit has to do is exist, though, so I am at a total disadvantage. In the last ten minutes, I finish my second glass of wine for more liquid courage or whatever. I didn’t eat too much so I wouldn’t be stuffed, but it wasn’t meant to be a full dinner anyway.

      The credits are rolling when Kit shifts underneath me, so his cock is pressing into the back of my ass. My back is laying against his chest and his hands slide up my shirt, the warm callouses on his hands leaving goosebumps in their wake.

      “Kit…”  I trail off, his hands close around my breasts over my lace bra.

      “What? I let you finish the movie first.” His lips trail over my ear, his warm breath fanning down my neck and making me shiver.

      My body is so keyed up, I feel the tingle all the way down to my toes, stuffed under the blanket. He keeps massaging the mounds of my breasts, his fingers rolling around my nipple through the fabric, as his lips continue down my neck. Soon there is a sheen of sweat on my body from the heat. He tosses the blanket down on the couch and repositions us so I am underneath him. I widen my legs for him to lay against me and his cock rubs my thigh against his jeans.

      “I can’t get enough of you, Emily. It’s fucking insane.” He tugs my shirt and bra off at the same time, throwing them to the ground. My chest heaves at being exposed so soon, my nipples hardening to the cold air. He growls under his breath, his jaw tight and brows furrowed together.

      His full lips are pursed as his eyes rove over me. He takes my tights and panties off so fast I am worried they might have ripped or something. Then he grabs my knees and spreads me open, holding me there. I gasp at the urgency of him, the way he handles my body.

      “Kit, please,” I moan, his lips trail kisses along the inside of my thighs on both sides and avoid my throbbing clit. I feel myself dripping for him, my entire body yearning for him.

      His eyes fleet up to me through his lashes as he smirks, in this light they look more green than blue, his blonde hair darker like the desire in his eyes.

      “I’m savoring this moment, Emily.” He murmurs.

      “I don’t give a shit.” I moan, shocked at how bad I need him.

      He just laughs in response and places an open, hot kiss on my clit and around my folds. His tongue laps up between them and then focuses on my clit as he kisses me harder there, like he would kiss my mouth. And then he focuses on my clit entirely, swirling around it in different patterns.

      “Oh my god, please don’t stop, Kit. Holy fuck—” I grip the locks of his hair in my fingers and tug, clamping my thighs around him to hold him in place, too. He growls against me and the sensation sends me into a deeper frenzy, one that continues on and grows in intensity.

      I am nearly blinded by it.

      The dim lights of the room turn dark as I can’t see anything but Kit staring at me with those bright eyes of his.

      “You’re so damn beautiful when you came. I could watch you all day.” He starts shedding his clothes, my hands slide down the planes of his chest and abs as he takes off his jeans, moving to get them off completely. Then he is standing in front of me, his cock on full display. He’s hard as ever, a thick vein throbbing down as if pointing to the silver glint of his piercing.

      I pump him in my hand and let my thumb toy with the piercing. His thumb circles my clit again and I feel my body gearing up for more. He has to stop, though, to get the condom out of his jeans where he stashed it. I’m glad he is prepared. I sit up on the couch and straddle him when he rolls it on.

      Kit stares up into my eyes before I lean in and kiss him, swirling my tongue against his without any pause.

      His cock twitches underneath us and his hands move up my thighs until he reaches my ass where he squeezes.

      “You’re gorgeous, Emily,” he kisses my neck and moves down between my breasts, “You taste amazing. So soft and perfect.” He moves his lips over to my breast where he kisses around my nipple and traces with his tongue. His fingers toy with the other and soon my body is thrumming with more desire than it can handle. I grind myself against him, using his cock to rub around my clit until I am soaked for him again.

      “Ride me, baby. I want you bouncing on my cock.” He grips my ass again and pulls back to watch me sink onto him.

      The angle hits different. I feel like he is really inside me, deeper than I can handle. He lets me adjust, I feel him twitching inside me and his breath grows deeper and harder. I steady my hands against his chest as I start to circle my hips. I feel myself expanding around him as he seems to only grow harder.

      “Kit, you feel incredible. Holy shit.” I throw my head back, shutting my eyes as I surrender to the pleasure when I really get moving. I move up quickly and down slowly, swirling my hips around too. Even with the condom, I can feel his piercing hitting my walls, close to my G spot. I pull out fully, so I feel it against my clit and then slide back down.

      He groans and grabs me so hard his hands will leave marks. He kisses my neck as my head is thrown back. I continue like that until I feel the orgasm building up inside me like a storm. My hard nipples tighten and my clit throbs around him.

      Kit circles it with his thumb and then kisses me, his lips wet and warm. I can taste myself on him and it’s fucking amazing, the way our tastes mingle together. I start going so fast the pain meets pleasure, but I don’t want to stop. It feels too damn good.

      Our bodies are nearly perfect for each other since they are so in tune, it’s amazing how two near strangers can be so good together. But I feel it. The way he kisses me and the way his tongue dances with mine, our lips are seamless together and so are our bodies.

      I break the kiss when my breathing gets harder, every inhale only brings more tightness to my chest as I feel myself exploding from the inside out. His cock grows inside me as I clench around him with my orgasm, it takes my whole body away and is more intense than the last one.

      “Fuck, Emily,” Kit wraps me in his arms and holds me close as he comes. I feel the heat of him pulsing and emptying into the condom inside me. I still tremble around him, my clit rubbing him from how deep we are. I roll my hips until the last tremor dies away and I can breathe somewhat normally.

      He kisses me hard and then collapses back against the couch, his arms falling like limp noodles. I giggle and lift off him, whimpering at the sudden loss. I still sit on his lap and lay against his chest, our moist bodies fitting together almost perfectly.

      “That was incredible.” I murmur.

      “Mhm.” I hear the smile in his voice as his hands slide down my back. It must have been better since we knew we wanted each other but held it off for so long.

      “You up for dessert?” He asks me.

      “Depends what it is.”

      He chuckles and gets up to discard the condom, walking around in his naked glory. I put on his shirt and he comes back to put on his jeans. I follow him to the kitchen to wash my hands, smiling to myself at the way my knees wobble.

      “Ice cream sundaes. My personal favorite.” He bats his eye lids.

      I giggle at him and watch as he gets everything out. I was really impressed with the way he planned this, doing all the cooking himself too. I can barely make spaghetti from scratch and he made entire pretzels, I had way too many. In fact, any time I am around him I find myself eating way too much.

      But this was better than going to some stuffy restaurant for a date, paying too much just to talk to each other. As we watched the movie, he’d ask me random stuff and it wasn’t just to distract himself from mounting me right then and there. He actually seemed interested when he asked me about where I went to school and why I wanted to be a teacher. I gave him a bullshit answer but that’s just because the real one is kind of weird. I haven’t even figured it out for myself yet. But I did the same to him, finding out the only reason he didn’t go to college was because he thought staying close to home would be good for him and his sister. And he didn’t really need to, since he already knows how to be a mechanic. I find myself wondering what my dad would think of him, but it is way too soon for that. It’s way too soon for us to be talking about most of the stuff we do but I don’t mind skipping the small talk, either one is nice with him. I can tell that Kit is different than most guys, that the whole man whore thing was probably temporary. But I still don’t want to feel like I can change him, that was never the plan.

      I think he is more changing me than the other way around.

      “What kind of ice cream is this? It’s amazing.” I take a huge spoonful of the vanilla ice cream I topped with way too much chocolate syrup and chocolate chips.

      He chuckles, “I don’t know, regular ice cream.” He leans over the long side of the counter next to me and licks at his spoon. I watch his tongue like I haven’t been personally affected by it.

      “I had a nice time tonight. Very relaxing.” I tell him.

      He smirks at me and I notice his slight dimple for the first time. His bright eyes bore into mine and I swell from the inside out.

      “Me too. But our next date is gonna be super legit. Can’t have you thinking I’m some bum on house arrest.” He laughs.

      I giggle and shake my head. “I don’t think that. Maybe you’re a little crazy but that’s okay.” I joke. He narrows his eyes in mock disapproval.

      “You’re the crazy one. With sex at least.”

      I swat his shoulder, “I am not.” My cheeks heat because I know I am probably the most boring person in bed. I bet he has done a lot more than I have. “You’re the one with metal up your dick.”

      “Sterling silver.” He deadpans. “I think.” He adds and we laugh together.

      “But you’re right. There are about a dozen things I can think of introducing you to.”

      “Like what?” I ask, my voice going small. My nostrils flare with my heightened breathing.

      His stare grows darker and I know nothing good can come of that look of his.

      “Like,” he lifts a spoonful of his half-melted ice cream. I don’t know what his plan is until the cold liquid drops onto my thigh.

      “Agh!” I jerk back, but he grabs my knee and dips down, licking it up and off my thigh before it even hits the seat of the chair. He glances up at me and I half smile, such a simple thing is hot as hell. I feel the sticky sugar of the ice cream and his warm saliva on me at the same time.

      “More?” He asks, his voice deep and rough. My shaky breathing is the only thing I hear in the air as I nod.

      He licks his lips and lifts my shirt up that I stole from him. My nipples are already hard to the cold area and they throb at the exposure. He turns the chair, his muscles rippling as he moves me. I am completely naked in his kitchen and his cock is making another entrance in his jeans. I like how him giving me pleasure is such a turn on to him. Other guys want to get it out of the way before they even get hard.

      “For the record, you taste just as sweet without the ice cream.” His deep voice thrums in the air as he drops another spoonful of ice cream on me, this time it falls over the swell of my breast and he lets it drip down my nipple before he licks it up again.

      My eyes literally roll back in my head, out of my control, as my head falls back too. I trail my hands down the hard muscles of his arms until he moves to drop another on me, it falls down the center of my chest and he kisses up my stomach before licking it away. I had no idea this could be so enjoyable, being eaten off of. I want to do the same to him, but he seems to have other plans. He takes another spoonful, but he eats it this time, his eyes trained on me as his lips purse out and then he leans in to kiss me, the cold liquid spilling into my mouth.

      I jerk at the sudden cold feeling and then swallow it as it hits my throat before I kiss him back. In a haste, I undo his jeans and grab his cock, the hot flesh throbbing and growing harder in my hand. He rolls on another condom before I can even process it and then he is inside me in one hard thrust.

      “Kit—” I cry out in shock, not expecting to feel him so fast.

      He doesn’t even let me adjust before he starts fucking me hard. My breasts bob between us as I lean back on the counter, my ass slipping on the chair. I have to rely on him to keep me from falling, which isn’t that hard. He spreads my legs open, one thigh over his shoulder and the other stretched to the side. I look down at where we meet, where he disappears inside me and then pulls out over and over. Then I look at him and see his eyes blazing, his hair falling over his forehead as he drips with sweat.

      I moan out loud the whole time, saying a bunch of stuff I never pictured myself saying, not so freely and assured at least. My body is so keyed up I barely notice my orgasm, it’s so silent and freeing that it over takes me. I see literal stars in the bright lights of the ceiling as I collapse, spent. I let him handle my body until he finishes, buried deep inside me as he comes.

      “So, fucking good,” he kisses across my collarbone and then up to my lips.

      I kiss him back greedily. I’m so hungry for him it would be impossible to avoid it. Our bodies connect the same way our minds do, like we just get each other. I kiss him as long as possible before my mouth actually hurts, and I can’t breathe.

      “I wish I could stay here all night with you.” I exhale.

      He chuckles and leans back, his cock slipping out of me. “Why can’t you?”

      “I have to go to work. Like a normal person.” I giggle.

      He shakes his head like he doesn’t approve. “Fuck. Can’t the kids teach themselves.” He kisses my cheek and inhales my hair falling over my face.

      “Nope.” I laugh. He groans and pulls himself away from me.

      “Fine. At least let me get you cleaned up.” His eyes glint with mischief and I know that just means he wants to have shower sex too.

      Either one is fine with me.
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      I can hardly get out of bed the next morning. Mondays are always hard but it’s worse when you spent the night before having sex for hours.

      My body is sore and tired, like I ran ten miles or something.

      Still, for the sake of adult hood, I force myself up and to the bathroom, taking care of my morning routine before I traipse around for breakfast. It ends up being oatmeal as I plan things out for the day.

      Most of the time, I have lesson plans written out for the duration of the year, but these kids are a bit different since they aren’t the same age and I don’t want the lesson to be too universal. Plus, their parents are very specific. It happens a lot with home school kids, I mean they are being home schooled for a reason. Anyway, I like to be prepared before I go so, I finish that and start getting ready.

      My shower makes me think about Kit. For obvious reasons. Last night was amazing and I’m glad that he did all that for me. Now I know that it isn’t just the sex that’s great. It’s him. His quick wit and sense of humor, and he is also smart in his own way too. I guess it helps that he is drop dead gorgeous but that isn’t the only attribute that he has. I can tell that he likes me, and of course I like him too, but I’m still worried that this might be a phase for him. The whole one woman only thing. I’m worried that it won’t last as long as I want it to.

      I put on jeans and a plain blue tee shirt before I tie my hair up, do some light makeup and head out. The first house I go to is farther out, and the others are closer to home, which is nice at the end of a long day. I talk to my dad’s nurse on the way and she updates me on how he is doing. He isn’t getting better, but he isn’t getting worse, so I am choosing my battles right now. It was only two years ago that he got sick, and the start of this year that I had to get him into the care facility, but time changes so quickly I can only guess what is next.

      “You’re late.”

      “I’m… early.” I half frown at the mom of the kid whose house I just got to. They don’t give me keys or anything, so I have to knock and be let in. She makes a confused face and then purses her red-lipsticked lips.

      “Oh. Right. I was thinking of the house keeper.” She turns and shuffles away on her heels and I follow inside with a frown. The parents are much harder than the kids, for sure.

      I feel bad for this one because his mom is such a bitch. It makes me think of what might have happened if my mom had stuck around. She probably would have just made my life harder, moping around about how much she didn’t want to be a mom. Dad didn’t tell me much about her, or how they met, and I know it is hard for him to talk about it but sometimes I wish I had answers.

      “Finish this up. I’ll go make your snack.” I go off to the kitchen and start warming up pizza rolls when my phone buzzes in my pocket. I check it and smile to see a text from Kit.

      Kit: Hey, beautiful. What are you doing?

      Emily: Working.

      I smirk and lean against the counter; I plan on using this five-minute break to its full effect. The math problem I left should take at least that long.

      Kit: Teach me, hot teacher.

      Emily: What do you want to learn?

      Kit: All of your pleasure spots.

      I laugh aloud and think he is absolutely insane. Luckily, I am far from the office where the dad works from home in.

      Emily: That would take a while.

      Kit: I’ve got nothing better to do. I want to see you tonight.

      I think he is just exaggerating before I notice he doesn’t really do that. I thought most people early on don’t see each other two days in a row, but Kit seems to be defying that norm.

      Emily: Okay.

      Kit: I’ll come pick you up around five. I have something I want to show you.

      Emily: Please tell me that something isn’t your penis.

      I giggle to myself and he sends back multiple smiley faces and an eggplant.

      Kit: Can’t promise that it’s not.

      I grin and put my phone away right when the microwave goes off. Suddenly, I need this day to go as fast as possible.
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      I think I drive over the speed limit the entire way home because I’m so anxious. Kit doesn’t make me nervous since I am so comfortable around him, but he is unpredictable so that makes me anxious as hell. I have enough time freshen up and change into shorts before I hear him knock on the front door. I wonder why he didn’t just ring the doorbell.

      “Hey,” I smile after swinging the door open. He grins and I step outside, noting how he peers in the door. It’s not that I don’t want him in the house, I just haven’t ever had anyone in there.

      “Hey yourself.” He looks hot as ever in faded jeans and a white tee shirt. It wraps his muscles and contrasts his tanned skin perfectly; his blond hair is wind whipped and finger combed back like it usually is. My mouth actually waters at how irresistible he is.

      “I like the shorts.” He steps forward, swarming me with his scent. I giggle as his fingers slide under the hem of the shorts that stop just under my ass. Their warmth catches on me when he grips me tightly and pulls me close, both his hands high up on my thighs.

      “It’s hot today.” I murmur.

      He grins and leans down to kiss me. I’m lucky I don’t have nosy neighbors that can see us kissing right on my front porch. His tongue swipes over my bottom lip and he sucks harder, my head tilts back as the kiss deepens and my body floods with desire for him. He makes me feel so damn good it should be illegal, yet here he is. I twist my fingers up in his hair to hold him close to me, swiping my tongue over his too. I taste the mint of his breath and it tingles up against me. His body is so muscled and hard, pressed up against me. I feel his cock poke against my thing and moan against him as the kiss goes on until I lose air.

      “We won’t make it out of here if you keep kissing me like that, baby.” Kit growls against me, panting the same air with me.

      “You kissed me.” I giggle. I open my eyes and look deep into his, relishing how good his gaze makes me feel.

      “Fair enough.” He licks his lips and pulls away but keeps his hands on my waist.

      “I hope you’re hungry.” He grabs my hand and tugs me along to where his bike is parked at the end of the drive way.

      “Starving.”

      I put my helmet on and he still has to help me buckle it, that thing is tricky. And then I get on behind him and love every second of hanging onto him tightly. I don’t know why it is so easy to be wrapped up in him, literally. The steady beat of his heart against my cheek and his simple breathing relax me the way nothing ever has before. Everything that goes on in my life that’s unfair or hard just goes away when I am with him, and it’s just us. I don’t want it to hurt if we break up, but I already know that it will. If we make it that far.

      Those thoughts get shoved from my mind when he stops in front of an old-fashioned looking diner. It has bright red lights and clear glass windows that show the big booths inside.

      “This looks like it’s from a movie.” I grin.

      “Maybe it is. I used to come here a lot.” He says.

      I follow him in, and the male host leads us to our table, a circular booth facing the wall of televisions by the bar. I scoot in close to him and he rubs his thigh against mine on purpose. My bare legs are exposed and that heightens the sensation.

      “What did you do all day?” I ask him as I scan the menu. I feel him staring at me as he doesn’t even look at the menu.

      “Um, not much. Worked out. Got some shit done at the club.” His deep voice rumbles in the small space around us.

      “Sounds fun.” I lie. He smirks at me and half turns in the chair, he props his elbow up behind us and twinkles his eyes at me.

      “What were you doing?”

      “You know what I was doing,” I giggle, “I was teaching.”

      He licks his lips and trails his eyes down my body. There is nothing that exciting since I wore a tee shirt and jeans. His hand has busied itself with my thigh though, his palm burning a trail of fire up and down, over my knee and back up again.

      “If I had a teacher as sexy as you, I’d never be paying attention.”

      “I’m lucky I don’t teach high school then.” I laugh once.

      “Or that you don’t have one of those long rulers to spank me with.”

      I laugh again, “I didn’t take you for the spanking type.”

      He licks his lips and grins down at me, “I guess we’ll have to find out.”

      Before I can respond to that tantalizing argument, the server interrupts us. She eyes Kit the whole time and that explains why she interrupted our near kissing moment. I ignore that bout of jealousy and order my food, a burger and mozzarella sticks. And fries. I skipped lunch because I was so busy.

      “If I ate like that, I’d still be fat.” Kit says, after he orders his steak and fries and the server leaves.

      “You were fat?” I giggle once.

      He tilts his head and half rolls his eyes, probably at revealing that fact about him by accident I’m assuming. He fishes his phone out of his pocket and my gaze droops to his crotch, force of habit I assume. After some scrolling, he shows me a picture of himself at least five years younger and fifty pounds heavier.

      “That’s not fat. Maybe just chubby.” I take the phone and zoom in on his chubby cheeks. It explains the dimple he gets when he smiles.

      “Well, the school didn’t think so.” He takes it back and feigns a frown. I laugh at his cute expression but feel bad for him inside. High school can be no fun sometimes.

      “Sorry about that.” I hug him from the side and kiss his cheek. He flashes a wolffish grin and hugs his arm around me.

      “That’s okay. I joined the football team the next year and I’ve been hot ever since.” He sighs.

      “Well, I’d date you even if you didn’t have washboard abs.” I slide my hand down his stomach and he groans under his breath.

      “Glad to hear that.” He kisses my cheek and then dusts his lips over mine in a chaste kiss. “I’m glad we’re spending time together.” He says.

      I lick my lips and nod, “Me too.”

      We sit like that as we watch the soundless televisions, exchanging small conversation. It’s mostly endless flirting but it occupies me until the food comes and I don’t even feel weird about eating like a pig in front of him. He just laughs when I get burger sauce all over my mouth. It’s like we’re friends who are also attracted to each other, which makes things easier.

      “What is this thing you wanted to show me?” I ask when we are halfway through the meal.

      He chuckles, “I already told you.”

      I roll my eyes at him. “Kit.” I have seen his penis numerous times; it isn’t worthy of a surprise anymore.

      “Can’t you be patient and wait for the surprise?” He feigns exasperation and keeps eating.

      I chew on a mozzarella stick and give up, I guess I’ll just have to wait.
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      I stare at Emily like I’ve never seen a woman before. I feel like I do that often, but with her it’s like I forget someone could be as amazing as her every time. She’s got burger sauce on her mouth again, but I leave it this time because it’s funny to look at. She’s so damn cute and sexy at the same time, I don’t know which way to feel. All I know is that she makes me happy, and it isn’t a temporary feeling.

      “You want dessert?” I ask her.

      “No, I’m watching my weight.” She leans back, after wiping both her plates clean. I laugh at her and find it refreshing that she isn’t only eating green shit with no dressing. I may spend very little time with women outside of the bedroom, but I have tried the actual date thing. I got tired of them watching me eat after their mini salad was gone. It’s not like I only went after those kinds of women either, there were some wholesome ones mixed in there. But it was still the same thing. Like they didn’t want me to see all of them. Emily lets me see all of her and doesn’t apologize for it.

      “Yeah right.” When the server comes back, I order us a sundae. She gives me a funny look and I guess it’s because I’m ignoring everything else that’s going on in the room. Nothing could take my attention away from Emily.

      “I’m gonna get fat if you keep treating me to all this food.” She sighs and slurps at her iced tea.

      I snicker, “You can come to the gym with me if you’re so worried. Not like I would care either way.” I squeeze her thigh and lean in to kiss her cheek.

      “No way. I bet you work out like a maniac. How else would you look like that?” She giggles. I smile at her and press my lips to her cheek again. Her skin is so soft, and she smells like a human candy drop, I can’t get enough of her. I thought about her all day too.

      “That’s true. But we can get hot and sweaty in other ways.” I slip her hair back over her shoulder and trail my lips up her neck, nibbling at the skin under her ear. I try not to leave a hickey, though; I don’t want to mess up her work professionalism or whatever.

      “Mhm.” She leans her neck back and then gasps, pulling away. I look up to see it’s because the server came back with our sundae.

      “You don’t need to be embarrassed; she’s been imagining doing that to me since we sat down.” I laugh. Emily giggles and shakes her head, dipping her spoon into the ice cream.

      “I didn’t think you noticed.” She murmurs. I eat a spoonful and wince at the cold.

      “I always notice. But I’ve only got eyes for you.” I wink at her.

      She looks at me like she doesn’t believe me and then takes another spoonful.

      “Why?” She asks in a curious tone.

      I chuckle, “Because I like you. I think you’re amazing. And gorgeous.”

      “What if I had moles?”

      I laugh, “I’d take you to a dermatologist. My sister works at a really good clinic.” I grin at her and she laughs softly.

      “Oh my god, that’s not what I meant.”

      “Do you feel like you don’t get male attention easily?” I ask her. Not that I even want other guys looking at her. We eat more ice cream and she avoids answering.

      “I don’t think so. In college it was more like a rite of passage. If you were at a party and felt like you had to go home with someone.”

      “Well, you’re not just anyone, Emily. In fact, all I wanted to do was go home alone until you showed up. I… want this to be a real thing with you.” I say honestly. She looks up at me with her big blue eyes, open and staring wide at me.

      “Me too.” She smirks and goes back to eating. I half watch her out of the corner of my eye and then decide I’ve had enough.

      “Does the ice cream bring back any memories for you?” I ask her. I drink water and then lean in closer to her, burying my nose in her hair and then trailing along to her jaw. Her breath catches before she releases it all at once.

      “Maybe.” She giggles.

      I pull back and grin at her. I grab her thigh with my left hand and lean the other over to trap her in the space, hovering over her.

      “I don’t think I’ll ever eat ice cream normally again. But I know I want to eat some other stuff off you.” I lick my lips and smile at her.

      Her cheeks flush darker and she rubs her thighs together. She grabs my forearm and her nails dig into my skin.

      “Like what?” She says, breathless. Her soft voice goes right down to my cock and I groan under my breath. I’ve been half hard this entire time and my cock doesn’t want to wait any longer.

      “Like…” I run my finger up her thigh and let my hand rest against her, feeling the heat from between her thighs.

      “Chocolate syrup. Maybe caramel. And whip cream. I could very creative with whipped cream.” I bite my lip, my life fluttering closed as I imagine eating off her bare pussy. She whimpers and shifts in the seat, gripping my hand harder.

      “Kit…” She starts.

      I chuckle and lean back. “Let’s get out of here.”
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      I break a couple traffic laws on the drive, but I don’t really care. Not when I feel Emily’s body against me. Her full breasts up against my back, shifting with every turn of the bike.

      I get to the club and park the bike out by the garage.

      “What are we doing here?” Emily asks. I take her hand and keep the surprise alive as I walk into the garage, shutting the door behind me so no one interrupts us.

      I cut the lights on and she gasps once she sees it.

      “Oh my god, Kit.” She turns to me, smiling so wide I can barely breathe. She looks so beautiful, her smile gleaming in the shitty lighting but somehow, she still looks amazing.

      “You like it?” I walk over to her Chevy. I worked the past few days and all of today to get it ready once the parts came in. Then I gave it a new coat of paint so its sleek and the chrome is still shiny.

      “I love it. It’s never looked this good.” She walks around it, trailing her fingers across the dips and curves of the car. I stuff my hands in my pockets as I follow her.

      “It needed a new transmission and oil tank, that’s why it couldn’t run for very long. But it should be good to go now for a couple more years, then it might need a new engine.” I tell her.

      “Kit, this is perfect. Thank you.” She skips over to me and hugs me. I hug her back and lift her up, swinging her around and leaning her against the hood.

      “Well I’m glad you like it.” I chuckle, holding her waist. She pulls back to look at me and smiles.

      “I love it. This means so much to me, you have no idea.” She leans in and kisses me. I let her take control as she coaxes my lips apart slowly, trailing her tongue across my bottom lip before her tongue swirls with mine. She tastes like the salt of her dinner and the mint she took after, kissing me deeper and harder with every passing second. I grind my cock against her as it grows harder, no point in keeping it at bay now.

      “How much do I owe you?” She breaks the kiss and leans back. I frown at her and lick my lips, tasting her gloss.

      “Nothing.”

      She shakes her head and slips her hands from around my neck to down my chest.

      “Kit, I can’t let you do this for free.” Her voice softens as her blue eyes grow brighter.

      “I wanted to do something nice for you, Emily. I get the sense that people don’t very often.” I tell her. She purses her lips and leans down on her toes and back against the car.

      She lifts up her legs and straddles me, pulling me in close with her legs around my hips. I trail my hands down her soft bare skin, cupping the side of her ass.

      “Thank you, Kit.” She whispers and her eyes water. She blinks it back and then smiles softly at me.

      “You’re welcome.” I lean in and kiss her cheek, trailing my lips over to hers as I brush them against her.

      Her breath fans across me before I kiss her, slow and deep. I feel her lips syncing with mine with each passing second and I don’t think I will ever know what it is like to not feel her against my lips, even when she isn’t here. I want to know everything about her, everything that keeps her up at night and makes her happy. I want some of that to be me too and I don’t want to mess that up for anything.

      So, I kiss her and wish that I could tell her how much she means to me that way. Instead I kiss her as long as I can before I need air, and then I trail kisses down her jaw until I reach her collar bone. I lift up her shirt and run my hands up her chest to cup her breasts and then she moans aloud.

      “Kit…” She breathes. Her fingers tighten in my hair and then she trails them down over my shoulders, tugging at my shirt.

      “I want you so bad baby. So, fucking bad.” I growl and undo the button of her shorts, tugging them down with her panties at the same time. Her pussy is wet and glistening for me. I trail my fingers up her thigh and rub against her clit, watching her buck against the hood.

      “Oh fuck,” she leans back, her hands beside her as she holds her self up.

      I lick my lips and get down to my knees, opening her thighs to me. I place wet kisses along the inside of her thighs until I get to her, inhaling her sweet scent before I dive in. My tongue runs over her folds and clit as I tease her before I focus on her hard, throbbing nub.

      “Don’t stop. Please, Kit—” She clutches my hair and falls against the hood, claiming my face into her thighs. She tastes so fucking good. I soak all of her up before she comes and then relish feeling her against me as she comes. The way she tastes drives me insane.

      “Your taste, so fucking perfect baby.” I kiss back up her body and take her shirt off, her pale skin shining in the light.

      “I need you, Kit.” She moans, her eyes are hazy and bright, drawing me into her. I separate from her only to take my shirt off and then I lift her up again, moving her to the empty work table.

      “It’s cold.” She giggles when I set her bare ass down. I laugh at her and shake my head.

      “Won’t be for long.” I undo my jeans and grab my cock, finding my condom to open and roll on. She watches as I do that and then I slide myself against her right at the tip. Her body shivers and she gasps, looking into my eyes.

      The connection I feel with her is so deep, so real that I feel it in my chest. It takes my breath away when I can already hardly breathe.

      “Kit, please,” she begs me, bucking her hips toward me.

      I grin and start sliding inside her, feeling her expand around my cock. She’s still so fucking tight it blows my mind.

      Her nipples poke through the thin lace bra she has on and I tug that down to release her full breasts. Rose pink nipples pucker out to me and I lean down to take one in my mouth, pinching the other. She grips my hair so tight it pricks my scalp and I continue until I’m deep inside her.

      “Lean back, baby.” I tell her. She kisses me first and then lays herself against the table, her back arches when I pull out and press into her again. My piercing pinches right at my tip and under the rim, it makes my knees buckle as I go faster.

      But I don’t go too fast because I want this to feel slow and controlled as I memorize her body and the way it feels against me. I watch her breasts bob and skin flush as she grows closer. Her nails grip the end of the counter as she cries out. I take her hand in mine, lacing my fingers with hers as the other grips her thigh to hold her open. Our bodies get slick with sweat and our moans and pants fill the air. I feel myself right on the edge, but I wait for her, drawing deeper inside her each time.

      “I’m coming, Kit. Don’t fucking stop.” She cries out, her voice growing breathless at the end as her body trembles and she grips my cock even tighter.

      It makes me grow harder inside her and I keep going, leaning forward to kiss her as I come. She wraps her arms around me and kisses me as I empty my cock in her, wishing I could feel her with nothing in the way. I thrust into her until the last of me is out and then I collapse against her. She holds me tight and runs her fingertips down my back and over my ass. I start humming against her until I can get up, completely spent but somehow still want more of her.

      “That was fucking hot.” I kiss the corner of her mouth and separate from her. I discard the condom and then pull my pants back up.

      “Uh huh.” Emily says, she looks dazed as hell and I laugh at her. But help her find the rest of her clothes too.

      We get cleaned up and I open the garage door so the breeze can cool us off. I sit on the hood of the car with her, she sits between my legs with her head against my chest. I lean down and kiss the top of her head sometimes just to inhale her scent even more.

      “My dad wants me to sell the car, but I don’t think I can.” She says after a while.

      “Why?” I ask her. She sighs and runs her nails across my bent knee.

      “He’s sick. He wants me to use the money to help pay for his care. But he loves this car. It would hurt too much to sell it.” She explains.

      I feel for her, and how upset she sounds. If my parents had been sick and then died, it would have hurt a lot more than them dying in that accident. Too much time to imagine them dying before they passed away, thinking about what to do with all their stuff. It’s upsetting.

      “How sick is he?” I ask her.

      “It varies.” She sighs. “He wasn’t that bad at first, but MS is rapidly progressive, and they don’t really have a blanket treatment for it. I had to put him in a center that can handle around the clock care. It’s expensive but I make it work.” She says.

      I kiss the side of her cheek and she takes a deep breath.

      “I’m sorry you have to go through that.” I tell her.

      “Yeah. I’m doing fine but… if I sell the car it’s like I’m starting to get rid of pieces of him. I think he just feels bad for me being the only one there. It’s not like my mom would do much good if she was here.” She half laughs.

      “I know. So, you don’t sell it, keep it for him when he gets better. It’s not like you’re holding onto false hope.” I tell her. I know she may feel like she is holding onto it like she is holding onto the hope of him getting better, but that doesn’t mean she has to sell his stuff. It sounds like she has it figured out, though.

      “Yeah, that wouldn’t do much good. I’m not very good at driving a stick shift but he taught me when I was little. He used to collect cars and sell them.”

      “That’s really cool, must have been nice growing up.”

      “Yeah, my first car was a ’67 Corvette before he sold it off, then I just used whatever he had laying around.” She giggles. I smile and hold her tighter.

      She tells me more stories of some stuff she did growing up but when she turns it back to me, I try to avoid it at all costs.

      “Kit, why don’t you like talking about them?” She turns to me; her lips are still a bit swollen from before and I just stare at her for a hot second before I even register what she said.

      “It’s not that I miss them. I guess I just don’t have that many memories anyway. Amy and I are so close because we were all we had growing up.” I answer.

      She frowns at me and then reaches out to cup my face, sliding her fingers back into my hair.

      “I’m sorry. I thought having two parents was better than one. I guess not.” She half smiles.

      I nod, “Yeah, not necessarily. They were just working all the time.” I had a lot of lonely times growing up. And I guess that when they died, the fact that I never got to tell them that left me angry and unresolved. When I found the club, I found people that all had their own story but looked out for each other anyway. Amy didn’t like it at first but once she saw what it did for me, she backed off.

      “Are you going to take over the company one day?” She asks me. I chuckle and shake my head.

      “I don’t know. Maybe when I’m forty.” I joke.

      “You don’t have to. Not if you don’t want to.”

      “You don’t think it makes me a bad man if I don’t? If I run away from my responsibilities.”

      “It’s not running if it’s what’s good for you.” She tells me. I smile at her because I’ve never had anyone tell me something that actually helps.

      I have felt like I avoid my duty to the family every time I avoid working for the company, but she doesn’t make me feel that way at all.

      “Emily, you’re amazing.” I smile at her and then lean in to kiss her.

      She giggles and wraps her arms around my shoulders to hold herself close to me.

      “So are you, Kit.” She kisses me and I kiss her back.

      For a long time actually, we sit there kissing and talking until the sun is far past down and it feels like we are the only people that exist in the world. It feels scary as hell, but she is starting to become my world.
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      A few weeks later

      “He’s doing great, we have walks every day for about thirty minutes and he’s eating well too.”

      I smile at my dad’s nurse like I’ve never heard better words before. When it comes to him, I have not in a long time.

      “That’s great. So, he might still be here for a while though?” I ask. I don’t really want my dad’s last days to be in this place, whenever they might come.

      “It’s hard to say, unfortunately. You know how unpredictable it is. But as long as he keeps responding to the meds, it looks good.”

      “Okay, thanks.” I finish up my meeting with her and then head over to see my dad. Their offices are in the same building but when he has visits and stuff, I like to get a progress update with the doctor and the nurses.

      I tell him about the car getting fixed up and he’s really happy about it. He reminds me to try and sell it again, but I decline. I only take the list of buyers he has because I want him to still feel like I listen to him as my dad. I know he doesn’t like feeling like a patient in front of me. He’s always been really virile and strong, an active father that was always there for me. And now he can only take thirty-minute walks every day. I can’t imagine how that feels.

      But I bite the bullet and tell him about Kit, too. To no surprise he asks a bunch of questions and says he doesn’t know if he’s good enough for me. But it’s not hard to convince him that he is. Apparently, I’m beaming when I talk about him. After dinner, I head over to see Kit, speaking of.

      He told me to come by the club and I have no idea why. We talk every day, over the past few weeks we don’t see each other every day. But he does call, and we text throughout the day, too. It’s been maybe two months since we have actually been together, and it is damn near perfect. I don’t want to jinx it, but it really is.

      Kit is really attentive and sweet, even when he’s a cocky. He is also still a hot as sin man. My feelings for him grow stronger and I wait for the other shoe to drop, but there doesn’t seem to be one. At least not yet. I have even had dinner with him and his sister. She’s nice to me and doesn’t treat me like one of the other girls he has been with, but apparently, they have never met her, so I feel… official. We haven’t made it official yet, but I know that he wants to. I said I wanted to move slowly just so I don’t dive into things too fast. I wasn’t looking for a relationship when I met him so it’s all coming as a surprise.

      But I do like him. A lot.

      I walk inside the club to loud music playing and the pool table balls hitting each other. The lighting is dim, and the place is half full. I haven’t been inside since that first night we got a drink together. I spot him by the bar, his head of blond hair shining under the lights.

      “What’s a girl gotta do to get a drink around here.” I wrap my arms around his muscular frame, he turns and grins at me. It’s actually been two days since I have seen him, since I had to prep for the kid’s exams and then I spent the night with my dad since his doctor’s appointment was so early.

      “Give a guy a kiss.” He grips my waist and leans down to kiss me, swirling his tongue around mine right away. He releases me too soon and I’m dizzy on my feet. It’s gotten a bit cooler outside so I’m in a sweater and jeans most nights. His leather jacket hugs his muscles and offsets the blond of his hair. I hold this handsome man for a while before we separate.

      “I missed you.” He kisses my cheek by my ear, I suppose he likes that spot so much because I spray my perfume near there, which he has already said he really likes.

      “I missed you too.” I tell him. A few moments later the bartender drops off his drink, I recognize him from last time. And the cocktail looking thing for me looks familiar, too. I sip at it and relax for the first time all day.

      “Why did you want me to meet you here?” I ask Kit. He smiles and turns to me, taking a swig of his beer before he answers.

      “So, you could meet my friends.” He says.

      I giggle, “You have friends?” I ask, joking with him. He cocks his head and gives me a funny look.

      “Of course, I do. It’s you that doesn’t like people.” He licks his lips.

      Just then, two guys come over from the other side of the bar and wave at him. One is huge with dark hair and a mean looking face. He honestly looks like he’d bash your head in and then leave you for dead. The other is a regular guy, but also muscular and dark haired.

      “This is Rafe and Beast.” Kit says.

      I giggle, “Are those real names?” They all laugh, and I shake their hands. They sit on the bar stools around our table and greet Kit.

      “Nope. We’re running from the law.” The bigger one, Beast, which is kind of fitting, says to me.

      “Well, don’t tell her that. She already doesn’t believe me when I say we’re not criminals.” Kit laughs.

      “We’re not criminals.” Rafe says.

      “Okay. I sort of believe you.” I say.

      I wish he told me I was meeting his friends. I’d try to look hotter to make them jealous of him. It’s what any good girlfriend would do.

      “I’m Emily by the way.” I say. Remembering Kit didn’t tell them.

      “Oh, we know, we have heard plenty about you.” Beast chuckles. His voice is so deep it sounds like a bomb went off in there.

      I swallow and look at Kit who just shrugs. If I had people to brag to about him, I would have done the same thing. But I never imagined he would do that for me. I guess it is still hard for me to believe that he likes me that way.

      “Oh.”

      “Good stuff only, promise.” Rafe says. I smile and Kit takes my hand, sitting closer to me.

      I like being introduced to this part of life I have only heard of in passing. It makes me excited for everything else. But I want time alone with him, it has been a long two days.

      “So, you’re a teacher. Isn’t that pretty stressful?” Beast asks me. I smile and shake my head.

      “Not really. I teach homeschool kids, so I have it easier.”

      “The dads don’t hit on you?” Beast laughs and I see Kit frown. It makes me giggle despite that being my constant worry.

      “No, I guess I’ve gotten lucky in that regards.” I snicker.

      After talking with them for a while, I have a beer to Kit’s surprise and learn a little about them too. Darius, as known as Beast, is single. It doesn’t surprise me much considering he looks like he could kill you in your sleep. I doubt he would, though. Rafe has a wife, who is also a lawyer. That might be pretty convenient considering their club might get into a little trouble sometimes, I think, but he really lights up when he talks about her. Looks less like a dangerous biker. Spencer comes over after a bit and I get to know him too. Apparently, Logan is at home with his baby boy and wife, which I think is absolutely adorable. I don’t like kids all that much, but babies, I could spend all day with. Of course, I like the kids I work for, but it’s different when they are in groups. They’re dangerous in groups honestly.

      “You getting tired?” Kit leans down and whispers in my ear. We moved to the pool table and I had no idea how to play, but it was fun to watch them place bets and lose.

      “I’m okay.” I say. He looks like he’s having fun with his friends and I don’t want to be the one to make him leave. I don’t know much about the girlfriend thing. I never had to make it that far when I was stuck in college dating culture. Kit hasn’t said anything officially, and I don’t know how to ask him either.

      “You sure?” He checked, just then Rafe whistled that it was his turn. I took the opportunity to take a break from all the socializing and looked for the bathroom.

      I don’t know why I suspected the place to be beat up or something, maybe it fit the vibe. But it’s actually pretty clean, even the ladies’ room. I’m alone when I go in the stall but when I come out, there’s this blonde woman standing there with a snide look on her face. I half smile at her to be nice but once I start washing my hands, it doesn’t seem to be a friendly or simple encounter.

      “You’re here with Kit.” She states. I wipe my hands and turn to face her.

      “I am.” She’s a bit taller than me and has one of those flawless pretty faces, slender body and cold brown eyes. I swallow hard but stand my ground, even though she is looking at me like she wishes I would melt.

      “That’s surprising. You’re not his usual type.”

      I laugh once without humor and sling my purse over my shoulder.

      “And I guess you think you are?” I step around her, but she follows me.

      “He’s just going to forget about you soon. That’s what he always does. I’m only warning you.” She says. Like she is pretending to be nice but knows she is only doing it to try and take a jab at me. I never did the whole jealous ex girlfriend thing very well, and I don’t even know if she was. Kit often said that he didn’t do the relationship thing, until me. And while that isn’t really what I want, to see if I can change him—it’s what happened. I take the confidence his attention gives me and the fact that he even brought me here to face this horrible woman.

      “How long do you think? Just so I can prepare myself.” I cross my arms and try to look concerned.

      “Two weeks at the most.” She purses her lips. “I guess it’s coming up to that pretty soon, huh?” She tilts her head at me, like she isn’t surveying me this whole time.

      “Hm. Maybe. If we hadn’t been together for two months already.” I say back, and I didn’t expect it to feel so good when her whole façade faded away. But I feel bad when the jealousy in her eyes fades to sadness. I want to not be mad at Kit, he said he was honest with them, but it sucks that he’s hurt people like this. Enough for them to want to go after other people in bathrooms.

      “Look, I’m sorry it didn’t work out for you. But you don’t have to do this to other girls just to try and feel better.” I sigh and walk over to the door, taking a deep breath before I swing it open and am faced with the hot air and leather smell of the club.

      I walk on shaky feet back to Kit, laughing with his friends by the pool table. I force a smile when he sees me and go back over to them, trying to engage with the conversation again. Honestly, whoever that woman was really got to me. If being with Kit means coming here and being Mean Girled in the bathroom, I have a lot coming to me. But he really doesn’t seem like the kind of guy to hurt people intentionally, it’s the only thing that keeps me from being mad at him.

      “I’ve got better things to do than to beat you all.” Kit drops his pool stick and grins.

      “You’ve got beginners luck is all.” Rafe chuckles.

      Kit walks over to me and grabs my waist, pulling me in closer to him.

      “You ready?” He asks me.

      “Yeah, if you are.” I lie. “I’ve been ready, honestly.” I giggle.

      He chuckles at me and kisses my cheek before we say goodnight to everyone. We leave on his bike and are headed for his house. I’m glad that it’s Friday so I can spend more time with him. After I got the Chevy home and what not, I had been back and forth with my own car. I couldn’t bring myself to drive it. I wasn’t worried it would give out again but I almost want the first time I drive it to be with Dad, just hoping that his improvements last for a while. Being close to Kit right now helps me though, his steady heartbeat is therapeutic to me. I’m almost disappointed when we get to his house and he parks the bike.

      “You okay?” He asks as he helps unbuckle my helmet. I should figure it out one of these days, but it’s nice when he does it. I stare up into his eyes and instead of nodding, I shake my head slightly. The cool air has a slight breeze around us, and I take comfort in his scent surrounding me. He cups my face and traces my cheek bones with his thumbs.

      “I ran into this girl in the bathroom. It seemed like she knew you.” I say softly. His face falls but he holds me tighter as his brows furrow.

      “What did she say?” He asks.

      I sigh and swallow back the lump in my throat that wants to keep me from even talking about it.

      “That… you’ll get tired of me soon. Pretty much. I’m guessing the same thing happened to her.” I watch his eyes go dark and his hands drop from my face to my arms.

      “You don’t believe her, do you?” He asks like he is shocked I would even consider it. I guess I am too.

      “I don’t want to. But… it’s not like I know right now. It’s only been two months. Just because you introduced me to your friends as your girlfriend doesn’t make it real.” I whisper.

      He shakes his head and sighs, a grunt of disapproval leaving his throat.

      “It is real, baby. I thought you knew that. I know I didn’t tell you before, but I’ve thought of you as my girlfriend for a while now. I never did that with anyone else.”

      “Yeah I know. Hence, what that girl was saying.”

      “Don’t use big word with me, teacher.” He laughs once. I laugh too but it is stifled by the weight of the moment.

      “Do you know who she was?” I ask him. His grin falls to a blank expression as he blinks.

      “Can’t say I do, not without seeing her.”

      “She said I’m not your usual type.” I cross my arms. His hands leave me as he realizes this isn’t a short conversation to be fixed by his charms.

      “That’s not… don’t listen to anything she said, Emily. I mean I’m sorry that she was hurt enough to go after you like that, but I was always very clear with other women, and I’m being clear with you, too. Except this time, I’m being clear about keeping you and not letting you go.” Kit steps forward and his voice seeps with honesty.

      I drop my shoulders and take a deep breath. Everything she said is very fresh and I want to take it as a jealous girl talking, but I can’t shake the feeling that could be me one day. I don’t think I’d ever do that to someone but maybe she didn’t think that before meeting Kit either.

      “Okay… I guess it just bothered me.” I murmur.

      Kit smiles and tilts my chin up, so I look him in the eyes.

      “I know. I’m sorry about that. But it’s only you, Emily. I swear.” He kisses my cheek and then my lips with a closed mouth. It’s short lived and I lean into him when he pulls away.

      “You won’t get bored of this whole monogamy thing?” I giggle.

      “Course not. Besides, we can role play if I ever get bored.” He grasps my ass in his hand, and I jump in surprise.

      “Kit, you’re insane.” I move around him to the door and he follows. “But am I not your usual type?” I turn and ask him.

      He refrains from rolling his eyes at me and I wait patiently.

      “I mean… I guess not. But who really has a type?” He waves his hands.

      “Apparently you.” I laugh aloud. He sighs and licks his lips.

      “She was blonde and tall. Thinner than me.” I add reluctantly. He frowns at me and shakes his head, looking me from head to toe.

      “Come on, don’t do that.” He walks closer and clouds me with his intoxicating scent and gaze.

      “And when you put it that way… yeah I guess I had a type before. But that’s only because I hung around the same places. Now can we please let the past be in the past?” He pleads.

      I look away at the green shrubbery and exhale. As much as I want to keep grilling him, just to see the way he freaks out, he is right. I can’t judge him for what or who he did in the past. I just have to believe that I’m here with him now. That he chooses me.

      “Okay. Fine. I hope you have food.” I walk up to his front door and wait for him to key it open. He stops and smiles down at me, looking me in the eyes for a long time before he leans in to kiss me.

      His lips coax mine gently, softly, and my body starts fluttering to his in anticipation. It’s like I am permanently in that state around him. We separate too soon, and I follow him inside.

      “Only if I get to eat it off you, too.”
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      Emily surprises me every day. Her presence in my life came by surprise for one, and I didn’t think I could actually do this relationship thing until her. I only get excited about seeing her, talking to her. And I thought I was doing a pretty good job until tonight. I guess I forgot I have to actually tell her that she is my girlfriend rather than thinking it to myself or telling my friends. I wasn’t even worried about her meeting them, she’s easy to like. But there are a few guys I hoped wouldn’t like her too much.

      Anyway, I never worried about my past catching up to me either. I only have so many guesses as to who that girl was, and I’m pissed that she upset Emily. But I just hope that I was able to quell her worries for a while.

      “You said you had food.” Emily peers in my fridge, she knows her way around by now. I barely pay attention to her accusation as I’m staring at her ass as she bends over. Her jeans fit her perfectly, that pert ass of hers drives me insane.

      “I lied.” I pick up the phone and dial the takeout number for some Chinese. I work out almost twice as long since I met her, so I don’t lose my physique over all this food we have been eating.

      “Figures.” She shuts the fridge and opens a water bottle. I finish ordering and then turn my attention to her.

      “What were you doing all day anyway?” I ask her.

      She licks her lips and saunters over to me. Her bare feet brush mine as she comes closer and wraps her arms around my waist.

      “Nothing exciting.” She smiles up at me and it makes me smile too. I lean down and kiss her, nibbling on her bottom lip before I pull away.

      “Hm, I’m glad you’re not mad at me.” I chuckle.

      “I was never mad at you.” She licks her lips again and slides her hands down my sides, her nails digging into my muscles. Her mouth is twitching, and I assume that she’s nervous, like when she told me she wanted it doggy style for the first time.

      “Emily,” I say with amusement, also horny as hell since my cock is so hard from her pressed up against it like this.

      Her fingers trail across the band of my jeans to the button and she undoes it, driving the zipper down slowly after.

      “I was thinking…” She exhales and pulls my jeans down a bit, then she rubs her hand over me and my breath hitches. My body is hot and cold at the same time, my cock pulsing with all the blood in my body.

      “Since you’ve only been with me,” she adds. I nod immediately.

      “Yeah.” I prompt, my voice going gruff. Her eyes bat up to me, the blue shining under the kitchen light.

      “I want to taste you.” She grasps my cock in her hand and my knees buckle. I grip the countertop beside me and stare deeply at her.

      She smiles at me and starts pumping my cock in her hand, flicking her thumb across my piercing. She is damn good at that; I’d never been happier to have that piercing until her. But I’m glad that she trusts me. That we have this new level of trust between us. It’s more than her getting down on her knees for me and sucking me off.

      “Come here.” I practically carry her over to the couch where I sit her down. I take her shirt off and then mine before I lean down to kiss her.

      Her hand goes back to my cock and I press forward as I grow harder for her. I break the kiss and stand up, tossing my shirt aside so there is nothing in the way. She stares at my cock with a hungry gaze as she grasps me at the base and kisses my tip.

      “Shit…” I groan, leaning my head back. I already know that I am not about to last very long.

      She keeps sucking at my tip, flicking her tongue over my piercing as I leak pre cum. She drives me absolutely wild and doesn’t even know it. Then she sinks my cock further into her mouth and I hit the back of her tongue.

      “Emily, you’ve been holding out on me.” I shudder.

      “Mhm.” She hums around my cock and starts sucking slowly. I hold off for a while, letting her take control.

      I slip my fingers into her hair and grip her tightly as she bobs her mouth on my cock. Her mouth is so warm, and she sucks me hard, I really have been missing out. My balls are already tight, and I feel myself on the edge too soon. My hips buck against her and soon I’m fucking her mouth, her sucking grows harder as her hand covers what her mouth can’t reach. When she moans around my girth, I explode into her mouth and she swallows me up, drinking me down greedily.

      “God Emily… holy shit.” I murmur.

      She giggles and sits back, wiping the corners of her mouth as she breathes heavily. My limp cock hangs heavily between us before I tuck it away, collapsing on the couch next to her with a huff.

      “You enjoyed that?” Her smile is wry as she snuggles up next to me.

      “Fuck yeah, I did.” I kiss her neck and then turn her over on the couch as I slip to the ground. Her eyes look at me in question before I start taking her jeans off. I kiss the swells of her tits peeking out of her bra, the blue lace matches her eyes and I pull it away to suck on one of her sweet nipples.

      “Kit, that feels good.” She breathes.

      “Just you wait, baby.” I chuckle and pull her jeans and panties off at the same time. She’s already wet for me. I’m glad sucking me off aroused her so much.

      “I taste you on my tongue every day. But it’s nothing compared to the real thing.”  I trail kisses up her thigh as I inhale her scent and she starts to tremble in anticipation. I look up at her, she drops her jaw in pleasure and her pink nipple is harder than before, jutting out against the lace.

      When I reach her clit, I place an open mouth kiss over her folds before I suckle her. Nipping softly at her clit before I run my tongue over her, tasting even more of her. She starts gushing for me and I drink up every ounce of her. So damn good. I know all her sweet spots and get her to orgasm fast, her thighs clamp around my face and I don’t stop until her wave calms down.

      “Oh my god, Kit. I don’t think my legs work anymore.” She falls into the couch and closes her eyes in relaxation.

      I smile at her and kiss back up her body, slipping her panties back on before I sit next to her.

      “I’ll carry you everywhere.” I tell her. She leans up to kiss me, sliding her tongue into my mouth. I kiss her back hungrily and hold her close, but we are cut short by the doorbell.

      “Food’s here.”
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      I steal the last egg roll; which Emily doesn’t like very much. But I make up for it with another bout of sex on the couch. At this point, once Amy finds out, I’m going to have to buy us a new one. But I don’t really care much right now, life is always perfect when I am around Emily. It’s like nothing else even exists.

      “Stay the night. It’s the weekend.”

      “So?” Emily giggles against me. I haven’t gotten her to stay over in a while. I guess she was more inclined to do it when she thought she’d never see me again.

      But I liked waking up with her there, even if it was that one time.

      “Won’t you miss me?” I kiss her neck. She turns her attention from the sci fi movie about vampires and turns to me. We moved to my room to watch the movie; my bed is strewn with all the snacks she insists on having while enjoying out time together.

      “Relatively.”

      I tilt my head at her and tickle her side. She has my shirt on, and it looks cute as hell on her, like always.

      “What the fuck does that mean? I miss you in the mornings, I like waking up with you there.” I say honestly. I lick my lips and grin at her.

      She just giggles at me and sighs.

      “I have things to do in the mornings.”

      “Like what?” I frown.

      “I don’t know. Cook. Clean.”

      I wave her off. “I’ll cook breakfast. Then we can go clean your house together.” I reason.

      She laughs at me like she doesn’t believe me, and I take minimal offense. I hug her to me and kiss her soft cheek, running my lips over to hers.

      “Please, Emily. I want you to stay.” I lower my voice.

      She pulls back and smiles at me softly.

      “Okay.”

      I smile.

      “But you need to tell me in advance. I have hair products and face soap that I need.” She says. I laugh at her but agree.

      “Fine. But your face is perfect.”

      “Hence, the face soap. It’s a simple concept, Kit.” She shakes her head at me.

      I laugh and hug her back to me. We settle in for more of the movie and once it’s over I can tell that she is tired. She wakes up a lot earlier than me and I feel bad for her, but she is pretty cute when she’s sleepy.

      I talk her into a relaxing shower and promise no funny business. We just soap each other down and enjoy the feel of each other. I like taking care of her, even the small things. Especially when I get to roam my hands over every inch of her perfect body, massage her tits and her ass.

      “This is what I call funny business, Kit.” She murmurs against my chest. I laugh and get myself to stop. We rinse off just before the hot water runs out and then we towel off.

      We climb into bed naked and as I hold her, close to the edge of sleep, I get this heavy feeling in my chest I have never gotten before. One that I couldn’t explain if I tried. Only to say that if I didn’t have Emily in my life, I don’t know what I’d do. The person I was before her didn’t care about other people’s feelings that much, only tried to be honest. But now I know that it’s more than that. It’s about trust, and I don’t think I’ve ever trusted anyone else besides my sister. Not enough to tell them about my parents and not wanting to take over the company for myself. Not wanting to move on from the current comfort in my life. But if change is Emily, I think I can handle a bit more of it.
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      “Kit… Kit. Wake up.”

      I feel Emily’s fingers pressed to my face, dragging across my two-day stubble and over my lips. She makes funny shapes with them as I groan. My body is telling me that it’s early as shit. Maybe she could have stayed home, I think for a second and then change my mind as her tits press on my chest.

      “What?” I nip at her finger, my eyes still closed. I can feel that the sun is out and shining through the window, we’ve had a bout of rain and could use some sunshine.

      “What’s your real name?” She giggles.

      I grin and open my eyes groggily, “Nice try.” I sit up and rub at my eyes. “Why are you awake so early?” I glance at the clock that says it’s only seven in the morning. Fuck me.

      “Because this is when I wake up. You asked for it.” She pulls back the covers and sits back on her heels, baring her naked body to me.

      My morning wood turns to a real hard on and my skin heats up.

      “Yeah, I did.”

      Her eyes go to my erect cock against my stomach and I chuckle.

      “Are you ever not turned on?” She giggles.

      I shake my head.

      She rolls her eyes and gets out of bed, going to the bathroom. I take the opportunity to check my phone and get my head right. There is nothing from the guys, last I checked the Devil’s Princes called a meeting with Rafe but that’s about it.

      But Amy did text me about the corporate meeting on Monday. I totally forgot about that and the thought of going makes me sick. I only do it because I loved my parents and they would want me to do it. But running the whole thing is a completely different circumstance. Emily comes out of the bathroom and puts one of my shirts on. It fits her like a dress and leaves a lot of her legs bare. I smile at her, the way she appears and just makes everything better. I put my phone down and turn my attention to her.

      “What do you want for breakfast?” I ask her.

      She comes and sits on the edge of the bed.

      “Waffles. And fruit.” She combs my hair back and kisses my forehead. She smells like mint and the scent of her shampoo still traced in her hair. I inhale her greedily and hug her close. She squeals when I start tickling her stomach and lay her down.

      “I want you.” I kiss her hard, my tongue driving with hers as I deepen the kiss.

      She wraps her legs around me and runs her hot pussy over my cock. I shudder and break the kiss, breathing against her. I grip her tits over the shirt and rub my palms over her nipples. Her body wiggles under me as I continue, running the tip of my cock over her. The piercing hits against her nub and I know it makes her crazy. Last night was the first time I went bareback with anyone. I’m glad it was her because the wait was fucking worth it.

      “Fuck me, Kit.” She rakes her nails down my chest and then drags over to grip my ass, bringing me closer to her.

      “Fuck yes,” I pull back and watch my cock sink inside her pink sweetness. She moans loudly and it hits my ears, but I lean down and kiss over her mouth.

      “Shh, baby. My sister might be here.”

      Her lips purse as she breathes deeply. I thrust all the way into her, so I feel her walls clamp around me tighter. I pull out and know exactly when I hit the hood of her clit, she trembles and her hips rock against me.

      I bury my face in her neck as I nibble at her skin and fall into a rhythm. But from the way she grabs at me, meets my thrusts, I know she wants it harder. I lift up her hips and pull back, taking control of my thrusts. Her breasts bob under my shirt and somehow seeing them this way is even hotter, her pebbled nipples fighting the fabric.

      “Oh god…” She whispers and bites down on her lip. I know she likes to be loud, it’s like torture to be quiet. But I at least try to be respectful. Still, Emily makes me fucking crazy. I growl and go faster, feeling her close to the edge right in front of me. I about lose it when she reaches down and rubs her clit, her blue painted nails rubbing over herself. Soon she erupts into an orgasm that takes her whole body with it.

      Her eyes roll back into her head as her jaw goes slack, a small whimper escapes her as she keeps the rest down. I follow soon after her, buried deep inside her as I come. I thought I won the lottery when she agreed to suck me off, but to be on the pill, too, is even fucking better. I watch my liquid seep out of her before I collapse on the bed.

      “Fuck, I think I’m going to fall back asleep.” I breathe deeply, my eyes closed as I’m in a land of serenity with Emily.

      She giggles and snuggles up next to me, kissing my forehead.

      “Me too.”
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      I wake up for the second time today happier than the first. Kit has his arms wrapped around me; the muscles tight in his sleep. I’m glad he talked me into staying because the way he holds me is incomparable. Even in his sleep, he holds me like he doesn’t want to let me go. I have never had that before and I think that’s what scares me the most. I can’t put my finger on it yet, but the feelings I have for him are so consuming sometimes I can’t move. Can’t even breathe. Like right now. But that’s just because he rolled over onto me in his sleep too.

      His body is incredibly hot, not just visually. My skin is sheened with sweat when I roll out from under him, but that could just be from our bout of morning sex too. That would be enough to convince me to stay over anytime. I make my way to the bathroom and take a lukewarm shower; it calms my body down and I can think straight again. I seem to always be in some sort of haze around Kit because he’s so distracting. After that, I get out and put on another one of his shirts. Even though I didn’t pack an overnight bag, I’ve learned to carry spare panties, so I put those on, too. He is still asleep when I check my phone for any new messages. I only get one from the nurse saying that my dad is feeling good today and from one of the mom’s whose kid I teach, thanking me for helping her son pass his test. It’s not like I helped him that way, I just taught him. But he didn’t do very well in the school setting, so he had to be homeschooled, I got a lot of those kind of students sometimes.

      I wait for Kit to start stirring awake because I don’t want to walk around his house and accidentally run into his sister again, but he seems to be really out of it. He isn’t a morning person at all. I noticed that after he wouldn’t call or text until after noon. At first, I thought he was just waiting a long time on purpose, but my day starts five hours before his, so it makes sense.

      Eventually I get bored of waiting and set off anyway. His room is at the end of a long hall, painted a tan color and lined with family photos. They seem happy enough, before I notice that they are all staged photos in matching clothes. My dad and I have pictures everywhere, but they’re of me playing in the backyard with the hose or working in his garage with him. I feel bad for Kit, he never really got to have that family unit thing. Only with Amy, but I’m sure they get lonely in this big house by their selves. Seriously, it’s huge. And I haven’t even seen all of it. Kit mentioned a theater room, but we didn’t exactly make it there all the times I have been here. I at least know my way back to the kitchen, though, and I start myself a pot of coffee because I’m looking forward to the waffles that Kit will make.

      There is a knock at the door that surprises me and makes me spill creamer all over the counter.

      “Crap,” I mutter to myself and throw a towel over it. I can’t tell if Amy is home or not, but someone knocks again rather heavily, and I move to answer it before I even think.

      It’s not my house, I probably shouldn’t be. But Kit nearly swung at me for even waking him up. I don’t want him to be disturbed again.

      “Yes?” I swing the door open and am faced with an older man in a suit, his graying hair is slicked back, and he looks like something off those real estate shows on tv.

      “Hi. You’re not Amy.”

      “No, I’m not.” I cross my arms and wish I threw something on over this shirt. He is holding a thick manila folder in his hands and his smile is condescending.

      “She’s not in.”

      “That’s fine. I’m looking for Christian.”

      I furrow my brow in confusion until I think of the only other owner of the house.

      “He’s asleep.”

      The man looks me from head to toe and I almost shut the door in his face in response. “Oh, that makes sense. Can you give this to him?” He hands me the folder and I eye it skeptically.

      “No, sorry. I don’t live here.” I try and shut the door, but he stops me.

      “It’s important, miss.” He narrows his eyes and an odd chill runs down my back at his look. Whoever this guy is has some serious secrecy going on, I wish I hadn’t answered the door. He shoves the folder my way again and I look down at it, it’s unmarked and could be a wad of cash for all I know.

      “It’s about the Valley Country Neighborhood he asked about.”

      “Valley Country?” My heart stops. That’s the neighborhood I live in. Why would he have asked about that? I ask myself, but don’t come up with any plausible answers. The man just shoves the folder my way again and this time I take it just so he will leave.

      “Have a good day.” His eyes drop to my legs again and I slam the door shut.

      The folder feels heavy in my hands. I know that it isn’t any of my business, but the curiosity kills me. Still, I set it down on the counter and go sip at my coffee as my brain racks all the possibilities. I wonder why he would even want to know about where I live, what difference does it makes to him. I know his family is in construction but that still doesn’t add up. My dad bought our house off someone else when I was ten but that doesn’t give me any answers either. The coffee just makes my heart race and I push it away half finished.

      Eventually I hear heavy footsteps over the landing and then Kit appears in the archway, shirtless in his green boxers.

      “Morning. Again.” He grins at me. It calms me naturally and I smile back, even though there are still a thousand questions running through my head.

      “Hi.” I moisten my lips and chew on my bottom lip with my nerves.

      “Someone came asking for you. They left that.” I point to the folder. He pushes off the door frame and frowns at it.

      “Who was it?” He asks.

      “Um, he didn’t say. He was tall and had graying hair. Had a suit on.” I say. I didn’t even think to ask for his name, but I have a feeling he wouldn’t have told me anyway. The way he was looking at me was question enough.

      “Oh. That’s my uncle.” He lifts the folder and peers inside, turning his lips down.

      “Your uncle?” I perk up in confusion. He chuckles once and nods, setting it back on the counter like he doesn’t care about it. The sudden tension in his shoulders tells me he does, though, and the little frown line he gets between his brows.

      “Yeah, my dad’s brother.” He starts moving around the kitchen like nothing happened, grabbing bowls and mixing up his protein shake.

      “I didn’t know you had an uncle.”

      “Yeah, we tend to pretend he doesn’t exist. He more or less doesn’t.” He laughs once and I wonder how he can be so casual about this. The question keeps slipping to my tongue, but I can’t quite word it. We haven’t disagreed on anything more important than dinner and I don’t want this to be the first time that we do.

      “He didn’t take you two in after your parents died?” I ask in surprise.

      “Nope.” He has his back turned to me as he plugs in the waffle maker. I’m surprised he remembered then again it isn’t much of a surprise. Kit isn’t a very forgetful person, and he is very intentional. So, if he asked about my neighborhood it was for a reason.

      “Oh. Sorry.”

      “That’s okay. He is a total asshole if you didn’t notice.”

      I take a deep breath and close my eyes, opening them back to the bright lights of his kitchen and his back and he whisks the waffle batter.

      “I noticed.” I murmur.

      Kit doesn’t seem like a bad guy; I don’t think he’d do anything to hurt me. Then again, I haven’t known him all that long, but with us, time never seemed to matter. I trust him, and don’t know why. But that still doesn’t explain anything for me.

      “Kit?” I ask, my heart skipping a beat.

      He turns and faces me, “What’s up?” His brows raise like he doesn’t know at all or suspect that I would know.

      “He said you asked him about the neighborhood I live in. Why?” My voice is softer than usual when I am talking to him.

      His half smile falls, and he crosses his arms as he inhales a deep breath. He starts and stops a few times before he actually lands on something.

      “They were talking about redeveloping the area a few years back. I wanted to make sure they tabled the idea.” He answers.

      I frown in confusion, “Why?” I ask him. It can’t be just because I live there. That wouldn’t make much sense at all. It’s full of other houses, too.

      “Because if they redevelop…” He trails off. “You ever have someone knock on your door and ask if you’re selling your house?” He asks, walking over to me. I shake my head. He leans on the counter in front of me, his eyes focusing on mine.

      “That’s because Clemens Construction, my family’s company, owns the neighborhood. If you ever tried to sell your house, it would have to go through one of our brokers so we still get a profit from it.”

      “Okay…” I wish I was smart enough to see where he was going with this, but my knowledge extends to elementary education and a little psychology. That’s it.

      “So, if they tried to redevelop, it wouldn’t do them any good to buy you out, they’d lose money. They would just resell the land to another company that can legally get rid of you. After I saw where you lived, I told my uncle that the board should table the idea.” He finishes. I stare at him for a second, though, as I process what he is saying.

      I thought it would be something bad, but now I don’t even know what that bad thing could be.

      It only sounds like he was doing something nice for me. Something a lot of people probably wouldn’t.

      “I guess I should say thank you.” I sniff and notice the waffle iron is too hot with no batter on it. “Well don’t burn your house down.” I remind him and he jumps into action.

      “Anyway, I planned on telling you I just didn’t really know how. There isn’t ever a good time to get into that kind of stuff.” He talks over himself as he works.

      “What’s in the folder then?” I ask him.

      He turns and shrugs, “Oh nothing, probably just the quarterly reports.”

      “You made a face.” I say. He purses his lips at me and rolls his eyes. I shake my head at him, not backing down. He gets a break, though, to check on the waffle. He removes it and pours another batch on. And he doesn’t really answer me until we sit down to eat. At least he remembered my fruit.

      “My uncle wants to run the company and buy me out.” He says.

      “But you don’t want to.” I thought as much. He finishes chewing and turns to me.

      “Well sure I don’t want to, but it was my parents’ company, not his. So, I kind of have to.”

      “You don’t have to do something you don’t want to do.” I rest my hand on his knee. He nods once and his eyes pass from mine.

      “I know. But I’ve been thinking about it for a while and wanting to do it isn’t really the issue.” He sighs. “My uncle put my shares of the company and the paperwork on selling your neighborhood in there. That’s why I made a face.” He leans back and pushes his half-eaten plate away. Kit always finishes his food, and if he lost his appetite, he must be pretty upset.

      But I feel upset for him, too, the fact that he had to go through this. I’m not sure if he should have told me his family’s company owns my neighborhood but if they are trying to sell it and leave me homeless, I guess a heads up would have been okay. If his uncle never came, I wonder if he would have ever told me about it in the first place.

      “So, he’s threatening to buy you out if you don’t let them…” I barely finish before he nods. I sigh and shake my head at the whole thing.

      “But he’s your family. Why would he do that to you?” My voice draws. It sounds completely unorthodox and I just feel for him.

      “Money.” He frowns. “I don’t want that to happen to me, if I take over. It’s why him and my dad never got along, and they’re brothers. They were always fighting over how to run the company and my dad just shoved him out. But then he died, and I never wanted anything to do with it, so now he’s the CEO. But I still have the biggest share, they can’t do anything without my approval.” He explains. I force myself not to gawk at the smart business side of him that’s incredibly attractive and focus on the situation at hand.

      “How does he know that place matters to you, though? You didn’t tell him about me.” I assume. And I don’t do that to trap him into it, they clearly don’t get along, so I know that’s probably not the case.

      “Because I asked.” He drops his shoulders.

      “That simple?” I laugh once.

      “Yeah, he’s a businessman. Ruthless. They can tell those kinds of things.”

      “Was your dad like that?” I ask softly. He more or less hinted that he didn’t pay him much attention, but I hope it wasn’t to that extent.

      “Not really. He wasn’t that much of an asshole. Not with us at least.” He shrugs. He gets up to shag out plates and I watch as he does. Something else is bothering him but I can’t put my finger on it.

      All I know is this conversation is giving me a headache.

      “Thanks for breakfast.” I murmur and stand up.

      “You’re welcome.” He says over his shoulder.

      I leave him in the kitchen and go back upstairs, planning to wait for him. But I just processed a ton of information and feel like I need a break. I think Kit should have told me about his company owning my neighborhood, but I talk myself out of it because it hasn’t been that long. He has still told me that I mean a lot to him, that he wouldn’t keep things from me. I put myself in his shoes and know that I would have told him, if it were me.

      I start getting dressed and I’m tying my hair up when he walks in.

      “You’re leaving?” His deep voice fills the room. I finish and turn to him.

      “Yeah, I told you I have to clean and stuff.” I swallow. It isn’t a lie; I do have to clean the house today. And I can’t keep letting our relationship keep me from my regular life.

      “We said we’d do that together.” He smiles and walks toward me, stopping a few inches away. I stare up into his eyes, at his smiling face. My insides swarm with warmth but I try to focus here.

      “I thought you were joking.”

      “No, of course not. You said that’s why you couldn’t stay, and I wanted you to. I wouldn’t lie to get you to do something.” His fingertips trail the inside of my wrists and my body starts singing for him already. I blink slowly and smile softly at him.

      “You’re so sweet, Kit.” I hold his shoulder and then wrap both my arms around his neck, drawing him close. He grins and holds me around my waist.

      “Or I guess I should say… Christian.” I giggle once. His face falls and I swear the color drains from it too, it only makes me laugh harder.

      “Fuck… I hate that guy. My uncle is out to ruin me.”

      I laugh, “Why? It’s a nice name.” I lick my lips and lean into his body. “Christian.” I smirk. He shakes his head and groans, leaning in to kiss my neck.

      “I like my nickname, it’s short. Makes me sound less honest.”

      “Why wouldn’t you want to be honest?” I laugh at him.

      He licks his lips, “I’m a bad ass biker that’s why.”

      “Oh god, no you’re not.” I hug him and smile against his chest. While I still have slight reservations, I have decided to take this as a learning moment. He told me the truth when it mattered and I’m glad for that. I can’t shake the feeling this isn’t over yet, but I decide to leave that alone and be in the moment for now.

      That strong feeling I had this morning is starting to reveal itself as something more. Something that makes me lose reason just for the sake of Kit.

      I haven’t decided if it will hurt me in the long run yet.
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      There are about a thousand things I’d like to say to my uncle but now really isn’t the time. If Emily weren’t here, I would have called him and given him a piece of my mind but every time I do that it doesn’t work anyway. He is a total prick, only cares about money. I didn’t know how much until today.

      Emily can’t know the truth. She has enough to worry about in her own life, her dad being sick. Knowing that she’ll probably lose her house too would just add to that and make things worse. If I told her the company already started the process, she would have lost her shit and maybe blamed me. I am too scared to lose her to let that happen. I just have to hope I can move fast enough to stop it, whatever that takes. All I want to do is enjoy my time with her and decide if these feelings I have aren’t all just in my head. And if she feels the same way.

      I have never told anyone I love them before. Not in that way at least. There should be a manual or something because I have no fucking clue how to do it. if I asked the guys at the club, they would just laugh at me or some shit and I don’t really want to deal with that. They would mean well eventually but I don’t want to get psyched out. I almost told her last night, but I couldn’t go through with it. I was afraid I’d scare her off and then that would be the end of it.

      But now that my shitty Uncle Mark made an appearance, he really put a damper on stuff. I can tell that it bothered her, and it was a miracle I convinced her not to rush out of here. I planned to spend the whole day with her anyway, but I will just have to see how she feels once we get to her place.

      “You need to learn how to do this yourself one of these days.” I joke with her as I buckle up her helmet. It’s not her fault, though, the band is tricky, and I never got around to fixing it. No one uses the helmet. Amy stopped riding with me when I joked about throwing her off the bike. That didn’t go over well clearly.

      “No thanks,” she giggles. Emily smiles at me and it tugs right at my heart. I have never met anyone like her, so genuine and funny and damn gorgeous. But I love her because she always let me be me even when I didn’t know who that was.

      “Let’s go.” I kiss her lips quickly and then we set off.

      I know where her house is, and my chest tightens at the thought again.

      She has so much to deal with already and I want to be able to tell her that I took care of things already before it even gets bad, but it might already be bad. I just don’t know by how much. It really is a twist of fate or coincidence that we even met, and that I’m involved in this. But that isn’t enough to make me run off and avoid it.

      I pull up to her house and smile at seeing the Chevy parked in the garage when she lets us in.

      “Have you driven it yet?” I ask her. I did a pretty good job on it, a fast one too. But I’m just glad that it made her happy.

      “No, not yet.” She says. I figure she is waiting for her dad, but I don’t go there just yet. We walk into her kitchen and she offers me water. I take it and lean on the counter, looking at some of the photos she has around. They are all of her and her dad, no other family members. He looks like he was healthy and I’m guessing his illness came as a surprise to them both. My heart goes out to her because I know how she feels. But I don’t want her to know what it’s like to lose a parent.

      She walks off somewhere and I don’t know where, as I look around her house. The furniture is all mismatched but in a charming way; the purple couch and brown armchair shouldn’t really go together but they do. I want to know what her room looks like and figure I will at some point.

      “Emily, where did you run off to?” I call out. I traipse back through the house to the kitchen and find her at the mail stand. Her shoulders are tensed up and I know that means she is thinking.

      “What’s the name of your family’s company again?” She says, her voice tight.

      I swallow hard as I guess what she is looking at from behind. I stuff my hands in my pockets and wince.

      “Clemens Construction… why?” I ask like I don’t already know the answer.

      “Isn’t this what you told me you were avoiding? That you said was already taken care of.” She turns around and shows me a letter I don’t have to read from far away to know that it says ‘notice to leave’ which in real estate terms is just a nice eviction notice. They must have already hired the third-party company and my eyes shut slowly as my heart sinks.

      When I open them again her eyes are laced with tears and I step forward to comfort her, but she stops me.

      “No, don’t.” She lifts her hand. I frown and stop.

      “I’m sorry…”

      “You lied.” She concludes.

      “I didn’t lie, I wouldn’t lie to you, Emily. I swear.” I hold out my hands and she shakes her head, throwing the letter down.

      “I didn’t know that… I would have warned you, but I didn’t know what to do.” I tell her honestly.

      “You know how much I’ve been dealing with Kit; you should have tried.”

      My mouth opens to try and tell her that I do know. And that I would never hurt her. But that seems impossible. It all feels impossible to me because I have never done this before. But if I tell her that I love her then it will just seem like I am lying. Using it as an excuse to play stupid and lose my head.

      But it is true. I do love her.

      And I have no idea how to get this heartbroken look off her face.

      “Emily…” I start.

      She shakes her head at me, and I think of how to plead my case. But they all involve withholding the truth from her and I don’t really want to do that again. Not anymore. She deserves more than that. More than me. And I should have known from the beginning.

      “Kit, please leave.” She whispers. My heart pounds in my ears at hearing those words, it’s almost deafening.

      They are the words your never want to hear someone say but hearing them in her voice make my heart break. I know I will never get it out of my head. How hurt she sounds. How hurt she looks. And it’s all my fucking fault.

      “I’m so sorry.” I tell her again, but that doesn’t seem to matter. It shouldn’t.

      I lied to her and she trusted me to tell her the truth. Especially since I promised her that I always would. That I would always tell her the truth no matter what. And now this happens.

      “I’m leaving. But… I’m just sorry, Emily. I really am.” I turn and find my way to the front door, leaving and stomping down her porch steps. I make it to the end of the driveway before I stop outright.

      Three houses across the street have for sale signs up and they don’t look like nicer houses. They look like the kind that have people selling them out of desperation to avoid being without a home and without any money.

      The guys in the corporate office of my dad’s company have no idea what they do to these families. When they decide that they are going to evict them and get rid of them without any notice. That it doesn’t matter to them where they go or what even happens to them. It isn’t fair and I know I should play a part in fixing it, but I don’t know how.

      If I took over the company, I would be coaxed into the wrong decisions by the board, maybe they would try and buy me out. My uncle already tried to. It was my indecision that even left me in this position. If I decided before to let it go, he would have left the neighborhood alone. But I was holding onto the part of myself that wanted to be somebody but couldn’t. That part of me has now hurt Emily, the only woman I have ever loved.

      I get on my bike and race down the street, headed towards the only place that makes sense to me now. The club saved me from having nothing to do with my life, from having nowhere to go when I lost my way. Amy couldn’t help me after my parents passed as much as she tried, I almost lost her too.

      I figured my life out late in the game, and I dragged Emily into the parts that were ugly. That would hurt her.

      I love her so much that it hurts but I don’t think that matters much now. When I first met her, I didn’t even know if I could pay attention to only one woman. Having multiple options kept me from ever having to make a real decision. But focusing on her, on one good thing, it made me better. But it only left her worse off.

      All I can do is find a way to help her, and it won’t even be to win her back. It would just be to make sure that she is going to be okay, even when I am gone.

      I could beg her to forgive me, but it would never take away the fact that I hurt her beyond what any person deserves. What pains me the most is that I promised her that I would never break her heart. I promised myself.

      But that never counted for anything.
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      I walk into the club and only feel worse, because the last time I was here, Emily was with me. Having her meet everyone was like accepting the fact that she is in my life now, and not just that but really enjoying it. I didn’t think I was cut out for that kind of thing because I never tried doing it before. Now I just fucked it up.

      When I sit at the bar, Spencer is already there with Jeannine. I didn’t know she was back in town but then I remember it’s almost the end of summer and she hasn’t gone back to school yet. I’m glad there aren’t that many people in here right now, less prying eyes. I texted Darius but I don’t even think he’s in town right now. The last thing I want to do is text Emily and bother her when she probably just wants her space. So, I figure that I’ll numb the pain inside with alcohol, but I’m not even sure I should be drinking.

      This place just relaxes me. Gives me a place to think free of charge and judgement.

      “You want a beer?” Spencer comes over to me when he finishes talking up Jeannine. I’m still shocked the two of them got together. I didn’t think Spencer had the balls to go up against Tank, but he sure did.

      “I don’t know.” I rub my face and set my phone down. He leans on the counter and gives me a funny look. He’s an inquisitive type of guy, so I’ve noticed anyways. He may be new around here, but he pulls his own weight and has an in with all the guys. It could just be because he’s the pres’ brother but I wouldn’t put my money on that.

      “How is that?” He laughs once and sets a beer in front of me anyways.

      I frown and take a swig, but I might need something stronger to get into all this.

      “You know my parents’ construction company?” I ask him.

      “Yeah, they own like half the town, don’t they?”

      I roll my eyes when he puts it that way. Technically they just own the company that builds on it. The rest is free game, but the difference doesn’t really matter to me right now.

      “Yeah. And the neighborhood Emily lives in.” I say slowly. My throat tightens at recounting this. I should have seen it coming honestly but I guess I was just in denial.

      “Oh. Did she find out and get mad at you for lying about being rich or something?” He snickers. I shake my head; I wish it were that easy.

      I finish my beer and lean back with an exasperated sigh.

      “No. Not exactly. My uncle, he wants to buy everyone out and build a huge complex there. He got like ten investors involved in it already, but he needs my vote to actually do anything about it. I met Emily after I knew about that place, but then I told him to table the idea.” Now that I say it out loud, I realize I should have known what he was going to do. I may not want to run the company, but I know how those guys work. They have something they don’t want you to have, so they want it more. I guess I didn’t think my own uncle would play me like that though.

      “So, he found out about Emily or something?” Spencer makes a face. Someone at the other end of the bar asks for a drink so he does that and comes back. I notice Jeannine chatting up Chantal, and assume Logan is around here too somewhere.

      “No, I never said anything like that. I just asked him not to. And he’s an asshole so naturally.” I gruff. Spencer chuckles at my disposition and pours me a drink, neat bourbon this time.

      “Right… so she got mad about that?”

      “Not really. I told her that I took care of it when I really hadn’t. They already sent her a notice to leave.” I swallow back the acid that rises at that reality. The thought of Emily having nowhere to go makes me sick and I should probably think of how to start helping her instead of wallowing in my own self pity. But maybe I could wallow for a little while.

      “Shit. That’s rough. Your company does that kind of shit?” He crosses his arms.

      “No. And it’s not my company, technically at least. Even though they own the house, a company can hire brokers to try and buy the tenants out. She could get paid for the house but she would still have to find another place.”

      “And what if she doesn’t want to go?”

      I shrug like I don’t know the answer. When I actually do. Dad had plenty of those lawsuits coming around. They would just sue the tenants until they run out of money to fight and end up being bought out for cheaper anyway. It’s a shitty system hence why I avoided it for so long.

      “She doesn’t have to. I just feel likes it’s all my fault.” I sip my drink and whine at the burn.

      “I mean in hindsight, it is. How pissed is she?” He asks. And I remember her face right before I left. It still makes me shrivel up on the inside. I hate what I did to her, and that it could have all been avoided, too.

      “Very pissed. I think… it might be over.” I swallow hard. I try and think if I would even forgive myself. For lying. For letting her think she could trust me. Probably not.

      “I don’t think so. She seemed to really like you. Maybe she just needs time. And to not lose her house.” He chuckles once. I don’t take it personally, though, because he’s just a lighthearted guy like that.

      “I don’t know. I really feel for her.” I wish I could say it happened by accident and I wasn’t expecting this but that wouldn’t be true. I knew as soon as I saw her that this would happen, that I would care for her more than I have for anyone else before.

      “I know the feeling. I mean with Jeannine; I knew I was probably going to get the shit kicked out of me, but I did it anyway. So, she knew what she was getting into with you. At least it wasn’t because you cheated or something.”

      I half smile. Cheating isn’t my thing, I’ve never been in that position before but even if I was, I’d rather just end it than hurt someone that way. So, I should have just been honest with Emily, too.

      “Yeah, that’s true. I guess.” I slide my glass over for another drink. It will have to be my last one because I need to get myself home safely.

      “Sorry man.” Spencer shrugs. I nod and have more of my drink.

      I sit there for a while and exchange conversation with Jeannine and Chantal. They’re nice girls but it’s half hearted because my mind is still racing. Logan was around like I suspected, and Spencer fills in a colorful story of what happened for him. But I get most of the same advice. Emily needs her space for a while, but I still have to figure out a way to help her. It’s the least I can do for her. And that only means one thing.
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      “I’m here to see Mark Clemens,” I say to the receptionist. She’s a cute blonde and it only makes sense that she works for my uncle. He used to bring around all kinds of people when I was growing up. Every holiday, he had a different woman on his arm with little distinction between them.

      “He’s not in right now.” She doesn’t look up from the phone her long nails are texting on. I frown and shift in my shoes. I hate wearing suits, it took two days to psyche myself up to even do this. All of which I obsessed over Emily and refrained from calling.

      “Yeah, he is. Tell him it’s Christian.” I insist. She sighs and finally looks up. I groan inside but grin at her the same way I would if I was picking up a girl and it works. She bats her eyes and stands, pushing out her chest to me.

      “I can take you to his office.” She walks around the desk and sways her hips. Her small frame only reminds me of Emily. The way her full hips would drive me crazy even when she wasn’t trying. In fact, she didn’t have to try anything. I just loved her for being her.

      “Thanks.” I tell the girl when we get there. I swing the door open and don’t spare her a second look.

      My uncle’s office is generically plain and huge, looking out over the city. I rarely ever come downtown for the sake of avoiding seeing this huge building plastered in the center of it.

      “Christian, what are you doing here?” He stands and adjusts his tie hanging loosely. Mine is making my head hurt.

      “What are you planning on doing with Valley Country?” I ask him outright. I cross the space to stand in front of his desk and stop. He frowns at me, and sometimes I hate the way he looks just like Dad. He’s younger than him but they always looked just alike, people thought they were twins growing up. Kind of the same way Amy and I look just alike too. Being here makes me miss him, and I rarely ever do. It was never anything that bothered me, kept me up at night. He was a barely present father and he died the same way, that was the end of it.

      “What does it matter to you? You’ve asked me about that place twice now and you don’t even work here.” He walks around his desk to pour himself a drink. I stare at it like I need one too, I probably do. He offers and I shake my head no, I need a level head for this.

      “It doesn’t.” I lie. “But I’m getting tired of you squandering our reputation.”

      He turns and laughs. “Our?” He makes a face and sips his scotch; I can tell by the color and smell. Plus, it’s all he ever used to drink.

      “Yes, this place is more mine than yours.” I say. And I actually believe it that time. This company was always supposed to be mine, not his. It’s my birth right and if all this has taught me anything it’s that I can’t run from it.

      “Whatever you say, Christian.”

      I hate when he says my full name, everyone else in my family went with Kit when I asked them to except him.

      “Leave it alone, I’m serious. You don’t need the money that bad, this company doesn’t.” I know that for sure because I still look at the quarterly reports line by line. It would only be to stuff his pockets full, maybe do something that’s not even warranted.

      “I don’t need it for the company.” He looks at me as he finishes his drink and then walks over to the desk, leaning up against it and facing me. It takes me longer than I might have wanted but then I understand what he is trying to say.

      “You’d need more money than that to buy me out. Amy too.” I say. I can’t believe he would be that sleazy, but it all makes sense now. If he developed that community, he could buy me out of the company without using any of the capitol we already have, leaving him even richer than before when I get my shares. It’s crazy how your own family sometimes is worth less than blood. Even the guys at the club would never try anything like that.

      “Look, don’t take it personally kid. It’s just business.”

      “Spare me.” I stuff my hands in my pockets, so I don’t swing at him, and I honestly need to because he is really testing me this time around.

      He sighs and shakes his head, “Look. If that place means so much to you than just sell your shares and leave the company. It’s simple. Someone can take over after me, I think I’ve knocked up at least three women by now. Wouldn’t it be nice if they got to have the nice living you grew up with?”

      “No.” I spit. And at the same time the stark realization dawns on me. I wondered, for a long time, why it was so natural for me to leave a trail of women behind when my dad has always been a straight arrow. I guess I’m more like my uncle than I wanted to be. But I’m not like that anymore. Emily is all that matters to me. But she’s the one that really convinced me to go after this, even if this hadn’t happened, I’d be on my way here soon enough.

      “But I could buy you out if I wanted to.” I remind him. His face falls and he starts taking this more seriously. As he should.

      “You wouldn’t do that.”

      “Yeah, I would. Especially if you keep pursuing that development. You’re putting people out on their ass; our business was never about that.”

      “And it wasn’t reaching it’s full potential that way either.”

      I groan and walk around the chair to get some distance from him. I comb my fingers through my hair in frustration.

      “You know we’re gonna have to come to an agreement one way or another. Pick your battles, Mark.” I don’t even call him Uncle Mark because he doesn’t deserve it. Not from me.

      “I have, it’s you that’s indecisive.” It’s the smugness in his eyes that takes me over the edge. I wanted to do this better, without causing too much talk in the company. Change is hard, especially in family companies like this. Amy and I discussed it and she supports me, whatever I want to do. The person I really wanted to hear from wants nothing to do with me, but that won’t stop me from being a better person. A better man.

      “I’m not indecisive. You want to know what I’m doing here?” I ask, like he did when I first walked in.

      His smile falls and he stands up straight, facing me like a man and not as the child he used to know. And to think I looked up to him at one point. Wanted to be like him. The thought is unsettling.

      “What?” He gives up. I swallow and look around the room, not feeling like I don’t belong in this building anymore. In this world my father built for me to have.

      “I’m here to take my company back.”
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      I leave the last house for the day feeling exhausted. It’s been like that for the past few weeks. I would wake up tired, go to bed exhausted and then do it all over again. Slugging through each day like they didn’t matter. I guess after I ended things with Kit, they didn’t matter.

      For the past month, he’s called me once a day and I can’t bring myself to answer the phone. After the first few weeks, I thought he would give up, but he hasn’t. I suspect that he will one of these days and thinking about that makes me sick. But if I can’t pick up the phone now then I shouldn’t expect him to keep waiting for me. Telling him to leave wasn’t exactly a break up. I feel like I should tell him at some point that this is really over.

      It just doesn’t feel that way in my heart yet.

      It took him leaving for me to realize how much he really meant to me. I have never been in love before. But if love means feeling physically drained when someone you have spent time with leaves your life, then I guess I am deeply in it. He was honest and kind, genuine in a way that only he could pull off. And I miss that. I long for it every time I wake up without him. I start to forget what it feels like to kiss him, to be in his arms, the way he smells and even how he looks when he smiles. We took a few pictures together, but I brashly deleted them, and I wish I hadn’t. I drive by the club sometimes to feel closer to him but even that doesn’t go over well. I feel farther away from him every day and I desperately want to be back close to him, but he hurt me so much that I can’t fathom it right now.

      He had a few opportunities to be honest with me and he didn’t take them. He knew about this longer than I did, and he never said anything. The fact that he kept the truth from me makes me feel sick inside, and that I trusted him. It doesn’t make me love him any less, but I wish it did because without trust, nothing would ever work.

      As soon as I found out what that company was trying to do, I researched how to get out of it, but they all involved selling the house to avoid a ton of legal fees. My neighbors got the same letter and I know of two that already sold. I can’t bring myself to put the house on the market, though. I grew up here, this is where everything important happened to me. I want it to be here for Dad to come home to. I hope every day for there to be another way out of this, but it all amounts to me going there in person and sorting this out. If I could maybe get them to leave this whole thing alone, then everyone else wouldn’t have to lose their houses too. It’s nerve wracking, going into something that I don’t understand. But I think of it being the same way I teach the kids, embarking on something they don’t understand.

      Loving Kit was the same thing. I didn’t understand it. But I did it anyway.
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      “He can come home?”

      “Yes, he can.”

      I stare at my dad’s nurse with wide eyes. My entire body goes cold and hot at the same time as my heart races. I’ve dreamed of this moment for almost two years now. Wishing that all this wouldn’t be for nothing. That I wouldn’t have to say goodbye to my father so soon.

      “I… I don’t know what to say.” I smile, holding back tears. But I’m sure she has seen all kinds of tearful moments in here and so let them fall. I wipe them away, but they just keep coming. I’m so elated that I could scream. After everything that has happened, this is the first good moment I’ve had in two months now.

      “Well, you don’t have to say anything.” She smiles with me.

      “Thank you,” I figure that should be standard. They all did a really good job of taking care of my dad, of caring for him when I couldn’t. This is the only positive thing that’s happened to me and I’m milking every minute of it. But this is good for Dad too, this will make him so happy. I know he didn’t like needing help, not being able to take care of himself. No one does, really.

      “You’re welcome. I just have a few things to go over.” She starts explaining everything to me in more detail and I listen carefully, even though my head is spinning.

      This day has done a complete one-eighty. Waking up with that same dreaded feeling and then trudging through work. I was looking forward to visiting Dad, but I didn’t think it would be this good of news. He still has to come for a visit twice a month and if anything comes up, I should take him to the doctor. I know he will be honest in telling me how he feels every day because he has to be. But this makes me so happy I could scream.

      All until I realize I have to make sure he still has a home to come back to.
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      “Hi, I need to see Mark Clemens, please.” I say nicely to the receptionist, who hasn’t looked up from her phone since I walked up to her desk in the center of this overly modern building.

      It sits right in the middle of downtown, Clemens Construction LLC. It’s kind of ridiculous, honestly, the way everything is silver or gray and it looks the future a bit. Plus, it is cold as hell and I feel underdressed, even though I found my best pair of flats and a blue dress I wore to my last job interview. I even did my hair, ironing it flat. I have been planning this for so long, it feels surreal. I couldn’t even make an appointment online, like this guy doesn’t exist or doesn’t want people finding him. I wouldn’t either, if I was leaving people homeless. I just bit the bullet and decided to show up. I probably could have asked Kit, but I didn’t want to use that as an excuse to talk to him. I’m not ready yet anyway. I would just become a puddle to his antics. After I brought Dad home, I told him everything. He is doing much better and was worried about me doing this, but I don’t want him to lose the house he worked so hard to get for us. I couldn’t leave out the boyfriend part of it, but all he said was that I should trust my gut. It’s all I have now anyway.

      “He’s not in.” She mutters in an annoyingly chipper voice.

      “Are you sure? Can you check? It’s really important.” I ask her. Even though I haven’t worked out exactly what to say. I have a good feeling appealing to his business mindset will help me. A public lawsuit against him wouldn’t do much good for his company. I don’t know how much that would cost but I kept every option open. It might have been easier to talk to Kit about this, but he also could have helped me sooner and he didn’t.

      “I’m positive. He hasn’t worked here in weeks.” She answers, finally looking up. She gives me a funny look and I ignore it. Her face is blatantly pretty, and I definitely don’t look that way, but this isn’t high school.

      “Seriously?” I gape. Maybe he already fled the city with his money. I really hate that guy and I don’t even know him.

      “Yep.” She pops her lip, half smiling at me. “Was it important?” She raises her brow. God she probably thinks I’m sleeping with him or some shit.

      “Yes, he is trying to buy me out of my house.” I explain, though I don’t think she would even know the importance of that statement.

      “Oh, yeah. That does seem important. You can talk to the new CEO if you want.”

      “The new CEO?” I repeat back. God, I must sound so stupid. But this is all coming as a surprise. I had this huge plan of what I would do and now it is all crumbling. Does a new CEO mean I keep my house? I have no idea. I wasn’t ready to tee off with a stranger.

      “Yeah, Christian. His nephew runs the company now.”

      My heart stalls in my chest and my jaw visibly drops. I look at her with this eerie realization that I might shit my pants right here. I swallow hard, my mouth going dry at the memory. The way Kit talked about this place… I was almost sure he wouldn’t run the company. I didn’t think he would turn into the corporate type but the possibility…I blink the thought away and remind myself that’s not why I’m here. But can I still even face him now?”

      “Oh. Kit is really the new CEO?” I double check, sounding stupid again. She giggles and nods.

      “You know him or something?” She looks over me like the possibility is wild.

      “Yeah, he’s my ex.” I say just to piss her off. It reminds me of that woman in the bathroom trying to throw me off. I’ve learned better now. And to think that all happened the night before I ended things, too.

      “Oh. He broke up with you, huh?” She assumes with a sneering smile. I have so much pent up anger I could go cat crazy on her, but I don’t. And as I start to answer her, she perks up, her eyes widening. I stare in confusion before I’m interrupted.

      “No, she broke up with me.”

      The voice cuts through me like a knife. The deep, crisp of Kit’s voice falling over me like I have not heard it in ages. I suppose I haven’t. His voicemails aren’t the same. This is the real thing. I turn and see him standing behind me in a blue suit that off sets his eyes, hugs his entire frame. I don’t know if I like this better or the jeans and leather jacket more. His hair is slicked back and jawline harder because he is clean shaven. His eyes blaze at me, wide as he looks at me in shock. I am sure I am looking at him the same way and try not to hang my mouth open at him the whole time. It’s just… it has been so long since I have seen him that it is hard to believe this is real.

      But here he is, right in the center of this building. His company. I think that to myself and find it hard to believe, too. He always wanted to do this; I could see it in his eyes whenever he talked about it. And I’m glad that he did.

      I’m speechless, standing here staring at him. That receptionist is still there, and I feel her burning a whole in the back of my head. I wonder if they slept together and wish that I hadn’t. I could say that I don’t think he would do that to me but I also broke up with him. He can do whatever he wants.

      But whatever he wants is also calling me every day, leaving a message, and a text saying how sorry he is.

      That has to count for something.

      “You have an appointment coming in soon, Christian.” His receptionist says his name like she owns him. I watch his face fall and am glad because that means he at least doesn’t have a thing for her.

      He doesn’t belong to me anymore, though; it would be unfair of me to think that way.

      But here I am, thinking of him as mine. My heart thinks that he is, the rest of me is having trouble catching up.

      “Cancel it.” He snaps. His lips form a hard line as he stares at me. He must be wondering what I am doing here. Why I didn’t return his calls. I didn’t know he worked here now otherwise I might not have shown up. The thought is unsettling to say the least.

      I try and find the right words but saying I’m sorry isn’t fair because I haven’t done anything wrong. Not really, at least.

      Being away from him, letting him go. That felt wrong.

      “You want to come in my office?” He asks, his hands are in his pockets with his legs outstretched a bit. The power stance is hot as hell. I forgot how damned good looking he is. It weakens my knees and my resolves. I can think of nothing better than sitting down and talking to him, but part of me is still afraid.

      Then I look in his eyes and see how he is pleading with me through them, my heart goes out to him.

      My heart has belonged to him since we first met.

      “Yes.”
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      I follow Kit to his office on shaky knees. I honestly feel like I am in a movie or something, because this is the last thing I expected to be doing. Following my ex boyfriend to his corner office. The ex that used to be a biker, or still is, I have no idea. Those times I passed by the club on the way to work, I would see his bike by the garage. So, I know he still goes there.

      My heart patters out of my chest by the time we reach his office, he lets me in first and I brush past him, my arm hits the edge of his jacket and it puts me on edge. My body has missed his presence, and he feels so close yet far away at the same time. Even as I stand in the center of his office, staring at him leaning against his closed door.

      “Nice office.” I murmur. I barely looked around but all I saw that was personal is a picture of him and his sister on a book shelf that probably has stage books on it and not real ones. It is a corner office though, and the sunlight from the open city streams in, casting his blond hair in a light glow. His jaw line is hard against the collar of his white shirt, this whole suit look is quite distracting however I look at it.

      “It’s alright.” He half smiles. I have missed that permanent half smile of his. I don’t get it fully now but it’s almost there.

      “You haven’t returned any of my calls.” He says, pushing off the door. He walks around to a tray with a water carafe on it and empty glasses. He offers it to me, but I decline. My throat is so tight I can’t drink anything. I’m afraid even water will try and come back up.

      “I wasn’t ready to talk to you.” I say honestly. I cross my arms and stand with my back straight.

      “But you came all the way down here.” He puts his hands in his pockets. He is only about five paces away from me and yet I feel like he is breathing down my neck. His presence just does that to me, I feel him all around me. Even when he was away.

      “I didn’t know you worked here. None of your messages said anything about a change of scenery.” I swallow.

      “So, you listened to my voicemails then.” He concludes.

      I nod and feel myself falling back into a comfort with him. Into an ease that he always gave me. I never had it before with anyone. Felt like I could be honest and true to myself. But he made me so blissful, even when he wasn’t around. I thought I needed other people, other things to be happy but now I know that I don’t.

      “I liked hearing your voice.” I admit. I lick my lips and awkwardly wait for his response. He chuckles once and moistens his lips.

      “Imagine how I felt. Not hearing yours.” His voice is soft, yet the deepness is what takes me away.

      Everything from before starts to slip further away. All the problems I had with him, how I felt about him becomes the only thing that matters. How I still feel. The way he looks at me now, how he never gave up on trying to contact me… it all comes to the forefront of my mind.

      “Not very good I assume.” I clear my throat. “Anyway, I came to ask about my house. I was planning on giving Mark a piece of my mind but he’s not here, so…”

      “No, he’s not.” He finishes for me. “I bought him out. Now I own more of this company than I did before.” He explains. I look at him and try not to let the hotness of that over come me. I need to focus here.

      “I’m guessing that’s a lot.” I look in his eyes. He nods once and twists his lips.

      “I could never decide what I wanted to do. I thought if I avoided this place long enough, it would be like my parents never died. But they did. And my uncle was running their good name into the ground. I had to step in at some point.” He tells me. But he doesn’t sound all that convinced of it.

      I drop my arms and tuck my hair behind my ear, a nervous tick as I think.

      “But that’s not the whole reason.” He adds.

      I give him an odd look as I blink. He starts walking forward and I tense up, my throat growing tighter. I feel my heart beat in my ears. It’s almost like the first night we met, when I didn’t know what was going to happen but the energy between us was so strong that I had no choice but to succumb to it. That energy only grew stronger and now we’re here.

      “It was because of you, Emily. Not just wanting you to keep your house. But even before, every time you listened to me and never told me what to do. You were there for me.” He sighs and looks down at the ground, his long lashes fanning across his cheek bones. I take the next step closer to him and we are arms length apart. His scent swarms me, a new cologne and less of the piney scent. I’m guessing he doesn’t ride his bike here anymore.

      “I fell in love with you, Emily. And I still love you. Loving you made me a better man even without you there. I fucking miss you. A lot. Every damn day I kick myself for not being honest with you, especially since it’s the only thing you’ve ever asked of me. I’m sorry.” His voice seeps with emotion and my eyes fill with tears before I can stop them. Luckily, they don’t fall and mess up my makeup.

      “You’ve said that before.” I swallow. All the times he has said he is sorry could paint me a portrait. “Except the… love part.” I repeat like I can’t believe it. And I can’t. Him loving me is… I never saw that coming. It was never about being insecure or not thinking I deserved it. But Kit and I almost wasn’t supposed to happen, it’s not a written in the stars kind of thing. But I still love him too.

      “Yeah, I know. You must be pretty tired of that now.” He exhales and sits down, talking another deep breath.  He looks like he has wanted to say that for a while and only just now did it. He combs his hair back and looks up at me from the chair. I debate it only for a second before I go and sit down next to him.

      “Not yet.” I sigh. I pick at my knee and it’s my turn to get the weighing truth off my chest. His knee brushes mine and tingles run up my body, pooling at my face as I feel it heat. I look into his clear eyes and see my soul in them. It takes my breath away.

      “I think it wouldn’t have hurt as much if I didn’t love you too. When I felt like you had been hiding something from me, you reassured me, and I believed you so easily. It was like I couldn’t trust myself when I found out that was a lie too. But… even when you were gone, I still love you more.” My voice cracks as a single tear drips down my cheek. I quickly wipe it away and have to look away from him, taking a deep breath. It does feel like my entire world just crashed and rebuilt itself. Admitting that I love him makes me feel slightly better, less suffocated.

      It doesn’t help me decide if I can trust him or not though. If I love him enough to overlook that now.

      “Emily,” he takes my hand and I let him. His other hand lifts cautiously to my chin and he lifts it up to look at him.

      He licks his lips and smiles softly at me.

      “I didn’t think… I never saw myself loving someone the way I love you, Emily. It made me stupid. I know that’s not an excuse, but I’ve never done this before. I didn’t know how to handle it. I thought I was doing the best thing for you until I could figure out how to help you.”

      I sniff in my tears. “And did you?” I ask curiously. I never heard back after emailing the company, checking with the loan office. It’s like they didn’t care at all, and it’s what made me come here.

      “Yeah, of course I did. I shut the whole project down, refunded people’s money. Gave restitution so they wouldn’t sue. It’s what my dad would have done.” He explains.

      I breathe a sigh of relief at another crisis averted.

      “Thank you.” I tell him genuinely.

      “You’re welcome.” He smiles at me. I’ve really missed his smile, the way it lights up his whole face.

      Everything about him lights up my life, I hadn’t realized I was living in darkness for so long. Plunged back into it when I made him leave. I wonder what would have happened if I had been more patient, but things had to work out this way for a reason. We needed the space to appreciate what it meant to be close to each other.

      “Fuck,” Kit growls before he leans in the space to kiss me.

      It takes me by surprise, but I react to him immediately. I kiss him back, dropping my lips open to allow his in. He coaxes them apart softly, suckling at my bottom lip like he always used to. It’s so familiar yet I still feel like it has been forever since I have touched him. Been with him.

      I lace my fingers into his hair and pull myself closer to him. His hands slide up my waist and hold me closer, drawing me against him as he leans back on the couch. His tongue slips over my bottom lip and I moan against him, desire pooling in my body. It’s not fair that he has so much control over me. That it’s so easy to give into him. But I want to. Every time I want to. I love him so much that it hurts.

      “God, Emily. I missed you.” Kit groans into my mouth and kisses me again harder this time. Our lips mash together in a blind fury as I literally see stars.

      I run my hands down his muscular chest, getting familiar again. I run them down over his suit jacket clinging to his arms and moan against him again. He moves us on the couch, so he is between my legs, and his suited thigh rubs against my pussy throbbing for him. I grind my hips against him relentlessly, desperately clinging to his body. He breaks the kiss and moves down my chest, trailing kisses all across my collarbone and my cleavage in the dress.

      “You’re so damned gorgeous. So perfect. I love you so fucking much.” He climbs back up my body and kisses my lips before I can respond. Instead I just unbuckle his pants, furiously trying to get to his cock.

      He breaks the kiss and groans against my skin, tugging down one strap of my dress to expose my breast. My hard nipple hits the cold air before his warm mouth suckles it. I can’t believe I’m really about to fuck him in his office, but damn I want him so bad it’s just too easy.

      “I missed you too, Kit.” I giggle against him when he nibbles this spot below my ear. I sigh and close my eyes when I wrap my hand around his cock, it feels like he never left, I run my thumb up his piercing and he shudders. I turn against his head laid on my chest as he nips at me and breathe into his ear.

      “Christian,” I whisper, my voice softer than ever. He pulls back and his eyes blaze at me, glowing in the bright light of the room.

      “I have never liked my fucking name until now.” He drags his hand down my body and cups my pussy, his hand rubbing right over my clit. I cry out but try not to be too loud. He slips my panties to the side as he pumps me with his fingers, all three feel tight as hell but nothing compares to his thick cock. It feels dirty and desperate when he enters me with his pants still on and my panties just slipped to the side, but good as hell.

      “Oh my god.” I cling to him as he sinks deep inside me, fitting perfectly. He groans into my ear, deep in his chest so it vibrates against me. I wish I could feel all of his naked body on mine, but this will have to suffice.

      He grips my hips as he starts going, there is no sweet and slow here, just two people that desperately want each other. It really has been too long; I’m surprised I even made it. But the pain makes this so much sweeter, it’s like meeting him for the first time all over again. The same way we met, too.

      He rubs against my clit every time he drives into me and it brings me closer to orgasm. My body starts a slow rumble of pleasure, stemming from my core. I turn and kiss him; our tongues slide together as we taste each other and delve deeper into pleasure.

      “I’m coming, Christian… oh god.” I whisper. He looks at me with his face contorted in pleasure and we come at the same time. My clenching wraps his cock as he empties into me and his heat seeps into my bones.

      We stay holding each other tightly as we catch our breath and he kisses me again, slowly driving his lips and tongue with mine.

      “That was so fucking good, baby.” He kisses my cheek. “I love you.” He looks in my eyes and then kisses me again. I sink into him and feel like my heart really is mating with his.

      “I love you too.” I say when he releases me. It’s like I could kiss him forever, like he could kiss me forever, too.

      We eventually get up and I’m glad I kept up the purse maintenance thing that makes it easier to get cleaned up. I feel less like this was a hookup when I gather my wits.

      “Is that the first time you’ve had sex in your office?” I ask him. I help myself to some of that water now.

      “Yeah, of course. This is the first time I’ve inhabited this place.” He chuckles. He tightens his tie and grins at me. “But I want to do things right by you. You’re more than an office couch hookup to me.” He says seriously.

      I giggle once, “I know. And it was fun.” I smile. After we got through the heavy stuff, it’s the perfect way to destress.

      “Maybe it could be a semi regular thing.” His grin is sheepish. I laugh and walk over to him.

      “You should be so lucky.” I hug him around his waist, and he holds me close.

      “So, everything is really okay with my house?” I ask him. His face softens at me.

      “Yeah, it is. I’m really sorry about that.”

      I shrug, “It’s in the past. I’ve had better news to tide me over.” I sigh.

      “Like?” He asks, and he freaks out a bit about thinking that it was another guy. I roll my eyes at him before I explain.

      “My dad got better enough to come home. He’s been back for about a month now.” I tell him with a huge smile. He smiles too like it’s his own good news and it makes me feel even better.

      “That’s great. I’m so happy for you.” He pauses. “Shit I have to meet him now. I’m kind of scared.” He chuckles nervously.

      “Who said you could?” I joke.

      He swings me around and sits me on the edge of the couch. I look up at him as he thinks.

      “Well, I want to. I want to be serious with you, Emily. This is the real thing for me.” He says. Every time he gets all serious with me, I feel like a puddle of happiness. It’s unnerving and I can’t believe the rest of my life might be like that.

      “It is for me, too.” I swallow. It’s not like I’m afraid he will get sick again just from meeting someone, but I guess I am just trying to protect him a little too much.

      “Good. But we can take it slow if you want. Amongst other things.” He licks his lips and trails his hands up my bare legs. This dress really was a good choice.

      “Agreed.” I lean up and kiss his cheek.

      “So, do you still work at the club too?” I ask him.

      “Well I never worked there; I was just in it. But yeah, I’m still around. I could never leave them behind.” He says. I smile at him being so loyal. That’s who he is, at the end of the day. It’s what makes me overlook what happened and look forward to the future with him.

      “Good. I like the leather jacket. And the bike.” I giggle.

      He grins and kisses my cheek, trailing his lips over to mine. I kiss him back, we do that for quite a while, alternating between him kissing at my neck and stuff. My entire body is lit up with happiness until he pulls away when there’s a knock at the door. It’s his stuffy receptionist again. It makes me mad how much she wants his dick, but I know that he’d never do anything about it. I don’t think we’re at that place where I can tell him to fire her, not that I’d ever do that anyway.

      “Duty calls, baby.” He kisses me and I reluctantly release him.

      This time though, I know he’ll be coming back to me.
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      I didn’t think I’d be able to do a good job here. I thought it’d be one of those awkward fall flat on my face things. But I didn’t. In fact, I was better at it because I didn’t spend the better part of my life in school. I spent it in the real world and I used that to keep this company running. Better than before.

      But Emily…

      I would wake up every day and wish I could see her again. Wish she was next to me. I’d go to bed wishing for the same thing. Now it’s real. I still feel like I don’t deserve her, but it only makes me want to do everything I can to keep her. More than the last time.

      I rush through the rest of my meetings excited to see her again. I agreed to meet her at her house after. I don’t get out until six, and then I have to go home and change. I smell like sex and corporate business, now I know why they make so many shows about it. I’ll probably never see that office the same way again, and I only just started using it.

      “You look happy.” My sister is in the kitchen when I get home, snacking on mac and cheese to no surprise.

      “Cause I am.” I tell her. I have been moping around and pissing her off sometimes with leaving my comfort food laying around. But she’s really helped me get through this, talk over all my wandering thoughts about sadness and hating life.

      “Oh, how?” She frowns.

      I grin and swig some water.

      “Emily.” I answer. And that’s all the truth I need.

      “She called you back?” She asks in shock.

      “No. Technically she wasn’t planning on seeing me today at all. She came to the office to hand it to Mark but as you know, he’s gone. Anyway, we saw each other and that’s pretty much it.”

      “Oh my god. You used your penis to persuade her?”

      “What? Fuck no. That came after.” I laugh once. She shakes her head at me and laughs.

      “Whatever. I’m happy for you. Waiting for the wedding.” She stuffs her mouth with mac and cheese and I shudder, she eats like a total slob.

      “I gotta head out. I’m going to her place now.”

      “Okay, be safe!” She jokes.

      I shower fast and change into jeans and a tee shirt, throw my cut on too. I’m so damn happy this all feels like a dream to me but I’m about to walk back into the reality.
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      The last time I was here things didn’t end so well. I feel nervous as I walk up the porch steps and knock. Emily appears a few moments later and she takes my breath away. Even in jeans and a huge peach colored sweater she looks incredible.

      “You’re late.” She lets me in, and I stand in her door way.

      “I’m getting used to riding my bike again.” I chuckle.

      “You are?” She makes a face. I lean down and kiss her before I answer.

      “Yeah, I drive something else to my big boy job.” I laugh. It was hard to give it up, but it wasn’t like I was wanting for cars. My dad’s ’87 Impala was still fixed up and collecting dust in the garage.

      “How nice. You hungry? I made lasagna.” She waltzes into her kitchen and I follow her. The pictures she has around the house and decorations seem very like her.

      “Starving. Where’s your dad?” I realize I’m whispering a little. Maybe I really am worried about meeting him. I just love Emily so much; I don’t want to mess it up.

      “He’s been in his office all day. He goes over all his old car reports most of the time since he’s been back.” She makes us a plate and we sit and eat together. I fill her in on some of the other stuff going on with the company. She tells me about the kids’ final exams. She lights up when she talks about her work. Maybe I will too one day but I guess I’ll just have to see when I get there.

      “This is the criminal charity work you’ve been hanging out with?” A deep voice comes out of nowhere and I almost choke on my beer. Emily giggles and turns around.

      “Hi Dad. And no. Not technically at least.” She laughs at me and takes my hand.

      “Um, hello Mr. Danielson.” I stand and offer to shake his hand. He walks over to me slowly, controlled in his movements. I guess he isn’t all that mobile yet, but I wouldn’t know. He has graying hair and an older face, but he doesn’t look too old. He mostly looks like Emily does.

      “Alex is fine.”

      “Dad, this is Christian, um Kit.” Emily introduces me. I smile at her. She’s really the only one that can use my full name and I enjoy it.

      “Nice to meet you.” I swallow and sit back down. He gives me a blank face I can’t actually read as he grabs a beer from the box in front of us. I know Emily wants to scold him for it, but she doesn’t.

      “Hm. You know, Emily never did the boyfriend thing. I was prepared to find out she’s a lesbian.”

      “Dad, you promised you’d never say that out loud.” Emily shrieks and I see her turn redder than ever before. I laugh at her, though, and hold her hand.

      “Well, I’m glad that’s not the case I guess.”

      “It’s the meds,” her dad explains himself. He goes through the usual questions of what I do and how we met. One of which we lie about, the other is kind of hard to explain. But once he knows I know about cars, it’s easy to get him to like me. At least I think so.

      We talk for a while until he gets tired. I suppose he has to turn in early still.

      “You look like you’re going to throw up.” Emily laughs at me and starts putting the plates away.

      “I’ve never met anyone’s dad before.” I take a long sip of beer and finally start to calm down, no more clammy sweat on my neck.

      “It was fine. He likes you.”

      “He was glaring at me.”

      “That’s just his face.” She giggles. I smile at how happy she is. I get up and walk over to her, hugging her close to me. I can’t wait to get her in bed and take my time with her, but I obviously can’t do that here.

      “Can I ask you something?” I kiss her cheek and hum into her neck. I missed her smell so much, the softness of her skin. Me and my hand got very bored.

      “What’s that?” She kisses the corner of my mouth and combs my hair back, cupping my face in her soft palm. I inhale softly and look into her eyes.

      “If we get married, we can’t kick your dad out of his house, and we definitely can’t live with my sister.”

      “That’s not a question.” She laughs, and I’m glad that she doesn’t flinch at me mentioning marriage. It’s not like I have immediate plans. I’m not like Rafe. I need to take things slow.

      “I guess I’m asking what you would want to do.” I chuckle softly.

      She smiles slowly and slides her hands down my back. “I don’t want to live in an apartment. That’s about it.”

      “Seriously?” I ask her. I don’t think I have to explain how much I can swing for; she’s seen the company that I own, it’s not hard to put the pieces together.

      “Yeah. I mean, I wouldn’t want to leave my dad, but I can’t live with him forever. Neither of us should live in our childhood homes forever.” She giggles. I smile at her and agree, leaning in to kiss her cheek. I pull back and stare into her eyes, wishing I could freeze this moment right here.

      “Emily, I don’t care where I am as long as I’m with you forever.”
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      Emily trails her foot up my thigh and I pinch her hand. She’s been doing it the whole time and I’m about to give up and take her out of here. But I would never hear the end of that.

      “Are white coats some kind of aphrodisiac for you?” I lean down and whisper in her ear, hoping no one in the audience can hear me.

      “Maybe. Do you have one?” She giggles and kisses my ear, flicking her tongue against the line. I groan and feel my cock hardening. This video will be very hard to explain to my sister.

      “I can get one.” I turn and kiss her and then try to focus on the ceremony.

      It’s been about nine months since we’ve been back together, and they’ve all been perfect. Unless we’re arguing about what to eat for dinner. We get to know each other more everyday and that’s the best part. I go to work every day and come home to her, sometimes we go to the club and have sex in the garage. It’s the perfect arrangement. I love her more than I did before, if that’s even possible, and I enjoy every second of it. We figured out the whole living together thing, no marriage yet. But I think about it all the time. We got a place close to the houses she works at and my company, and still close enough to see her dad everyday. He is still doing better and has gotten even stronger too. I’m glad because it makes her happy.

      She makes me happy.

      Finally, it’s Amy’s turn to get her white coat to put on and the medical school diploma or whatever it’s called. I’m so fucking happy for her, after all she did for me and still finished medical school on top of it. It’s amazing. She looks ecstatic, and I wave to her from the crowd. I think she’s mostly just glad I don’t go in her clinic and get tested every three months anymore. Emily and I only exchange the best sex of our lives.

      “See, it’s finished. Quick and dirty.” We stand in the crowd of people and start trying to leave.

      “Oh my god, Kit. You’re insane.”

      “You brought it up.” I nudge her side and then hold her close to me. Her cute pink dress is fitted and shows off her tits, just the way I like it. If I could, I’d pick out all her dresses for her.

      “True. I think I see her.” She leads us through the crowd toward Amy and I spot her too.

      We hug and all that jazz, then get out of the crowd of people super fast. She already did her match day and what not, but she decided to stay local so she could still live in the house. Everything just kind of fell into place the way it’s supposed to.

      Once we get home after our celebratory dinner, we planned on resting before going to the club for more celebrating. But Emily and I took way too much time in bed, having sex every way I could think of until my dick was limp.

      All the things we go through together have made us stronger, have made our love stronger. The kind I never thought I would get, or deserve, but she gives me everything and more. All I can do is return it to her.

      The kind of meeting that started as a one-night stand and turned into something more like a fairytale. I loved every minute of it.

      For Emily and me, it’s our forever.
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        I have wanted her for years, and I never thought I would have her.

        Amy Clemens has been the secret light in my life since I laid eyes on her.

        I watch her every move, she lives in my dreams.

        But she off limits.

        Not because I am dark, hardened by my life, but because her brother is my best friend and club brother.

        I can't have her, no matter how much I want her.

        Until one night she gets too drunk and I have to take care of her, and all the risks just fade away.

        I need her. I want her. I take her.

        And I don’t plan on letting her go.
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      I don’t like social events. Mostly because I’m not a social person and also because people irritate me. Not the guys in the club. I’ve gotten used to their annoying tendencies, its more endearing than anything else. But other than that, the outsiders coming into the club looking for a good time, or a dangerous time, they’re the worst. Sometimes the women are okay, if they don’t literally throw themselves at me.

      Like right now, the petite woman swaying her red hair and body in front of me isn’t getting me going at all. Maybe I’ve just been really stressed lately, or I’m just not interested in the same old routine anymore. No way to tell. I only came back into town because of Kit, his sister Amy finished med school and for people like us that’s big shit. Unless you’re Logan who went to college and reminds everyone for the sake of it. That’s why I never told anyone about my four years at the state college. I would never hear the end of it either. I like people being afraid of me because of how I look, that my tattoos and thick beard hiding my emotions means I’m up to no good. Because then they leave me be. It only worked in my favor for women sometimes, the ones who wanted the thrill, but once they really got a taste of me, they ran as fast as they could. So, most time I show them earlier that I’m not as much of a fun time as they think.

      “You wanna buy me a drink or are you just gonna sit there?” The woman in question purses her lips at me, painted a glossy red color that must be nothing but messy. I stare at her for a second, wondering how she even knows Amy. We closed the bar so her party could be private, only guests allowed, and we have real bouncers to attest to that. After a bored sigh, I flag Spencer down. He’s bar tending tonight like he does most nights, even after being relieved from prospect status. The lady gets her fruity drink and starts sipping it.

      There’s some chatter over at the pool area of the bar and I look over to see what’s up. The group of girls are unrecognizable until I see Emily, Kit’s girlfriend. The first he’s ever had. We like to pester him about that too. But what really gets me is the one distinct laugh out of all of them, a high-pitched sound that for some reason doesn’t drive me mad. I focus and find out that it’s Amy. Throwing her blonde hair back and laughing, looking gorgeous as ever in a tight blue dress. I swallow hard and look away. The only vice I’ve ever had is Amy. Since I met Kit, and he brought Amy around once or twice. She’s always been younger than me, always off limits. And so, I avoid her. And anyone else with bright blonde hair too.

      “Darius? Are you listening?” The woman in front of me waves her hand. I wonder how she even knows my me before I notice my name under the logo on the left side of my cut. It tells me that she is one of the stragglers that hangs around the bar for one of the club guys. She knew exactly where to look.

      “Oh. You’re still there?” I say pretty rudely; she scowls but doesn’t say much else. I’m ready to drag her to the back room and fuck her so hard up against the wall she can’t walk after and will avoid me for weeks. But another one of those loud laughs in the distance catches my attention and so I don’t.

      “Excuse me,” I grab my beer and get up, leaving her at the bar to pester someone else. I find Kit over by the juke box with Emily. They’re both laughing at the old 90s toon they started playing. I remember it from my rebellious days, as if those are even over. But when your parents aren’t around rebelling isn’t really a thing anymore. Especially not for a club guy.

      “You know your sister is getting pretty drunk.” I tap Kit on the shoulder and get his attention, he only laughs. We have been friends for a long time. I consider everyone at the club my friend, but I am close to some more than others. Logan and I are around the same age, so we have more in common. Kit and I have the annoying sister thing going on, and Rafe kept my secret since the day we met so he is number one in my book. Spencer is just fun, I never minded him.

      “Yeah. She’s been reading medical books for four years so I’m letting her have fun.”

      I look over in time to see her fall flat over the pool table, her dress hiking up her long legs. She’s tanned and has a toned body, but still with some meat on her bones. It makes my head hurt to look at her.

      “How much fun?” I mutter. Emily giggles at me and shakes her head. She has stopped looking at me like I’m going to smash a bunch of tables and pound my chest so I’m glad we’re getting along now. There is only one person who never looked at me like that and I try to forget that every chance that I get to.

      “I don’t know. But she’s a big girl, she can handle herself.”

      “You’re only saying that because she doesn’t listen to you.” Emily swats Kit’s arm and he frowns. He is wearing a suit without his jacket; I’m used to it but most of the other guys were shocked. We usually wear ratty jeans and a tee shirt with our cut. I’m only used to it because I’ve seen him going and coming to his stuffy job in the city. I guess it isn’t stuffy since he stepped up to take over his dad’s company finally and has to play the part now.

      “Maybe so. I’m waiting for projectile vomit. That’s usually her sign.” He snorts and goes back to loading the juke box with coins. I laugh because I would do the same thing to my sister Olivia who also can’t’ handle her liquor. But I don’t know why I still get kind of worried, watching her over my shoulder the entire night.

      I chat with Rafe a bit about what I’ve been doing in the other town, with the Devil’s Prince’s. He’s like me and can never take a night off. At any other time, I probably would. But this shit going on with the other club has been bothering us for almost two years now. It started even before Tank left the club, so it wasn’t because of the change in leadership. That usually means a club is weak but Rafe never had those issues, he might even be tougher than Tank. He hasn’t accepted any new prospects and had a heavy hand when two guys tried to go rogue on one of our gun runs. But that doesn’t seem to help here. The Devil’s Princes is the second most powerful club next to ours, they want us gone. We want them gone too. It only makes sense that we haven’t been able to agree on anything.

      “You two are workaholics.” Logan comes up to the corner table we’ve been sitting at. I had a good view of Amy playing darts which was just her running up to the board and stabbing at it. I tried not to laugh every few times so Rafe wouldn’t think I’m crazy or worse, looking at Kit’s sister like that.

      “Hardly.” Rafe chuckles and sips his beer. I notice him looking over at Paige, his girlfriend, who is chatting with Chantal and Jeannine. He surprised me the most, not only settling down but getting married like an upstanding citizen.

      “What’s up anyway?” Logan sits and I notice how tired he looks too. Must be the baby he and Chantal had. If I knew I could pick girls up at the bank I would have started going a long time ago. But everything is electronic now.

      “I’m gonna join the Devil’s Princes.” I say. He makes a confused face, of shock and disapproval.

      “It was Spencer’s idea.” I add, and Rafe scoffs like I’m throwing his brother under the bus. But it’s true. He’s the one that’s good at spying on people, keeping watch. The best way to do that is to be one of them.

      “Right well, he isn’t that much of a reliable narrator in this case. He got caught.” Logan says when I remind him that’s what Spencer was into. Which is also true. His last arrest would have landed him in prison if Rafe wasn’t there to bail him out of trouble, literally. But now he’s on the straight and narrow, and we have the club to thank for that.

      “The Devil’s Princes aren’t that smart though.” Rafe laughs.

      I nod and Logan eventually stops looking like he’ll have a coronary. He always worries about me, especially because of what I do for the club. Being an enforcer means striking fear into people, violence is usually the best combat for that. I don’t like hurting people, and most of the time I don’t have to physically. But there have been a few times. A few mishaps that I’m not all that proud of. I’m trying to avoid that at all costs here.

      “No, they aren’t.” Kit walks up at the right time. His eyes are glazed over, and his smile is lazier than usual. I take it he had too much to drink too.

      “What are you guys talking about?” He leans over the table and smells like the bar itself. We tell him but know he probably won’t remember any of it until tomorrow.

      “It’s time to cut you off.” Rafe clasps his shoulder after he knocks over the other table and then goes in search of Emily with him. They come back soon, and Emily is laughing at Kit who is hanging off her shoulder. I’m surprised she can hold him up.

      “I’m going to drive him home.”

      “Good thing he didn’t take the bike.” Logan chuckles.

      “I can drive the bike. Sort of. By myself at least.” Emily admits. I nod because I’m impressed she can even do that. I tried to get Olivia to in the beginning, but she wasn’t for it, which is understandable.

      “Who’s on Amy duty then?” Kit asks. He says he doesn’t want to drag her away from the fun and I understand that. From what I know, she doesn’t relax much. That’s not surprising considering the career path she chose; she is a doctor now after all.

      “I got it.” I volunteer first without thinking. They all look at me funny and I shrug. I don’t really help out like that very often.

      “You’ve all got shit to do I bet.” I remind, so I don’t sound that good. Logan has a kid to get back to. Rafe and Spencer have their own shit to deal with. I’m the only one who doesn’t have anything else better to do. It’s kind of laughable.

      “Yeah. Thanks man.” Kit taps my shoulder and then Emily tugs him away, stumbling out of the place. Kit and I understand each other like that since we have sisters. Mine is older too, not by much. But after our parents split when I was fourteen, she has raised me ever since then. So, she’s more than just my older sister. Kit was at least a bit older when his died, but he still knows how it feels.

      Soon they all leave, and the bar starts clearing out too. Amy is down to two other friends and trying to play table hockey this time. The thing was Spencer’s idea to buy and it seems to be a hit. Also, Amy’s ass against the table as she turns and falls backwards. That’s my cue to swoop in. The place is nearly empty anyway with cake everywhere. I stop by the bar to talk to Spencer.

      “I’m going to take Amy home, but I’ll come back and help you clean up.” I tell him. He smirks and nods.

      “No problem.”

      I frown and lean over the bar. “Don’t get any crazy ideas.” I tell him. He half laughs and shakes his head, wiping a glass down before hanging it up.

      “I have none. Except how obvious it was you stared at her all night.”

      I jut back in response and make a face.

      “Don’t worry, I never said anything. But I know how it is to be looking at something you shouldn’t be.” He says and is referring to Jeannine. She’s Tank’s daughter and was completely off limits, being the pres’ daughter will do that to you. But he went for it anyway. I’m either not that stupid or brave and I’m guessing it’s the latter.

      “Whatever. I’ll be back.” I leave him there to think he is right and stride across the room to Amy. She doesn’t notice me since her back is turned, but her two friends with wide eyes and too much makeup do.

      “I’m taking you home.” I announce myself. My voice comes out harsher than intended. My voice is always harsh and deep, hence the few years of smoking, but I stopped that years ago and it’s still there.

      “Excuse me?” She turns and looks up at me. Her bright green eyes stare up at me and freeze me in place. She’s so damned pretty it doesn’t make sense.

      Her eyes are round and big, making her cheeks even rounder and lips look fuller. But they are. Her top lip has a defined Cupid’s bow and bottom lip, a pink pillow that’s probably soft as hell. She doesn’t have a lot of that makeup on, and her lashes are long as she bats her eyes. Her round face and soft skin are like a siren call, especially with the rest of her body. Her dress fits around her pert tits and full hips, with a narrow waist to really set shit off to. I step back from her so I my excitement doesn’t make an entrance. Plenty of women have thrown themselves at me all night, but I’m getting hard from not even touching her at all. I should call her a cab instead of testing myself control but Kit wouldn’t like that. I more or less promised to take care of her in our many talks about being worried about our sisters who did nothing but look after us. That’s what I should be doing. I’d tell myself to treat Amy like she was my own sister but that never worked, and I only end up screwing myself in the process.

      “I told Kit I’d take you home.”

      “But I’m having fun with my friends. You’re not my dad.” She slurs, gesturing to the giggling girls. I roll my eyes at her and step forward again.

      “No, I’m not. He’s dead and you’ve had too much to drink. Now let’s go.” I make my voice tight thinking it will push her into submission but that only seems to make things worse.

      “Fuck off,” she shoves my chest, but it doesn’t do much good since my frame is solid. A whole foot and two hundred pounds heavier than hers.

      Her friends start laughing and catch her when she stumbles.

      “He’s right, you should go. We can have an after party tomorrow.”

      “That’s just another party.” I frown at them. They ignore me as much as they are trying to secretly check me out.

      “I told Kit I’d take you home. Please don’t make me have to tell him I left his sister to get ruffed in a taxi.” I sigh, tired with the antics. I don’t know why I thought I could just push her out of here and that’d be the end of it. She is a grown woman after all, and with Kit’s complaints, she is stubborn too.

      Amy stares up at me and softens her scowl, crossing her arms in mock defiance.

      “Fine. But you better hope I don’t fall off that death trap bike of yours.” She grabs her purse and says goodbye to her friends.

      I swallow back my next comment as my eyes drift down to her legs. The open toed shoes she has on shows off bright blue nail polish that matches her dress. I don’t know why I have a sudden vision of sucking her toes and then her pussy, but I shove it away just as fast. Just in time for her to look up in my eyes again. It freezes me in place before I shake it away.

      I’m hoping I’m not so damn weak that I have to push her off the bike instead, just to save my own conscience.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            2

          

          
            Amy

          

        

      

    

    
      I thought for a long time about how it would be to finally graduate. College was absolute shit. I only passed because I had nothing else better to do. But med school wasn’t a requirement. It was a choice. And after my parents died, I didn’t think that I would be able to. But a certain overbearing brother, or protective, convinced me to. So, I threw myself back into the work and never looked up until I was on that stage and in my white coat.

      It was time to let loose.

      I’m glad I didn’t decide to go to some obscure bar in the city. The few friends I made in school knew about the club, and that my brother was in it, but it’s still one of the nicer spots to have a drink. Kit was able to close it out for my party, though, and so only the people I knew were there. But the first thing I asked him was if Darius was coming. I’m glad he didn’t think anything of it, but when he said that he was I changed my whole outfit hours before the ceremony.

      I’m used to being the older one in Kit’s circle, and mine if not the same age. But Darius was his only friend that made me feel like jello when he was around. The tattooed bad boy biker thing was all over the club, but when I saw Darius for the first time, it was something else entirely. I forced it down to never come back up. Kit and I agreed we wouldn’t mess around with each other’s friends, and he cares a lot about the club even though he took over the family business now. So even from the first meeting, I knew Darius was off limits in every sense of the word.

      “You forget anything?” Darius frowns down at me as he asks. His voice is so rough and deep, like a broken machine or something. The frown is just how his face looks, always has been. He only smiles around the guys when they say something really, really funny. Otherwise, he always looks like he has a headache or doesn’t like something so I don’t take it personally. Not even his rude antics. I know there is no excuse for it but there must be a reason.

      “No.” I hug my friends, Tish and Danielle again before we leave. He walks close to me as we walk out of the club.

      The place sits on a huge lot of empty land, besides the garage and bikes always parked around it. We enter the back side of the club, where it’s dark and sketchy, and his hand drops onto my waist like it belongs there. I pause and my body goes cold at his touch, but not in a bad way. It’s also cold outside and I had a lot to drink. I can walk straight in front of me, but alcohol makes me woozy. I would have gotten a cab either way with my friends, but Darius didn’t know we already called one. I wasn’t about to tell him either.

      I don’t get to spend much time around him since he is always here and I’m not. So, I milk these moments alone. I feel like a teen girl crushing over the high school senior and that’s not me at all. I’m the mature one, the older one, unless I’m with him. Something about him has always made me feel like a useless goo. Wanting to be touched by him, looked at. His body is muscled and tattooed, all the way up to his neck even. And his long dark hair and full beard hide everything but his soft brown eyes. They are the only soft thing about him, stories hide in there and I get a glimpse every time I look at him. I shiver again and he stops.

      “Cold?” He starts shrugging off his jacket before I respond. He only has a tee shirt on, a tight gray one that accentuates his wide pecs and strong arms. They are the size of my thighs, honestly.

      “What about you?” I slide my arms into his jacket and am surrounded by warmth and a smooth scent. It’s more him than the sharp cologne, a piney fragrance like a forest on a warm day, sweet like fruited trees. I inhale and make it look like I am just taking a deep, drunken breath.

      “I’ve got fur.” He mumbles and keeps walking. I giggle softly and follow him. But he’s right. His arms are hairy, but not by much because of his tattoos. I bet he has chest hair. The thought arouses me, and I say it is just the alcohol. Thinking of his naked body is dangerous, but I do it every other night in bed anyway. I saw him shirtless once when the guys had a car wash and I wish I never did. I could draw every anatomical line of his body as a doctor and want to rub myself against it like just another one of his conquests. He has plenty of them.

      “Why did you park so far?” We get to his bike and I ask him as he searches for the helmet under the seat. I cross my arms around myself and jump in my shoes. The wind is cold, my body is letting the alcohol move through and I’m running out of my buzz. I now have too sound a mind to just out right kiss him, which I have wanted to do the whole night.

      “I have my reasons.” He hands me the helmet and I know how to put it on. He straddles the bike still standing as he revs the engine. It’s loud and rumbles in my chest, down to my toes too.

      “Don’t drive too fast.” I tell him. I hate these things. Kit rides his around all the fucking time and they scare me, especially the first time he came home with one. But I can’t lecture and tell him what to do all the time.

      “I’ll pretend I heard what you said.” He sits on the bike and I climb on after him. I frown but my hands are loving the feel of his muscled chest, of his solid body thrumming under me.

      It’s worse when I get on the bike. I have to pull my dress up and push really close to him. My open thighs rub the outside of his and the rest of me… is right on top of him. I wrap my hands around his waist and my breasts mash against his back even harder. I feel him shudder and half smile. I never thought that I would affect him. Little old me. He’s thirty something and has seen his fair share of women. I should be nothing compared to the busty, brown haired and beautiful bimbos on his arm. That’s his type, the huge breasts and dark hair. Sometimes red. But that’s not me at all. I only have blonde hair, no beach bod. He hasn’t moved except to kick the bike into gear and I’m confused. I cinch my arms tighter to tell him I’m ready to go, but it only makes my arms rub against his muscles even more, right at his sides and in the center of his abs.

      He roughly kicks the throttle down and takes off, not slow at all.

      We peel around the roundabout exit and onto the freeway. My hair whips in the wind and I press myself to his chest even more so I don’t feel like I am going to fly off at any second. He drives so fast I feel weightless against him. The feeling is indescribable, not even like the excitement of gross anatomy class, or being a real doctor. It’s like I never knew what’s actually exciting in life until now.  Darius isn’t like other guys, especially not like the ones I have dated. Kit tried to keep me out of the game but that didn’t last very long. My last boyfriend was a nightmare. I met him in med school and am glad he moved away for residency, but it still worries me that he would come back and manipulate me like last time. He was shitty. But I didn’t see it coming, he didn’t have dangerous tendencies or tattoos, he should have been a nice guy. That’s why I never bought that Darius was a bad guy, not on the inside. You can never actually tell by what’s on the outside.

      My house isn’t far, so unfortunately, we get there soon. I at least still have an alcohol haze going on. One that makes me loose lipped and fun still. He gets off the bike and walks me up to the door silently. I pretend to stumble, and he catches me. His hand is so big it covers the whole side of my waist. I look up at him, grabbing his forearm. I barely get my hand around him; my fingers feel his light hairs and his warmth.

      “You good?” His brows furrow tighter than his usual frown like he is worried about me.

      “Yeah. Just gotta make it upstairs.” I giggle and lie. If Kit still lived with me, I’d get rid of him so he can’t accuse me of trying to steal his friends or something. The only time I accidentally entertained the idea, he lost his shit. Said the club is the only thing we don’t share, even though he moved out we still live close lives. They are like his people. Me crushing on Darius is like asking for trouble.

      “Right. I’ll help you inside.” He holds out his hand and I drop the keys in them with my shaky hand. He clears his throat and tears his gaze from mine. I watch him slip the key into the lock and my stomach tightens, imagining him slipping his cock into me instead. I swallow hard and blink that visual away. But then he walks into my house and it’s worse. It’s like he is everywhere now.

      “Thanks.” I take off my heels and walk through the entrance way.

      “You want water or something?” I ask, nervously waiting for a response. He is behind me and I can’t see his face. All I hear are his heavy footsteps behind me.

      “You wouldn’t want me choking on my own vomit or something would you?” I try to coax him into it. I stop in the kitchen and lean against the counter. That time I actually do miss and stumble.

      His hands reach out for me, but he is too far. I giggle softly and stand myself up. He actually does start spinning a bit in my head and I shake it away.

      “I guess not.” He mumbles. Most of his statements are mumbled or hardly spoken in that deep voice of his. It fills the room and I can hear him inside me. It’s unnerving. He is so dangerously hot it hurts.

      His beard is close shaven and wraps his jaw that I can tell is still chiseled and pointed. His eyes are soft though, the browns a milky mixture of sadness and misunderstanding. He has so many secrets and they are all right there in his eyes. His arms are relaxed by his side as he looks at me, studying me almost. His tight jeans and shirt do even more for his physique, worse for my libido. It’s stagnant and tired of vibrating toys.

      “I thought I was getting water.” His lips part and eyes focus on me.

      “Oh. Right.” I jump and go over to the fridge, getting one out. It’s mostly empty now since Kit is gone and I never had time to grocery shop. He still reminded me a lot, though, and maybe I’ll have time to go now.

      “Is that your payment?” I giggle and hand him the bottle. He makes a face and doesn’t answer until he opens it and takes a swig. I watch his lips curl around the top and shudder. I still have his jacket on and have no excuse to be cold.

      “No.” His eyes bore into mine and the heat spreads over my body.

      I’m drunk enough to attack him right here, kissing those hard lips of his. But not enough that I don’t know why I shouldn’t. Why that’s a bad idea. So, I just look at him and hope for a miracle. It takes him finishing his water and giving it to me to throw out before I say anything.

      “It’s late. I should go to bed.” I walk up closer to him, enough to feel the heat radiate off his body. I look up at him, leaning up a little. His neck twitches with a hard vein and the thickness of it naturally, before he bends down, and I think he might kiss me. He gets close enough I feel the heat of his breath, and I lose mine. I sound like I am almost wheezing, and my body is so coiled up I might snap. His chest brushes mine; my nipples stretch under the fabric of my bra and I feel like I am already clenching between my legs. I’m dizzy even more from his presence. It’s more intoxicating than alcohol.

      “I need my jacket back, Amy.” It’s the first time he has said my name all night, and having it cloaked in his deep, sexy voice makes my head spin. More than before.

      “Oh.” I whisper and start taking it off. He looks satisfied as he takes it from me and puts it back on. I can still feel its weight on me, the scent it carried.

      “Thank you.” I murmur. I can’t lie and say I’m not disappointed, but I did hope for more… but of course he doesn’t feel that way. He was only doing my brother a favor.

      “No problem. Good night.” He turns and lets himself out. I watch him walk down the parlor, his body taking up more space than it’s ever seen.

      “Don’t trip going up the steps.” He shouts over his shoulder before shutting the door.

      I scoff with disgust at him saying that like I’m a child. Maybe drinking too much isn’t the way to get his attention. But I never would have talked to him like I did if I didn’t have the courage of alcohol.

      I ignore his antics and head upstairs, stripping off my clothes and taking a shower. I feel like I am swimming until I lay down and then can’t fall asleep. My body is still so aroused, my core clenching and my nipples hard against my shirt.

      I sigh and slip my hands down. I don’t even need my vibrator, I’m already shuddering when I touch my clit. I imagine I can still feel his hands on me, his muscles, his scent… and then I’m spilling over the edge.

      I groan, rolling over to fall asleep. Hoping that this isn’t my life now.
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      I leave Amy’s house feeling like I lost something. Like I have an unshakeable feeling of forgetting something. It follows me all the way home, a cheap apartment above a coffee shop. I know the owner and he lets me rent it cheaply. It’s not like I need the help, but since I started traveling so much, it made more sense to just downsize. The studio is completely open except the bathroom, but I don’t need the privacy since it’s just me in here.

      I strip off my bar smelling clothes and decide to go to the gym. I expect it will help me get rid of some of this pent-up energy. Usually I don’t have it unless I’m going on a run or scaring the shit out of one of the Devil’s Princes. While I don’t necessarily like violence being the only thing that gets me going, it’s where I’m at right now. Has been for a long time. Joining the club wasn’t just about making myself out to be some big frightening guy. In fact, Tank wanted the exact opposite for me. My dad too. But neither of them is here now so there isn’t much left for me to do. The only skill I have is keeping as far away as possible.

      After pumping the iron for a bit, I head back up to my place. The gym is only a half mile down the road anyway. I live outside the city, the farthest out of any guy at the club. I like it that way because then they are less inclined to come visit me or some shit. I take a shower and heat up a frozen dinner, one of the healthier ones that consequently tastes like shit. I text Kit that I got his sister home safely, but I don’t expect him to answer since he was pretty hammered too and might not be paying much attention to his phone. I only do it so I feel like I’ve completed my task and that I can try and get her off my mind.

      But I can’t.

      She looked damn gorgeous tonight. She does most of the time I see her. I don’t know much about her; only what Kit has told me and the little bit that I’ve seen for myself. But I want to even though I know it’s not a good idea. Amy has a quality to her that I can feel from across any room. It would be too weird for me to try and talk to her, though, it’s like we are supposed to be friends because of how we know each other. I don’t tell many people about it, but when I mentioned it to my own sister, she agreed that Amy was kind of off limits. Women are a hard limit, and I wouldn’t want my own sister with one of us, so I don’t expect Kit to be okay with it. I don’t even want to ask him because I know the answer already and don’t want the idea in his head either. Basically, I’m screwed. Crushing on a girl I don’t even know, one that probably doesn’t feel the same way about me.

      Amy was plastered. It has to be the only reason she was outright flirting with me. I’m not the kind of guy to assume everyone is flirting but it’s the way she invited me in. Swaying her hips and shit. She had no idea that I was already close to my limit, but I’d never do something when she was like that. I’d like her to remember it. But instead of more dwelling on that, I force myself to go to bed, which is difficult since I’ve been on the verge of a hard on since I laid eyes on Amy. It feels wrong thinking about her that way, but too damn right at the same time, and so I take care of my shit and then I pass out into an uneventful sleep.
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      “I think I’m gonna pass out.”

      I laugh at Kit doubled over the weight bench, putting his head between his knees.

      “Why did you come to the gym when you clearly have a hangover?” I ask him curiously.

      “It helps.”

      “It looks like it’s killing you but okay.” I shake my head at him and do another set of pull ups. My body wasn’t even sore from last night since it wasn’t a real workout. I go every day except Sunday, lifting weights and pushing my body to the limit is my favorite pastime. The only one that doesn’t stress me out. Unless it’s a group class day at the gym and there are women looking at me, taking video with their phones. I’m sure there aren’t any videos of me left, but I don’t like the idea of being on the internet. If I ever get caught from my illegal activity, there is a paper trail of me now.

      I finish and Kit is barely standing up to his chest presses.

      “When did you get home?” He asks me. I frown in the mirror at the question. The gym is empty except one guy on the treadmill.

      “Uh, pretty late after I dropped Amy off. She was pretty drunk.” I explain. He laughs and shakes his head.

      “Amy doesn’t drink very much. Two wines and she’ll lose her shit, it’s kind of sad.”

      “Well, she’s a doctor now so she might have new reasons to drink.” I murmur. It feels weird talking to him about her, but he seems none the wiser to it. I clench my jaw and do another set to keep my mind from really going there.

      “That’s true. Or picking a residency to do.” He adds. He does another set and this time he doesn’t turn green.

      “Yeah exactly.” I say like I know what that even means.

      After we finish, we change out of our sweaty clothes in the locker room. Kit and I work out together a couple times a week. Sometimes Rafe or Spencer will come but that’s a slim chance since he has a gym at his place that’s closer. But I’m closer to Kit than any of the other guys. We got along easy after he joined the club a little after me. I was there before him or Rafe, even Logan. But most people don’t know why, and I’d like to keep it that way. That’s why it makes me nervous when I run into Tank, and especially when he left the club. I dreaded him making me the pres and I’m glad he didn’t, Rafe is better at it than me.

      “Are you still single?”

      I nearly choke on my smoothie, “That’s no way to ask a dude out.” I say to Kit. He laughs and leans back in the chair. The juicing place we went to is a hot spot in town. Most of the college kids from the city fill up the place over the summer.

      “You know what I mean.”

      I swallow and wonder why he is even asking me this.

      “Yeah. Why?”

      He shrugs, “No reason. Just, maybe you’d be a little less grumpy if you were getting some.” He laughs.

      “I get plenty.” I respond. Referring to the two contacts in my phone that only get used once or twice a month. I met each of them at random places and they’re the only ones that don’t overstay their welcome. It’s not even because I don’t do relationships, I’m sure I can, I just don’t want to. Not with the kind of life I live.

      “Yeah, well, a girlfriend makes your life easier. Less depressing.”

      “Just because you got your shit together after Emily doesn’t mean it’s for everyone.” I chide.

      “It took her breaking up with me to do it. Besides, I swore up and down I’d never have a girlfriend.”

      I sigh and let him ramble on. I stare out the window at people passing by and living their lives. Sometimes it amazes me that people can be so different. I read and terrorize rival club members in my free time, other people just read.

      “You two getting married or something?” I ask, trying to figure out where all this relationship talk is coming from. His bright eyes grow wide and he chuckles.

      “I don’t know. I think about asking her all the time, but I think it’s pretty much implied. We have a joint checking account now.”

      “You mean the one you just put money in and put her name on it?” I tilt my head at him, and he nods like it’s a normal thing everyone does. Since he actually started working for his dad’s company and doesn’t just live off his shares, he makes a lot more money. It’s pretty cool that he didn’t just leave the club. In fact, he and Logan found another way to hide our bigger cash payouts by buying empty land and sanctioning it off. If we ever need the cash, those assets can be liquidated. The way the Devil’s Princes are going, we might need to.

      “Emily doesn’t like me buying her stuff. Directly, at least.” He explains himself. Though it’s hardly an explanation.

      I finish my drink and think over my next move. Kit and I are pretty close, it makes me think I can even ask him this.

      “Why is your sister still single? I mean, it doesn’t seem like she has a make attention problem.” I clear my throat and realize my face is growing hot. I hope it will just look like it’s from my workout instead of my nerves. Kit has a blank face that makes me want to back down until he chuckles.

      “It’s not like anything is wrong with her. I’m the one that doesn’t like the male attention. Doesn’t matter if she’s my older sister or not. You know how it is.” He shrugs and crosses his arms and I nod in agreement. When Olivia brings guys around, I feel like I’m having a heart attack. I’m protective of her, like she is to me. Whoever our parents are or where they are, they must have done something right in the beginning because the two of us are really close. Maybe we had to be because growing up, we were all we had, being bounced around foster homes until she was old enough for us to live alone. We had no choice but to stick together.

      “Yeah, I know.” I shake my head.

      “Plus, she’s been in school for literally the past eight years. Science geeks aren’t that exciting, so I’ve heard.” He shudders and tells me about the time she graphically explained to him the worst sex she ever had with a guy that wanted to map out her anatomy. It doesn’t sound very fun to me.

      “I’m not worried about her though. She just has a hard time being social.”

      “She doesn’t seem shy.” I murmur.

      “Not when she’s drunk. She only gets like that maybe once a year, at the end of every school year back when she is in college. She almost got married in Vegas.” He laughs at the memory. I remember him telling me that a while ago, but I forgot.

      Amy didn’t seem shy at all. She seemed bold and carefree, but maybe it was just the liquid courage. I’d still like to know what she’s like normally, though, and not see her only once or twice a year. I have no idea how I might do that but it’s getting harder not to guess about it.

      We head out after a few minutes and since he took his car, he drops me off. It was different, getting used to him driving a car. But he seems to have assimilated to his new life well. It makes me want to make some changes, but I don’t know where to start. I have a routine; stay at my place for a few weeks until another asshole in the other MC makes a scene and I have to go over there. Then I come back. It’s simple. It doesn’t need much change but after last night… I don’t know. Thinking about Amy has changed my perspective, I just don’t know if it’s good or bad yet.
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      I wake up to a splitting headache. I deserve it honestly, but that doesn’t make it hurt any less. I’m nauseous too which sucks because as soon as I get up, I hurl into the trash can by my bed. At least it was there to begin with. When my head starts spinning, I get up and take a semi cold shower. I’m freezing when I get out and throw on a big shirt.

      It takes until after I get downstairs and take some pain medicine that I remember Darius was here. In my kitchen. If I try hard enough, I might be able to smell his cologne, but it doesn’t work. I can only imagine how it made me feel to inhale his scent, to be pressed up against his body. Maybe that’s why my knees are weak.

      I go over to the living room and start checking my phone. I had to buy a new couch after I learned of Kit’s escapades with Emily, so I have to break the cushions in before they are comfortable. My stomach is doing flips as I answer my friends’ texts. Ashley thinks I died; Tara is assuring her that I didn’t. I jump into the group chat and calm their worries. I met them both my first year of med school and we were almost instant friends, we got paired in a study group together. After third year, they decided to go into dermatology. Lucky them. I have five years left as a surgical resident. My parents were always confused as to why I want to be a surgeon, I was too for a long time. I don’t know which specialty yet; I just know it has to have the least amount of research required. I hated that shit.

      We make plans for lunch tomorrow, but I can’t think of eating for a long time. I sip on soda water as I watch daytime pop culture news, watching celebrities’ lives unfold is one of my favorite pastimes. I keep thinking an exam or assignment is looming over my head but there aren’t any, not until July when I start my residency. I haven’t decided where yet. I matched to two places on either side of the country, one is close, the other is in California. It would be a big decision to leave this house I grew up in, my brother behind, my friends. I don’t know how to decide, so I just push the thought away. Only, it gets replaced by Darius which isn’t much better.

      It might be because he is so damned sexy that I can’t stop thinking about him. But he is more than just a hot guy, he always has been. I look in his eyes and see so much sadness and darkness that all I can think of is how to help him, how to get through to him. But I don’t even know him that way. Kit wouldn’t talk about him the same way I would, all I know is he is a loyal friend. Which means we probably don’t stand a chance. Not that I would know how to initiate that anyway. But if I did, he would surely turn me down because of Kit. I both like and hate that.

      I think of calling my friends to ask them what to do, but I figure I should wait until tomorrow. Give myself another night to sleep on it.

      Around three, I start feeling better, enough to walk around at least. I take a walk outside to sweat some of it off. This neighborhood hasn’t changed a bit since I was a kid. I have memories on every street corner. Riding bikes with the other kids, running to the school bus when I was late, chasing Kit around back when I hated having a little brother. The ones with my parents hurt the most, and when I get to the park my dad and I used to go to, I turn back around and go home. I’ve accepted them dying; maybe not as much as Kit has, but I’m close enough, I think. For now, anyway. They would have loved to see me graduate. I thought of them the whole time I was on stage and almost cried, but I forced myself not to. Until afterwards when I was getting ready for the party. And then I drank too much to try and drown it away. Now I’m here.

      After another cold shower, I put on jeans and a cozy alumni tee shirt as I take inventory of the fridge to grocery shop soon. I’m not expecting anyone when someone knocks at my door. I ignore it because I think it might be girls selling Girl Scout cookies and I don’t need that temptation. But then the knock is more aggressive, and I decide to answer it.

      I jog to the front door and unlatch it, swinging it open and then think I am still dreaming.

      “Darius? What are you doing here?” I gape. My throat tightens like I might barf again, but my stomach is settled, minus the overflow of butterflies right now. He’s in a dark tee shirt and his cut, with black jeans on and combat boots, his hands stuffed in his pockets. He looks like a walking wet dream; I can barely breathe.

      “Um…” he stutters, trailing off. I swallow and step to the side, letting him in. He walks past and fills my entry way, his scent making another appearance. It’s like warm, sweet spice and an odd comfort, I can hardly understand it.

      “Just came to see if you were okay.” He finally says. His hands come out of his pockets and fall to the sides. I glance at the vascularity on them, the way his silver watch catches the light. I cross my arms over myself. Without a bra on, it’s too obvious that I’m not wearing one because I don’t have model type breasts. His eyes rove over me quickly, so fast I almost don’t notice it. But my heating body does.

      “I’m fine. Why wouldn’t I be?” I shrug.

      “You had quite a lot to drink.” His brow cocks and his lip twitches with a half-smile. I don’t think I have ever seen him smile fully; I don’t think anyone has honestly.

      “I can handle my liquor. Somewhat.” I mutter. He chuckles once, a deep rumble in his chest I feel in my core. I am only standing a few paces from him, but I feel like he is on top of me. Like he is right in my space along with his scent and piercing gaze.

      “Okay.” He drops his shoulder. I wish I hadn’t said that, maybe I should have said I’m not doing well and should be carried to bed. But the alcohol is out of my system now and I can barely find the words. I’m lucky I went to school with other socially awkward people. Some of the other science buffs didn’t know how to hold a conversation and it was easy to be the one moving things along. Now, not so much. I know he gets his fair share of women, always paying attention to him, wanting him. I’m nothing special in that regard.

      “Is that the only reason you came all the way over here?” I ask him. I remember in passing that Kit said he lived in the city, a good twenty-minute drive without traffic if you’re lucky.

      “Yeah, I um, was just thinking…” he clears his throat and rolls his shoulders back, taking a breath.

      “Thinking about me?” I laugh once, like he was telling a joke. His eyes narrow like he can’t believe I would question that. Clearly, I would.

      “Hoping you didn’t choke on your own vomit. It wouldn’t have gone over very well with Kit if I left you that way.” He says. My heart sinks at Kit being the only reason he would check on me. But of course, it makes sense. He is loyal to him and not me.

      “Well, I almost did but I’m fine. Trust me, I’m a doctor.” I laugh at my own joke and almost snort, but I stop myself. He gives me a funny look that makes me laugh even more, I shrug at my own awkwardness. More like hopelessness.

      “You’re very weird, Amy.” He murmurs. Everything he says is a dull murmur. It’s almost like he doesn’t like the sound of his own voice.

      “I take that as a compliment.” I clear my throat and give myself a mini pep talk. “Do you want um… something to drink?” I point the kitchen. His eyes flicker there, and he pauses like he is unsure.

      “Sure.” He finally says. I breathe and realize I was holding my breath.

      “Okay. Um, shoes please.” I point to his boots that look like they’ve seen war.

      He purses his lips but kicks them off, showing off black striped socks. They’re kind of cute and I stifle a giggle. I lead him to the kitchen, my feet clamming up on the bare floor. At least I did my nails recently, the pale white makes my feet look better.

      “I have water or Gatorade, sparkling water too.” I announce as I open the fridge.

      “Water is fine.” He gruffs. His voice is so deep it pangs in my ears, runs down my chest to my rapidly beating heart.

      I hand him the glass full of filtered water and he slides it between his fingers. I go to sit on a wooden bench, one chair away from him. He shrugs off his jacket and my eyes widen at thinking he is even staying that long.

      “Did Kit really send you here?” I ask. I hate when he thinks I need to be babysat. As he got older, he started to worry about me more. I guess he is trying to return the favor of the past few years, when I was looking out for him.

      “No.” Darius shakes his head and gulps down half the water. He licks his lips and my stomach flutters.

      “Oh.” I strum my fingers on the counter and prop my legs up. My jeans are too tight, though, and my right leg falls against the stool, making a loud creaking sound like a crash. Darius winces and visibly coils up, looking over at me slowly with questions in his eyes.

      “Sorry.” I mutter. My throat is so dry I can hardly swallow, but I try, and it only makes me lose my breath. I take another one to steady myself as I look at him. He pushes the glass away and leans back in the chair, staring back at me. I have no idea what is happening, only that this heat between us is suffocating, yet I can see clearer than ever before.

      “You make me nervous, Darius.” I explain myself. Kind of. My voice is so soft I barely hear it, but the way his lips twitch in a smile tells me that he did hear me. He’s dangerous, I know enough about the club and what he does to know for sure, but he doesn’t feel that way. All I know is that he’s older and probably more experienced in this than me and always looks like he wants to laugh at me.

      “You know what’s funny?” He asks. I frown at that being his response but shake my head.

      “No.”

      He sighs and runs his hands down his thighs, like he is drawing attention to his crotch and muscular thighs, his knees making that separation of muscle. I swallow and tear my eyes from said crotch area that’s perfectly filled out.

      “You don’t look anything like your brother.” He says. I laugh once, mostly in confusion at what he said.

      “What?” I giggle in surprise. He licks his lips and shrugs one shoulder, exhaling a breath. He runs a hand through his long black hair. He could put it in a hair tie, it’s that long.

      “That’s just it. I hadn’t really noticed it. I’ve known your brother for a long time, before I even met you. And I couldn’t figure out why… it would just be easier if you looked like him, is all.” He says. I think it’s the most words he has ever spoken to me at once and I hang on every word.

      “I guess I should be glad we don’t look alike.” I say it more like a question. But I still don’t know what he meant would be easier. Being around me? Not being around me? I have no idea.

      “Why did you really come?” I ask him. The question has been on my mind this whole time and I have searched for the courage to actually ask him. There it is, finally. His expression falls blank and he is probably as confused as me. By my boldness.

      “I wanted to see you.” He goes back to murmuring. It’s like he doesn’t want to hear himself talk; must be why he doesn’t do much of it.

      But his answer leaves me reeling a little bit. In surprise. Disbelief. All of the above. People don’t usually want to see me. They want my study notes or test practice answers. That’s the me that I’m used to, without school I wondered what I would become.

      “Well, I find that hard to believe.” It’s my turn to murmur and I really don’t want to hear myself talk. He snickers a bit under his breath.

      “You shouldn’t.”

      “So, why now then?” I ask him. Thinking it might just be my plastered demeanor last night and that dress Tara forced me into. Ashely helped.

      “Because…” he trails off, well he more like ends it there like I’m not allowed to know the answer. I wish I had alcohol right now because then I’d be less nervous.

      But I’m nervous as hell. My palms sweat and I splay them against my thighs, sitting up in the chair. His gaze drops to my chest and I forgot I was bare underneath. The gray shirt I have on doesn’t hide much, it’s a useless excuse for a shirt which is why I wear it at home. But I know that my nipples poke out and the shape of my breasts are on display. I slump over so it comes out a little less.

      “Okay.” I whisper. He turns away and finishes his water, setting the glass down with a clink. I chew the inside of my lip as I wait for the next thing to say. There are a dozen possibilities in my head but none of them sound very good. I’m not brave enough for them either.

      “Are you hungry?” He asks me out of nowhere. My stomach growls at the reminder of having not eaten all day. I stare at him with wide eyes and sweat trickling down my neck.

      “Um… yeah.” I nod once. He twists his lip and looks off like he is thinking, or there’s a confirmation written on the wall somewhere. It seems he finds it before he turns back to me and looks right in my eyes.

      “Come have dinner with me then.”
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      My mouth was dry the whole way to Amy’s house. I had been thinking over what to do for a long time, it was tiring. But once I got to her house, I only felt slightly better, like I satiated a small need I had. It’s no wonder I guzzled the water so fast my head is spinning. Even more so when I ask her out to dinner.

      I don’t mean it as a date. At least I don’t think I do. If it were a real date, I don’t think I would have showed up unannounced. Whatever happens would be behind Kit’s back. I probably should have told him I had a thing for his sister a long time ago, but it never seemed possible. I didn’t want to be responsible for hurting her if it ever came to that. But looking at her now, it doesn’t seem possible that I would. I don’t know her that well, but she seems really witty, especially cute when she’s blushing. The fact that I make her nervous is unbelievable to me too.

      “Is it like a date or…?” She trails off, her long dark brows drawing together. I swallow and shake my head, rubbing my hands through my hair. It’s gotten so long but I never bothered cutting it. I should at some point.

      “Um… no?” I say it like a question and her face falls. It makes me feel bad. I don’t want her to think I wouldn’t want to take her to dinner or something. Obviously, I do since I asked, but doing it in a friendly way or romantic way are two very different things.

      “Well, it’s just, I’m not the date kind of guy.” I tell her. It’s mostly true except I only told her because I didn’t want her to feel bad or like it was her fault.

      Her lips twitched into a smile and she exhaled. “Yeah. Okay. Let me just put something decent on.” She hops off the counter and my eyes dart to her bare legs again, they’re tanned and filled out, like she is athletic. The rest of her body is just as distracting and I look away fast, clearing my throat.

      “You got a bathroom I can use?” I ask, standing up too.

      “Um yeah, down the hall.” She turns and trips on her own feet a bit and I find it in me to chuckle under my breath. I don’t know why I acted like I’ve never been in this place before. I know where the hall bathroom is and once I’m finished, I take my time on the way back to look at their family photos. They line half the wall in the entry way and go from when they were both little kids until now. Amy only seemed to get prettier over time. It isn’t fair. But it’s endearing to see her that way, especially since she is a doctor now. I notice the family photos all stop when their parents died, and then it’s nothing but a blank wall. I feel bad for them, but even more so I know how they feel. My dad died when I was seventeen, my mother was never the same after that but then she died. It’s just me an Olivia now looking after each other.

      That’s why I understand why Kit is so protective of Amy. Probably to keep her from people like me, damaged people. But for some reason I can’t stay away from her, knowing that I probably should.

      “Okay, I’m ready.” Her soft voice comes behind me out of nowhere and I jump a bit. I turn to see her in the hall entrance, wearing tight jeans and a cropped tee shirt. I think she is absolutely trying to kill me, showing off her bare stomach like that. Especially since I didn’t know she had a belly button ring, sitting cute just above the band of her jeans. But she looks completely innocent, like she isn’t trying anything at all. Her painted nails peek out of her sandals and I get a hot image of myself sucking on them before I look away.

      “You ever been on a bike before?” I ask, my voice is hard, and I swallow back to try and soften it. She nods once.

      “Yeah,” she slings her purse over her shoulder, the long kind, and it’s clear she was prepared.

      I nod back, “Good.”

      I head to the front door and put my boots back on, lacing them up quickly. She’s standing in front of me watching and I glance up at her before I stand up. I was in the perfect position to kiss that stud belly button piercing of hers but I’m glad that I refrained.

      “I know a good place we can go.” I tell her as we walk outside. She acknowledges that before locking the door and following me down their driveway. The house isn’t obscenely big, as I suspected for what their parents used to do. But it does sit on a lot of land. One could easily build a house behind theirs with no issue. I wonder if that’s what they intended.

      “Helmet,” I reach in my stow and hand the black helmet to her. She gives it a funny look and reaches in her purse instead, pulling out a pair of aviators.

      “Don’t need it.” She slips them on, and her lips purse up, full pink pillows my lips twitch to kiss. Fuck. Maybe this was a bad idea. I don’t think I have enough self-control to refrain from taking her the way I want to.

      “Fine.” I grumble, putting it back.

      I take my glasses out of my jacket too and slip them on before I climb on the back. I tense up when her hands lay on my shoulders to guide herself, then even more so when she slides up against me. Her softness makes me chip away at the seams. My heart stalls when her hands come around my waist and she squeezes her thighs around mine. I can feel her breathing, not like my short breaths but deep and even. It makes me feel the roundness of her breasts against my shoulder blades every time, her warmth seeping against me. I lose my breath and even shudder a little before I rev the bike up. I kick off and peel down the road, driving a little faster than normal with all the adrenaline in me. Or something else I can’t explain. She squeezes me tighter at every twist of the road and by the time I get to the bar, my cock is half hard. She was damn near dry humping me even though she hadn’t meant to, but my body is keyed up either way.

      We get off the bike and I stretch my jeans out away from my erection and luckily, she doesn’t notice because she’s staring up at the bar lights.

      “I have never heard of this place.” She giggles once.

      I moisten my lips and walk up the pavement next to her, two people leave the bar and give me a long look. One that I’m used to. I get it; tattooed with long hair and a beard. I look like an ex con. One that has never stepped foot in a jail.

      “The owner was a friend of mine.” I tell her. I open the door and let her walk in first. I almost wish I hadn’t because then her lavender scent wafts my way, it’s warm and intoxicating, I feel it down to my toes. She’s none the wiser as she strides into the bar. The lights are always dim even during the day, so you don’t know what time it is even when you feel like day drinking. The bar top has a row of chairs mostly full with other circular tables across the place. Like our bar at the club, it has a dart board, pool table, and other billiards. But I didn’t bring her to the club for obvious reasons. That would be nearly impossible to explain.

      “I didn’t know you had friends.” Amy teases me. I stop and look down my nose at her, smirking a bit before I move on and find us a table in the corner.

      “Very funny.” I sigh.

      “You said was. Are you not friends anymore?” She takes off her glasses and stuffs them in her purse, hanging it on the chair behind her.

      “He died. We were in the Army together.” I explain slowly. My neck goes tight at the memory. Mark and I were friends since we were kids, and both joined up together at eighteen. He never had family and always planned to do it. When I lost both my parents in the same year, I was right there with him. I almost stayed for Olivia, but I knew I had to do something with my life before all that grief turned me sour. I was lucky to be in the club when I came back because my time in the Army was even darker. It was the only thing my dad left behind for me.

      “Oh. I’m sorry.” Her face draws and I shrug it off.

      “It was a long time ago.” I tell her. And it was. Over ten years ago. It hurts a little less every year, but I knew what I was getting into. So did Mark.

      “Is that why you don’t like people?” She leans on the table and her cleavage swells; it distracts me enough to not be bogged down by talk of Mark.

      “Who said I don’t like people?” I make a face. She giggles softly and smiles. Her little laugh is the brightest thing I’ve ever heard, and with the light-yellow shirt she has on, I keep thinking of how much she reminds me of sun shine. A little piece of the sun right here on earth.

      She shrugs and leans back in her chair, “I don’t know. You’re the least social out of all the other guys at the club.” She explains. Which is true. I shake my head though and give her a long look.

      “I was never a very social person to begin with. But I don’t make friends easy either.” I answer. She twists her lip and makes a thinking face. We’re interrupted by the bartender coming over and getting our drink order first. The petite, dark haired woman gives me the look I am used to; a little bit of fear in her eyes with curiosity mixed in, wondering if I’m as mean as I look. Sometimes it’s hard to be.

      “But you’re friends with Kit.” She says. The mention of him brings this tightness back to my throat that I want to wash down with beer, but it hasn’t arrived yet. I just nod once and lean back in the chair.

      “Yeah, we get each other.” I say. I shrug my cut off and expose my bare arms. I feel her eyes surveying me, drifting over my tattoos. The ones on my left arm are lightly colored gray. My right arm has more abstract designs with a bit of color. They extend over my chest, but she can’t see that right now.

      “Get each other?” She asks, amused, I think.

      “Yeah, I mean, we’ve both been through the same kind of stuff. My parents died when I was young too.” I tell her. Even though Kit is younger, it never really felt like that. It doesn’t feel like that with Amy now either.

      “That’s really unfortunate, I’m sorry.” Her eyes widen. I nod once. No one knows how my dad really died except me and Tank. Thankfully he kept that secret. I thought of telling Kit multiple times but after Rafe was named the new pres, I didn’t think I had to anymore.

      “Thanks.” The server comes back, and we have barely looked at the menu, but I know the place well and recommend the burger. Amy agrees and gets it. I haven’t sat down to eat with many women, possibly none, but I didn’t figure she would go for a triple cheeseburger with fries and onion rings. I’m not complaining though.

      I sip at my beer and she does the same to hers. We sit in silence for a while with the bar sounds around us. The TVs playing a sports game, people at the pool table, laughter. I come here often, more so after Mark passed. The place was his dad’s and I look after it, but I spend more time with the club, so I had to hire someone else to do most of the work. I’ve never been much of a business owner; it requires people skills too much.

      “So, how does it feel to be a doctor now?” I ask her casually.

      She laughs, “I don’t know. I guess it won’t feel real until I have an actual patient.”

      “When’s that gonna be?” I cross my arms. Her gaze flitters to them and I’m only glad I have the body I do when she does, mostly because it seems to impress her. But I’ve never actually wanted to impress anyone with it so it’s a first for me.

      “A couple months. I haven’t decided where to go yet.” She looks off in the distance and I can tell she is really undecided about it. I’ve never had that issue. I have lived here and wherever I was stationed, then I came back.

      “Sounds like a tough decision.” I clear my throat. I take another swig of my beer, but my mouth is dry. I didn’t know I could be nervous around a woman before but I’m afraid I might say the wrong thing, or worse be rude to her. I have to take all this one step at a time.

      “Yeah, it is. I don’t know though. I’ll figure it out one way or another. At least I have options.” She shrugs. I half smile with a closed mouth at her seeing the bright side in it. People like that are hard to come by—people who find the bright side even in the darkest places. I know enough about her to know her life hasn’t always been sunshine and happiness but here she is, doing it herself.

      I drink the rest of my beer and hope that whatever happens, I don’t take that from her.
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      Sitting across from Darius feels like a dream. Honestly, I have drifted off into a place of disbelief. I wish it could be as simple as being insecure or something, but that isn’t it. Men have paid attention to me, ones I didn’t care for. But Darius doesn’t really pay attention to anyone and for some reason, he wants to talk to me. I feel like I have to put on a show and impress him but every time I talk, I only say honest things. He pulls out this part of me that I stifled, for the sake of looking strong or like I am okay all the time when I’m really not. He makes me feel like it’s okay to not be okay all the time.

      When our food comes, I try to not eat like a pig, but the greasy burger is huge and damn good, I take huge bites every time.

      “You’re eating like you haven’t had a real meal in days.” He chuckles at me, a deep rumble in his chest. He doesn’t laugh or even grin very often, the small smiles I get are hidden under his beard and I can’t really tell, but it’s in his eyes. Their dark cloud breaks for a second and his brown eyes are less dull.

      “Honestly, I haven’t. Finals were so stressful, I barely slept.” I thought I would pass out right after graduation but then the drinking happened and Darius… it will come soon, though.

      “Damn. See that’s why I don’t get the whole school thing. Can’t be good for you.” He shrugs his heavy shoulder and wipes his fingers with a wet napkin. He finished before me, which makes sense considering how big he is. The burger was like a plastic toy in his hands. I pick at my fries after I clean around my mouth. I’m stuffed full and feel like I’m busting out of this crop top. It was a hasty decision, deciding to show some skin. I don’t know how to seduce anyone, but a bit of skin never hurts.

      “Some people are naturals at it. But I could study without losing sleep or skipping meals, I don’t believe in killing yourself for a grade. Close to the end, though, it got a lot harder.” I explain. I drink down the rest of my beer and swallow a burp. His eyes widen at me and I see that smile come through a bit. I feel my cheeks heat but smile too.

      “Well, it’s impressive anyway. You’re smart.”

      “More or less.” I mumble. I was an A, B student in college but still got into med school because of all my extracurriculars, being well rounded is the way in these days. The same thing went for med school and ultimately being matched with good programs too.

      “Don’t downplay it, it’s true.” He shrugs. I grin to myself and lean back in the chair.

      This place is really cozy, it reminds me of the club but with less leather and tattooed people around. There are business casual and older people in here too. I’m surprised Darius likes a place like this, but I’m also surprised hearing about his friend as well. I had no idea he was in the Army. It might explain some of his hardness. Darkness even.

      “Why did you really come see me, Darius?” I ask him softly. The question has plagued my mind since he showed up at my door, but I didn’t know how to ask. It was a complete shock that he asked me to dinner too. Of course, I’m ecstatic about it but that can only go so far to quell my questions.

      He is about to answer before that pesky server comes back. She has been eyeing him all night even when she isn’t at the table. It’s annoying and Darius isn’t even mine to claim. She does it so obviously, confidently too—but I guess I’d be like that if I had perky tits like hers and a toned body. I don’t know if it’s genetics, but it is still irritating she looks that perfect. I exercise every once in a while, but I don’t push the plate away either. I have never had a problem with it. The way her eyes are practically stripping him make my skin itch. What’s more, though, is that Darius doesn’t seem to notice. Or care. He must go through it so much that he is numb to it now.

      “We’re fine, thanks,” Darius answers her without even looking as he leans over the table to look at me. She leaves eventually and his dark eyes bore into mine. He takes a deep breath and swallows; I notice his eyes dipping to my chest and I heat from the inside out. He is looking at me like this and not the brunette Barbie staring a hole in the back of his head. It’s endearing and completely confusing me.

      “I wanted to see you.” His voice is low, deeper than normal. I feel it between my legs as I heat from there, too. I quiver inside as I inhale a breath.

      “Okay… why? Did you think I choked on my own vomit or something?” I half laugh. His lips twitch and he shakes his head.

      “No. Not particularly. Though, I was a bit worried.”

      My shoulders drop, “I don’t usually drink that much.” I admit. I don’t want to look like some crazy party girl, that isn’t me at all.

      “I could tell.” His neck tightens, two veins on either side coming out. His skin is tanned and fleshed like leather; the line of his jaw is firm underneath his thin beard. I imagine running my fingers across it to see if it’s soft, feeling it against my skin as he kisses me. I take a deep breath and shake that away.

      “It was hard that day because I wished my parents could see me. So, cue the heavy drinking.” I tell him. I don’t know why it just comes barreling out of me, the honesty. But he takes it in stride, and I feel relaxed.

      “I understand. And I figured as much so that’s why I was worried about you.”

      “It’s not just because Kit told you to?” I ask in surprise. He narrows his eyes.

      “No. Your brother doesn’t control me. If he did, I wouldn’t be here right now at all.”

      “He said you couldn’t talk to me?” I ask. But I wouldn’t put it past him. He says some guys at the club aren’t like him and to stay away from them. But if he is friends with Darius then he can’t be bad at all. I don’t get it.

      Darius shakes his head, looking off to the side before his gaze focuses back on me. It sends another warm chill down my spine and tingles my toes. I shiver, and it’s not from the cold AC in here. I almost wish he’d drape his jacket over me again so I could feel his warmth and scent around me. Being pressed up against him on that bike didn’t last nearly as long as I needed or wanted it to.

      “Not exactly. More that you…men are different than women. We say things differently. He’s protective of you. That’s all.” He clasps his hands and I look down at them. The vascularity is prominent, and his fine hairs extend over them. I can’t tell what the tattoos are there but they’re thorny, maybe like a vine or flower or something. His right hand has a leather band on it, and I don’t know why that’s so attractive, but it is.

      “He doesn’t need to be. But I know that he is. Why would that matter?” I ask confused.

      He looks at me, pleading with his eyes like I should be getting this without him having to explain it, but I don’t. Maybe I am too closed off to be able to.

      “Because… the kind of stuff I do for the club, you wouldn’t know. You don’t want to know. But he does and—yeah.” He murmurs, trailing off. I blink at him in question, but I already knew he did certain things for them. So other clubs wouldn’t think they’re weak. I don’t know exactly what, but I don’t need to, it wouldn’t change how I feel about him over all these years. I still know the darkness in his eyes isn’t from inside him.

      “I know that.” I tell him.

      He swallows and looks me right in the eye. “He wouldn’t want me to be with you. That’s why I never initiated anything. I… I’ve been thinking about you for a long time, Amy.” He says my name and the way it rolls off his tongue is debilitating. My vision narrows like there are literal hearts in my eyes, but I know I need to focus and not get carried away.

      “Thinking what?”

      “Damnit, woman. Do you have to be so daft?” He growls and leans back. I laugh at his frustration and while I know a little of what he means, I wish he would elaborate.

      His hands comb through his hair and it gets more unruly, falling over his ears. It’s long and silky, my fingers twitch to know if it’s as soft as it looks.

      He sighs, “I want you, Amy. But I don’t think you can handle me.” His voice is back to that hard, rock faced sound.

      But what he says barrels through me and takes my breath away. I’m almost paralyzed by it. First, that he wants me. Second, that I can’t handle it. But what is it that I can’t handle?

      “What makes you think I don’t want you too?” I ask, my voice going small but firm. His eyes widen even more than before, and his mouth slackens.

      “You just want the thrill. It’s curiosity.” He utters.

      I shake my head, “No. It’s not. That would have gone away a long time ago, but it hasn’t. When I think about you, I don’t think about your MC, tattooed biker persona. Because I know that it’s fake, all of them are. I wish I knew you, but I never…” I trail off, more or less implying I didn’t know how. He gets it and nods once, the disbelief gone from his face.

      “You know why I couldn’t do anything.” He says after a while. It felt like it was just us in here until he said that, all the loud noises around us amplify as my ears drone. I shake my head slowly and he leans in close. I smell the leather and pine scent on him, sweet hints of his beer. He licks his lips, his bottom is plusher and the top thin, both lightly pink and incredibly kissable.

      “Why now then?” I ask him, knowing that it’s because of Kit. He has respect for him, clearly, and I wouldn’t want to mess that up. But my brother shouldn’t be dictating my life anyway.

      “Because I’m done pretending. No use.”

      I swallow, “But you said you don’t do the dating thing. I’m not sure I can just be a… conquest for you.” I exhale. I’m glad that I am able to get this far with him, this early on. Something about him brings out this honest air to me. I don’t feel like I have to hold back or pretend either.

      “You’re not, Amy. And it’s not that I don’t do it, I just never bothered to. And if I fuck up, your brother is perfectly capable of running me off the road.” He says seriously but I laugh. I don’t know why people take Kit so seriously. He isn’t violent in nature, but he does care about me a lot, and I would probably do the same to someone else if they hurt him.

      I don’t feel like Darius is capable of hurting me, though, at least not on purpose.

      “Fair enough. So, we don’t tell him then. At least not for a while, until—” I almost say until we are serious enough, but I don’t want to force him into being serious with me. It isn’t about that. While I don’t just want to have fun with Darius, it may be all he’s capable of. Maybe not fun per say, but something that isn’t deep.

      “Yeah.”

      I swallow and reach for my beer but it’s empty. I need water instead. I flag the server down and she frowns, probably at it not being Darius doing it. We get our water and soon I excuse myself to use the bathroom. I fix my reflection after and then meet him back at the table. He’s right where I left him looking stoic as ever. And huge. Sometimes I forget how big he is. He could wrap me up under him and no one would ever find me.

      “You ready to go?” I come back and ask him. He jumps a little at my surprise appearance like in the house. Maybe he is just easily spooked which seems silly for a man like him.

      “Yeah.” He stands, towering over me. I grab my purse intending to pay my half, but he’s already slapped a fifty and twenty on the table, and I know it didn’t cost nearly that much. But as someone that used to waitress, I appreciate it.

      We walk back outside, and it isn’t as bright, but I still put my glasses on to protect from the wind. I had only been on a bike with Kit before, but I didn’t trust him because it was so soon after he joined the club. But Darius knows his way all around this thing.

      I climb on and wrap myself to him the same way as last time. His body is so hard and solid yet it’s comfortable as I lay on him. My breasts mash on his back and the feeling makes me feel all feminine up against him, that and my tingling nipples from the desire coursing through me. I don’t think I have ever wanted someone like this, so outright and undeniable. My thighs are pulsing on the way home, every turn brings me closer to him and my sex presses against the curve of his ass, rubbing on my clit. I grind my hips to feel it closer, but I’ll be damned if I let myself have an orgasm on his bike. I’d be too far gone.

      But we reach my house too soon, and I climb off to feel the relief.

      We lock eyes after he gets off before we start walking to my front door. I almost don’t want to leave him; I had such a good time my body is buzzing. It seems he doesn’t either as he takes purposeful steps to the door.

      I fumble with my keys and ask the question that’s been burning in me as well.

      “Darius, what did you mean by I can’t handle you?” I look up at him, posted on my doorway.

      Hs gaze falls until it rises back to me. A breath leaves him and his shoulders fall. He stuffs his hands in his pockets and walks closer to me. So close I press up against the wall, but he keeps coming until his body brushes mine. My heart patters and flies up to my throat, keeping my breaths from filling me up. His eyes darken more, and he swallows, his eyes roving over my body. I feel everything down to my fingers set on fire.

      “Because I have certain tastes.”

      “What?” I whisper.

      He shakes his head halfway and swallows again, his throat bobbing. I don’t know why I imagine licking it up to his lips. He makes me crazy.

      “I want to hold you down and tie you to the bed. Kiss and lick every inch of your body until you’re begging for me. Screaming for me.” He lifts his brow, as if to ask if I can handle that. To be honest, I don’t know. I’m in shock, but thinking of him that way… my body melts and I keep from jumping on him right there. He lets the pause last long before he leans in and brushes his lips across my cheek. It’s not a kiss, it’s more him making a mark on my skin then he pulls back to look in my eyes.

      “Goodnight, Amy.” He walks off and leaves me trembling, barely able to get in my own house.

      Once I do, I collapse against the door wondering what the hell just happened.
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      I can’t get Amy’s scent out of my head all night. Not that I want to. But it would be a hell of a lot easier to focus if it weren’t. I’m mostly still shocked that she even feels the same way about me because there was a possibility that all our stolen looks were just in my head. They aren’t. And I haven’t decided if that’s good or bad yet. If I ever tell Kit about us, it would be because we’re serious and not messing around. But I don’t know if I can get that far yet. I don’t let anyone close for a reason and me pushing her away might just make her leave too soon.

      But I stop thinking of all the possibilities and focus on what is actually happening. I got her number over dinner and I think about calling her the rest of the night. To quell that urge, I go to the gym again but that only works for about an hour. I go back home and linger on the couch watching a rerun of some fantasy show, I don’t even know what’s happening. It’s barely late, but I know it’s late enough that calling Amy would be to do nothing that’s respectable. While I have been that kind of guy before, I don’t want to be that kind of guy with her. Amy seeps with innocence, there is no way I can be with her without holding back. But I still want to push her just to see how far she will let me go.

      It takes some work, but I manage not to call her before I go to sleep. That only leaves me waking up thinking about her again. I frown at my bare ceiling. A few days ago, it wasn’t like this at all. I guess seeing her in that dress was enough to get me going, worse than I was before. I used to be able to only think about her at night or when I was alone, now it’s all the fucking time. Taking her to dinner didn’t help matters much but that wasn’t even a real date. I roll out of bed, go through my morning routine, and around eight, I call to see if she is awake.

      “Hello?” She answers on the fifth ring, with a groggy and tired voice. But it’s still soft and milky. It makes me shiver and not because I’m shirtless in the middle of my kitchen.

      “You sound asleep.” I responded. There is some shuffling on her end of the line.

      “Because I was. It’s only eight in the morning you know.”

      “That’s not early,” I make a face. Maybe my idea of early is different from hers, but I thought she’d be used to it.

      “It is. Especially when you’ve woken up at five am for the past four years.” She laughs once and I half grin to myself. I like hearing her laugh, even when she is half asleep doing it.

      “Noted. I can call you back later.” I swallow, like I don’t really want to hang up. I know I just saw her, but I feel like it’s been a long time. This is already affecting me too soon.

      “No, it’s fine. I need to wake up anyway. What are you doing?” She asks me. I hear more noises like she is moving around and then it goes silent.

      “I’m uh, drinking coffee.” I answer. I didn’t figure I was supposed to lie so it sounded better or something, but I didn’t. I stare down at my black coffee and take another sip.

      “Let me guess, it’s black with no sugar like your heart.” She giggles and it makes me laugh once, a real one that I don’t have to fake for appearances. My eyes crinkle with a smile as I stare into the black expanse of my cup.

      “I’m not that bad…” I mutter. But don’t deny that she was right about the coffee.

      “I guess I wouldn’t know.” She trails off. I agree that we don’t know each other very well. Perhaps we will one day, but even I don’t know that for sure. All I can do is hope for the best.

      “Guess not.” I clear my throat. “Is this what you usually do in the morning? Tease people for no reason.” I drink more coffee and wince at the bitterness, but I’m used to the taste now.

      “No, I laze around until I make breakfast.”

      “Which is?”

      “It would be eggs, oatmeal or something but I haven’t gone grocery shopping. So, water I guess.” She laughs once, “Kit used to do the shopping since I didn’t have time.” She explains. He recently moved out to live with Emily so that makes sense.

      “You should eat real food, Amy.” I tell her.

      “Thanks for telling me what to do.” She says sarcastically, as if she doesn’t like it at all. I occupy my thoughts with another swig of coffee.

      “It’s a habit.” I mutter.

      “How so?” She asks.

      I swallow and lean against the back of the chair, running a hand through my hair. I wish I could have this conversation in person so I could see her facial reactions.

      “I’m a man who likes control, Amy.”

      “Over what I eat?” She retorts.

      “Amongst other things, yeah.” I sigh. That’s why I was so surprised last night when she went with what I ordered without me saying anything. It could come naturally to her. Conforming, submitting.

      “Okay…” she trails off. I wait less than patiently for her actual response but that’s all I get. For a second, I think that I might’ve scared her away but hope that I didn’t. For the sake of my sanity.

      “Is that what you meant last night?” She asks me.

      My neck tightens as I take a breath. I stare at my steel appliances like they can answer this question for me but that isn’t likely at all. I lick my lips, they’ve gone dry from my worrying, and then I figure a way to answer her.

      “Yeah, that’s what I meant. Does that scare you?” I ask. I have to know now, before I even try to go further with her. Changing me isn’t an option, it doesn’t really work that way. That’s why I need someone who won’t run off after the first time, like they always do. But I’ve never wanted a first time more than with Amy.

      “No. It’s interesting.” Her answer makes me half smile with relief. I scratch at my beard thinking I should trim it as I distract my thoughts. Just thinking about this with her has me reacting, my cock growing stiff in my boxers.

      “Good.” I swallow and finish my coffee as it wakes me up even more already. “You should buy yourself some groceries.” I remind.

      She giggles, “Yes sir.” She says it as a joke, but she has no idea how much it pleases me.

      I stay on the phone with her for a bit talking about nothing in particular. It’s nice, having company other than the guys I already know at the club.

      “What are you doing tomorrow night?” I eventually ask.

      “Um, I don’t know. Watching trash TV.” She giggles. Her natural humor refreshes me, the way she is so carefree all the time, happy about nothing in particular. I don’t want to take that away from her with my darkness but I’m already in too deep now.

      “I’m taking you out to dinner.” I say firmly.

      “Like a date?” She checks. I chuckle under my breath at her.

      “Yeah, Amy, like a date.” I sigh. She is silent for a few seconds before reacting.

      “Okay. Sure.” Her voice is shaky, and I can imagine the blush fanning her cheeks, but wish I was actually seeing it.

      “I’ll pick you up at six.” I say. I would go tonight but I already know I’m seeing Kit at the club and I’m not ready to lie directly to his face yet or be with him the same day. If I ever tell him, I need to choose my moments. He already has other shit going on with his dad’s company now and I don’t want to get in the way of that. Or make matters worse for him. But tomorrow I don’t go to the club at all, it’s kind of like a day off. From violence, being me.

      “Okay. Sounds good.”

      I swallow, “I’ll text you later, I gotta go.” I hang up before she can say anything. Something about going on a real date with her suddenly has me nervous, or worried mostly. That it won’t go well. That she’ll tell Kit I hurt her and then he’ll run me over. He can be violent too if he wants, especially over Amy. Around when we first met, he brought her to the club and some prospect hit on her in a less than respectable way. He beat him with a crowbar from the garage and we all watched. That was the last time she came around, but the first time we knew not to mess with his sister. Now that I know him, he was still riddled with grief from his parents dying. But it was still pretty jarring, and I like myself the way I am without crowbar damage.

      I guess the question is if I like Amy more.
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      “What’s up with you?”

      “What?” I look up at Kit from where I sit in the garage, on an old tire and hubcap he just took off a truck.

      He gives me a funny look from under the hood, grease staining his face as per usual in this place.

      “You look more like the living dead than usual.” He snickers. I almost roll my eyes at him before agreeing that he’s right. After getting nearly no sleep and then stressing all morning, I look how I feel. Exhausted and anticipating seeing Amy. Like I said, I texted her all day yesterday, even when I was supposed to be working.

      “Yeah, um, I didn’t get much sleep.” I lie, well it is mostly the truth.

      “Oh. Why?” He goes back to working and I feel slightly better when he isn’t looking at me the whole time. I twiddle my fingers and try to come up with a lie. This is exactly what I was talking about. I just didn’t expect him to come to the garage today. Apparently, he disagreed with Emily on something and went out for fresh air. I was coming back from a club meeting when I saw him. Couldn’t exactly run in the other direction.

      “No reason. Um, Olivia is thinking about moving.” I find an excuse, and it’s a true one. I talked to her this morning and that’s her new plan, to move away from town. She’s the only family I have left here but I can’t hold her against her will.

      “What for?” He laughs once.

      “New job.” She works for this marketing company and sells stuff, but I never really listen when she is explaining it. All I know is some sort of promotion might move her halfway across the country. I’ve been close to my sister pretty much my whole life, we’ve never lived apart either. So, I don’t understand why she would want to leave. I thought she liked it here. But I didn’t have much time to talk to her before she had to go.

      “Oh. That sucks. Has she decided yet?” He asks me. He gets easily concerned, invested in this problem that isn’t as deep as my liking to his sister. I feel bad again that I’m keeping it from him.

      I swallow and nod even though he can’t see me. “Oh, I don’t know. Not yet I guess.”

      “Hm. Well hopefully she decides to stay.”

      “Yeah, I can’t really make her, though.” I say. And I feel like I am alluding to something else. Anything else.

      “I hear you. Amy is in the same boat right now.” There is a loud crash before he leans out of the hood with a guilty look, cursing under his breath. I make a face at him and he shakes his head.

      “Needs a new engine, no fixing that one.” He shrugs.

      I nod once but am still tense at the mention of Amy.

      “Do you want her to stay?” I ask him. He wipes his hands and tosses the towel away.

      “I mean, I’d like her to stay close. I worry about her. But like you said, I can’t make her.”

      “Amy seems smart.” I say. I know she is smart, and not just med school smart either. She could pick me apart in seconds, get me to confess most of my dark secrets that I have never told anyone, not even at the club. Stuff about Mike, my dad.

      “Yeah she’s smart. But she’s too nice. I’m worried people will take advantage of her.”

      “What makes you say that?” I perk up. He looks at me dead pan.

      “Every guy that’s ever been in her life has fucked shit up. I’m surprised she hasn’t changed and become a raving bitch, anyone else would have.”

      I frown at him in confusion. “Guys like who?” I ask him. And I hope that he doesn’t think I’m prying too much; I just have never heard of this stuff before. Amy wouldn’t have told me this soon and Kit usually confides in stuff about his sister with me, so it’s not that out of the ordinary. I just shouldn’t look so invested.

      “This ex she had in high school cheated on her. So did the one in college. And the other one had a girlfriend already. She’s had a pretty tough go of things.” He shrugs it off and starts putting his tools back. I think over what he said and fume inside, wondering what kind of guy would do that to her.

      “Hard to believe anyone would cheat on Amy. She seems great.” I say. Instead of saying I already think she is great, because that would raise question. He stops what he is doing and gives me a look, half laughing.

      “I mean yeah she is. Not that I would do this, but you know how men can be if they go too long without sex. Kind of ridiculous but apparently it’s true.” He waves his hands and I give him a look, confused as to how they’re dating but—

      “Why would…” I make a face as it dawns on me but hide it away, so I don’t look too bothered over it. “Are you saying—”

      His face draws as he realizes, “Fuck, she will kill me for telling anyone. Well fuck, you guys don’t really talk anyway. I guess I should be happy my sister hasn’t had sex because that would mean dudes aren’t fucking with her, but they already have, so.” He shrugs with a laugh and occupies himself with the tools again.

      I stare at the cement floor, gaping a bit at all the new information. If I knew that she had no experience, not just none with guys like me but guys period… fuck I don’t think I ever would have said anything. I feel my skin paling and force the thought away to think of something else. Anything else.

      It hardly works.

      “You want to grab some food?” Kit brings me back to.

      “Huh? Oh, um, I can’t. I have plans.” I glance at the clock that tells me it’s almost five. I should start getting ready… I have half a thought to cancel just because of how freaked out I am. It’s not that there is something wrong with it or anything, but I thought I would be holding back on someone used to missionary with the lights off, not someone who only makes out on the couch.

      “Plans?” He makes a face. Fuck. I forgot I never have plans that don’t involve the club.

      “Yeah. With Olivia.” I stand and rinse my hands in the sink.

      “Oh. Gotcha.”

      “Yeah, I’ll see you tomorrow.”

      We shake goodbye and I stomp off to my bike, kicking it into gear a little too hard. I’ve got so much pent up frustration the first thing I think about fucking it away, but I can’t exactly do that. Not the way I want to. And I especially can’t with Amy, not this soon… I think I’ve really jumped the gun here. What’s worse is it doesn’t pull me away.

      It only pushes me closer to her.
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      I think about Darius’s voice all day. After he called me that morning, I started to believe he is actually interested in me. Other guys never did that, I was lucky to get a few texts. And when he said he would text, he did, which was even more of a surprise. But talking to him was effortless, even though he had one-word responses a lot. It is just how he is, and I didn’t mind pulling something out of him. If I asked him about club stuff, he got more closed off, but anything else was fair game.

      After that, I thought of our dinner date tonight all of two days. I knew I couldn’t get ready properly on my own, and I cued my friends for help. We weren’t the kind of best friends that divulged all our secrets, but we lasted through late nights of studying in med school and when I needed a pep talk, they were there.

      Tish and Danielle show up around ten, huddling into my house. I grab some yogurt for us to snack on. I actually went grocery shopping but not because Darius told me to. Well, I think now because he told me to. I never thought I would go for that kind of thing. Knowing that he likes to be in control and all, but it’s not like we have actually done anything yet. Telling me I need to eat a real breakfast sounds like he just cares, but I don’t think he sees it that way.

      “What if he turns out to be an absolute nut job?” Tish makes a face. Her overly curly blonde hair and blue eyes can trance anyone, and they do. All men. I don’t have blue eyes like that, mine are easily mistakable for gray and basically can’t decide what color they want to be.

      “He isn’t. Kit wouldn’t be friends with him if he were.” I tell her. I finish my yogurt and set the container on the coffee table. The TV is playing, but it’s just a pop culture news recap. I never cared much for celebrities’ lives, but it is entertaining.

      “As long as he’s hot. Is he hot?” Danielle giggles. She has dark hair and matching eyes. But she has a boyfriend, so she is less likely to go out a bunch, like Tish was. They are both the kind of people that can ace tests without much studying, though.

      “You saw him. He’s the guy that took me home the night of my party.” I explain.

      “Oh shit. He was hot. But he also looks like he could ax murder you.” She makes the motion and I frown at her. It sucks that people think of Darius that way. He’s actually very sweet, even though he only shows that to a select few people. If anyone. But I’m not about to spend my time explaining that to them.

      “He wouldn’t. Anyway, I don’t know what to wear, he’s taking me out to dinner tonight.” I tell them.

      “Wow, I did not take him for the dinner type.” Danielle says.

      “He is?” Tish asks. She does it in a shocked way and I get that familiar pang of jealousy from her. She gets like that sometimes, but it was never worth arguing over. She is hotter than me, physically anyway, and always got more guys. When I dated Chris and Jason in med school, she did the same thing. But when Chris cheated on me, I never told either of them why we broke up. When Jason’s girlfriend showed up at the clinic I work at threatening me, I never told them about that either. I only told Kit because he promised not to beat them up.

      “Yeah, he is.” I say firmly. She forces a smile.

      “Good. You need to date outside your usual type.” She says, referring to the khaki wearing guys I am used to.

      I nod, “Right. Let’s go upstairs.” I lead them to my room. It’s been my room ever since I was a kid. Once had a crib, and toddler bed, then a queen bed, the same one I have now. It’s all white furniture and reminds me how innocent I kind of still am. My closet is huge, though, a walk in that can fit a small couch.

      “Okay, something sexy for sure. But like, still dinner appropriate.” Danielle starts and Tish agrees. I used to wonder how they got in to med school, but they reminded me not to ever judge people. We were paired for a group project and that’s how we started talking in the first place, back in the first year of med school. But they are smart. Book smart, at least.

      “I don’t know about sexy.” I mutter.

      Tish giggles at me and swats my leg, “As if, Amy. You need to show off these soccer legs at some point. Plus, it was probably the blue dress I let you borrow that got Darius interested in you anyway.” She adds. It’s a small dig, but just like her to say. Like her dress is the only reason he would want me. Little does she know he wanted me before, but I don’t tell her that. It’s not worth having to do this alone. But she is right, playing soccer through college got me a scholarship and amazing legs. I’m convinced it’s the only reason I can hold on to Darius’s bike as he drives like a mad man.

      “What about this?” Tish holds out a pink dress I don’t even remember buying. Must be why she got it from the back depths of my closet.

      “I don’t think so.” I make a face. It’s strapless and probably won’t cover the bottom of my ass.

      “Ugh. This?” Tish pulls out a purple one in the same fashion.

      “Tish, it’s dinner, not a quickie on his bike.” I dead pan.

      “Oh please, like that’s not going to happen.” She waves me off but this time I don’t let it pass.

      “It won’t. I doubt anyone would want their first time to be on top of a Harley.” I say, and they both stop what they’re doing to stare at me. But knowing them, it takes a minute for them to get it.

      “What do you mean?” Danielle asks, coming to sit next to me.

      I sigh. I have been friends with them for four years and managed to get away with never saying this, but I guess that can’t last much longer. I have been thinking about it all day, too. Since Darius went all dominant on me. He must think I have had sex before and could handle at least that, but the rest… I don’t know. I do know that I want him more than I have ever wanted anyone, my body thrums for him even when he isn’t around. I try not to think about it just so I don’t start blushing in front of them.

      “I mean that I have never had sex before.” I swallow. They are both staring at me in shock, or question, maybe both, before realizing that I’m not joking.

      “Oh fuck… we had no idea.” Tish sits on the arm of the couch. I sigh and feel a little better at having disclosed that with them. I feel less like I am pretending. Sometimes they would go off in conversation about their worst hook ups in history and I would just say I’ve never had a bad experience, not lying about never having had one at all.

      “Yeah, well… it’s true.” I exhale.

      “Oh. Well, it’s not like it’s a bad thing.” Danielle says.

      “Yeah, this actually might work out better for you anyway. No one’s disappointed you in that department. We aren’t so lucky.” Tish giggles. Danielle nods, though she lucked out now because she can’t stop talking about how good her boyfriend is sometimes.

      “Maybe. But Darius doesn’t know. And I don’t want to tell him yet. So, I have to look nice but still…”

      “Totally fuckable. We get it. You should have said before!” Tish waves her hands and goes back to scouring my racks of clothes.

      While they both do that, I play on my phone for a while. Switching social media apps. Darius hasn’t texted me all day, but he did say last night that he would be busy with the club all day. I believe him. I never took him for the lying type. But now I’m more nervous than before about our date. Because I don’t know how fast he planned to move, what he expected. I just hope I don’t push him away like I did all the other guys that got what they wanted somewhere else.

      “Oh, this is absolutely perfect.” Tish pulls me out of my thoughts, Danielle agrees with her and she holds up the peach colored dress I bought last year and never wore, it still has the tag hanging on it.

      The bottom is open and frilly while the top is fitted and low cut with a sweetheart neckline. It’s strapless and while I’m afraid it might fall off while I’m on Darius’s bike, I think it’s perfect.

      “Yeah, it is.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      It’s been hours since my friends left, and I’ve gotten ready. I couldn’t eat all day because I was so nervous and I’m glad that I didn’t because the dress is kind of tight at the top. I curled my hair to be in loose waves and then did light makeup, knowing it would literally fly off in the wind anyway. I dabbed my rose water scent perfume and deemed myself ready, slipping on a pair of sandals.

      I was right on time too, heading downstairs around ten to six.

      “You can do this,” I whispered to myself, looking in the hall mirror one last time. I sat on the window seat by the front door to wait, and Darius was pulling up seconds later. I heard his bike before he stopped, even heard the heavy footfalls of his boots walking up to the front door. I waited for him to knock before standing and opening it.

      I cleared my throat, my eyes taking him in with the setting sun behind him. His cut was on over a crisp white button up that made his tan skin look even more tan. Some of his chest hair peeked out, and the tattoos that rose up to his neck were more prominent. His jeans were a dark charcoal color, the fabric different too. I realize these are his nice clothes, and he wore them for me. The wind blows his pine and cologne scent my way, making me dizzy, but what really gets me is the bouquet of flowers he is holding. We stood there staring at each other so long it’s like we forget what we were doing here.

      “I got you flowers.” He pushes them my direction like they’re a hot potato, the worried look on his face makes me smile.

      “Thank you.” I take them, a bouquet of lilacs and sunflowers that make me warm from the inside out.

      “Come in, I’ll put these in a vase.” I wave him inside and he comes in, standing by the door.

      I rush to the kitchen, put them in a vase of water and sniff them with a smile before I walk back to meet him. His hands are stuffed in his pockets, and with his hair combed back like this, he looks absolutely delicious. My body comes alive at just being in his presence.

      “You ready?” I beam, slinging my purse over my shoulder.

      He nods once, but instead of moving, he just stares down at me. His eyes pin mine for the first time and I’m frozen in his hot gaze.

      “What?” I ask, half smiling. His pink lips part before he says anything, his shoulders tense and then fall with a tilt of his head.

      “You didn’t tell me you’re a virgin.”
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      The first thought in my mind is that I’m so bad at trying to be sexy that I look like a fish out of water. But that doesn’t seem plausible. Not with the way Darius is looking at me from head to toe like he wants to eat me. My whole body is on fire, but my brain is frozen in thought.

      “What?” I frown, asking with all the confusion that I’m feeling. He drops his chin and steps forward, his heavy boots making a hard noise on the ground, even over the rug. I feel my cheeks heating under his scrutiny. It doesn’t make sense that he would know that. Only Tish and Danielle know that now. Except…

      “How do you know that?”

      “So, you aren’t denying it?” His lips twitch before his tongue darts out to wet them. I imagine them doing something else and we haven’t even kissed yet. The thought sends another flutter in my stomach. I’m no longer starving for food; I have no appetite with all the somersaults my stomach is doing.

      I swallow, “I guess not.” My voice is small but steady. His eyes widen and a flash of darkness hides there, deeper than what was already there before.

      “How do you know that anyway?” I ask him again. He shrugs his shoulders and I hear him take a breath.

      “Let’s not talk about that.” He turns to the door, but I stop him, rushing to grab his arm. My hand can barely circle around his forearm when I do. He is hot to the touch even through his shirt and jacket.

      “Darius, why does it matter?” I ask him. He turns fully and looks down at me, coming closer than he had all night to tower over me. My chest brushes his and I feel my nipples hardening, they’ve never done that to a man before, to the cold maybe.

      “It doesn’t. Let’s go, Amy.” He says firmly, so much that I don’t have it in me to even argue with him. I nod once and follow him out into the night air.

      I’m glad I wore a dress more freeing at the bottom so it would be easier to get on his bike. I settle my body against him, like normal, and he takes off down the street. My hands are clasped around his chest, right under his sternum. I can feel the pound of his heart under his tight muscles, laying against him is relaxing in every sense of the word. My body is putty, but I tighten my thighs to stay on. What surprises me is once we get to the city, we are at a stop light and he covers my hands with his for a short moment, until the light turns green. I smile so wide I’m sure he can feel it against his back. Once we arrive, I’m almost sad. We pull into a parking garage in the city.

      “Where are we going?” I ask him once I get off the bike. I have to give my thighs a little bit of a break, but he already strides off, taking my hand to follow him. His hand is so much bigger than mine and it swallows mine up. I fit into his side like I belong there, even though I know the thought is crazy. But he’s so much bigger than me, than anyone really, it’s a bit of a mind trip.

      “To dinner.” He answers simply.

      “Yes, I know that but where?” I giggle once.

      “Do you have to know everything, Amy?” He looks down his nose at me when we stop at the elevator. He presses the button, brushing closer to me. My eyes drop from his to his lips again. I’ve been thinking about kissing him since we first met years ago and every time after that. The closest I have gotten is his lips on my cheek, but I didn’t get to return that favor.

      “No, but—” I start. He gives me a long look that makes me pause. It ends when the elevator opens, and a couple comes walking out. The girl looks obviously at Darius until her boyfriend tugs her away like he’s afraid or something. Maybe the way Darius is holding me around my waist is cause for question, but I don’t mind it. To a bystander it looks like he is dragging me away. It’s just because of how he looks on the outside. If people knew that he wasn’t a massive guy with anger problems they wouldn’t be so judgmental, but it’s not like I can change people.

      We ride up to the ground level and exit onto the street. I don’t go downtown often but it’s always milling with people. The last time I went was for a clinical rotation at the hospital here and that wasn’t very fun. But I’ve never been on a date here. He knows where he is going it seems and turns down onto a street with more people and twinkling lights through the restaurants and shops. I spot a cute book store that I had been wanting to check out but never had the chance to, so I’m surprised when he heads that way.

      “We’re going to a bookstore?” I ask him. No matter how grumbly he gets at me asking questions or frowns I’m always going to. I’m a curious person. And while I don’t need to know everything, I would like to know a little bit at least.

      “Amy.” He deadpans.

      “What?” I laugh once. He holds my hand tighter when we cross the street and moves me away from the oncoming traffic when we get back on the sidewalk.

      He holds the door open for me when we walk inside. It smells like books and old wood, very much like a bookstore. We pass the tall shelves of books and keep going, like he is taking me to the back ally or something. I briefly wonder if everyone was right about him but shove the thought away, there’s no way.

      “Darius, hi.” Someone says from out of nowhere and I jump in my skin, squeezing his hand. He chuckles under his breath and we turn to the voice. An older man with graying hair and kind eyes smiles at us.

      “Hey, sorry I’m late.” He lets go of my hand to shake his.

      “No worries, I’ve got everything ready for you upstairs.” The man leads us on to an elevator in the very back of the shop, it only has two floors. We cram into the small space. I look up at Darius, still confused as hell but he seems none the wiser to it. His angular nose and sharp jaw still catch my eye, it even looks like he groomed his beard a bit. But I like it either way.

      I’m surprised again when the door opens to what looks like a restaurant or bistro of some sort. The space is large, like the book store down stairs, and there is soft music playing over the few tables. We’re led to a table more secluded under the dim lighting. White table clothes and candle table settings to top it off. It’s utterly romantic and doesn’t seem like Darius at all.

      “Thanks, Mitch.” Darius shakes his hand and slips a bill in there, too; it looks like a fifty. I wonder where he gets all this money from but don’t want to ask.

      “Thank you.” I say to him when he pulls out my chair for me. I get settled and set my purse on the ground by my feet. It’s a little chilly in the room but the heat of my body from anticipation balances it out.

      Darius takes his jacket off and lays it over the chair before he sits down. He swallows and looks at me over the table. The small light from the candle makes his eyes blaze and I notice how brown they are for the first time.

      “This is really nice.” I say with a small smile.

      “Aren’t you glad you didn’t ruin the surprise?” His voice is void of personality, but I know that’s just how he is.

      I nod once. I’m not sure how he could have explained this to me without it sounding crazy. The waiter comes, dressed in a suit without the jacket basically, and doesn’t even talk to us. He just delivers water and a starter of bread and oil.

      “How did you find this place?” I ask him, and my grumbling stomach comes back into the picture, so I take a piece of the bread and dab it in the oil.

      He clears his throat, “I didn’t really have to.”

      I give him a funny look as I chew.

      “It was my mom’s. A long time ago. Mitch is my uncle.” He explains, adding that he is his mom’s brother. He hadn’t told me she passed away, but I assume as much. Mitch sort of looked like him with the beard and thick hair, but it was very gray.

      “It’s really charming, I like it. Do you come here often?” I ask him.

      He shakes his head, “Not with people, no.”

      “People?” I smirk.

      “Women.” His lips form a hard line. I keep eating the bread and he doesn’t seem hungry at all before he takes a piece for himself without the oil.

      “Is that why you like to read?” I ask him. My breath falls easier and I’m less nervous around him. I don’t think I ever was though, just a bit anxious about what to do maybe.

      “Yeah, my mom loved books. And bread. Which makes sense since we’re Italian.”

      My eyes widen, “I didn’t know that.” I laugh once. But looking at him now it makes sense. The soft features and beard, dark hair and eyes with tanned skin. I swallow at that making him even hotter, somehow.

      “Well, now you know.”

      I giggle once, “Kit and I are just beach blondes.” I smile.

      He licks his lips and nods, “I like the color of your hair. It’s bright, smooth.” His voice hardens and bread gets stuck in my throat. I cough it away a little and am glad the waiter comes back, this time with two appetizer plates of salad.

      We eat somewhat silently, and I like the comfortable silence between us. It’s easy to be around him, that was never the problem. I just feel like I don’t have enough experience sometimes, especially now that he knows the truth about me. Should I be rubbing his leg under the table? Purring and batting my eyes? I don’t know.

      I can only manage to keep quiet about it until halfway through the dinner course of chicken risotto.

      “Are you going to tell me how you found out about my… being a virgin and all?” I ask quietly. My voice shakes this time and my fingers prick with nerves. I drop my fork and it clinks on my empty plate. I ate all the food, it was delicious. But Darius is more of a slow eater, it seems, and still has some left. He takes another bite and watches me as he chews, I watch his smooth lips in a trance. It’s like he does this on purpose, leaves me on the edge. He controls the situation at any moment, and I let him, but I feel like I am in control when I do that too.

      “I was talking to your brother. It came up.” His voice is hard yet thin, nothing else to be interpreted in his words.

      I lick my lips, “How does my sexual history just come up in conversation?” I have half a mind to hand it to Kit the next time I see him but then that might give us away.

      He shakes his head. “It wasn’t like that. I was telling him about Olivia thinking of moving away and he brought you up. Said he worries about you cause of how guys treated you in the past and I asked why.”

      I roll my eyes at that. Kit has always told me that I’m too nice, that I see too much good in people. I have never been able to have my guard up, though; I always give people a chance even if it ends up hurting me. Which it did. Kit has always been protective of me and it’s sweet until he goes around accidentally telling people that I’m a virgin.

      “Oh. So, he told you about…”

      “Your shitty exes. Yeah, he told me.”

      I swallow and lean back in the chair. The savory taste of the meal keeps my mouth from going dry, but I drink the wine that was paired with our meal anyways.

      “I’m sorry that happened to you. Twice.” He adds and I frown at him, but he has the smallest smile on his face and it’s the closest he gets to joking.

      I sigh and think this is too much heavy talk for a first date. But we’ve known each other so long it doesn’t feel like a first date.

      “Yeah. The second time wasn’t as bad, because I wasn’t surprised about it you know. But the whole having an entire girlfriend thing got to me. I don’t know why men do that. I felt bad for the girl; I still do.” I shiver at remembering the day he confronted me. He didn’t even have the decency to date outside the hospital. It’s why I never went back for my clinical rotation there. I went to the country hospital almost an hour away and lost sleep over it.

      Darius shakes his head, “Not all men. Certainly not me.”

      I feel bold and lean forward, “So if I said I wasn’t going to have sex with you that would be okay with you?”

      He licks his lips, “If it wasn’t you, I’d end things, not cheat. But it’s you we’re talking about, so I wouldn’t even think about breaking up with you. It’s not about that. If I only wanted you for sex, I would have done it ages ago.” He exhales.

      I stare into the expanse of his eyes in shock. My throat tightens as my neck cranes to look at him closer.

      “So, why’d you ask me like it was a problem?” I question. He twists his lips and then purses them.

      “Because I was surprised is all. A woman as sexy as you… it’s unbelievable.”

      I swarm inside at being called sexy, it’s not something I ever used in the describe myself category, but he says it so confidently, I don’t argue with him. We get closer to each other, leaned over the table. And my desire for him starts to grow. I’m stirring on the inside, brewing up a storm of need for him. It’s stronger than anything I have ever felt.

      “Well, it’s true. Does that scare you?” I blink slowly. He tightens his jaw and the tendons of his neck pulse more.

      “Hell, yeah. It scares me. Cause now there is so much more I want to do to you.”

      “Holy shit,” I breathe, but then pause because I hadn’t realized I said that out loud.

      He smirks, giving me a long look before he leans back in the chair. Our moment is interrupted by the waiter dropping off gelato and I glare at him for interrupting, but he is gone soon after. We stare at each other a bit longer until his half smile is noticeable. I wish he would fully smile sometimes, but he doesn’t. This is the most I can get from him.

      “Eat your dessert, Amy.” His lips tighten into a hard line and his eyes darken. I don’t hesitate before reaching for my gelato, it looks like a strawberry or cherry flavor. I taste it and it is very much strawberry. He watches me as I eat, and it doesn’t even feel weird. I try to suck on the spoon a bit longer but it’s really good, I just want to eat it. Eventually he takes a few bites of his but that’s it.

      “Are you watching your weight or something?” I giggle.

      His shoulders shrug, “Somewhat.”

      “Hm. I don’t believe in depriving myself of food. Maybe I’d be thinner if I did.” Even in high school and college when I was more active, and on a sports scholarship, I ate all the dining hall food. Sometimes I look at Tish and wish I had the effortless flat tummy, or Danielle and her toned arms, but it just doesn’t work that way for me.

      “Hell no. You shouldn’t be any thinner.” Darius clears his throat, “I guess not unless you want to.”

      “Is that why you wanted me to buy groceries?” I giggle.

      “I just want you to take care of yourself. You keep doing it for everyone else.” He says. And I know he means my brother. I finish eating, take a deep breath and lean forward. I know it makes my breasts perk up in my dress and he glances at them again.

      “I am taking care of myself. Despite what Kit thinks, I’m doing this.” I gesture between us. He nods and pulls in closer. He takes my hand over the table and kisses my wrist and palm. As I thought, his beard tickles but it’s very soft. It’s like laying my hand against a fur pillow.

      “Good.” He says.

      He settles the bill and then we get ready to leave. I don’t even check the time; it seems to disappear whenever I’m around him. I find a bathroom to freshen up in and chew a mint before I walk back out and find Darius. He holds my hand on the way out.

      “I want to look around.” I tug the hand Darius is holding and he follows me with a gruff. It feels nice, making him do what I want for a change.

      I wave through the shelves. They aren’t labeled, everything is mixed in like you should land wherever you’re meant to. I find a cover that makes me giggle. Darius is looking elsewhere, and I lift the book up to read the description. It’s some romance about an enigmatic manor owner and unsuspecting shop worker falling in love. The cover is very risqué, but it’s the dark-haired muscular man that makes me chuckle.

      “Darius, I didn’t know you were a model.” I get his attention. He turns with a funny look.

      “What?”

      I show him the cover and he stuffs his hands in his pockets with a ‘really’ look.

      “It’s nice.” I put the book back and go over to him. I keep walking until he is almost up against the bookshelf and settle my hands on his hips. His skin is hot through his shirt, and I run my fingers across the muscles of his Adonis belt in awe. His breathing stays even but his eyes darken to show he is being affected by this. It gives me courage and I continue. I step up closer to him so my naval is against his hips, and when I press more, I feel his cock.

      I gasp when he suddenly turns me and puts me up the shelf instead, with a heavy thump rattling the books. My breath catches and I breathe heavily, staring up into his eyes. His lips are parted as his eyes blaze.

      “Careful, Amy.” He nearly growls.

      “What do I have to be afraid of? You keep saying that.” I whisper breathlessly. My legs are wobbly, I’m only leaning against the shelf as he holds me up with his hands firmly on my arms.

      “Plenty.” He leans in closer, my mind swirls with the scent of him and sweetness of the wine on his breath. I lick my lips and am glad I didn’t put any more lip gloss on because I have a feeling he would have ruined it anyway.

      “Well,” I adjust my hips forward and find the swell of his cock again, nestled in his jeans growing stiff. He shudders and grows more tense, gripping me tighter. His hands drift down my body and hold my waist, so large he could practically cinch them together.

      “Show me.” I breathe.

      His chest heaves with his breathing and indecision. But then it all seems to flood away as he kisses me. His lips collide with mine in a delicious fury, swallowing me up from the outside in. My hands fly to his hair as I hold him close, digging my fingers into his hair and scalp. He growls against me and kisses me harder. My lips drop and he doesn’t waste time swirling his tongue against mine, tasting me. My body thrums for him, my heart beats so fast I can hardly feel it anymore, I’m just a pulse beating for him.

      He moves his hands from my waist and down to my ass. I yelp when he squeezes me so tight it burns but it feels damn good too. My thighs part and make way for his large thigh between them and I find myself grinding against him hopelessly. I mewl into the kiss when it deepens even more. He sucks on my lips and I’m sad that I need air and have to break away. When I do, he only moves down to my neck, trailing warm kisses down my jaw. He nibbles on my ear lobe and even bites it a little.

      “Darius… oh god,” my eyes loll back into my head and I stare up at the plain brown ceiling. It doesn’t matter that we are in public, I just want him badly. I don’t know how far he plans to go but I have a feeling I wouldn’t stop him either way.

      “Damnit, Amy. You drive me crazy.” He growls against my skin and continues down my neck, finding this spot below my ear that makes me mewl.

      “Sorry,” I whisper, not sorry at all. He takes my hands from his hair and clasps my wrists in one of his hands, pulling them above my head. I struggle against him, but I actually can’t move, the way he has pinned me to the shelf. He uses the other hand to lift me and I spread my thighs around him to stay upwards, hanging on to him tightly.

      He pulls back to look in my eyes, then roves over my body as my chest heaves. I feel my nipples harden more than they ever have and my pussy clenching, no doubt nearly dripping.

      “You’re fucking gorgeous, babe. Perfect.” He gruffs in his deep voice.

      I’m lost for air when his other hand not holding me down pulls my dress from the top hem, easily exposing me. I gasp at my breast being out in the open like this. I look around like someone can see us, but we’re nestled in the back. I try to be quiet when he starts kissing down the swell of my breast, but I absolutely lose it when his mouth closes around my nipple. His tongue swirls around and then he sucks, biting down too.

      “Agh!” I cry out, bucking towards him. But my hands can’t move, and my legs have to stay wrapped around him, so I don’t fall. I’m completely pinned under the desire for him, the anticipation.

      “Oh god,” he starts to suck harder and bites me more, moving round to kiss my flesh and then back to my nipple. He focuses there and I feel it thrumming deep in my body. I almost feel like I am going to come, but I’m only on the edge and too far away. Even when I rub my hips against him, I can feel my clit throbbing and trying to find a release, but it can’t. His cock is hard against me and I wonder how he has so much self-control.

      He stops and then kisses me, coaxing my lips apart slower than before. Our bodies flush together and my wet, nearly bruised breast rubs against the fabric of his shirt and still tingles with sensation. He breaks the kiss almost too soon, lets my hands drop like limp noodles beside me. I guess I need to work out more, they are sore from that alone.

      “I need to have you.” He growls, gripping my waist harder. His other hand leaves me suddenly and dives between my legs. My eyes widen in shock and I release a gargled moan when his fingers swipe my pussy over my panties, he tugs them aside and laps up some of my juices, pulling away for it to fall back into place before he lifts the fingers to his mouth and sucks.

      I watch in strangled awe as he does, surprised that I even affect him that way. His eyes close and he groans deep in his chest before opening them back up to me. I want him so badly it hurts, physically especially. I feel deprived of something only he can give me. He drops my legs to the ground, and I lean on him like I am already finished for the night. But I know that we’ve only just started.

      “Yes, please.”
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      I only got a taste of Amy and it isn’t enough. There’s no way I can have her the way I want to in that book store, no matter how much I literally want to bang her up against those walls. I stop feeling like she isn’t ready for me and just trust that she would tell me if she wasn’t. She may be one to look out for other people, but I don’t take her for a people pleaser. But all I want to do is please her, pleasure her all fucking night.

      We practically rush back to the parking garage and I’m prepared to throw her over my shoulder and run there, but that’s not the most appropriate thing for a place like this. Plus, I don’t think she’d like that very much. Her scent swirls around me, her taste still in my mouth. I want more of it, I want to drink her up as I make her come over and over.

      I’ve never been so glad to live downtown in my life before. It doesn’t take long for me to get home either. I park my bike in its usual spot in the garage and take the elevator up. I have her up against the wall, kissing her in seconds. Her tongue swirls with mine immediately and I’m dizzy with her taste and scent. Her body is so soft and pliable, I want to take her to her limit just to see what it is.

      “Darius, someone could see us.” Amy murmurs against my lips before I kiss her silent again.

      “Let them.” I growl. I live on the very top floor and I have a good fifteen seconds to kiss her as long and hard as I want. I grind my cock against her, and it sings with approval, but begs for more. I don’t think I’ve ever been so hard in my life, not before being naked at least.

      The ding sound signals our arrival and I reluctantly let her go. It’s only my unit on this floor and we cross the small space to the door. I open the door and she walks in before me, taking in the surroundings.

      “Jeez, Darius. I didn’t know you lived so large.” She murmurs and drops her purse on the side table by the entrance. It’s got some mail on it that I haven’t opened yet but that’s the last thing on my mind.

      “Yeah.” I mutter and walk up to her.

      She turns to me, her lips swollen and curly hair disheveled. I smirk at how fuckable she looks, even more than before. Her dress is wrinkled where I tugged it down and all I want is to get the rest of it off.

      “Come on,” I take her hand and lead her to my bedroom. I don’t bother shutting the door behind us. I just lead her over to the bed and stand her by the bed post. I only got it for stuff like this.

      I keep my eyes on her as I shed my jacket off and unbutton my shirt, kicking my boots and socks on the floor. She takes off her heels and her long legs shorten but still look absolutely amazing. I was right about how good they felt wrapped around me and I decide that’s how I’m gonna have her.

      “Turn around.” I tell her.

      She swallows, her neck hollowing with her breath, but she turns soon enough and I’m looking at the soft exposed skin of her back. I tug the zipper down quickly, the only sound in the room next to our breathing. I lean in and inhale her scent at her neck, she smells like rose water, luxurious and sweet, edible. I lick her shoulder before I clamp down and kiss her, grazing my teeth. I find a soft spot on her neck and start to suck. She trembles and moans, leaning back to give me room. I move forward for more space to kiss her and taste her skin. I let her dress fall to the floor and she steps out of it. I slide my hands down her soft skin, it leaves me in a trance. I bring them forward over her panties, soft cotton. I’m glad she didn’t wear lace or something to try and be sexy. She already is, effortlessly. I spin her back around and look in her eyes before down to her tits. I didn’t know she hadn’t worn a bra but I’m not complaining about it either. Her nipples are a pale pink color, almost so pale they just blend in with her skin. My thumbs circle them on both sides, her left breast has marks from my mouth on them and I smile to myself. The more I toy with her nipples, the softer she gets. She backs up to lean on the bed post and I put my cock against her stomach.

      She reaches for my shirt and slides it down my arms. Her eyes survey me, taking in my tattoos. Then her fingers do the same, starting at my neck and traveling down my arms, then back up over my pecs. Her palms graze my nipples and they harden. I shudder at the sensation of never being touched that way. Then her palms continue down my front and over my muscles, stopping at the band of my jeans. She undoes the button and my cock gets slight relief, more when she tugs the zipper down, more when I take them off and step out of them. My erection still fights the fabric of my briefs and her eyes widen at seeing me even through them. The way she is looking at me is exploratory and surprised.

      “You ever seen a naked man before, Amy?” I ask. My voice is the deepest I have ever heard it, surprising even me.

      She shakes her head rapidly and her curls bounce. I chuckle once under my breath and lick my lips. I step back closer to her so there is no more space between us, and I kiss her. My tongue traces her lips before I deepen the kiss, swirling our tongues together. I let her touch me for a little while longer, letting her hands slide through my hair and it feels good before I pin her arms back above her head.

      “Stay there.” I say firmly. She nods once and I leave her panting.

      I go to the dresser and come back with a condom and my ties.

      “You trust me?” I ask her when I see her eyes widen at them.

      “Yes.” She doesn’t hesitate.

      “Good.” My chest goes tight at hoping I don’t scare her away or something, but I’m trusting her judgement here.

      I lift her wrists, kiss the inside of both of them, and then tie her hands above her head and to the bed post.

      “Can you move?”

      She tries, “No.” She exhales deeply. I nod again.

      “Good.”

      I kneel in front of her and grab her thighs on either side. Her breath hitches and she stares down at me with wide eyes. I kiss up her soft skin and inhale her scent, warm and deep with her natural smell. I rip her panties away and she protests with a gasp, I couldn’t give a shit about her panties. I’m exposed to her wet pussy and soft light hair; I smirk and lean in to kiss her right where her clit thrums.

      “Holy shit,” her hips buck out and she widens her knees even more for me. I open her up and hitch her thighs on my shoulders.

      “Do you know how long I’ve wanted to taste you? Hm?” I lean in close so my breath fans across her and she trembles. She shakes her head and looks down at me.

      “Look at me. Watch me taste you, baby.” I lick my lips and then dart my tongue out to lap her from her core up to her clit.

      “Oh god—” she screams, I like that she’s loud, and I haven’t even started yet.

      I use my thumbs to hold her completely open to me and I start to eat her out. I swirl around her clit, moving in patterns until I hold her on the edge. I reach up and grab her breast, toying with her nipple. She squirms a lot, wanting to move, but knows that she can’t. Her legs are free, and I did her at least that courtesy, otherwise, she would be completely at my mercy.

      “Please Darius… I’m so close,” she moans, holding me tight to her with her thighs. I watch her for a little while longer as I toy with her, swirling around her clit and flicking it lightly with my tongue.

      I slip one finger in her and she cries out, then another, and I focus on her clit. She comes in seconds. Thrashing against the bed post and gripping me in her thighs. She screams my name and I have never heard it sound better in my life.

      “Oh my god,” she whispers when I pull back from her. I don’t bother wiping my mouth before I kiss her.

      She is taken by surprise since her eyes were closed but she kisses me back eagerly. Our teeth clash with the urgency and I kiss her harder. My body is yearning for her, my soul. In a way it never has for anyone before. I can’t contain all the things fleeting around in my head other than the voice telling me I need her badly. Deeply.

      I step back and take off my briefs as she watches. My cock juts out between us, heavy and hard. I stroke myself as she watches, her chest rising with her heavy breaths. I look at her swollen lips and pert nipples. Her pussy literally dripping for me, and I get even harder if it’s possible. My tip starts leaking and I grip my base, so I don’t come right then.

      “Darius,” she bites her lip, her body squirming again.

      “Yeah?” I keep my eyes on her as I roll the condom on and step back in her space, the smell of sex surrounding us now.

      “I want you.” She exhales.

      I nod once, “I know.” I lean in and kiss her jaw, then the corner of her lips. I inhale her scent and try to memorize it. My cock rubs against her core and I’m prepared to take her right then.

      “Please, now.” She pleads.

      I chuckle and pull back to look in her bright eyes. Her breathing is so fast there’s no beginning or end, just a continuous release of air.

      “Are you begging me?” I remind her.

      She stares at me long and hard. “Yes.” She licks her lips.

      I smirk and grab her thighs, spreading her apart. She’s flexible which will come in handy. I slide my cock over her folds and the nub of her clit. She shudders again and bucks against me.

      “Fuck me, Darius.” She squeezes her thighs in my hands.

      I gleam with satisfaction. She turns me on so damn much it’s crazy.

      “I don’t care that you’re a virgin, I’m not going slow, babe.” I warn her the same time I wish she won’t change her mind, but I wouldn’t stop even if she did.

      “Good.” She says, copying me.

      I know that I’m big, and she looks tight as hell, I know that she is. And of course, I want to take care of her, but she knows how I want it. How I need it.

      In one hard thrust, I enter her and am buried in her to the hilt. No space. Nowhere to escape.

      “Oh Darius,” she screams, it hits my ears and I give her a moment to adjust, just one. To feel how she feels wrapped around me, being so deep in her. I almost let go but then I right myself and start fucking her how I promised.

      Her tits bob as I fuck her hard, and her thighs wrestle with my hands as she tries to squirm. I hold her down and press her up against the bed post more but her back arches and it becomes a moot point. She enjoys it too fucking much. Her body is too in tune with mine, too perfect with me.

      “Fuck me. You’re tight, Amy. So damn good.” I thrust into her faster, filling the rooms with our sounds. She moans so loud, at the top of her lungs, I’m sure people can hear but I don’t give a shit. It sounds like music to my fucking ears.

      My balls tighten as I feel her walls stretching and she takes all of me in at once. I look down where we meet and see myself disappear in her, see her juices milk my cock and the light red of some blood. It spurs me on the way she begs for more, she’s looking down and can see it too. I don’t even think about going slow, not the way she begs me not to stop.

      “I’m coming, oh god—” she shrieks a high moan that carries on as she comes fast and hard. She tightens even more around me and I can barely move but force myself in and soon after, I’m coming too, emptying myself into the condom as I thrust into her.

      I shudder hard with one of the hardest orgasms I have ever had. It was a long time coming, building up all night since I saw her in that damn dress. My knees buckle and I grab onto her, reaching up to undo the tie and falling onto the bed in the same breath.

      I kiss her hard, still buried inside her. She is pulsing, her heart beat around my cock and drawing me out. I slip out of her eventually but keep kissing her. Feeling her lips against mine is such a simple act but for some reason it tightens my chest, makes me feel like I am floating with her anywhere but here. Eventually, I let her go, but hold her close to me. Our bodies are sheeted with sweat and her hands slide down my back and over to my front. I pull back to see her grinning at me, a glow in her eyes.

      “You okay?” I ask.

      She bites her lip and nods, “Yeah. That was… amazing.” She sighs.

      I get up and discard the condom quickly. I turn back to her and she’s splayed open on the bed, my cock threatens to harden again already.

      “I mean…” I point to her swollen pussy instead. She blushes even more and then winces like she didn’t remember it at all.

      “Yeah.” She says. And I don’t have to know much to know that she is lying.

      I lick my lips and go over to her; I grab her hand and sit her up.

      “Don’t lie to me, Amy.” I stare in her eyes. She bites down on her lip and her eyes search mine.

      “I’m a little sore, it’s nothing.” She shrugs.

      “How sore?” I tuck some hair behind her ear and play with the silky strands in my fingers.

      “Um… not enough that I don’t want to do that again.”

      Her eyes gleam with mischief and I grin, one with open lips. She smiles back at me and it makes me swarm inside. I have never had the urge to take care of someone like this and at the same time, I want her badly. More than I have ever wanted anyone before. I could fuck her all night if I could, even without tying her hands away, I could just hold her. The thought is so foreign, it’s the only thing to scare me in a long time. But not Amy. She’s nothing but perfection.

      “Good.”
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      My body burned in all the right places. If I knew it could be this good… maybe it never would have been this good with anyone but Darius and I’m not willing to find out because this is totally worth it.

      Every single part of it.

      He was gentle with me even as he was rough, and I don’t know if he did that on purpose or is just like that with me. Since I sat down to have dinner with him, I have felt inherently safe. I have never trusted anyone with my body like that, for good reason, but he was absolutely perfect. And hot as hell. Darius with clothes versus naked Darius are two very different things.

      I wasn’t even embarrassed or scared. I thought I would be the first time I had sex like any other person would be, but nothing was out of the ordinary, it was like we were just sitting down having a conversation. A fast, heated conversation. And while I am sore, beyond belief, I just want him again. That was fucking incredible.

      “Good.” Darius practically growls before he pounces on me again.

      He kisses me with the fury of a thousand nights and all the desire in the world. His lips are so warm and soft against mine that I’m dizzy. His beard is more of a soft tickle rather than scratchy, it rubs my cheek and nose as he kisses me, my lips. I inhale his scent, the cologne and his musk mixing together for a delicious drug to overtake me.

      “You make me crazy, woman. So damned crazy.” He breaks the kiss and murmurs against my lips before continuing. His lips coax mine apart and then his tongue slides in, warm and salty.

      My hands roam across his body. I’m lucky when I’m not pinned down and can touch him, as much as I like that too. His muscles are solid and hot to the touch, smooth even with the dep ridges that form. His shoulders look like two arms coming out, and his biceps and forearms are so big my hand can’t cover them at once. I continue down his front, his wide pecs are covered in tattoos everywhere except his tan, dime sized nipples. I run my palms over them, and they harden just like mine. I’m still discovering how men work and I’m glad that I get to with him.

      As he still kisses me, I continue down the midline of his abs, a hard division between the eight pack he has. I keep going until I reach the patch of his hair. it’s clear that he manscapes and for some reason that’s hot as hell to me, but my hand hesitates when I think of touching him.

      “Touch me, babe,” his lips hover over mine and his warm breath seeps onto my face, setting me aflame. I look into his eyes as I do, wrapping my hand around his thick hot flesh. I gasp and glance down when my hand won’t close, my fingertips are inches apart. My breath hitches as I drag my hand up, pumping him slowly. He hardens more, growing darker and harder in my hand and I watch mesmerized. It’s so fucking hot. He shudders and his shoulders fall as he huddles over me.

      “Fuck.” He growls, bucking his hips to me. His dark lashes flutter over his cheeks and his mouth falls open. Seeing him so undone spurs me on and I keep going, even faster. I open my legs raise up my hips to rub him over me.

      I don’t know where the boldness came from but being with him just makes everything else disappear. I grow more wet and start to clench inside as I rub him. I flick my tongue over the moisture seeping from his tip and raise it to my mouth to taste. He watches in awe and I suck my thumb longer for effect.

      He licks his lips and lets out another animalistic growl, hovered over my body and controlling me.

      “Fuck, Amy,” he grabs my hips and flips me over so fast I squeal in shock. I land against his soft gray sheets with a thud and inhale his scent on them, detergent and his woodsy pine flowing together.

      “Darius,” I almost ask in question. While this is amazing, it’s all still new, and turned over like this I can’t see anything.

      “It’s okay, babe. Trust me. Get on your hands and knees.”  I do what he says. “Good. Arch that sexy back for me.” His hand comes down heavy on the small of my back and I arch it that way, like I’m looking for something under the bed. I turn my head sideways but can’t really see him.

      The lights are on in his room, but they are dim and don’t give too much away.

      “This ass of yours is divine.” He uses both his hands to caress and fondle the skin, lifting the expanse of my ass and opening me. I tense at being so exposed, to the cold air, to his eyes.

      “Are you—” I start to ask as his hands leave me but then they come back and slide down my inner thighs, coming back with his palms facing up to my pussy. His fingers swipe the hot flesh, over my clit as he starts to circle it with the nub of his fingers.

      “You want a spanking?” His deep voice seeps into me and presses me into the bed as I melt.

      “Yes,” I whisper before thinking but I don’t change my mind, there is no hesitation as I admit that. I bite my lip at thinking it will hurt.

      He keeps his left hand between my legs, rubbing me closer to orgasm again, and the other leaves me. before coming down hard on my ass. I shriek, the sting is short lived, though, to the pleasure thrumming between my legs.

      “Again?” he asks me, and I feel the tension in his voice. I nod and it isn’t to please him. That feels good. The sting. The pleasure. The swirl of desire. He does it over and over, maybe ten times before I come. He pinches my clit as I do, and it keeps me on a long train of spasms stemming from inside me. I am about to collapse into the bed before he lifts my hips up and enters me at once. I didn’t notice when he put the condom on, but I feel it sliding inside me with him.

      “Oh yes—yes!” I cry out, my fingers clench the sheets as my face stays buried in them, shocked from the last orgasm and already close to another.

      “Jesus, Amy. Your pussy feels damned good wrapped around my cock.” His hard voice sounds even better when I can’t see him somehow.

      He really loses control and it is how I know he did hold back the first time, despite what he said. But this is oh so much better. He thrusts into me blindingly fast; the bed hits the wall and his hips slam into mine every time, filling the room mixed with my moans. He grunts deep in his chest every few times, but nothing that gives him away. The silken stretch of him inside me feels better as he goes on, like nothing I have ever felt before. His cock is large, but somehow fits in me perfectly as I get used to him.

      “Please… don’t stop…” I moan, so close again.

      It’s like I haven’t been able to stop coming since he laid eyes on me.

      “Touch yourself, babe,” he growls. I listen immediately and my hand darts between my legs. I rub my clit like I would alone and swirl fast with my juices flowing. I feel my pelvis flood with pressure and then it snaps, spreading over my entire body.

      This orgasm is blinding, I freeze, stop breathing entirely as I am overcome with pleasure. I know this is the last one when my body goes limp and it’s Darius holding me up as he has his way with me, doing with me as he pleases.

      “Amy,” he growls my name and I feel him shuddering, his cock twitching inside me. It seems to grow hotter and I think it’s his release filling from inside. His heavy body falls over mine as he pants. I’ve never heard him so disheveled before, but he seems so overcome with it that he can’t control it.

      His large arms wrap around and nestle me to his chest as he stays inside me for a while. I am pretty sure I’m half asleep with the fluttering of my eyes and each breath falling easier.

      I turn to find his lips and kiss him with my eyes still closed, just seeking him out. Eventually I find him and then he kisses me back softly without any tongue. Our lips dance together. His are surprisingly soft and feel like pillows against mine. We do that for a while until I pull away and exhale a breathless sigh.

      “Can I use your bathroom?” I try and sit up, but my body is still sore, especially my ass now, too.

      “Of course.” He points it out, a plan dark door matching everything else. I glance at him laying confidently with his cock up against his stomach and don’t want to leave but I force myself to.

      I know at least that I should pee after and so I do. Once I finish that, I wash up and catch a reflection of myself in his mirror. His bathroom is a gray and silver expanse, the floors a light wood and then the cabinets darker with silver handles. It’s very clean, nothing out of place. Then I remember he is a military man and it makes sense. But there is nothing out besides a toothbrush in a silver holder and toothpaste. He even has the containers you pour liquid soap into so the tacky bottles aren’t out. I look around and find nothing that gives him away. It’s… dreary. Pretty much like him, but I know that there is more to him, too.

      Eventually I go back out and wish I had something on, realizing I am completely naked. But then I see how he looks at me and it goes away. He sits up on the bed, his arms fisted and in the sheets on either side of him before he stands. I explore his naked body like it is the first time. His tattoos, hard, built muscles, his cock… that’s the most distracting, even flaccid.

      “You want something to drink or anything?” He asks me. It’s almost like he doesn’t entertain very often because he seems awkward saying it. That much isn’t a surprise.

      “Yeah, some water. You have a shirt I can wear too?” I walk up closer to him. I don’t want to put my dress back on just yet.

      “Sure thing. You’re already stealing my clothes, huh?” He walks off and digs in his wide dresser. It takes up half the room and has the same dark cabinetry with silver handles. There is a huge curved flat screen on it too.

      “I guess so.” He hands me a yellow shirt I’m surprised he even owns. I slip it on, the fabric is soft and smells more like detergent than him, so I know he doesn’t wear it often.

      “I’ll be out in a sec.” He says to me before walking off to the bathroom.

      I watch him walk away, even his ass is nicely sculpted. And then I tread off to the kitchen on my own.

      His place is huge, and I don’t say that lightly. The living room is large, tall ceilings, and the kitchen is almost the size of mine, but I live in a house my parents built, so it’s different. I didn’t think club guys did that much, enough to afford this, but he must have something else going on. I’m not inclined to ask him, though, because he seems like a very private person. Not necessarily secretive, like he would lie to me, but private. I look over his large fridge and stove area but don’t want to go snooping around in it. I’m not hungry but I could drink a gallon of water on sight. Instead I sit on the high stool in front of the counter, the cold of the metal hitting my thighs. It helps my body cool down from where it’s at, currently high in temperature but managing not to sweat. It even helps the pulsing between my legs. I’m not in pain or anything but it is very sore. I feel it every time I breathe in. But I smile slightly because it means the memory will live on at least for a while. Of being so close to Darius, of him being inside me… I don’t ever want to forget the first time, but I want there to be a million more times. I don’t exactly know how to initiate that without seeming clingy, he never said this could be a real relationship, but I’m taking things slow to avoid telling Kit anything too.

      “I only have tap water.” Darius’s voice is deep and cuts through the silence, effectively shocking me in the process.

      I jump a little and turn to him entering the room, shirtless with plain gray boxers on. I swallow at still being able to see the outline of him, even flaccid.

      “You say that like I would mind.” I giggle a bit. He licks his lips; his dark eyes pan to me and stare me down as he moves to the cabinet. He grabs two glasses and fills them up at the sink.

      “You never know these days.” He says plainly and hands me the glass.

      I half smile and take a sip that turns to a long gulp and me finishing the glass in seconds.

      “Thirsty?” His voice is amused as his eyes lighten, but he doesn’t smile. I half laugh and lick my lips, wiping water from around my mouth with my sleeve.

      “Yeah, I guess so.” I watch with an odd trance as he drinks at his water, the way his full lips curl around the glass, droplets of water get caught on the mustache part of his beard and he wipes it away with his thumb.

      “Your place is really nice.” I say aimlessly. He gives me a funny look as he drops the glasses back in the sink.

      “You think so.” He says it more like a statement than a question.

      “Yes,” I giggle, “Very simple. I guess that makes sense.”

      He walks around the counter and leans in front of me, between the space of the chair and my legs.

      “Why do you say that?” His fingers trace the part of my ankle folded up on the chair, sending sparks of energy up my leg. Even after touching almost every part of me, his simple touches like this feel nice and unexpected. I can tell he isn’t a very affectionate person; it might be why he is into the bondage type stuff, but I don’t know for sure.

      “Because you’re simple. It makes sense that your place looks like a museum.” I joke. He takes me seriously for a second and frowns before he loosens up.

      “I never did much with the place. My sister convinced me to get all the furniture.”

      “Your sister is Olivia, right?” I ask. I think I have met her once or twice at the club. But like Kit, he doesn’t bring her around much. I never liked going around after a while because I knew I would see Darius and pretend that I didn’t like him. The fact that I have had this budding crush for a while, kept secret, is insane. And that it’s only now coming to fruition. I was afraid I had talked him up too much in my head, perfected him too much, but I hadn’t. He is turning out to be exactly as I imagined.

      “Yeah, that’s her.” He sighs like he doesn’t like her, and I laugh at that being the most normal thing about her. He grips my ankle tighter and I lean into him, tracing the tattoos on his forearms.

      “I want to meet her sometime.” I whisper. His eyes dart to mine and my cheeks heat at the sudden intrusion.

      “She’d like to meet you too. I don’t know how to tell her about you yet though.”

      “Why, because you’re secretly married?” I giggle once but my stomach tightens at having some inherent fear that he is.

      His brows mash together as he shakes his head, “No. Cause I’ve never had girlfriends before. It’s not my thing.” He shrugs.

      I distract myself while trying to find the right thing to say and trace the rose vine tattoo that he has.

      “Why? And I’m not your girlfriend. Not yet at least.” I sigh. I don’t think I should make things that official with him until I’m sure that I like him and am not just deeply infatuated. He has definite qualities about him for sure, but it would still feel wrong calling myself his girlfriend when we are hiding from my brother, too.  He must agree because he nods silently.

      “I don’t know, Amy; it’s never been like that with other women. I couldn’t… connect with them.” He says quietly. I move my fingers along, up his arm to the part of his tattoo that might be an animal or something, I can’t really tell. I just like how the gray ink looks against his skin, how it wraps his muscles and his veins poke through.

      “You connect with me?” I ask, my voice unsteady because I’m not sure I even want the answer. I finally look in his eyes that have been on me the whole time and his gaze pins me down, settling a heat through my whole body again. If I’m prone to overheating around him, I need to prepare myself.

      “Yes.” His hand slides up my body toward my upper thigh, stopping inches from my bare sex.

      “Good.” I giggle, copying his word.

      His mouth twitches with a slight smile and it makes me smile fully. I lean in to kiss him, just because I can. And he lets me think that I am in control for half a second before his lips part and take my bottom lip in, suckling my flesh. I moan at the way I feel it in my whole body and the kiss deepens. His tongue swipes against my lip and my mouth opens, letting him in to taste him. I breathe deeply, his beard tickling my nose as I turn into the kiss, and he presses closer to me. I slide my hands up the expanse of his shoulders, the muscles so defined and rigid it makes me swoon at his hardness, and then I wrap them around his neck as I pull my body closer to his. He turns me so my legs are aside his waist and then he grips both my thighs in his massive hands, wrapping them around him. I moan inherently at his touch, the way he can be so rough yet soft and soothing at the same time. His cock covered by his boxers rubs against me and my body comes alive all over again, like I’m not ever sore there anymore at all. His touch is electrifying and it’s like he doesn’t even know it. The hard callous of his hands slide up my thighs and then to the curve of my ass, gripping the flesh like he owns it. That part is a little tender and I moan from it, he stops but then I realize that it felt good too. I buck my hips toward him to try and communicate without breaking the kiss and he gets it, going back to kneading the flesh of my ass.

      My front presses to him, the soft mounds of my breasts hitting his hard chest and he growls, using one hand to travel up and grip my flesh. He rolls my nipple between his thumb and forefinger and I jolt with surprise. My eyes fly open as I break the kiss to breathe deeply and exhale.

      “Darius,” I moan aloud with nothing else to say. He keeps doing that as his lips travel to my neck instead. He starts working at the same spot that’s already tender from his touch and doesn’t stop until I’m crying out again from the sensation. He starts using both hands to manipulate my breasts and nipples and it feels so good. My clit is pulsing and making me drip, I feel the moisture seeping through.

      His fingers glide down my front, over my hair, and then he holds me open with one hand as the other enters me with his two thick fingers.

      “Agh, Darius. Oh fuck—” my moan is gargled as I start seeing spots instead of his plain gray ceiling.

      “Damn, babe. You’re so wet for me.” He rumbles deep in his chest and I find it in me to breathe so I don’t pass out.

      His fingers curl up inside me, drawing out and hitting the underside of my clit each time. I buck against him and the chair makes a hard scraping noise every time. It’s like I am literally fucking his hand and I don’t ever want to stop.

      He kisses me fast and roughly before traveling down my body. He outright bites my breast through the shirt, each one a few times before he pulls back. He watches his hand coming out of me and I do too, slick with my juices and seeped in the noise. It turns me on even more and a slow tremor starts up in the pit of my body, stemming up and growing to a full clenching orgasm. I grip his arms tightly, my nails digging in his flesh. When I eventually open my eyes and can see straight, his cock is hard in his boxers with moisture seeping through. I lick my lips as my mouth waters at wanting to taste him, but we’ve only just met technically and I’m trying not to lose all sense.

      “Oh my god.” I lean back on the chair and grasp my forehead, feeling my sweat. My eyes feel dazed as I look back at him, and he looks the same way too.

      “You okay?” He simply wipes his hand on his boxers. My thigh where he gripped me is sore and pulsing from his strength. My whole body is.

      “Yes. Better than ever.” I sigh. My breathing has finally calmed down and I feel less like a horse or something.

      He chuckles in his chest, “Good.” He licks at his lips and breathes out, he was out of breath too, simply getting me off gets him worked up.

      “You hungry?” He asks.

      It’s been hours since we ate, and I feel it only slightly.

      “A little.”

      I leave to clean myself up again, but I feel sticky and tarnished, in a good way, but still I feel like taking a quick shower. I hop into his wide, gray granite shower and stand under the head, it’s wide and really high up, I suppose since he is so tall. He doesn’t have any generic soap and I don’t want my skin to dry out, so I found an unopened bar and used that. It reminds me of the old days before I bought expensive body wash. I finish quickly, putting on the same shirt I had so I don’t use up too many of his clothes.

      Back in the kitchen, he’s whipped up some instant Mac and cheese, it makes me see him more as a normal person. We eat in his living room, the couch is so soft and plush that I sink right into it, and we watch some late night TV, one of the comedy shows. It barely makes him laugh but I’m guffawing by the end. I catch him looking at me with one of his odd looks again but this time I can’t place it. He plays it off and I go back to laying against his chest while he strokes my hair. I didn’t plan on staying the night, though, so I keep myself from falling asleep.

      “Tired?” He suspects.

      I sit up and yawn, nodding once.

      “Yeah.” I half smile.

      “I’ll take you home.” He stands.

      “I can just take a cab.” I suggest, he would have to leave the city and I live deep in the suburbs.

      He shrugs, “No, you can’t.” He gives me a stern look and I know that it is nonnegotiable. I nod and stand up, stretching out. After I go back and get dressed, I meet him at the door, where he stands effortlessly in jeans and a black hoodie.

      “Why were you looking at me like that earlier?” I ask curiously. We step out and he locks the door before saying anything.

      “Like what?”

      We wait for the elevator to come. I sigh and feel nervous again, my insides looming.

      “I don’t know. While we were watching TV.”

      “Because your laugh is annoying.” He says and the elevator comes so we step inside.

      “It is not.” I giggle but become self-aware of it now. He smirks and bit and it makes me grin. He looks down his nose at me as the elevator slows down.

      “I like looking at you. That a bad thing?”

      I shake my head, “Not when it’s a normal look.” I still pry. Sometimes it is a little fun to try and bring him out of his shell a bit, make him less closed off and antisocial.

      “Amy, I like you. More than I normally like people. Women.” He explains to me when we are standing by his bike. It’s dark so I don’t put my sunglasses on and relent with the helmet this time.

      “I like you too, Darius.” I step up to him, close enough to breathe his warm scent and stare into his eyes.

      He licks his lips and stares back down at me, his chest raising. “Good.”

      I cling to him on the ride home, counting the seconds down until I have to say goodbye. We pull up to my house and I feel so much different than when I left. I suppose because I left a virgin and now… Darius has seeped into my bones. I wish I could have stayed the night with him, especially after something like that, but I don’t want to move too fast. Get too attached to him.

      “I’ll call you tomorrow.” He tells me when we’re by the door, and I believe him.

      “Okay. Goodnight.” I fiddle with my keys. He covers my hand with his and takes them from me, then he spins me around to face him and kisses me, so I feel it deep in my bones.

      It is different from the other times. The intensity and the sharpness, how hard he holds me close to him and the way his tongue explores my mouth. I kiss him back with the same energy and am left dizzy by the time he pulls away. He unlocks the door with his eyes still on me and swings it open, handing me the keys. My fingers linger against his as I take them and then I walk inside, shutting the door behind me.

      Like last time, I lean against it and take multiple deep breaths as I try to figure out how my life has changed so much. How excited I am to see where else it’s going to take me.
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      Amy has been in my head all night and well into the morning. I guess it didn’t help that her scent is all over my apartment now, but I don’t mind it at all. At first, I was a bit worried how things would go, her being a virgin and all. I didn’t have a problem taking it from her, but I wasn’t going to ruin sex for her either. Now she’s as eager as I hoped she would be. I can’t get enough of her either, it’s the perfect arrangement.

      I’m just hoping life won’t catch up with either of us anytime soon. Life being her brother. I walk in the club and feel like I’m being secretive. Which is the truth. I don’t know how the other guys would react, but I’m sure it wouldn’t be much better, considering disagreements between the guys can affect the whole club and then it won’t be good for anyone. So, I twiddle my thumbs and hope I don’t have Amy’s virgin aura all over me.

      “You look like you’re smiling.” Logan comes up behind me, I know him by his annoying nasally voice more than any of the other guys. He chuckles and comes around the bar, getting himself a beer. I got here early, and I haven’t called Amy yet because I know she is probably still sleeping, I’ve learned.

      “No way.” I lie. I was thinking about Amy, so I probably was, though.

      “Whatever. You seen Rafe?” He asks me.

      “No. Isn’t it too early for a beer?” I shake my head.

      “No because I haven’t gone to sleep yet. Little man kept me up all night.” He says, referring to his son. I chuckle once, we’ve all heard the stories of his son keeping him and Chantal up at night. I’m less involved in all their personal business, but it was hard to ignore the rich city girl coming into town and getting a club guy like Logan, even though he is probably the most normal out of all of us. Well he was, until Kit went corporate.

      “Damn. Must be rough.”

      “Yeah,” he drinks half the beer. “But I try not to make Chantal do so much. Shit is hard, birthing children.” He laughs once.

      “Yeah. Maybe coffee will work better?” I suggest.

      “Nah, I want to be able to pass out later. He’s better during the day and Chantal’s got it for now.” He explains.

      I nod once. For some reason, I start thinking about Amy and what she would be like having kids. I suspect she would be good at it since she looked after Kit when their parents passed away. But a baby is completely different. Plus, the whole marriage thing. I never saw myself as that kind of guy until now, never saw myself doing the dating thing either. But here I am. I get my thoughts in line, so I don’t smile to myself and draw attention. It’s like I have a reputation around here to always be angry or upset in some way. I keep my mannerisms for the sake of solidarity.

      “I wonder what he called a meeting for.” Logan mumbles.

      I nod, “Yeah. Probably about the Devil’s Princes. Shit is out of hand.” I shake my head. It wasn’t always like this. They didn’t always want to control everything and take over. It must be their new pres that came a few years ago, when Tank left too. That must have made matters worse. I feel bad for Rafe. He’s avoiding a turf war at all costs to save blood, but it looks like it might just come to that in the end.

      “Yeah, it’s crazy.”

      Logan and I chat for a bit and I finish my black coffee. It’s shit here at the club but it’s all we have. I got to bed late and still woke up early, even on a Sunday. I like to keep a routine no matter what day it is.

      Soon the rest of the guys come, and we have the meeting. Rafe looks stressed as hell and I avoid looking at Kit the whole time.

      “I think they just don’t take us seriously. Know we mean business.” Logan says.

      “Yeah, Spencer said the same thing.” Rafe agrees. Spencer is his brother, but he is still somewhat new to the club and doesn’t sit in on exec meetings.

      “He’s right.” Kit agrees. He glances at me. I sit there stone faced and unresponsive like I already know where this is going, which I do. It’s how I look most of the time but inside I just feel different.

      Knowing I have to go and scare the shit out of people is different now that Amy is in my life, because I feel like I should be trying to better myself for her or something. But this is the way I am, it’s the best way I know how to be.

      “I’ll leave tomorrow morning.” I say in my usual tone, void of any deflection.

      “Cool. Try not to—”

      “Yeah, I know.” I cut Rafe off. I’ll try not to kill anyone. I make that promise every time and I have only gone against it once. But that was almost not my fault.

      We already took a vote on it and the meeting ends shortly after. Some of the guys stick around for lunch but I find the air too trapping. I leave, going over to the garage thinking about Amy. It’s about the time I could call her since she will be awake. I don’t expect her to text me or anything, but I did say I would call. It just feels different now, like I have been reminded of who I really am. The kind of guy Amy shouldn’t be with. Dangerous, unforgiving, hard. She’s the opposite of all those things.

      I’m alone only for a little while before Kit follows me out.

      “I’m going to brunch with Emily, you want to come?”

      “Brunch?” I scoff.

      He laughs and sits on an old hubcap in front of me. I sip at the beer I got from the fridge; I could only put off day drinking for so long.

      “Yeah, I’m a guy that has brunch now.” He shrugs.

      I shake my head. “I’ve got plans.” I lie. I have no plans, except the usual dinner with Olivia.

      “You never have plans.” He says apprehensively.

      “Yeah, well…” I trail off, unable to look him directly in the eye. I would tell him the truth right then, all about fucking his virgin sister as many times as I could. He’s a good guy, deep down, he isn’t like a lot of other men I know in and out of this club. And it’s hard lying to him especially knowing that he would never lie to me.

      “You don’t want to go over there tomorrow, huh?” He suggests.

      I agree because it’s the easiest thing to do.

      “Not really. It’s the same shit every time.” I shrug. I sit down. Have an educated conversation. Threaten to fuck their shit up if they make trouble again. That hasn’t worked. So, I guess Spencer and Rafe are right to actually do something about it this time.

      “Yeah, I feel you. I guess not entirely cause I’ve never done it before. But maybe you just shouldn’t do it anymore. One of those ex con prospects can.” He says.

      I sigh, “Yeah, I’ve thought about that. But if it helps bring peace to the club, I’m all for it.” I say. This club means everything to me; besides Olivia it really is all I have, and I don’t want to lose it to a bunch of halfwits trying to take over our turf. Tank worked hard starting this club with my dad. While everyone else doesn’t know that, I carry the responsibility every day.

      “I get it. You sure you don’t want brunch?” He grins.

      “As long as you stop fucking calling it that.” I shrug and stand up. He laughs and we leave. I follow behind him on his bike to their place so he can pick Emily up. I wait outside and don’t expect to wait more than five minutes until I’m waiting for twenty. I think about calling Amy in that time but it’s a lot harder to press the call button when I’m around Kit, especially after the meeting. I don’t want to tell her that I am leaving and don’t know for how long. Because I know she would ask me about what I’m doing or where I am going, and I don’t want to lie either. But I know that I will have to. I’m not sure Amy can agree to that kind of life, knowing I won’t always be telling her the truth about that I’m doing. It’s what really keeps me from calling or texting her.

      Soon enough Kit and Emily come back out, he looks absolutely just fucked and it explains the wait. So does Emily waving nervously at me like she’s never met me before. We go to this place I’ve never even heard of downtown but I’m glad it’s close to my place. My fancy ‘brunch’ is almost thirty dollars just for myself and I decide I’m never doing that shit again. I make up an excuse after to leave them and head home. Kit reminds me of what he said earlier, and I say that I will think about it.

      But giving up my role in the club as an enforcer is a lot easier in theory rather than in practice. So, I don’t give it a second thought. What makes my head spin is Amy. Sweet, funny, beautiful Amy that’s waiting on me to call her and I’m chickening out.

      To clear up my head space, I go to the gym and pump iron for about an hour or so. Then I head home and take my phone off silent. It dings while I’m in the shower. After I get out, I go answer it to find it’s a text from Amy.

      Amy: You went to brunch?

      I stare at the text in confusion. For a second, I forgot the person I went with is her brother.

      Darius: Yeah.

      I dress in sweats and a tee shirt, ambling around the kitchen for food only to end up ordering in.

      Amy: That’s laughable.

      I smile at her response, very much like her. I miss her voice. I miss her being around me. I’m too paranoid to ask for it right now.

      Darius: I guess so.

      My food comes and there is no response from her, I’m thinking I finally made her mad enough or something, but I didn’t get that lucky. Or unlucky.

      Amy: I hate that I’m even doing this, but you said you’d call and when you didn’t, I got worried.

      Darius: About what?

      I answer instantly.

      Amy: You, Darius.

      I stare at her words like I forgot how to read and am only imagining that she said that. But here it is in plain sight.

      “Fuck,” I mutter to myself and comb my hands through my hair. I give up. I can’t fight this anymore. I need to roll with it and stop trying to dodge it.

      I stop texting and call her instead, waiting to hear her sweet voice.

      “Hello?” She answers like she doesn’t know it’s me calling, and her voice is so soft and warm it makes me swoon.

      “Hi Amy.” I mutter.

      I can feel her smile, “I didn’t mean you had to call me now.”

      “Yes, you did.” I chuckle once. She giggles and my cock twitches in response, it’s been thinking about her all day.

      “Well, I’m glad to hear your voice.” She says, playing it off. There is a dull murmur in the back ground and I guess she is watching TV. Maybe the same comedy show she made me watch with her last night. I wish she were here right now.

      “Me too. I’m sorry I didn’t call I just… got caught up with club stuff.” I say. And it’s mostly the truth.

      “Yeah, Kit told me there was a meeting. I died when he said you went to brunch with him and Emily. That place must have wanted to kick you out.” She laughs to herself.

      I chuckle once, now that I remember the host giving me a funny look when I walked in. The tattoos and long hair bearded look don’t do much for me in the respect department. That comes later.

      “Yeah, I did too. It was… it was hard being around him and not mentioning you.”

      “Is that why you didn’t call?” Her voice softens.

      I nod once, “Yeah. And I have to leave town tomorrow. I don’t know for how long.” I tell her. My neck tightens at having to tell her why but for some reason she doesn’t ask. It’s like she already understands that I won’t tell her the truth and is okay with it somehow. I don’t know how, but it is clearly there. Amy is more than I thought she would be, more perfect. Not just her voice and her looks, it’s her heart and her personality. I love how fucking honest she is, how unique, smart… everything I thought I’d never get. I thought I would have a cold bed and faceless women for the rest of my life, but she makes me think things can be different.

      I stop thinking about how to lie or keep the truth from her, how to spare her. She knows what she wants. What she can handle. I need to trust her how she trusts me.

      “Well, if you’re leaving tomorrow… can’t I see you tonight?”
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      I had been thinking about Darius all day before he called. After I talked to Kit, I contemplated texting him. I wasn’t afraid to be forward or anything like that, with any other guy I would have called already. But Darius is hard to read, I can never tell what his response might be. And since I know he likes to be in charge, more than the average guy, I’m not inclined to take that control away from him.

      Anyway, I’m glad I hadn’t.

      Once he got off the phone with me, I rushed to get cleaned up and put something better on than an old tee shirt. I changed into a silk nightie that I never wear, thinking that would help, but it just didn’t feel like me. So, I put on another tee shirt with no holes in it that felt more like me, and mini pink shorts on under. I cleaned up the living room where I had laid out all day too. I still have time off before work starts again that they gave me for my graduation, but that’s tomorrow and the time went by fast.

      I remember Darius lives pretty far away so I relax a little and give myself a shot of tequila for liquid courage. I hate hard liquor; it isn’t usually my thing. But Darius is so intense I just feel like I need the boost sometimes, to let loose and really let him take control.

      I’m starting to really like him, and I know that’s no good for me right now. Not with Kit not knowing. I was so nervous when he called me today out of the blue, I thought he already knew about us. I’m not ready to be around him and Darius at the same time, so I turned down his brunch offer, but was surprised that Darius went with him. I suppose he is good at pretending, more so than I am. It’s not like Kit and I have never disagreed over something before. In fact, he is often too protective of me, treating me like the little sibling and not the other way around. But I know that’s just how he is. He can’t control my life, and every time I bring up choosing a residency program, he subtly reminds me that it would be good to be near family. He’s right. But I have lived here my whole life, and if I have the opportunity to explore, I should take it before it gets too late. I might have to if he ever finds out about me and Darius. Getting as far away as possible may not be such a bad idea. The real question is if I’d let my relationship with Darius take precedence over Kit. I have no idea yet.

      I don’t get the opportunity to mull it over before the doorbell rings, followed by a heavy knock. It pounds in my chest and I wonder why Darius is knocking like that. When I get to the door and swing it open, I see why. His eyes are dark and huddled over, his brows cinched into a hard line and his lips pursed. He looks absolutely sexy, more than ever, with his hair windblown and shirt stuck to his broad chest. He doesn’t even have his cut on.

      “That was—” I was going to say ‘that was fast’ but didn’t get the opportunity to finish before he throws me over his shoulder, slamming the door behind him. He carries me like a spare pillow up the steps and my heart pounds with each step.

      “Room?” He growls. I guess and point my foot in the right direction because I’ve never tried to see it from this angle.

      Luckily, I am right, and seconds later I am tossed heavily onto my peach colored throw comforter.

      “Hello to you too.” I swallow hard. My mouth has gone dry as my body is satiated with warmth and desire for him.

      He licks his lips and unlaces his shoes, his eyes not leaving me as he takes off his shoes and socks. His shirt follows suit, and he unbuttons his jeans enough for me to see he is naked underneath. My eyes rove over his deep cut muscles in awe, the way his Adonis belt is so deep I could grab onto it. His tattoos make him into a work of art, spanning his arms and chest, up to his neck. His hair and beard are ruffled from the wind, he looks like an animal of a man.

      Darius darts his eyes around me like he is looking for something. What, I have no idea. His eyes pause at the four posters of my bed where I used to hang a dream net, until I got too old. Now they’re just tall white, wooden posts. He licks his lips and glances at my closet, his eyes stopping.

      “What are you looking for?” I end up asking him. He is so serious, like he only means to be right down to business. The way he showed up and carted me up here can attest to that.

      “Stay put.” He tells me, the intensity of his voice doesn’t waver at all.

      It sends a chill down my spine and I do exactly what he says, not moving at all with my arms stretched to my side and legs somewhat crossed on the bed. I left my lamp on and it’s the only light in the room, since my window is closed to the moonlight. The dull orange glow is all that I can see in the room, plus Darius.

      He enters my walk-in closet and I hear some noises before he re-emerges. He tosses two black ties on the bed, fashion belts that look like whips with tassels on the end. Then he goes again and comes back with two belts, throwing them by my head. The clank of the metal resonates in my ears, muddling with my heart beat pounding inside me.

      “Darius,” I start in question. His silence is debilitating, it’s kind of scary but in a good way. I can’t read him. I have no idea what he’s about to do.

      He stands where my feet are at the foot of the bed and grabs my ankles. His hands are so large his fingers overlap easily over the bone, and he spreads my legs apart and into a butterfly, bent at the knees. My breath hitches and I feel myself pulsing there, waiting for his touch.

      “Do you know what I dreamt about last night?” His deep voice cuts the silence, a dull murmur I only slightly understand. He looks up at me through his lashes and pins my gaze with his.

      “No.” I swallow, answering honestly. He licks his lips and starts a trail of fire with them up my left thigh.

      “You.” He growls. His lips leave me to move to my other thigh and trace the same trail downwards.

      “You did?” I ask stupidly. His thick, hot fingers curl around the band of my shorts and panties at the same time, he swipes them down my legs so fast it’s like they sliced my skin.

      “Yes woman, I did. I dream about you every night.” He answers. He throws my garments over his shoulder and his fingers trail up my inner thigh, stopping at the cusp of my folds. My back arches and hips grow closer to him in want.

      “Since when?” My voice shakes because it is overcome by desire.

      “Since I first laid eyes on you.” His eyes meet mine before he sets an open-mouthed kiss on my pussy, licking up from my opening over my clit.

      “Agh, oh my god,” my body reacts to him, a deep tremor starts from inside me and I think that it is too soon for this.

      My eyes clench shut, and I reach out for his hair, grabbing and scratching at his scalp. I know he is going to tie me down soon enough and I need to savor being able to touch him.

      “Please, Darius,” I moan and clamp my legs around his face, my thighs trapping him inside. He grumbles against me and it vibrates against my clit, taking me prisoner again. My orgasm starts as a thrum deep inside me before becoming an earthquake. It takes my whole body and blinds me. Darius leaves me and as my eyes are still closed, and I have tremors, he grabs my ankles and the cold leather wraps around it. I open my eyes to see him tie me to the bed post on either side, my legs spread open to him. My breath hitches and I am still coming down from the last orgasm. I’m exposed to the cold air and somehow it still keys me up.

      “Can you move?” His jaw is tight, body coiled as he looks at me.

      “No.” I swallow. I try to, and it’s true. My legs are pinned and the way he tied the knot, it would hurt if I tried any harder.

      “Good.”

      He kneels on the bed and tugs my shirt up, tossing it to the side. I’m completely naked under him as he surveys my body in response. He doesn’t waste a beat this time around, he uses the belts to tie my hands to the post behind me. I don’t think I have ever been glad to have a metal bed post, everyone else has the tufted fabric and I’ve had this the entire time. He gives them both a good yank and I feel it down to my shoulders, he stretched me out almost to my limit.

      My chest is heaving under him. I feel my nipples hardening from just his look and his presence.

      “You’re fucking sexy, Amy. Irresistible.” His hot, heavy hands span down my front; his palms cover my breasts and then he continues, grappling my thighs. I’m already as open as I can be to him, he is knelt between my open legs and I can feel his heat seeping onto me. I wish I could touch him, but somehow it is hotter this way. I just imagine touching him instead and it does the same thing to me, my fingers tingle from it. His cock is rock hard. But he has the utmost self-control, not making any moves yet.

      “Thanks,” I murmur. He gives me a bemused look and I know I probably should have said something sexier, but I don’t have it in me.

      His lips twitch, “Weird girl.” He bends and kisses me for the first time, his lips start a slow study of mine before his tongue traces the outside and then dives inside my mouth, tasting me. He tastes of mint and salt, that much I’m used to, and my body comes alive even more at his closeness. I moan against him, my hips buck but I can hardly move, my hands twist and it only hurts my wrists, so I stop, and my ankles pull tighter. I have to stop moving and surrender to his touch. Once I do, it’s like I become an endless fury of pleasure for him.

      “Fuck.” He breaks the kiss and pulls back, his eyes turning serious.

      “What?” I ask breathlessly.

      “Forgot the condoms.” He winces. I pretend like it’s a big deal before I laugh once. I got an implant a while ago for other reasons, but this is as good as any.

      “Well, if you’ve been a good boy, I’m on the pill, and it doesn’t matter.” I say. And I’m still cautious because I don’t really know his sexual routine.

      “I have.” He says, and I believe him. Part of me is more anxious now to feel his bare cock inside me separated by nothing.

      He hops off me to take off his boxers, and my eyes feast on his cock. I wish I could touch it, my fingers twitch to. And I wish I could taste him, too. I’ve never wanted to do that to any man, I never saw the appeal before. But his cock looks so thick and delicious that it drives me crazy. He climbs back on the bed; it creaks under his weight as his lips start a slow descent down my body. He lays on me so I feel his weight and can’t move under him.

      Starting just under my ear, he kisses me and splays his tongue over my flesh, leaving his love bites everywhere. I moan as my breath catches, when he finds that sensitive spot in my neck and shoulder to focus on. His hands move down my body, palming my breasts as he toys the nipples between his fingers.

      “Darius,” I let out a gargled moan and surrender to the pleasure. I’ve resolved not trying to move at all, letting him take control of me.

      His mouth moves, trailing down the center of my chest. He moves over to the left breast first, covering the expanse of my nipple with his warm mouth and sucking. I feel the sensation down to my toes, pooling at my core. His cock is nestled hard against my thigh and he rubs against my flesh there, letting out small groans of pleasure.

      “Oh god,” I cry out. He alternates his mouth from each nipple as his fingers continue and it feels like I could come from that alone. I can’t move at all and it feels like I do. The deep pulse starts inside me and I feel my body tighten then release itself. It lasts maybe three seconds, nothing like the others, but I know that it’s there.

      “Darius, what the hell—” I ask mostly to myself because it doesn’t make any sense and he only releases a deep chuckle in response.

      “It’s amazing what your body can do when you let it be.” He whispers in my ear, his deep voice sending more chills down my body. I’m sheeted in sweat and breathing heavily while he seems completely relaxed.

      “Okay.” I whisper, I’m half here and half somewhere else in this land of pure ecstasy he takes me to. It’s the most amazing thing I’ve ever experienced.

      I watch him pull back onto his knees and start stroking himself. His cock darkens and leaks with moisture. I watch him like it’s the hottest thing I have ever seen, I suppose it is. He slips his hand between my legs and starts pumping me hard with three fingers. It stings but then the pleasure is so immense it stops mattering. My thighs are immobile but pool with the desire. It feels like I need to move to get there but once I stay still. It comes faster, his palm grinds my clit as he works me and then I’m deep in an orgasm. Interrupted only by his cock entering me.

      “Agh fuck!” I exclaim with shock.

      Darius doesn’t pause before he continues, thrusting into me like a man possessed. I rattle against the bed. He falls back onto his knees and my breasts bob to the movements. His grunts are satiated in his chest and I feel him losing it, his muscles tightening. I feel every ridge of his cock in me, the hard brim against my opening as he pulls all the way out and then back in again. His balls slap my ass every time and our sounds fill the room. It’s mostly my screaming, but all the same. We muddle together like two lovers obsessed with each other; I suppose we are at this point. My ankles and wrists sting with the ties as I find it hard not to move but at some point, I find it in me. I stop moving and surrender, and the orgasm it gives me is mind blowing. I can’t see, I can’t think… it just feels so damn good.

      My body is shaking, and I scream like I really am possessed with pleasure. It takes me forever to come down, long enough for Darius to find his own release. He stills in me and I’m still clenching around him. I feel every drop of his hot seed filling me, taking me from the inside out.

      “Fuck,” he collapses over me as his body shakes.

      Eventually he lifts his head to look at me. He studies me like he is prepared to find something wrong, but I am only smiling, at least I think I am. It’s hard to tell as I am suspended in an alternate universe right now. He kisses me deeply and I feel something in it that wasn’t there before, something tender and sweeter. His tongue slows against mine and I taste myself on him, taste us together.

      “Untie me.” I say when the kiss breaks.

      He licks his lips and nods once. One hand unties my hands and then he releases my ankles. I curl up in a back ward stretch, they’ve been straight for too long. I wrap my arms around him and kiss him. His bare chest rubs my nipples and it sends me thrumming again. His cock never came out of me and as I roll us over, it stays there.

      I straddle his waist and confidently smile down at him. His eyes widen and his pink lips part in shock as he looks up at me. His palms slide down my thighs and then settle at the crook of them under my stomach.

      “Easy,” he guides me when I start to rock against him.

      His cock is huge, that was already known, but actually feeling him inside me this way is much different. He is reaching so far up inside me, I can feel him in my bones. I nod and start rolling back and forth. His hand rests at the small of my back as he guides me not to go too fast. I feel like I may still be somewhat sore when I do it this way.

      “You’re so big, Darius,” I whisper. My breath catches and I start to rise up. The slowness is agonizing, I’m used to going fast, so is he, but he’s patient with me.

      “I know.” He says smugly, his hands grip my waist and travel up my front, grasping my breasts. The pressure sends a pulsing sensation in my chest and I let my body take over, my mind is doing too much thinking.

      I rise up on his cock and swirl down, doing that over and over as fast as I can. My breasts bob and his hips rise up to meet me, reaching up deeper inside me. I claw at his chest, my fingers against his tattoos as I continue. I move my hips faster, my thighs doing most of the work as I continue. Soon I feel close to the edge again. I throw my head back and my hair tickles my shoulders.

      “You’re so damn hot. So fucking perfect, babe.” Darius growls and it’s his words that send me over the edge. I freeze on him as I come, and his hips drive into me as he reaches his own climax again. His cock grows harder and bigger inside me before he releases. I can feel every part of it as he continues to pleasure me inside.

      “Holy fuck,” I collapse against him, breathless.

      He kisses me hard until I can’t breathe and then I lay against his chest. His body is so warm and hard. I can feel his heart beating into my cheek and it makes me smile. My eyes are closed but I don’t sleep, just enjoy feeling his body against mine. His strong, muscled arms wrap around me so tight I can hardly breathe, but in a good way. It’s like I’m taking him in for what my lungs can’t fill with, filling up all my voids. My heart swells with my feelings about him. I don’t know what to do about it, the freeze in my chest tells me to leave it alone for now.

      I feel myself close to falling asleep and reluctantly move away from him.

      “I gotta use the bathroom.” I untangle myself from him and walk on shaky legs to my bathroom. It’s inside my room and I shut the door behind me. I wash my hands and look at my naked form in the mirror. My eyes are glowing, my hair an absolute mess. I have slight marks on my wrists and ankles, but not much. They should be gone in the morning. It’s mostly from the blood rushing and having no escape. I never thought I would be into that stuff, it came as a shock, but it feels good. And I know it requires the utmost trust. I trust Darius more than I have ever trusted anyone, and that’s scary but it also feels really liberating.

      I walk back in to my room, confident in my nakedness to find Darius sitting up in bed, leaned against the back. His arms are crossed and his flaccid cock rests on his thigh.

      “Are you, um, hungry or something?” I walk over to him and put his shirt on.

      “That’s my shirt.” His voice is amused.

      I smile at him from the foot of the bed and shrug, the fabric falls softly on me and is full of his scent and warmth still.

      “I know.” I giggle once.

      He swings his legs over and stands up, “Yeah, I’m starving.”

      I nod, “I’ll make us something.” I give him another long look, memorizing the dip of his ass and taut muscles on his back before I turn away.

      I walk downstairs with a sore body and huge smile on my face.
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      If I knew things would be this good with Amy, I would have gone after her sooner. I wouldn’t have been so chicken shit about it. And maybe I would have stopped getting into trouble sooner, being violent. But now I’m leaving tomorrow to do that very thing and for the life of me, I don’t want to go. I don’t want to leave her, ever.

      But I can’t draw attention to myself. Not yet. If I told the guys I suddenly didn’t want to be an enforcer for the club anymore they would think I’m crazy. And they’d ask me why. And I’m sick of lying to Kit already. It hasn’t even been that long but today was hard. I almost ended things just because I’m scared, but Amy doesn’t deserve that. I dragged her into this, and it isn’t ending unless she tells me it’s over.

      I go in her bathroom to take a piss. It’s decorated mint green with light pink counters and it is very much like her, even the bath mats. I wash my hands and then put my jeans back on to meet her. I was in such a hurry I didn’t bother with boxers. I avoid the family photos of them on the way down, just for my sanity, and then I find her in the kitchen. She’s humming to herself and stirring something on the stove, it smells like tomato and herbs.

      “I figured spaghetti is easy enough.” She tells me.

      I sit at the high stool, “Cause I’m Italian?” I snicker. It surprises even me, and she gives me a shocked look to confirm that too.

      “What? No, I just… it was the first thing I thought of.” She giggles.

      I figured she had frozen meatballs or something and that’s what is in the oven.

      “You have beer?” I ask her.

      “Um, maybe.”

      I get up and look in their fridge. There are mostly fruity drinks, but I find one of two beers. I assume she doesn’t drink it that often, or anything. All the liquor is tucked on the top shelf.

      “How come you don’t drink often?” I ask her out of curiosity. She turns from the stove to look at me, and I sip my beer.

      “Because…” she shrugs her shoulder. “I never liked it much.”

      “Unless you’re celebrating.” I twist my lips, remembering her party.

      She shakes her head as her eyes soften. “Not really. I mean… that was just because I was bummed about my parents not being there. It doesn’t usually weigh down on me much unless something big is happening. Like graduating from med school.” She exhales.

      I nod in understanding. I used to feel the same way about my dad. But I never had much to accomplish to begin with. It was mostly stuff at the club. I didn’t know him well. It was my mom that took longer to get over because she was actually around more, but even that came in time.

      “I get that.” I finally tell her.

      In the silence, I drink my beer and she finishes the dinner. She serves me a huge helping like she already knows how much I eat.

      “Thanks,” I mutter.

      She sits next to me, “Sure.”

      We eat in relative silence. Her food is good, better than mine, and it feels easily domesticated to be eating next to her and not saying anything. I’m a quiet person naturally. I talk more around her than anyone else and she never gets on me for it or pries me about it. I like that about her, it goes against how she is as a person; talkative and bubbly, but she still does it. When I have enough food in me, I take the plunge.

      “My mom died when I was young. My dad too.” I say. My hard voice cuts the silence and the deepness surprises even me.

      “They did?” Amy asks me. I half turn to her. She wipes sauce from the corner of her lip with a napkin and the sets it down. I look over her soft, delicate features and smooth legs curled up on the seat. Her eyes pin me down with their big brightness and it’s unnerving.

      “Yeah.” I say. She stares at me, like asking ‘that’s it,’ and it takes me a while to find anything else to say.

      “My dad died first. It was sudden, abrupt. My sister and I handled it a little better cause he wasn’t around much, but he wasn’t always like that so my mom took it harder. Anyway, she got sick and didn’t bother fighting it much, she died a couple months later.” I swallow. It’s the most I have said about that and I am surprised I was able to put it into words. I never had to talk about it because the people that needed to know witnessed it. It’s harder than I thought it would be.

      Amy takes my hand in hers, even though mine swallows hers up it still feels like she’s the one supporting me. She leans in and kisses my cheek; I relish in her softness against me.

      “I’m so sorry, Darius. That must have been really hard. Well, I know it was.” Her smile is soft and knowing, it lights up her eyes as she looks at me.

      I nod once, “Yeah.”

      Her fingers curl up into my hair and her nails rake across my scalp, calming my body even more.

      “People think you’re only mean and dangerous, but there’s so much more to you. Why do you let them think that?” She whispers.

      I shrug and take her wrist, turning it to kiss her palm.

      “Because it’s easier that way. It’s not their right to know me. It’s not anyone’s. When I left the Army, people expected me to be a basket case, I let them think that. The only guy who would understand that I wasn’t was dead.” I tell her.

      She curls her lips in as the thinks. I move her to sit in my lap. I need to feel her against me. Her softness, the pulse in her body, inhale her sweet scent. Her arms wrap around my bicep.

      “You let me know you. Why?” Her voice is soft, like she is still in disbelief.

      I wish she knew how special she is. How amazing she really is. But I can’t only tell her that, I’d have to show her.

      “Because… it feels right.” It’s the only thing I can come up to say, not much else would make sense.

      “Darius,” she pulls back to look at me. Her lips twitch as she thinks, and her body grows tense. I grip her tighter like it will help, and she relaxes only slightly.

      “I think I’ve been in love with you for a long time. And I didn’t know you until now. But I always knew that there was more to you, and I still want to know all of you, Darius. Even the bad stuff.” She bites her bottom lip and it sends a sharp sensation down my spine. Both at what she said and how beautiful she looked saying it.

      I don’t feel like I deserve her. Not one bit.

      I cup her cheek and run my thumb under her eyes. She leans into my touch and practically starts purring.

      “I never thought myself capable of love, Amy.” I admit.

      She licks her lips and repositions herself on me. “You don’t have to say it back. That’s not why I told you.”

      “I know. I guess the difference is that I want to.” I wrap my arms around her waist and pull her body flush against me as I kiss her.

      I start off slow, slower than I thought I could. I just feel her lips pulsing against mine and her softness melting me. I deepen the kiss to swipe my tongue over her lips, tasting even more of her. She relaxes against me, the mounds of her tits soft on my chest as I feel her warmth still seeping through. My cock stirs under us, but I hold it at bay. I just want to kiss her, feel her against me. I have shared more with her than I even thought I had, and it’s like more of me is just waiting to show itself to her. I have never loved anyone before. I never saw myself feeling that way either, but the way I want to hold her now and never let her go tells me that I must be in love with her. It’s the only plausible explanation. But I’m too afraid to tell her now, in case I mess things up. It might be better if she never knew. It would hurt less.

      After what seems like forever, I break the kiss, out of breath and panting slightly. She rests her head on my chest and we sit there for a bit.

      “How long will you be gone?” She asks, breaking the silence.

      “I don’t know.” I sigh. “Hopefully not too long.” I tell her. I can’t exactly say I’d be back sooner if I out right beat those sons of bitches up. I don’t necessarily want to do that anyway.

      “What do you have to go do anyway?” She asks. Amy pulls back to look at me and her eyes pin me down. She must know what kind of effect she has on me otherwise she wouldn’t do that.

      “You know what the club’s enforcers do.” I tell her.

      She licks her lips and narrows her eyes. “Yeah.”

      I shrug my shoulders. It’s like if I tell her, she will change her mind about me or something. But I know that is just my fear talking.

      “The Devil’s Princes have been fighting our turf for a while now. We’ve tried to be peaceful. So, we’re taking other measures.”

      “Why do you have to do it?”

      “Because,” I say. I leave it at that, and she frowns slightly. But she knows that is all I can tell her. It has to be for now. Cause God forbid the cops come around asking questions, it’s better if she never knew.

      “Fine. Just be careful.”

      I nod, “I’ll call you every day.” I promise her.

      I kiss her again, but I don’t plan on leaving just like that. I lift her light body up and carry her to the couch, the closest place. I memorize her body with my hands and mouth again and do my best job of making love to her. I’ve never done it before, so I wouldn’t know, but she seems pretty satisfied with it. I hold her tightly to me and kiss her like it’s all I know how to do.

      “I do love you, Amy. So fucking much.” I close my eyes as my lips hover over hers. I breathe her in as she stills against me in surprise. My cock is still inside her, all emptied out.

      “I know, Darius.” She exhales deeply. Her chest rises and presses to me.

      I groan deep in my chest as I kiss her again. My arms wrap around her like a vice as I keep her close to me, so close her heart beat is against mine. The moment is so perfect, I don’t want it to end. I thought I could keep it to myself and be fine. But I knew I couldn’t leave without telling her, knowing something could happen to me. And she deserves to know that I love her. Somehow, the best way I can, I love her.

      “Stay the night. Please.” She whispers against me. Her voice is so soft and vulnerable I find it hard to deny her. I pull back to look in her eyes and they plead with me.

      “I’ll be gone before you wake up,” I warn her.

      “I know.” Her lips twitch. Mine do too, except with a smile.

      “Good.”

      She giggles softly and bucks against me. We have another round and then I carry her upstairs. I pretty much have to from how exhausted she is. But we have enough energy to shower together. She washes my hair and then I wash her from head to toe. It feels nice, someone else taking care of me like this.

      We climb in her bed naked and I hold her against me. I hope that I will still be able to get up in the morning, but I know that I have to. The club and Amy are the only things I care about, my family including Olivia. For such a long time it was just the club and my broken family, but now I see how broken pieces can fit together because I’m one of them.

      I hold Amy as I promised and she falls asleep before me, her soft snores are cute as she has her mouth half open. I’m completely wired and don’t think I’ll be falling asleep anytime soon, I might leave without ever sleeping. But I don’t want to go too soon. It reminds me that I really have someone to come back to now, and that I have to be careful while I’m gone. Whatever it takes, I have to stop the Devil’s Princes because the club depends on me, what my father built, and no one knows about. I might tell Amy one day, but I don’t know when, I just know that I want to.

      Until the sun comes up, I hold her as she sleeps against me and I didn’t get a wink of sleep before I get up slowly and get dressed to leave. I kiss her forehead, remind her I love her and hope she can hear me in her dreams, before I leave in silence.

    

  



    
      
        
          
            15

          

          

      

    

    







            Amy

          

        

      

    

    
      As I suspected, Darius is gone when I wake up. I miss him immediately and am already worried about him, but I know I shouldn’t call. He said he would talk to me when he can, and I expect him to be busy while he is there. It just worries me that he might get hurt. I know what he does is dangerous, otherwise questionable, and he does it because he is loyal to the club. But I wish there was another way. As much as I know about the club, I know some things are inevitable. And if Paige can get past it as a lawyer, I can certainly figure something out. I trust Darius, though, I know that he has a pretty sound reasoning, and I love him too.

      I’m glad that I told him even though I was apprehensive about it at first. Darius is much different than other men, very private, and I’m not surprised he doesn’t know much about love either. But I trust that he loves me, in his own way, and that we can only get to know each other more.

      Eventually I roll out of bed, tired as hell. I forgot about starting work again today, but I wasn’t about to miss out on any time with Darius either. I like working at the clinic, even though I have graduated now and it’s different. But it’s something to do, somewhere to go, I think. I shower and what not before having oatmeal for breakfast and making an iced coffee to go.

      Once I get to work, I answer the texts from Tish and Danielle that I left since I got them yesterday. They just wanted to know how things went with Darius and our date. I’ve hung out with them and talked to them less because I’m starting to realize even more that they aren’t very good friends. It was nice in medical school because I had study partners and people who understood how hard it was but now it’s just a bane, unless they want to change, I’ll slowly retreat from them.

      My mind is occupied with Darius. Last night was really special, like a breakthrough of some sort. Both being tied up and the sweet love making on the couch. I’m surprised he can be as tender as he was, with how rough he can usually be. But I don’t think it’s rough, I think he is just passionate and has his own way of liking things and I’m starting to like it too. Knowing he’s all I have ever had and all I probably ever will have is special to me. I have never been glad to have waited before.

      I’m so distracted I almost put a patient file in the wrong place, but I luckily caught myself. Once I leave for dinner, Kit calls me, and I get the same sinking feeling I’ve had since I started up with Darius.

      “Hello?” I answer anyway.

      “Hey sis, what are you up to?” He asks. He sounds more chipper than normal.

      “Um, leaving work. You?” I get into my car and run the engine, so it cools down.

      “I’m still at the office.”

      “Wow, you’re so old now.” I giggle softly.

      “I know, it’s insane. I don’t know how this happened. But do you want to grab some dinner?”

      “Aren’t you eating with Emily?” I ask him. I pull out onto the road and am stuck in town traffic soon after. Just from people driving too slowly.

      “I still have time for my sister.” He laughs.

      “Okay, sure.” I smile. And then I feel nervous right away at being around him and not spilling the beans. I should wait until Darius and I do it together and can be united in it, that way Kit will take this more seriously.

      “I’ll bring something by the house.” He says. I hang up soon after so I can focus on driving. I’m not very good at multitasking.

      I get home around six like usual, taking off my scrubs and putting them in the wash right away before I take a quick shower. I’m around sick and questionable people all day, it’s a must. I put on leggings and long-sleeved college tee. By the time I reach the landing of the stairs, Kit is keying his way in.

      “You still have your house key?” I meet him in the foyer. He looks different in his suit, even with the tie loosened and stuff. But I have almost gotten used to his new corporate side.

      “Yeah, it’s still my house.” Is his response.

      I’m going to have to keep that in mind for later, that he can still come in whenever he wants to.

      “I brought sushi.” We head to the kitchen and he takes black plastic containers out of a plastic bag.

      “Nice.” I grab the edamame and Kit takes the rest of the food over to the small dining table.

      “So, Emily was busy tonight or something?” I eat a shrimp tempura.

      “Um, yeah she’s with her dad.”

      “Oh, so I am the backup plan?” I joke with him. He shrugs and more or less agrees.

      “When are you two getting married anyway?” I joke with him because I know he hates that.

      “I don’t know. I’m too young. And all this stuff with the company is taking up more of my time than I thought. Plus, the club too.” He sighs.

      I keep eating, I skipped lunch and I’m starving.

      “I get it.” I sigh. My phone dings on the table and he glances at it before I do because it sounds a lot like his sitting right next to it.

      “Why is Darius texting you?” I grab my phone before he can see the preview text or anything.

      “Um, I don’t know.” I ignore the text and don’t read it. My heart pounds in my chest for a good few beats, the salt of my food flooding my mouth.

      “Weird.” Kit makes a face and chuckles.

      “What’s weird?” I ask. I don’t think he suspects us but I’m still not sure what he means by that.

      “I mean clearly there’s nothing else going on. It’s Darius we’re talking about. That dude is odd.” He scoffs and sips his beer.

      “But he’s your friend?” I remind him. He shrugs and nods once.

      “Yeah, I know. He’s my best friend, and that’s why I confidently have that opinion about him. But it’s not his fault though.”

      I blink. Of all the things I know about Darius I could say the same thing. And that is in fact a proper description of him.

      “Yeah.” I agree softly.

      My heart finally stops beating out of my chest and I can drink my water calmly again. I thought he would figure us out. But lucky for me, Darius isn’t known to be with women, publicly at least, so the last suspicion is that he is texting me something romantic.

      “You should hang out with Emily and I some time. She asks about you.” Kit says.

      “In all your free time?” I joke. He makes a face and shrugs. I was happy when he first met Emily. He doesn’t do relationships in general, but I was even more worried about him after our parents died. I thought he’d never be able to open up properly. But ever since I met Emily half naked in our kitchen, things were looking up for him and now they have been together happily for a while.

      “I’ll find some. I’ve been teaching her how to golf.” He says.

      He has started doing the kind of recreational stuff Dad would drag us to do when he had company parties and stuff. We grew up very comfortable and it is because of the company our parents built. I could never manage to work for them, though. That corporate stuff would just drag me. I’m more into science, clearly.

      “Okay, cool.” I imagine Darius hanging out with all of us and while it’s an odd picture, he fits in there somewhere. I can only hope that things go well when I tell Kit.

      It threatens to come spilling out of me the whole night and I have to force it away. Darius has enough to worry about with that rival club thing, and I don’t want to push him away. As soon as Kit leaves, I am thinking about Darius even more.

      I check his text and he only said he should only be there for a few days.

      Amy: Good.

      I copy his word. He has a limited vocabulary by choice, and I find it endearing. Being with him is like peeling an onion, piece by piece he just keeps getting better.

      Darius: I miss you.

      I read his words with a smile and imagine him saying something else. I know him well enough to know that he probably wouldn’t text it or even say it out loud much.

      Amy: Me too. I love you.

      I get ready for bed and that’s the last text I get from him, saying goodnight. I have an early day tomorrow. I go from thinking about him to where I will accept my residency. I know I have to make a decision soon but it’s so hard, since I have other factors to consider now. I know I shouldn’t be staying for a man, but it would be so easy to choose Darius, and family.

      I have never chosen anyone before. But I choose him, no matter what.

    

  



    
      
        
          
            16

          

          

      

    

    







            Darius

          

        

      

    

    
      “What the fuck is your problem?”

      “I don’t have a problem, it’s you that’s got the problem.” I growl at the idiot in front of me. This is the most I have spoken to the most in two days. The reason their guys have been running so amuck is because their pres stepped down, skipped town, and never told anyone.

      They’ve been on some bullshit ever since. The cops have been in and out of here, so I have had to be really careful not to draw attention to myself and get in even more trouble. I managed to go to one of their club nights and slip in incognito. Their vice pres is still around but he’s just as crazy and unreasonable, so talking to him is like talking to a brick wall. I eventually say my peace and I’m glad I don’t have to knock a few skulls together to do it.

      “You don’t want to be pres? Fine. But you better get these guys in line, or else the Devil’s Princes will just cease to exist.” I swiftly remind him.

      I leave the club that night angry. I wanted to be heading home today. But I arrive back at my shitty motel and fill Rafe in. He hates all this shit just as much as me and we both want a solution as fast as possible. That’s why the suggestion to take over their club isn’t as crazy as it sounds. We end up getting on a call with the rest of the club. I hear Kit’s voice and fill with dread at still lying to him, but besides that it goes well. I’m just glad that I can see Amy soon, once this is all over.

      I make a promise to myself that I will tell Kit about us when I get back, sooner rather than later. He doesn’t deserve me lying to him, I hate making his sister lie. But now that I know this is real between us, it will be like making it more official when we tell him. And hopefully he doesn’t hate my guts afterward.
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      The next morning Rafe comes into town and we settle shit with the Devil’s Princes. It’s been going on for years now and we finally have peace. No more turf wars, stealing our goods, it’s all settled. Which we did by merging the clubs. One of the other guys who isn’t tied down will oversee it, maybe one of the older guys in the club longer.

      “Thanks for doing this. I know it wasn’t always easy.” Rafe says to me on the walk back to our bikes. I’m glad to leave this shitty motel behind. Not that I have a pension for the finer things, just an aversion to roaches. But I had to be secretive coming here.

      “Yeah, don’t worry about it. Club business.” I shrug. He agrees.

      “Now it’s settled. Who will you terrorize now?” He jokes. I manage a laugh for good faith, but he is right there.

      “Who knows.”

      I get back on my bike and we ride in tandem back into the town. I’m sure the club has already got something going for our return. Rafe told them about it already so I’m not surprised when I pull into a huge lot of bikes I don’t even recognize. Hopefully the Devil’s Princes don’t plan on partaking in our parties anytime soon, though.

      Amy is the only person I really want to see, but it would look weird if I didn’t come by and if Kit is here, I don’t want him asking questions. Fortunately for me, he isn’t. I haven’t got much sleep and my reasoning isn’t sound, I would just blurt it out. Amy should at least be there with me when we tell him.

      I’m handed a beer by a faceless person I don’t even register as I make my way to the bar. My body is sore and tired, but the company and the alcohol somewhat help. Logan and Spencer talk to me in turn. Rafe comes out eventually and they all have their girls there too. Apparently, Kit was here earlier but had to go help his girlfriend with something, I wasn’t really listening. I text Amy that I’m back, where the guys won’t look over my shoulder or something.

      “I’m heading out.” I tell them. My skin is itching to see her, my cock has missed her these past few days.

      “What, already?” Logan nudges me. I sigh and put my second beer down.

      “Yeah man. Tired.” I make something up.

      “Oh right, well good job out there.” He claps my shoulder and the other guys agree.

      “Thanks.” I say my goodbyes and head out into the cool night air.

      There’s a pep in my step I never noticed. It has been there since I started things with Amy and wasn’t only thinking about her every day for almost years now. Even more so since I told her I love her. I have never felt that before, never thought it was a real thing, but it is. For her, it consumes me and it’s all I really have in this life. After losing almost everything that matters to me. I finally told Olivia about her, and the first thing she told me was that I have to tell Kit, which I know, but she is happy for me. We have both had so much darkness in our lives, sadness, I’m lucky to have something to make me happy. I’m not keen on the idea of Olivia with any men but if that’s what she wants, I will support her too. Thinking of her keeping a secret from me like this is what convinces me to tell Kit soon. Tomorrow probably, after the gym when he is inherently happier.

      I make it Amy’s house, and rush up to ring the doorbell. She knows I’m coming so she opens the door in seconds. I take in her beautiful face and the bright yellow shirt she has on, she’s my literal sunshine.

      “Darius—” I cut her off before she can even finish by kissing her.

      I shut the door and have her up against it in seconds. I breathe in her rosy sweet scent, tangle my hands in her silky hair and then explore her body. Her perfect round ass and full tits. My cock is rock hard already and I grind against her. I lift her up and stumble to the first surface I can find, their dining room table. My lips start a slow trail down her neck, over her collar bone. I lift her shirt away and tug her jeans off with her panties at the same time and I have her naked in seconds.

      “That’s record timing.” She giggles and is breathless.

      I grin at her fully and her eyes widen. “I missed you. Thought about you every second. Cause I love you so damn much it’s crazy.” I step back over to her and she tugs my jacket and shirt away. Her warm hands are soft, trailing down my body before she grips my cock.

      “I want to taste you.” She undoes my jeans and my eyes widen.

      “Damn,” she sounds fucking hot saying that shit to me. I know Amy doesn’t have that much experience. I have given her everything, but I’m glad she is eager with it already.

      I sink onto the chair and she gets on her knees, looking up at me as she fists my cock and starts sucking me. My eyes roll back as I slip my fingers in her hair, grabbing her silky strands and fucking her mouth.

      “Jesus, I’m gonna come if you keep doing that, babe,” I warn her. She giggles against me and it makes her vibrate over me. My balls tighten and I’m more shocked when she cups them in her hand, raking her nails over them. My knees buckle and I have to tug her away, feeling myself right on the edge.

      “I need to be inside you.” I stop her pouting by kissing her, loving how our tastes mingle together.

      She moans against my lips and opens her legs as I set her back on the table. I slide my fingers through her folds and get her ready, then I’m inside her in seconds.

      “Oh, Darius. I’ve missed your cock.” She cries out, her sweet moans the best music to my ears.

      “It’s missed your pussy, too.” I tighten already and am way too close. I go slower than I normally would and rub her clit to get her there faster. I alternate kissing her and sucking on her sweet nipples until she writhes under me with an orgasm.

      “Oh god,” she moans, it catches in her throat as she hangs onto me tightly and then I’m spilling into her seconds later.

      I kiss her over and over as we come down together.

      “I love you, Darius. So much. I was so worried about you every day.” She cradles my face and studies me like she is looking for scars or something, they’re all internal now.

      “I know, babe. I’m fine. It all worked out for the better. You don’t have to worry about me.” I tell her.

      She nods softly and I lean in to kiss her, coaxing our lips together as I taste her tongue. My cock twitches again and I hold myself at bay. I want to get reacquainted with her the proper way. Tied up. Begging for me.

      “Let’s go upstairs.” I murmur against her lips.

      She doesn’t get a chance to respond before the front door starts making noise.

      “You have a burglar?” I tug my jeans on and ask her.

      “No—oh fuck.” She jumps up and tries to put her clothes back on quickly, but she only gets as far as her sweater and panties before footsteps ensue. I’m about to ask her who the hell that is but then I don’t have to.

      “Hey, I left my charger—”

      Kit.
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      My pulse is racing. I feel sick to my stomach, sicker than I have ever felt before. It sinks all the way into my bones, and I am frozen. It doesn’t take a genius to know what happened here.

      “What the fuck is going on?” Kit is already turning red, his fists balled up by his side.

      My chest heaves as I glance to Darius, still shirtless and in his jeans.

      “Kit, you should have knocked.” I grab my jeans and tug them on quickly.

      “That doesn’t answer my question.” He looks to Darius. “What the hell is going on man?” He asks him like he doesn’t expect him to lie.

      “Just… hear me out. It’s not what you think.” Darius says. His voice is shaky for the first time I have ever heard it that way.

      “Not what I think? It looks like you just fucked my sister, am I wrong?”

      I step up to Kit, “Please, just calm down. You don’t hear anything when you’re mad like this. Darius and I are together, and we’ve wanted to tell you for a while—”

      “Together?” He yells. “Fuck that. I know what he’s into. You’re sick!” He yells at him and I push against Kit when he tries to head toward Darius. I don’t want a fight to break out, but both these men are inherently larger than me. I might not get my way.

      “I’m sorry.” Darius puts on his shirt and steps back into his boots. Kit is still reeling with anger, though, and I don’t think we are going to be able to get through to him.

      “Fuck that. You’re a fucking liar, man!” Kit yells and steps around me.

      I can’t stop him once he does and the sound of his fist colliding with Darius’s face sends bile up my throat.

      “Stop!” I scream out, but it’s no use. Darius doesn’t hit him back, but he tries to keep him off him. I know he is holding back because he has a hundred pounds on Kit.  He could toss him across the room easily but he doesn’t because of me.

      “Stop this, Kit. My life is none of your business anyway.” I grab his shoulder and pull him away; it takes everything I have but I put some distance between them. He’s heaving with anger and Darius is clutching his split lip.

      “I can’t believe you would do this.” Kit growls.

      “I thought you wouldn’t approve, and I didn’t want to hurt her, but I love Amy.” Darius says, his voice is deep and seeps with more emotion than when he told me he loved me. Kit is his best friend; I hate that we did this.

      “That’s not the fucking point. If you had been up front with me, I never would have discounted you man, but now you’re just a fucking liar.” Kit throws his hands up and shakes his head.

      “I’m out of here.” He turns on his heel and leaves with a hard slam of the door.

      As soon as he does, the tears leave my eyes and I can’t stop them. I hate that I hurt him. I hate that all of this is even happening.

      “I don’t think he’ll ever forgive me.” I wipe my eyes and turn to Darius. His face softens and he reaches out for me. When he pulls me into a sweltering hug, I melt against him. I’m glad that he is here to comfort me, but I can’t decide how to feel.

      “Of course, he will. You’re his sister.”

      “What about you?” I look up at him, his lip is swollen and slightly bleeding.

      “Eventually. Club brothers… we’ll figure it out.” He cups my chin and lifts it up. “You’re worth it to me, Amy. Everything.”

      I manage a soft smile. I’m more worried about him than me and Kit. We are siblings after all.

      “Let me put something on your lip.” I tug him along to the kitchen.

      He’s silent as I dab alcohol him. He doesn’t even jump from the stinging. My heart sinks for him and I know it was hard to keep from fighting Kit back. And I’m not saying he is a naturally violent person but when someone is punching, you it takes a lot of self-control not to punch back. And he didn’t. He would have sent my poor brother to the hospital.

      For the rest of the night, we just relax, and he fills me in on some of the stuff he did over there, but not all of it. Most of the stuff from the club goes over my head but I listen anyway. I keep trying to call Kit and he doesn’t answer, then it just goes straight to voicemail.

      “Leave it alone, babe. He’s not ready to talk yet.”

      “How can you be so calm about this?” I shut my phone off and snuggle up against him in my bed.

      “Because I’m a man and I know how we think. Girls talk shit to death. But us men, we just need a few days to be pissed. But I’m gonna apologize to him, I know I was wrong. Even if he isn’t listening.” He explains.

      I nod once. I kiss his warm cheek and his beard tickles my lips.

      “Did you always have a beard?” I trace it with my fingers aimlessly.

      “No,” he chuckles and turns to kiss my fingertips. My hand falls to his bare chest. I thought about having sex with him all night when he came home but now it doesn’t really feel right and I’m sure he feels that way too.

      “You ever think about shaving it?”

      “You don’t like it?” He runs his hand down it.

      “No, I do.” I giggle softly. “I like everything about you.” I smile.

      “Yeah, me too.” He sighs and turns to me, cradling my cheek in his hand.

      “You’re sunshine in my life, Amy. You make me so happy I’m afraid I’ll wake up one of these days and find out it was all a fucking dream.” His deep voice seeps with vulnerability.

      “It’s not a dream, Darius. It’s real.” I kiss him fully, his lips blend with mine and our tongues tangle up in each other.

      “I just hope Kit doesn’t stay mad at me forever you know.”

      “Yeah, I do too. Don’t worry, babe. It will be fine.” He assures me. And he sounds so confident that I inherently believe him.

      “Even if it isn’t… I’m not letting you go Darius. I love you.” I tell him, and I hope that he believes me too.

      “I love you too, Amy. Forever.”
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      Five Years Later

      Amy smiles at me from across the bedroom and it sets my body on fire. It’s always something like that around her, she is always warming me up from the inside.

      “It’s about time you played doctor with me.” I chuckle.

      “Shut up, I can’t be distracted today.” She giggles and turns to the mirror to tie her hair up. It’s always like that unless we’re at home. I see her a lot less these days.

      It took Kit a long time to come around, longer than I had hoped. It hurt me to see Amy hurt over it every day. He more didn’t like me, but I wasn’t about to leave her over it. She deserves happiness and the fact that I’m a piece of that is insane, but I wasn’t going to leave her behind. Not for a minute. She’s so damn perfect, smart and beautiful, I could never leave her, and I didn’t. I think it’s why Kit came around eventually. We weren’t having family dinners off the bat but now, we see each other pretty often. Amy chose the hospital nearby for her residency, so she didn’t have to leave. And I thought about marrying her a lot. I told her that I wanted to. But she wants to wait and start a family after she has finished her training, and when she is a fellow, she is open to it. That gives me a year to plan the perfect engagement and hope she says yes.

      “You look gorgeous.” I tell her, even though she is just wearing her jeans and a tee shirt. She changes into her scrubs and white coat at the hospital. But I was hopeful for some role play when I saw her grab the stethoscope.

      “Thanks.” She sighs. “I’m exhausted.” She sits on the bed to put on her shoes. I’m still naked from the morning sex we had and though she was tired, it woke her right up.

      “Drink coffee, I guess.” I chuckle once. I laugh more around her now, smile more. Olivia noticed it and so did all the guys at the club.

      “Yeah right. But I’ll be home early. I don’t have rounds.”

      “Good. I’ll take you on a proper date.” I grin. We go to the restaurant above the book shop whenever she has time for our date night. And make out in the same aisle too.

      “Sounds fun.” She leans over and kisses me.

      Sometimes I forget how much I love this woman. She has changed my life so much I find it hard to believe. I told her about my dad starting the club and why it was so hard when he passed away, why the club meant so much to me. She’s the one that enticed me to tell the other guys too and I did. I thought they would be pissed but they weren’t. It was after I made up with Kit anyway, and I’m glad that we did. He’s been my friend for a long time and things were even better with Amy and I after we made up.

      “See you tonight.” I kiss her again and slap her ass as she leaves.

      I go through my usual daily shit; work out, go to the bar Mike used to own and then to the club. I’m home before five and just waiting on Amy. Sometimes Kit comes over, but he’s married now, living the husband life and has to be home by dinner or whatever. I smile a bit at wanting that life too.

      I get sappy as hell and make dinner for Amy too. She works so hard; I don’t want her to worry about anything when she comes home. She moved in with me and kept her parent’s house alone, she doesn’t want to sell it because of all the memories, and they owned it too.

      We’ll make memories here, maybe someplace else once we have kids or something. I’m open to anything. By the time she arrives, I’m itching to see her, and I hope I always have this feeling. I know I already will.

      “You cooked?” She giggles against me and I kiss her instead of answering.

      “Yeah, your favorite.” I chuckle. And I’m glad that her favorite is easy shit like Mac and cheese.

      “How nice of you.” She smiles and wraps her arms around me. I lift her from the front door and carry her to the living room. It’s like I can’t think straight until I have her. I make sweet love to her and then fuck her hard as I always do, nothing has changed there.

      After we eat naked on the couch, I hold her close to me as she starts to fall asleep.

      “You wanna shower?” I ask her. She hums against me and looks at me sleepy eyed.

      “Too tired.”

      I chuckle, “I’ll give you a bath then.”

      “Do I smell like hospital again?” She half smiles.

      “A little.” I laugh once. I kiss her forehead and then her lips.

      “Come on.”

      I carry her upstairs and make a special occurrence out of bathing with her, sitting in the bubbles and holding each other. The fact that my life is this perfect is unbelievable, but I’m not prepared to contest it. I love her so much it hurts me, makes me happy, makes my life worth living. With her by my side, I’m a better man. The club made me better but she gave me more than I could have bargained for. I was just a beast before I met her; angry, alone, but Amy gave me light and happiness.

      And I wouldn’t trade it for anything.

      

      What to Do Now?

      

      Join my reader group and check out exclusive sneak peeks to my next books along with giveaways. 

      Click Here to Join My Reader FB Group
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      Do you love sexy and steamy MC romance?

      

      If so, join my reader group and check out exclusive sneak peeks to my next books along with giveaways. 
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