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 PROLOGUE 
 
    ***Quill*** 
 
      
 
    “Hey,” a soft voice quips from behind us. 
 
    All of us turn to see the chick with the white hair standing in front of the cabin. A cabin where Steven Trench—DEA boss and serial killer on the side—is holding Mira, his ex-wife, hostage. We’re here to take the fucker out. What in the hell is she doing here walking back to us? 
 
    “What the fuck?” I snap. 
 
    It’s not fucking safe and I told her so. When we were gearing up a few minutes ago she strolled out of the woods and stumbled upon us. One damn look and I knew I had to have her. Like a surge of lust laced with longing and satisfaction slamming through me and taking over. I strolled right up and took her mouth in a rough kiss. 
 
    Insane, right? Yeah, but insane enough to know damn well I had to have more time with her, and with the situation at hand I needed her safe and out of here. We’re about to handle a serial killer asshole holding up in a cabin ahead of us.  
 
    Even if she whispered her name in my ear—Adley—and offered to help us, I couldn’t let that happen; I needed her safe. I gave her the keys to my cabin located down by the river and told her to go there and stay put until I came for her. I guess she didn’t fucking listen. 
 
    “You didn’t tell me what the number of your cabin was, so I followed you guys.” Adley gives a shy smile but it falters when the first gunshot rings out. 
 
    I dash forward and take her down with me. Trench is dragging Mira with him out of the cabin, heading for the waterfall. 
 
    “He’s going to jump. Don’t let him. He’s going to get away,” I growl. 
 
    Everyone keeps their guns pointed at Trench. The sound of a helicopter beats in the distance. 
 
    “Don’t fucking move, Trench,” Blake states. “It’s over. Even if you jump, escape, or kill Mira…it doesn’t matter. It ends here.”  
 
    Barlow curses, takes aim, and fires a shot. The bullet impacts Trench’s shoulder. The arm Trench is holding the gun with flings to the side. Barlow fires a second shot that’s a through and through, hitting him in the wrist, making the gun drop to the ground. 
 
    Mira struggles and manages to hit Trench straight in the face with her elbow. Trench stumbles back as Mira slips away from his grip. Barlow fires three more times, hitting him once in each leg and in the chest. 
 
    I lose my grip on Adley and watch when she dashes forward and runs past Barlow to kneel near Trench. I’m almost there as she puts her hands on Trench’s chest to stop the bleeding. Adley shoots a look at Barlow, ready to ask for help as Trench surges up and roughly pushes her aside.  
 
    Gunfire erupts as Blake shoots Trench in the head. I bellow out as the horror-stricken scene plays out right before my eyes; I watch Adley slide toward the waterfall. I run to her but slip. I barely manage to grab her just in time but not before we both tumble down further.  
 
    Like I mentioned, I own a cabin here and grew up around the place. I know it like the back of my hand. The damn waterfall and its deadly ways too. The waterfall is steep with lots of rocks at the bottom and that right there makes it treacherous. I used to jump that sucker lots of times, makin’ my dad crazy because of the rocks underneath the water. One fuck-up and it ends up being your last. 
 
    “Hold on!” Zerox bellows and carefully makes his way toward us.  
 
    I risk a glance down to see Adley holding on to my wallet dangling on the chain connected to my belt. I know it’s not strong enough to hold her weight. We only have mere seconds and my hands are already slipping on the slick rocks. I won’t be able to hold on much longer either.  
 
    “I can’t...I’m slipping,” Adley whimpers.  
 
    I reach back to grab her hand, but at the same time the chain breaks, allowing her to fall backwards. All I can do is watch as she falls, knowing what lies underneath, the gamble of life and death she’s unwillingly taking. 
 
    “Noooooooooooooo…” My voice fades into the sound of the rushing water. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter One 
 
    Four weeks later 
 
      
 
    ***Quill*** 
 
      
 
    “Are you sure about this?” I ask and glance to my left. 
 
    Blake is driving but he rips his gaze away from the road to connect it with mine before his attention slips back to where it needs to be. 
 
    “I could ask you the same damn question,” Blake replies and adds a short chuckle along with it. 
 
    Blake doesn’t belong to Wicked Throttle MC like me. He’s not a biker but a former FBI agent who runs his own company by taking on cold cases and solving them. I’ve dug into his background and I have to say, his reputation precedes him.  
 
    It’s the reason I answered the text he sent me where he asked me to join him to check out a lead. I’ve been ignoring everyone else over the past four weeks but I couldn’t ignore him. Not when he could be my only shot in finding Adley.  
 
    When I called Blake back after he texted me, he told me he needed to drive to another state to check out a few towns where Adley could be hiding. He put a few feelers out and caught a break when she used her credit card. She was last seen at a gas station a few miles from that. 
 
    Blake also found out Adley isn’t missing like we all thought she was when she fell from the waterfall four weeks ago and disappeared. No. She’s running. Not only from the law but a shitload of trouble to add to it. 
 
    Another thing Blake dove into and by the thick file resting on my lap, he’s done a great job at dissecting her life. Not the way I wanted to get to know her but to be honest, what other choice do I have? 
 
    “Did you get to the last sheet of paper?” Blake questions. 
 
    I grab the paper in question and hold it out. “You mean the one about her stepsister?” 
 
    “Yes,” Blake sighs and shoots me a sideways glance. “I wish I had more time to prove Adley’s not involved the way the police think she is.” 
 
    “She’s innocent,” I tell him in a fierce voice. 
 
    I don’t care what the file on my lap says. I’m not buying this load of crap. I might not know her and only saw her for a handful of minutes before she fell off the damn waterfall but this woman risked her own damn life to help stop the bleeding from a guy who was shot in her presence.  
 
    You don’t risk your damn life like that, not if you don’t care or are a stone cold killer who’s on the run. Then you won’t bother and leave people to clean up their own mess, right? So, fuck no, I don’t believe this woman has done bad things. And don’t start with the whole ‘love at first sight makes you blind’ shit either. I’m not that fucking stupid. 
 
    “Calm down, it’s not me you have to convince.” Blake shakes his head, clearly letting me know he’s not happy with my attitude.  
 
    “What are you going to do if I find her?” I question, not liking his attitude about all of this in return. 
 
    His eyes briefly meet mine before they focus back on the road in front of us. “If we find her you mean?”  
 
    I shrug. In my opinion he’s just along for the ride. Even if I’m in his car and he asked me to go along with him to check out a lead. 
 
    “First we need to find her. Then we’re going to bring her somewhere safe to buy us some time to get to the bottom of things because my gut tells me there’s a lot of shit going on these detectives who are on the case are overlooking. I don’t know why they are solely focused on Adley, another thing I’m itching to find out. The whole ‘we need her as a possible witness’ feels too much like a label they picked so she turns herself in. Then they can book her and pin the shit I think her stepsister, Hazel, and Josue, Hazel’s deadbeat boyfriend, along with a few others Hazel hangs out with did,” Blake mutters as he suddenly hits the brakes and hits the horn a few times. “Sonofabitch. Watch where you’re fucking going.”  
 
    I have no other choice but to chuckle. “Dude. Rein in the road rage.” 
 
    “Not my fault women can’t drive,” Blake growls and flashes a finger wave to the woman who thought throwing her car in front of ours was a smart thing to do. 
 
    I glance his way. “Now I know why you don’t date and are still very much single. A piece of advice, my man…rein in the sexist talk alongside the road rage shit.” 
 
    “I’m married to my job, don’t need a love life, and nailing a piece of ass for some in between stress relief doesn’t require much talking.”  
 
    “You and Beecher should hang out more. The two of you have the same perspective when it comes to women,” I tell him. “Now, can you get us there safe; you know…to put it in your level of logic; avoid all women drivers? I’m gonna go over all the information in the file once more, just to be sure I didn’t miss anything.” 
 
    “My perspective? You’re voicing that shit, so who’s the sexist one now with the ‘avoid all women drivers,’ huh? You know how hard that is? Harder than a cock at a titty bar,” Blake mutters. 
 
    “Not as hard as you finding a woman who’d marry your ass with that fucking mouth of yours,” I sigh, making him chuckle as I grab another piece of paper to glance over. 
 
    It’s not like I’m a saint with the judgy comment I just made. In fact, I’ve done my share of taking what’s offered and relished in it. Neither am I hopping on the whole ‘get married’ train. Still…I’m in this car with Blake on a hunt to chase down a woman who spiked my mind and body. 
 
    It isn’t the whole guilt trip and ‘making sure she’s safe’ because I couldn’t save her when she tumbled off the damn waterfall. There’s much more to it and even if I don’t know why, it’s something I have to do. Follow your gut, heart, whatever. So, here I am, spending hours and hours in a car with Blake. 
 
    “It wasn’t your fault,” Blake sighs, dragging my attention away from the papers I’ve been going over for the last few hours. “And getting a new chain, thicker than the last one, won’t change shit either. You know an incident like her holding on to it in an effort to save her was a one in a million, right?” 
 
    I drag my hand away from the chain connected to my belt. I used to have another one before I made this one. Its only use was to keep my wallet from dropping out and losing it. No other damn function since like Blake said…it didn’t help Adley hold on or save her. 
 
    “The old one broke so this is the new one, don’t make any more about it than there is. I have no failed hero complex shit going on or guilt swamping me. There, all cleared up so you can keep your eyes on the road and your brain on solving this case. Thanks,” I grumble, not liking his watchful eye on me. 
 
    We fall into another silent travel mode as the car eats away miles of road. My head whips up from the information I was still going over when Blake clears his throat to get my attention. 
 
    “My eyes are damn tired and I’m glad we’re finally here. We’re gonna check into the hotel my GPS points out ‘cause I need a few hours of sleep before we head out and look for your girl,” Blake states and switches lanes to get off the interstate. 
 
    “Not my girl,” I mutter. “You think she’s still here?” 
 
    Not the same spot Blake tracked her using her credit card. Seeing she didn’t use it once since she’s on the run, but she might have blown through the money she took with her when she left town after what happened.  
 
    Blake took a guess—or calculated her options whatever it is he does—as to where she would have gone. I trust him, he’s good at his job so we’re taking this lead and running with it. 
 
    “Here, the next town over, I think she needs more money than the few hundred bucks she managed to get from her credit card since it’s maxed out. If she’s as smart as I think she is, she might do a few weeks of hard work before she leaves to do the same all over again.” 
 
    I nod at his thought process. “Makes sense.” 
 
    “I’m damn hungry but I don’t think dinner is in the books when it’s the crack of dawn and around breakfast time, right? Damn. I feel like I could eat a horse,” Blake grumbles and I have to agree with him. 
 
    “Why don’t we check in and hit the diner across the street?” I point in the direction as Blake parks the car in front of the hotel. 
 
      “Smart man, I knew I brought you along for more than a nice discussion,” Blake chuckles and gets out of the car. 
 
    We both stretch our limbs from sitting in the same position for hours before getting our bags from the trunk and head for the hotel lobby. I wait patiently for Blake to get us two rooms. He gives me the keycard to my room and we decide to freshen up before heading to the diner across the street. 
 
    A hot shower and some fresh clothes later, I’m waiting in the hotel lobby while thumbing through the messages on my phone. There are a few I need to reply to but I don’t have the energy to do it right now. I reply to the only one I can’t avoid; my Prez, Zerox. 
 
    He’s been my Prez for years now and I have more than respect for the man. It’s not only the brotherhood linking me and my brothers; all of us have the same ambitions and mindset. Most of the bikers of Wicked Throttle MC are artists. For instance, Zerox’s sketches are more than talented, and Barlow can carve a bear out of a log within ten minutes. 
 
    But not all of us chip in by creating shit. Our VP, Corban, isn’t an artist but instead he uses his brain to organize exhibitions or puts out feelers for contacts in the art world. It’s also how our MC provides and not just gives us our money, it’s another mutual thing where we support each other. 
 
    What’s my job in all of it? I’m a painter. Not a normal one, though, but I guess every human has their own quirks and preferences. Mine happen to be a little twisted for some people while I like to think art is personal and limitless. 
 
    Blake strolls over to me. “You texting Zerox? Because I got a text from the man asking me, to ask you, to reply to him. But I called to let the man know where we are and what we’re going to do today, so that’ll get him off your back for another twenty-four hours if you don’t want to reply back right now.”  
 
    “Thanks,” I mutter as I follow him across the street. “He means well,” I add, more to myself than to Blake. 
 
    Blake switches topics as easily as crossing the street when he says, “I hope they have steak.” 
 
    “It’s not even nine in the morning and you’re going to order steak before coffee?” I shake my head but at the same time by stomach rumbles. 
 
    We’ve been driving for hours nonstop and I shouldn’t blame the man for his eating habits since I’m damn hungry myself. The both of us walk in and I’m glad it’s not packed with people.  
 
    The few tables strategically placed against the walls are empty, all except for one where a mother and two kids are enjoying their breakfast. Two older men are sitting at the counter nursing a cup of coffee. There’s a woman with gray hair in a bun, making herself busy with bussing an empty table.  
 
    Her head swings toward the door as we stroll in, as the bell jingles above us. The woman flashes us a bright smile. “Mornin’ fellas. Take a seat, Nellie will be right there.” Her head now swings toward the back as she yells, “Nellie, get your pretty ass out here. We have some nice fellas who need coffee.” 
 
    A door in the back swings open and a dude bursts through. “Ma, did ya call me?” 
 
    The woman with the gray bun sighs. “No, Neil. You go on and make sure your father isn’t messing up the orders. Tell Nellie I need her up front.” 
 
    Neil nods and disappears into the back. Blake takes a seat at a table with a clear view of the door. Instead of taking the chair across from him, I take a seat at the table next to him. 
 
    His eyebrow raises. “Give the wall your back and your eyes the rest, huh?” 
 
    I shrug. “I don’t like surprises.” 
 
    There’s a loud gasp and my eyes travel to the door Neil disappeared behind a moment ago. Yet now it’s slowly sliding closed, and no one’s there, but I swear I saw a dash of honey colored hair disappearing behind it. A jolt of awareness rips through me and I’m on my feet before I know it. 
 
    “What?” Blake barks. 
 
    “Be right back,” I throw over my shoulder. “Order me some coffee.” 
 
    I slip through the door and come face-to-face with Neil, who I dodge since I see the door on the left almost closing, indicating someone just went through there. I have a nagging feeling Nellie is Adley, even if I only saw honey colored hair and she had white hair when I met her. It’s a gut feeling it’s her, and I’m going with it. 
 
    I see a figure dash into the bushes with a backpack and instantly recognize it as the one Adley had with her. I know for sure it’s her and pick up speed to catch up. It takes some effort because the little woman is damn fast. Good thing I have great stamina, but I don’t get the whole running the fuck away from me. 
 
    “Would you fucking stop?” I growl. 
 
    To my surprise she stops abruptly and I have to brace myself not to smack into her because I can’t even lessen my speed from her abrupt stop. 
 
    “Why are you here? Why are you following me?” she demands. 
 
    I ignore the questions she throws at me and instead fire one back. “Why the hell would you run from me? The last time I saw you…you fucking fell off a damn waterfall. I thought you fucking died,” I roar. 
 
    I didn’t want to blow up like this. Hell, I didn’t know how I would react when I would find her but I sure as shit didn’t want to scare her or be this angry. 
 
    She holds out her arms and waves in front of her body. “Obviously I didn’t die, so you can run back to wherever it is you came from and leave me alone.” 
 
    “I can’t.” My fingers curl around the back of her head and slide into her hair. I tighten my grip while a frustrated sigh rips from me. “Look, I know you’re in trouble okay, and I want to help.” 
 
    Her eyes go wide. “No thanks,” she snaps and moves slightly to turn her body. I damn well know she wants to take off again. Good thing I’ve got a good grip on her. 
 
    “You can run but I’m going to find you again. Blake and I will work your case whether you want my damn help or not.” Yeah, I’m absolutely growling again and I’m questioning my own sanity because the way I’m acting is anything but a warm welcome to persuade someone in a nice way to accept help. 
 
    Instead of running she steps closer to me, grabs my head with both hands and pulls me down, smashing our lips together in a rough kiss. Apparently, she’s doing a recap of our first meeting. It catches me by surprise for a heartbeat or two, and when I start to deepen the kiss by letting my hands slide to her hips, she’s already ripping her lips away. 
 
    “There. To stick with your kind of communication…the way you said hi the last time. Consider this our goodbye.” There’s a fucking twinkle of mischief in her amber colored eyes. 
 
    Damn stunning eyes with a combination of brown and green along with a dark circle around the outer edge. Tantalizing.  
 
    I manage to catch her upper arm when she’s about to dash away. “Nice distraction. Not gonna work. Like I said, I’m here to help, and you’re coming with so I can let you see all the information we’ve found till now. I don’t want to throw you over my damn shoulder and drag you along, but I damn well will if I have to. I drove fucking hours and hours, I’m hungry as fuck without any sleep so you’d better just take my fucking offer.” 
 
    She bites her lip and I can see fear flashing in her gaze. I’m not liking this one damn bit ‘cause it goes against everything I stand for. I’m bracing myself for another rejection, and to make it even worse? I will step away if she tells me she doesn’t want my help. I will simply help her without having her near but I won’t force her into anything. 
 
    Again, she surprises me when she whispers, “I can’t trust anyone.” 
 
    “I know,” I whisper in return. “I’ve read everything we could find on you, including the shit involving your stepsister, and I absolutely understand why you can’t. Just…all I’m asking is to have some breakfast with me, okay? Hang out with me and Blake. I’ll have him grab the file and you can go over everything yourself and hear his thoughts because this guy is good at what he does.” 
 
    “Blake?” she questions. 
 
    I groan but I have to say it. “He was the guy who was there the night we met. The one who suggested we put you in the trunk to keep you safe.” 
 
    “Ah,” Adley murmurs. “Maybe we should have followed his advice, then I wouldn’t have tumbled over the damn waterfall. That hurt by the way.” She rubs her forearm mindlessly. 
 
    I eye the movement and can’t help but ask, “Were you injured? I’ve jumped that sucker lots of times but I damn well know one slight screw-up will cost you your life.” 
 
    She shakes her head warily. “Almost healed,” is all she says and it leaves us standing there, glancing at one another without saying anything. 
 
    I’m afraid to move or say something that might push her away. Longing burns inside my chest, wanting to pull her close, to make her aware she’s safe but I can’t do shit. It might just be the hardest thing I have to do but if I have to walk away to keep her safe…I will.  
 
    But it doesn’t mean I’d leave her alone. I’d keep my distance, but I’m not letting her drop out of my life when I just found her again. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Two 
 
    ***Adley*** 
 
      
 
    If he keeps staring at me like that, I’m afraid I’m going to smash my mouth against his again. His taste is still lingering on my lips. But I can’t. The first time we met I watched people get shot—killed—and I was pushed away to slip and fall off a waterfall. 
 
    Even if this handsomely, rugged biker tried to save me, I can’t risk problems stacking up or drag others down with me. I’m in so much trouble as it is. How did it ever come to this? I’m a freaking nurse. I do good in this world yet somehow Hazel dragged me into her toxic side of the world and I end up being the bad one. 
 
    His gaze lingers on my eyes and they soften as they slide to my lips. I can feel the heat of his stare intensifying. Shit. The connection between us is something I haven’t experienced with any other guy. It’s like a sweet perfume where you get one tiny whiff of a fragrance and you instantly get hit with a pleasure vibe and memories connected with it. 
 
    Except with him there’s a feeling of longing, electricity if we touch, an escalating craving when we kiss. It’s overwhelming and yet it has a vibe of comfort and fulfillment. While his rough features, neatly trimmed beard and hair all dark with the tiny scars on his neck and hands while his ripped jeans and black shirt and leather cut clearly adds to his badass-ness. Deep down my gut tells me he won’t hurt me. 
 
    He sighs and it sounds like it was ripped from his toes. Tired, like the man hasn’t slept in days. Wait. He mentioned traveling for hours on end and no sleep or food. He saw me fall from the waterfall when I couldn’t hold on, the chain breaking. Guilt flashes through me. I really thought he’d be better off not knowing me and the trouble following me. I didn’t expect him to care enough to travel hours on end to hunt me down. 
 
    My head drops and my eye catches a flash of silver. His chain. He replaced it. I reach out and let my fingers slide over the now thicker solid links. A large ring with a skull connects to his belt on both sides and another chain beneath it connects to the skull on one side and his wallet on the other end. 
 
    He clears his throat and slides his fingers over my hand gripping the chain. “It’s new.” 
 
    “It looks stronger,” I croak. 
 
    “It fucking should be, I’ve tested it to hold at least a thousand pounds,” he says, his voice as fierce as a vow. 
 
    Our eyes connect again and I have to swallow at the way his gaze is edged in pain. 
 
    “It wasn’t your fault,” I whisper. 
 
    He diverts his eyes and grumbles, “It might as well be, so many things went wrong and I could have done so much shit different that night.” 
 
    I sigh at his rambling words, knowing this thought process very well because I’ve been over it many times with that particular situation. Not only that one, but also the one that got me into trouble in the first place. 
 
    “I know. My mind is filled with all the what ifs that could have changed everything; like a butterfly effect. One stop to pee, to get coffee, go right instead of left, check your phone or stay at home. Hell…call in sick or take a plane for a last-minute vacation. Anything to avoid a chain of events leading to screw-ups that carve into your life; where you get dragged down. And mostly by other people’s damn bullshit, interfering with life as if it’s their right to drag you down with them,” I sigh feeling mighty tired all of a sudden. 
 
    He grabs his wallet and pulls out a card and hands it to me. My heart is beating faster and it feels as if it’s trying to burst out of my chest. I snatch the thing right out of his hand as if it’s the very thing I need to take my next breath. Gently I let my fingers trail over it and inspect it closer to my face. 
 
    The little card states the name Quill along with a website, phone number, and email. But the whole card is one of the most breathtaking ones I’ve seen. And that says a lot seeing I collect business cards. And I’m not just saying it because this is the man who has the lead in all my dreams, keeping the nightmares at bay. 
 
    I remove my backpack and squat down to dig into it to find my special box, the one that I keep my collection in. I know it’s silly, the box takes up half the size of my backpack—leaving little room for a change of clothes—but this is sort of my addiction; business cards. 
 
    This card…it’s…wow. It’s not just normal paper either, nope. I hold up Quill’s card and let it hit the sun. “Breathtaking,” I mutter. “Almost like the gleam of a natural drop of blood.” 
 
    My fingers slide over the plastic card and I now feel a pattern on the other side. When I flip it over in my hands, I see a landscape with raised font underneath and it feels like a pattern. In the middle of it is his name ‘Quill van Dormandy.’ 
 
    I open the box and find an empty Ziploc bag and carefully place the card inside before closing it and locking it up inside the box before I shove it back into my backpack. I’m busy throwing my backpack on my back when I catch Quill watching me with intensity. 
 
    My cheeks heat from getting caught. Shit. That must have looked like I’m ready for a straightjacket or at least don’t have all my ducks in a row. “Sorry, I have weird quirks, okay?” 
 
    The corner of his mouth twitches. “You say it like it’s a bad thing.” 
 
    “This is just the first of many,” I mutter, and hear his stomach rumble.  
 
    Guilt catches me by surprise. I should run and get as far away from here before my stepsister’s friends catch up to me or even worse, the people they stole from, or the cops for that matter. See? A whole world of trouble and it’s better to stay out of it for his own safety. 
 
    My mind wonders to the night we met. I read about it the days after it happened, all those articles in the newspaper about how a DEA boss turned out to be a serial killer. Seems he’s not shy with dangerous situations and he did mention helping me and knowing about the trouble I’m in.  
 
    I take a deep breath and hold it for a second or two, gathering the strength to voice the words. “Do you really think you can help me?” 
 
    “Abso-fucking-lutely,” he says without blinking and with fierce determination, it makes it seem so damn convincing. 
 
    I want to trust him but I also don’t want to get my hopes up. In the end the benefit of the doubt wins as I say, “Okay, let’s get some food inside you so you can show me the file you were talking about.” 
 
    I take a few steps into the direction of the diner and it takes a moment before I hear him follow me. Clearly, he wasn’t expecting me to go with him, but his body language tells me he was hoping for it. Well, if the sigh of relief is any indication that is. Add the fact he didn’t force me to go with him but left the choice to me…it all gives me reason enough to trust him.  
 
    My mind wonders to the thought if he would have used force if I did try to leave. No. I have to go with my gut and how things developed between us; I need to let go of my insecurities and fear, to give Quill a chance.  
 
    His business card said he was an artist. You can tell a lot about a person from their business card, but his? Magnificent. It’s complex and yet a serene style that really draws you in. I can’t wait to have it in my hands again. 
 
    I open the door to the back entrance of the diner and Neil instantly rushes toward me. “Ma is lookin’ for ya. I told her you rushed out to pee.” 
 
    I have a hard time keeping my laughter in check. “Thanks, Neil.” 
 
    Neil is a real sweetheart. In his head he’s still a kid while he’s stuck in a grown man’s body. It doesn’t keep him from enjoying life, though. And his mother gave him a job in the kitchen of this diner and even if he doesn’t do too much, he’s committed and loves doing it. 
 
    I walk straight through the kitchen and head behind the counter to let Neil’s mother know it’s time for me to leave. She knew it was coming and hell, she didn’t even need the extra hand when she hired me since she has everything under control here. I can’t thank her enough for letting me stay in the guestroom upstairs while working here to save some money.  
 
    Every day I’d pack up my stuff and have my backpack ready to snatch up if I’d have to leave at a second’s notice. Crazy to live on the run but I have no other choice. Well, until now because it seems I just had another option handed to me, and I’m taking it. 
 
    Neil’s mother is such a sweet person. My eyes sting and almost spill over when she says, “Go sit down so I can spoil you before you leave. And if you ever end up around here, you do your damnedest to swing by, ya hear?” 
 
    “I will,” I promise and give her a quick hug. 
 
    Stalking over to the table where Quill is sitting, I hold out my hand to the guy who last time suggested putting me in the trunk for safekeeping.  
 
    “Hi, I’m Adley Stein.” He takes my hand and gives me a smile but doesn’t say anything in return. 
 
    Weird. Seeing I don’t want to sit with my back to the door, I choose to sit next to Quill. Even if this puts the three of us in a row next to each other. 
 
    Quill chuckles, “Another one who doesn’t have eyes in the back of their head and wants a clear view of what’s happening around ‘em.” 
 
    “Only those who like to be surprised, in a good or a bad way, will turn their back to the door,” I mutter. 
 
    “Funny how the both of you gave the exact same reason for taking a seat facing the door,” the guy next to Quill states, and he gives me a smile. “You two match. And I’m Blake by the way, the one who will take on your case pro bono.” 
 
    “My case?” I mutter. “Pro bono? I’m not a charity case, I can pay you.” 
 
    “Oh? Pretty confident there, darlin’.” Blake’s gaze on me feels as those of a hawk; calculating every damn move before he goes in for the kill. “You don’t know my fee or maybe you’ve got some cash on the side from the job your buddies pulled off, huh?” 
 
    I swallow hard at his judgement. I should have known better. “This was a mistake,” I state and grab my backpack from between my feet where I’ve put it to snatch it right up if I needed to make a quick escape. 
 
    Quill’s fingers wrap around my wrist. “Stay. Blake is only throwing shit at you to observe your reaction.” 
 
    My gaze slips from Quill to Blake and I think over what he just said. I give the both of them a nod. “Fine. But you could try asking questions instead of throwing judgement in my face. Kindness will get you cooperation. Being rude and judgmental might make my fist itch to get acquainted with your eye or nose for that matter.” 
 
    The corner of Blake’s mouth twitches. “Understood. Now let’s eat.” 
 
    We all place an order and my eyes bulge when both Quill and Blake order enough food to feed a large family. They bulge again when they devour it as quickly as I manage to eat two pancakes.  
 
    Quill stands and strolls over to the counter. Blake leans in and with a hushed tone he says, “If you’re as smart as your background tells me, you’d do best to stick close to that man until this stuff chasing your ass is solved. Even if you don’t know him, and I have to admit he has some utterly weird quirks, underneath it all he’s honest, reliable, and straightforward.” 
 
    I can only nod and let his words sink in. The weird quirks part and the reminder of how Blake mentioned earlier how Quill and I both gave the same reason to face the door instead of turning our back to it. I wonder what else we might have in common. Well, except for the way we seem to lock lips each time we meet. 
 
    It also makes me wonder if his body heats up the same way mine does when he’s near. The way I was struck by an energy bolt when I saw him today...you could say he jumpstarted my heart and gave me a shot of adrenaline rushing hot through my veins.  
 
    Like how he’s standing near, waiting for me to stand, and yet I can feel his body heat searching me out. Sounds weird, right? I can’t wrap my mind around it either but I guess I’m going to find out because like Blake suggested, it would be in my best interest to stick with them until everything is cleared up.  
 
    It also gives me the time and space to find out what exactly this pull is between Quill and me. I give Neil and his mother one more hug and follow Quill and Blake across the street to the hotel.  
 
    Blake glances at me. “Would you mind if I head to my room and get a few hours sleep? Quill has the file and can go over it with you. Maybe the two of you can make a list if you think of stuff to ask or mention to me after I get some rest to recharge my brain.” 
 
    I can only shrug, how else am I going to respond? Going into a hotel room with one guy instead of two—without knowing anything about either of them—sounds like a perfectly normal thing to do, right? 
 
    Blake’s whole body sighs visibly in relief. “Good. I’ll swing by in a few hours.” 
 
    Then he disappears into the first room and Quill strolls up to the door next to it. He opens the door with one swipe and holds out his hand. “After you.” 
 
    Jeez. How gallant. At least I know he’s a gentleman before I find out this connection between us is one where he’s a serial killer and I’m his next victim, right? Yeah, probably should stop overreacting since this guy followed me all the way…wait. 
 
    “You’re not some bounty hunter waiting to drag me off to score some cash, are you?”  
 
    His soft chuckle causes a wave of awareness to slide over my skin. “Nah. Most definitely not the way I want to earn my cash or your trust for that matter.”  
 
    I now notice the card he’s holding, the one he used to open the door with. It’s the size of a business card and with my weird fascination—well, more like addiction—I snatch it up and hold it in my hands. It’s black and plastic but it looks as if there are little crowns edged into it all shiny and then one golden crown on top.  
 
    I slide my backpack off and grab the box I keep my collection in but Quill snatches the card from my hands. “Not yet, Adley. When we check out you can keep the damn thing and add it to your collection if you want. For now? We need the thing to get in and out of the room so no sealing it in a Ziploc and locking it away into your little box.” A sexy chuckle leaves his throat before he adds, “Would you like to freshen up first? A bath to relax some before we go over everything?” 
 
    With my attention drawn away from the card, I slowly let my gaze trail over the room because a bath does sound freaking awesome. And this room. “Wow,” I breathe. 
 
    I work night shifts at the hospital and the hours and work pressure is insane. Basically, it doesn’t leave any room for a social life with the odd hours I keep and me sleeping most of the day. Let alone have vacation time or the cash to go somewhere and get a room like this. 
 
    Money has always been tight for me and with the student loans I have to pay off and my deadbeat of a father sucking me dry right before he died…plus Hazel adding to it. Let’s just say I’ve never been inside of a luxurious room up till now. Not to mention having a bath because a shower is all I’ve ever known. 
 
    “Bath. Yes. Most definitely a bath,” I squeak, a little too enthusiastic, earning me another chuckle. 
 
    “Take your time,” he says and takes off his boots. “I’m gonna lie down and close my eyes for a sec, that okay?” 
 
    I eye the door and a bag next to it. “You’re not worried I’m going to wait till you fall asleep to rob and run?” 
 
    “Rob and run?” he questions and shakes his head. He plunks down on the bed while lazily putting his hands underneath his head as he keeps his gaze locked with mine. “Nah. My gut tells me you’re legit.” 
 
    “I’m legit?” This man most definitely has some weird quirks too. “Weirdo. I don’t think anyone has ever labelled me that way. And even if your gut tells you one thing it doesn’t necessarily mean it will all work out.” 
 
     The man shrugs. “In my case it has never failed me. What about you? Is your gut off its rocker for questioning me about mine?” 
 
    I roll my eyes. “My gut, nor I, am off my rocker. Everyone else surrounding me? Yeah, most definitely. So, excuse me for questioning yours.” 
 
    Quill closes his eyes. “Go relax and enjoy your bath, Adley. I’ll keep an eye out so no one gets in…or out for that matter.” 
 
    “Says the weirdo with his eyes closed,” I mutter while making my way to the bathroom, his chuckle trailing behind me. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Three 
 
    ***Quill*** 
 
      
 
    I want to stay awake but the hours of traveling and the weeks of not knowing if she was okay have taken their toll. Once I hear the water running to fill up the bath she’s taking, I drift off to sleep. It’s as if I shut my eyes and open them the following breath and she’s standing next to me in a fluffy white hotel robe with her hair wrapped in a towel on the top of her head. 
 
    She snickers and tries to hide the fact she can’t stop smiling. “I poked you three times; you sleep like the dead.” 
 
    “Then why poke me?” I grumble, sitting up to rub my burning eyes. “I shouldn’t have slept in the first place. I guess my mind thought now that I safely found you it was allowed to slip off duty.” 
 
    “I don’t think anyone ever put any effort in checking if I was safe.” Her voice is a bare whisper as if she can’t believe I didn’t stop looking for her. 
 
    I drop my hands on the bed beside me. “I know it sounds weird and others might have left it to the cops to sort shit out, but I felt a damn connection when I first laid eyes on you. And then you fucking fall off a damn waterfall—what might have been a deathblow—and you are nowhere to be found. Then I get all this information about the shit you were pulled into…I had to help. Obviously the people in your life don’t care enough or you haven’t let them in or found the right people to surround you with…‘cause I for damn sure won’t ever turn my back on someone close to me who might need my help.” 
 
    My eyes hit the floor and when I see her bare feet…well, not really bare because she’s covered in fucking ink. Feet, calves, chest, arms. I’ve only seen her covered in clothes and with her standing in a robe with probably nothing underneath. 
 
    “You’re a good man,” she muses. 
 
    I slowly shake my head in an effort to clear it of all the dirty things I’d like to do with her that are running through it. “If you could read my thoughts right now, you’d most definitely think otherwise.” 
 
    Her laughter is making my cock swell even more.  
 
    “I’m used to walking back to my car during the night in shady parking lots. Believe me when I say the self-defense class has paid off more than once. I’m pretty sure I could fight you off if I was opposed to your thoughts.” Her eyes slide to my crotch and back. The gorgeous woman has the balls to smirk. “Which by the way are quite obvious so no mind reading skills necessary.” 
 
    “I didn’t know you had so much ink,” I croak, and wonder how nice her body would look if she was standing in front of me completely naked. 
 
    She clears her throat. “Eyes up here, Quill. And yes, I’m basically covered with it and since it looks like you don’t have any,” she waves at me where my shirt isn’t covering my arms, “it’s easy to assume you can be offended with a girl wearing some ink. So, are you?” 
 
    “How much ink are we talking about when you say basically covered with it?” I lick my bottom lip, dying to have her ditch the robe. 
 
    “Clever man,” she snickers. “I have to give you credit for the sly move to try and have me show you, but I have to disappoint you. No naked flashing for you. We’d have to be better acquainted for me to get naked and comfortable around you.” 
 
    I reach for the shirt on my back and pull it over my head and let it slide to the floor. “I’m comfortable enough to get naked while we’re getting better acquainted.” I swing my legs off the bed and go for the button of my jeans to test if she will stop me or not. 
 
    Not.  
 
    No movement at all; so off with my jeans it is and I turn to give her a full shot of my inked up back with the Wicked Throttle MC patch before I face her again. 
 
    “Nice art,” she whispers, adoration flowing through her voice before she starts to choke on a fit of giggles. 
 
    “You better not be laughing at anything other than my fucking comic book style boxers,” I growl. 
 
    “I was wrong.” She takes a deep breath and tries to stop her laughter.  
 
    I narrow my eyes. “About?” 
 
    “Getting naked and comfortable with you seems to be the way to go since I can’t remember the last time I laughed this hard.” 
 
    “Well, good for you ‘cause I can’t remember the last time I’ve been this hard.” 
 
    My statement rips away all laughter and makes the air thicken with seriousness, lust, and desire. 
 
    “Let’s stick to getting comfortable with each other before we’re adding sex, okay?” I clear my throat. “Get your ass on the bed, I’ll grab the file so we can go over it.” 
 
    She nods and glances at her backpack, a sigh ripping from her lips. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” I wonder out loud. 
 
    She unties the towel on her head and starts to dry her hair some more as she strolls toward the bathroom. “Nothing. I’m warm from the bath and the robe is too fluffy. I would like a clean shirt but I don’t have any because I was going to wash my clothes later today.” 
 
    I rush over to my backpack and dive in to find one of the extra shirts I brought. It’s a bright yellow one with the Wicked Throttle MC patch printed in black on the front. Coming up behind her, I curl my arm around Adley and hold up the shirt. 
 
    “Here, put this on.” It might have come out as a rough demand instead of a sweet offer but I’m agitated enough to know she’s been living out of a backpack for quite some time now without a wardrobe of clean shit. And with the details in her file, and the reaction to this hotel room, I get the idea she’s not used to any luxury either. 
 
    She takes the shirt, fucking sniffs it, murmurs “Thanks,” and disappears into the bathroom. I grab the file and make myself comfortable underneath the covers. I don’t care if it’s weird. I’m still tired and like to relax while talking through this rough stuff involving her life. 
 
    Adley strolls back into the room. My shirt swallows most of her body and yet more of her legs are on show, and it allows me to see the artwork decorating her skin. Her arms are wrapped with the same colors and swirls and I have to keep myself together not to jump her and rip off the shirt to see the complete artwork her body is wrapped with. 
 
    “You’re taking up more than half of the bed,” she scolds with a smile in her voice. 
 
    I don’t know how to reply ‘cause she slides right underneath the covers next to me and due to my size, our thighs are now touching. I swallow hard and open the file; I need to fucking focus. I told her no sex until we’re comfortable with each other and that takes fucking time. 
 
    Circumstances aside with her being in my hotel room, wearing my shirt and nothing else underneath, while being in my damn bed right next to me for the taking. Hard as fuck is no fucking pun intended. 
 
    Adley surprises me by slamming the file shut. “What if we leave this closed for now? I’d like to share what happened in my own words first.” 
 
    Without thinking my hand reaches out to cup her face. My thumb traces her bottom lip and slowly pushes it down before I gently kiss her. My tongue goes in search of hers as my fingers slide further to cup her neck to keep her in place. 
 
    Fuck. How easy it would be to push my boxers down and slide inside her. She feels so damn good melting underneath my touch. I’m itching to feel her pussy, explore it with my fingers, tongue, my cock sliding deep. 
 
    I reluctantly pull back and connect our foreheads, the both of us panting hard. “Yeah,” I croak. “I’d like to hear everything you have to say.” 
 
    Her head goes to my chest and I wrap my arm around her to pull her close. Her ear is right over my heart and I’m sure she can hear it beat out of control from our kiss and the way she feels so damn good plastered against me. 
 
    Silence wraps around us for a few breaths before her voice flows through the room. “A few weeks ago, I came off my third nightshift in a row and I was so damn tired. I should have paid more attention to my surroundings but like I said…I was drained. My attention was aimed at my bag that I was elbow deep inside in an effort to locate my car keys. Normally I would have been holding them the second I got out of the hospital. You know, keys forming a good weapon and all? Well, my bag is like the universe; big and endless. So, when I stepped out of the elevator, still elbow deep in my purse with my eyes down, I was hit from behind and everything instantly went dark. When I woke up, I was lying on a couch and being roughly shaken by my stepsister, Hazel, yelling for me to wake up. My head hurt and I was disorientated but she dragged me up and into a room where Josue, her scumbag of a boyfriend, was laid out on the floor with the inside of his belly on show.” She pushes up and connects her gaze with mine. “You know how many people think when you’re a nurse you must know how to handle and do anything medically? Yeah, there’s a huge difference between being a nurse and a doctor. But my drugged-up stepsister demanded I save her boyfriend’s life because that’s what stepsisters who are nurses are supposed to do.” 
 
    I gently let my hand slide over her damp hair and don’t say a word. She doesn’t need me to answer because I can tell she’s deep in a memory and just throws out her random thoughts along with it. 
 
    She growls in frustration and settles back down on my chest. “I tried. I mean, I hated the guy because I know what kind of an asshole criminal he is. Hell, months ago I even stepped away from having Hazel in my life because of the countless times I got burned with me helping her pay for rehab and ending up having everything stolen from me again. Hazel always chose the drugs over me, so I had to choose between all the heartbreak and pain she gave me. For the first time ever I put myself first, at a chance to live my own life without her stealing everything and kicking me back down again. Which was pretty hard to do because my deadbeat father also took advantage of me with leaving me debts and shit. So, when he died, I thought it was time to stand up for myself; get debt free and clear out all the bad influences and people ruining my life.” 
 
    She goes quiet for a bit and it seems she’s trying to get her breathing under control. My hand is still sliding up and down her arm, trying to comfort her. 
 
    “I know you must have read all of this in the file, but it still shames me to say all of it out loud. Especially since I think you’re handsome and all and with me laying here just wearing a shirt…your shirt. I feel as if I’m burning away the chance to find out what the connection is between us. Me spilling all of this? A sane man would walk away and pick someone less tainted with money in the bank instead of criminal relatives, police wanting me for questioning, and a freaking debt on my shoulders. Not to mention all my weird quirks you haven’t seen yet.” 
 
    I pull her even closer against me while my fucking throat clogs up at her admittance. “If you see my work, and know my choice of equipment and so on? I highly doubt you’d classify me as a sane man. But I also have to tell you…and this might get you to hightail right out of here…the connection between us you mentioned? Some bikers in my MC will tell you it’s the legend, others see it as a curse. No one of the younger generation believed it until our VP, Corban, was the first one to fall. Then our Prez, Zerox, followed and even my other brother, Barlow, got hit with it too. As if it’s infectious. And,” I place a finger underneath her chin to make sure she’s staring into my eyes when I say, “so did I when I first saw you. It was as if there was a boost of adrenaline or something, giving me the ultimate high. A pull to go and fucking kiss you before even asking for your damn name. Love or lust at first sight might be all romantic shit and insane when you don’t even know the other person, but I know my own damn body and the way I feel when I’m near you? The way my heart squeezes at the thought of you being hurt or worse, thrown in jail or killed for that matter? I can’t bear it. That being said, you might run away from me but I’ll haunt your ass until I find you to make sure you’re okay.” 
 
    Fuck. A tad over the damn top, Quill. Way to go trying to soothe her fear of me running away from her and flipping the shit so she might hightail her ass away from me. Yet the way she flashes all straight white teeth at me makes my chest squeeze so damn tight. 
 
    “Sure, explains why you followed me and are very persistent. Also, our connection. Wait. Those three guys you mentioned; all of their women experience it the same way?” 
 
    “Yeah, from what I’ve heard they do. Well, the Prez’s Old Lady, Maci, might have given him a black eye when they first met, but those two also have a deep and fierce connection neither could ignore. Seems personality makes it bubble to the surface a different way for each of us,” I tell her and chuckle at the way Maci stands up to Zerox. “She also has four younger brothers she raised all on her own. Kinda explains why Maci’s fierce, huh?” 
 
    “Wow. She sounds pretty badass,” Adley muses. 
 
    I place a kiss on the top of her head. “You’ll get to meet all of them soon enough.” Adley’s body freezes underneath my touch and it makes me grumble, “Who’s thinking of running away now?” 
 
    She surprises me again—catching me off-fucking-guard—when she twists my damn nipple. “I’m not very social, you ass, making assumptions as to why I freeze up when you casually say you’re throwing me into your, by the sounds of it, large group of friends.” 
 
    “Well, fuck,” I mutter. 
 
    “I do well with my job but when I clock out…Let’s just say I can’t get home quick enough to remove my bra and slide on some yoga pants and lock out the complete outside world. And it’s not hard to do when you work night shifts. Not to mention the fact people around you keep failing you on every turn.” 
 
    “Must have been hard being on the run and not having a home to do just that,” I muse. 
 
    She absently rubs her chin over my chest. “You have no idea. And to get back to the whole on the run thing…when I started to help Josue, I knew he was going to die whether I helped him or not. What a mess. It was as if he was shot and dragged over a gate with knives or something. There were three other guys in the room and one of them was holding on to his arm while he was cursing at the others. One of the others wanted me to help the guy with the injured arm instead of Josue. I tried to block it all out and when I turned to get some more gauze, my ears went deaf from a loud noise. A gunshot. He shot Josue in the head. No warning…nothing…just…boom, end of story. Then my stepsister lunged right over Josue’s body and went for the guy’s throat. Since they were all fighting one another, none of their attention was focused on me and I slipped away. I ran into a room where the door was ajar, I shut it behind me and flipped the lock. There was more shouting coming from the other room and I was so freaking scared but I knew I had to get out of there. With the others still shouting and fighting in the other room, I glanced around and saw a table filled with stuff. Money, jewelry, tiny golden statues and so on. Some of it was on the floor along with a few business cards. Pretty,” she murmurs the last word as if she’s going over it in her memory before she starts to ramble again. “Then I noticed a window. It was up high but there was a chair beneath it. It took some effort but I managed to climb out through it. I thought about going to the cops but what would I say? What a mess…one dead, who knows what happened in there when I left. My fingerprints were all over there, my stepsister is connected with me…my dad being a deadbeat…and look at me. All inked, pierced, who would believe me? And I couldn’t go home and stay there. And my stepsister took me from my freaking job so I couldn’t go there either. I rushed home, packed a bag, cleaned out my account and ran. And a few days later, I stumbled onto you guys in the forest.” 
 
    The main details all line up. Except for the part where the police think she’s in on everything. Well, it is out there that they want her for questioning, but the underlying tone is suspect, not witness. They only track down the evidence and as her fingerprints are most definitely all over the place, it’s only logical they would assume she was part of the whole mess her stepsister along with Josue, and his guys had been doing for months.  
 
    Those idiots were robbing houses on a day-to-day basis until they hit the wrong house. One where they stumbled into the owner—who happened to be Hoffa Nerrs, a big shot real estate guy for crying out loud—and we’re guessing his guards or Hoffa himself started shooting the burglars. 
 
    I make a mental note to ask Blake if it’s possible to check if there’s any footage of Adley coming out of the elevator and getting hit on the head. It might prove she wasn’t there voluntarily.  
 
    “What was your plan?” I question. Because she’s been on the run for weeks now and with what she said, she knew coming home wasn’t possible. 
 
    “There is no plan,” she sighs as if it’s been ripped from her body. “Just fighting to stay alive long enough to hope for something to change. For the police to realize I had nothing to do with it…to simply wake up from this nightmare,” she adds on a whisper. 
 
    “Stick with me and I’ll give you your fucking life back,” I vow. “Or I’ll take you far away to start a new life somewhere together.” 
 
    Adley snorts. “The man says no to sex but throws out casually how he’ll run away with me as if our own fairy tale awaits somewhere on another continent.” 
 
    “Hey,” I snap, faking the appearance of being offended. “Sex would be wrapped into the whole fairy tale, run off together into the sunshine deal, okay?” 
 
    This time a careless giggle slips over her lips as she says, “Good to know.” 
 
    And it makes my heart tug because the woman in my arms has been driven from her life by her own fucking family. Blood or not, her stepsister’s selfish ways brought danger and death, giving Adley no other choice but to run. 
 
    But it fucking stops now. Realization settles even more of how right she feels against me, in my damn arms. She’s mine. And I always protect and take care of what’s mine. She might not know about it yet, but she’s bound to find out what it means to have me in her life; someone who’s there for her, always, no matter what. 
 
       
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Four 
 
    ***Adley*** 
 
      
 
    The sound of someone stumbling in the next room pulls me out of my sleep and causes me to blink a few times but the whole room is silent. Quill’s arm is wrapped around me all protectively, and it feels so good. I feel safe. And it’s been a long time since I’ve felt a hint of it. His heartbeat is steady against my ear, his chest slowly rising and falling. We’re wrapped in comfort and while we we’re supposed to go over the details in the file, the both of us drifted off to sleep instead. 
 
    I feel Quill shift underneath me and it surprises me how—for the first time in weeks—I didn’t awake with a jolt of fear going through me. I’ve been on the run for weeks now and haven’t slept peacefully at all. Some days I wake up after crashing for only fifteen minutes, gasping for air, panic setting in to see where I am and if I’m safe. Other times I need to count the days in my head to know what day it is.  
 
    Yet now? Warmth. Comfort. And he smells so freaking good. I let my nose trail over his chest and snuggle even closer. Perfect. I need to stay in this moment where nothing else ruins the way I feel. 
 
    “Why do you smell everything?” Quill says, his voice all raspy and husky. 
 
    Shit. “Didn’t we already discuss weird quirks?” I mutter, knowing very well he saw me smell his shirt before I put it on and maybe he was paying attention while I was eating at the diner because I for sure smell my food before I devour it. 
 
    “You can tell a lot from a scent. The way my mouth waters when I smell fresh baked bread. The comforting smell of your own bed after a long shift. New things always have their own smell and let’s not forget the smell of an infected wound. Smell is everything because it gives you a lot of information you simply can’t ignore. Well, in my opinion it’s something you can’t do too often,” I sigh and shamelessly fill my lungs with another dose of his scent, making his chest rumble with laughter. 
 
    It’s cut short when we hear a loud thump coming from the other room. I push myself up and glance at Quill. “I woke up from some stumbling in the other room a few minutes ago. Is he okay in there?” 
 
    Quill slides off the bed and grabs his jeans. I now notice the small knife sheath strapped to his belt. I must not have seen it since my main focus was the chains he wears on the other side. The ones which I failed to hold on to or they failed, whatever. I’m here, alive, and he’s got new chains I happen to be enthralled with. 
 
    “Stay here,” he says and steps toward the connecting door. 
 
    I dash up and grab yoga pants from my backpack, quickly pulling them on so I’m not wearing only a shirt if something happens. I glance around the room, looking for a weapon or something to use as one at the same time Quill disappears into Blake’s room. 
 
    The only thing within my grasp is a lamp. I guess that’ll have to do. I disconnect it and wrap the cord around it and hold it above my head, ready to attack whoever comes through the door. Well, excluding Quill and Blake of course. 
 
    Sounds of a struggle flow through the crack of the door Quill left open. I can’t keep standing here doing nothing. What if he needs help? When I open the door some more, I see a man holding Quill in a tight grip. Quill pushes backward, smashing the guy clinging to his back against the wall. A loud grunt leaves the man but his hold doesn’t waver. 
 
    The man raises his hand and I now notice the syringe he’s about to stab Quill with. I rush forward but at the same time Quill spins around and stabs the guy in the heart in one quick motion. The man sags to the floor and I’m staring right at his lifeless eyes. 
 
    In absolute shock I snap my gaze to Quill. His eyes are on the dead man as he stumbles back. Our gaze collides and I now watch in horror when his knees buckle before he crashes face first against the floor. The syringe is sticking out of his arm. 
 
    Oh, fuck. Oh, shit. This can’t be happening. I rush forward and rip the syringe out. It’s not completely empty but it looks like Quill got a large portion of whatever was injected into him. 
 
    My fingers slide over his skin, frantically searching for a pulse. “Please be alive, please,” I whisper. 
 
    There! I sigh in relief and glance around the room wondering what the hell I should do. Then I see feet sticking out from behind the bed. Shit. Blake. I push myself up and rush over to check on him. Dammit. The same as Quill. Both of them are unconscious.  
 
    Dammit, what was in that syringe? General anesthesia? A short-acting sedative like Midazolam? Not knowing makes all the difference and I start to freak out because what if it was something else? No, they still have a pulse, they should wake up when it wears off but how long will it take? 
 
    I glance back at the dead guy. Bald, broad shoulders, dressed in a suit and yet his hands are covered with ink. Think, Adley! Freaking think. I should run. This is all because of me, I’m sure of it, this can’t be a coincidence. My eyes find Quill, I can’t leave him. He came after me, he made me feel safe, he...shit. He needs me. 
 
    I don’t have anyone else, but he does. I spin on my heels and rush into the other room to search for Quill’s phone. When I find it, I see there’s a message from Zerox. 
 
      
 
    Zerox: Return when you’ve found her and take her home with you. Be safe, brother. 
 
      
 
    My heart squeezes over this short message. So casual and yet so open and welcoming. My finger hits his name without thinking and I hear the line connect. I bring the phone to my ear. 
 
    “Quill, talk to me, did you guys find her? Is she safe?” Zerox asks. 
 
    “They found me…I need help,” I croak and run back to Blake’s room. 
 
    “Adley? What’s wrong? What’s happened? Put Quill on the phone, now,” Zerox growls. 
 
    “I can’t. Someone injected him with something that knocked him out real fast. Blake too. And...Quill, he...” Shit. I can’t say he killed a man, right? Not over the phone. 
 
    “He what, Adley? You’re Adley, right?” Zerox snaps. “We’re over nine hours away…wait. Corban and Beecher are less than three hours away. I’m gonna call them so they can get to you before we do, stay put. Ya’ll are still at the same hotel?” 
 
    “Yes, but isn’t it better if I left? They were hurt because of me,” I croak, unable to look away from Quill’s body lying on the floor. 
 
    “Don’t you dare. Quill would be fucking pissed if he had to chase you again. Stay put, Adley. You hear me?” Zerox’s voice is a hard snap but suddenly there’s rustling and a female voice comes over the line.  
 
    “Adley? This is Maci.” 
 
    “The Prez’s Old Lady,” I muse, remembering what Quill told me. 
 
    I can hear the smile in her voice when she says, “I hope Quill spoke only good things about me.” 
 
    “You’re fierce,” I mutter, going on autopilot when I add, “You gave your guy a black eye the first time you met him.” 
 
    “Yup, good memories,” she chuckles. “Now listen up, honey. Zerox already called two of Quill’s brothers who will rush their ass over to you, okay? Now you need to hold strong until they get there and don’t open the door for anyone, understand? When they get there, they will let me know and I will call you on this phone, understand?” 
 
    “Yes. But I don’t think it’s safe. The guy came into Blake’s room. Quill opened the connecting doors when he heard stumbling…what if there are more out there waiting or coming if this guy doesn’t return to them?” 
 
    “Dammit,” Maci releases some more curses. “Describe the fucker.” 
 
    “Bald, suit, tattoos on his hands.” 
 
    “Adley, is the door to Blake’s room still locked? How did the guy come into his room? Even if you weren’t there, come on, look around,” Maci says and I do just that, only now noticing the door of the room standing slightly ajar. 
 
    “The door,” I whisper. 
 
    “Careful, honey,” Maci whispers back. 
 
    I’m tiptoeing through the room and it’s insane because I’ve been talking on the phone the whole time. Wouldn’t someone already rushed in here—to help the other guy—if he indeed was waiting in the hallway? I swallow hard and find strength in both my own reasoning and having Maci on the phone with me. 
 
    I push the door open and risk a glance into the hallway. It’s empty but the adjoining room also has the door slightly ajar. Silently I tiptoe inside. The room is empty except for a black box where the syringes probably were stashed in. I check the bathroom but the whole room seems untouched. It’s like the man walked in and headed straight for Blake’s room, leaving the doors open for a quick escape. 
 
    “It’s all empty. There’s only a black box that the syringes were in,” I tell Maci.  
 
    “Should I go downstairs? Book another room across or connected and drag Quill and Blake there?” I ramble out my thoughts. 
 
    “Calm down and stay put. Help is on its way, Adley. It’s gonna be a few hours and you need to keep your head clear till then. My Old Man just got on his bike and he’s taken Barlow and two of my brothers with him. I’m in a car too, Tracy and Maud are in front, I’m sitting in the back. You know, us girls gotta stick together so, we couldn’t stay behind.” 
 
    “Brothers. Biker brothers…no, you have four younger brothers, right?” I ask, remembering what Quill mentioned about her. 
 
    “Nice, Quill’s been talking a lot about me, huh?” Maci chuckles. “Hey, can you plug the phone in the charger? I don’t want you disconnecting or having no way to call you if the guys get to you. We can chat the whole time it takes for them to get to you, would you like that?” 
 
    “Yes,” I croak, emotion getting the better of me. “I’d like that a lot. Hang on, let me go back to the room to get the charger.” 
 
    I remember Quill was charging his phone on the bedside table when I walked back into the room after my shower. Even if I’m not social like I mentioned to Quill, Maci’s calming voice in the center of all this turmoil is a welcoming beacon to have. 
 
    “I’m going to put the phone on speaker for a moment because I need to put it on the charger but I also want to get Blake and Quill closer together. I need to keep an eye on them.” I don’t wait for her reply but dash into action. 
 
    I grab Blake’s feet and drag him further into the room. I turn Quill and drag him closer to the bed so I can sit on the floor in between them while leaning against the bed. I grab the phone and talk to Maci, glad to find out she’s a star in small talk and makes the hours pass quickly. 
 
    “Okay, honey, Corban just texted Maud. They’re coming up,” Maci informs me as I check Blake’s pulse again. 
 
    Quill is sitting up and leaning against the bed. He’s been fading in and out of consciousness for the last twenty minutes. There’s a soft knock on the door. Quill growls and tries to sit up. 
 
    “Stop it,” I snap, trying to get through to him. “It’s Corban and Beecher. I’m gonna open the door for them. So, you stay put.” 
 
    Another growl and if this were any other situation I would laugh at his grumpiness. I rush over to the door and open it to see a man with the most massive arms I’ve ever seen. Behind him is another massive guy and both are wearing the same leather vest Quill has. I step back to let them inside and close the door behind them. Maci and I quickly say our goodbyes and disconnect the line. 
 
    “Fuck. Nice work. Quill did this? Bit of a pickle cleaning this shit up,” the one who must be Beecher says. 
 
    I assume, because Maci told me Corban is the VP and has massive arms. Weird information to know and recognize the person but Maci talked about Maud being Corban’s Old Lady. She told me all about how they met because his massive arm got stuck while he was saving a puppy. Yes. In all the hours Maci kept me company on the phone she updated me on all the biker lingo and discussed every single biker in the club. 
 
    Instead of keeping a stranger on the run from trouble on a need to know basis only, she embraced me as a new friend and confided in me. This feeling of acceptance is foreign to me because of my own screwed up family. It seems the family Quill surrounded himself with is stronger than blood.  
 
    And it warms my heart to realize they just opened their arms and pulled me right in. Dead body laying on the floor or not, guys discussing how to make the body disappear or not...they’re here to help me. All of them. 
 
    “Hey, are you okay?” Corban touches my arm, making Quill growl again. 
 
    Corban looks down at Quill. “Really? You think I’d hit on your woman with you right here, one fucker knocked out, another brother, and a dead guy in the room? Not to mention I have an Old Lady, asshole.” Corban shakes his head. “Tame it down, Quill.” 
 
    Quill slurs some curses and clearly tries to get up. First priority for me as a nurse is always the wellbeing of a patient and it seems Quill needs to calm down because whatever he was injected with hasn’t completely worn off yet. I rush over to his side and in return he slings a heavy arm around me while he lifts his head to glare at Corban. 
 
    Beecher is now the one to curse. “See that clingy shit? Another one bites the fucking dust, Corban. I might need to transfer to another MC. One which doesn’t have insane legends, a fucking curse, that can ruin a man’s life. I ain’t gonna be infected with that shit, VP. I can’t. I’m allergic to all of it, I’m screwed up. My head and heart were torn apart a long time ago. You know me…fuck.” 
 
    Oh, right. Maci told me not to come too close to Beecher seeing he has a problem with touching. Well, mainly by females since Corban just smacked him on the back of his head. And she also told me all about his twisted solution to still having sex because he ties them up. Yeah, to say the three-hour phone call was informative is an understatement.  
 
    “Focus, idiot. And you’re not getting out of this fucking MC. And maybe I’ll do some voodoo shit to get you to have a woman next,” Corban says. 
 
    A look of complete horror overtakes Beecher. “You did not just fucking bad juju me there, asshole. Take it back. You take it back right fucking now, brother.” 
 
    “Calm down,” I snap, seeing Blake stir and we sure as hell don’t need loud discussions with a dead body in the room. “Pretty sure there’s another syringe on the bed I can poke you with. And when you’re out, I’m gonna touch you in places you don’t want a woman’s touch.” There, nice threat, huh? 
 
    Quill chuckles against me and Corban smirks at Beecher. Beecher’s head becomes really red and I assume he’s fuming on the inside.  
 
    All of a sudden a calmness overtakes him and his eyes slide to Quill before they land on me. “Now, sugar, don’t make promises you can’t keep, because I can’t think of any place I wouldn’t want you to put your hands.” 
 
    Quill wrestles to get up beside me and I have to manage all my strength to keep him on the floor beside me. He can’t stand up now, not when the stuff he was injected with isn’t out of his body yet. 
 
    I glare at Beecher. “I’m a nurse, Beecher. Not foreign to giving an enema and I’d be sure to add some ginger for some added zing.” 
 
    Corban’s head tips back and his laughter booms through the room. Quill stops struggling and laughs along with his VP while Beecher’s hand slowly slides to his ass while he winces. 
 
    “Can we just handle the dead guy instead of y’all focusing on me?” Beecher mutters and squats down in front of the body. 
 
    He grabs the large black duffle bag he brought with him and takes out a Ziploc bag along with some bleach. Beecher glances back at Quill and he raises his eyebrow. “I assume you wanna keep this?” 
 
    Quill gives a nod and I watch how Beecher pulls Quill’s knife out of the dead guy and places it in the bag before adding bleach. Corban blocks my vision. 
 
    “Come on, we’re gonna move you two into the room next door so I can put Blake on the bed. He can sleep some more while Beecher and I clean up. We need to wait for Prez to get here anyway,” Corban says. 
 
    “And the girls,” I state as I stand up and help Corban drag Quill to his feet. 
 
    “Don’t remind me,” Corban grumbles. “I don’t like dragging them into this shit but Maci didn’t budge. With Tracy being Blake’s sister when the Old Ladies all teamed up against Zerox, the fucker didn’t stand a chance.” 
 
    I can’t help but smile. Tracy is not only Blake’s stepsister but she’s also Barlow’s Old Lady and she used to be a DEA agent. She quit and works for her brother’s company, solving cold cases. It’s weird, even with the turn of events and just a few hours involved in Quill’s life, it’s as if they handed me a warm fluffy blanket to wrap myself with.  
 
    After we put Quill on the bed, Corban hands me two bottles of water and tells me to stay in this room until he comes or the girls get here. No need to tell me twice. I’d like to forget the visual of the guy injecting something into Quill’s veins, even more what happened during the whole fight they had and how it ended.  
 
    I snuggle tighter against Quill’s chest and take a deep breath, earning me a chuckle. He places his large hand against the back of my head and softly strokes my hair. It’s in this moment that I’m thankful the guy in the other room is dead, because things could very well have ended differently. 
 
    Quill’s life or mine...instead of letting my mind wander, I try to push all my fears away, hoping things will take a turn for the better, because I seriously can’t imagine what would have happened if Quill didn’t find me when he did today. Then I’d be all alone and taken by a man who’d… 
 
    No. No fear. No worries. For now, I only focus on the warmth and comfort Quill surrounds me with.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Five 
 
    ***Quill*** 
 
      
 
    I hate not having full control over my damn body. My head feels like it’s stuffed with cotton and I’m glad I’m lying down since my body is waving around like a feather would bounce through the air. Fuck. Not to mention I killed a guy right before Adley’s eyes. 
 
    Just thinking about what would have happened if I wasn’t there when this guy showed up. Not to mention if it didn’t end with him taking my knife to the chest…I could have lost her all over again. My chest constricts at the mere thought and I squeeze my arms a little tighter to remind myself she’s safely in my embrace. 
 
    “Hey, you big teddy bear, back off on the squeezing the air right out of me. Clearly you’re getting your strength back but I do need some space to breathe.” The smile in her voice tells me she’s not as angry as her words just stated. 
 
    “Not something you needed to see me do,” I grumble. 
 
    There’s no need to say any more words, she knows exactly what I mean. And I’m damn thankful she’s in my arms instead of sitting in a corner shying away from me, all traumatized. 
 
    “It’s not something you needed to do, any of it...to come after me, to help me with what happened, to save me from the man who injected Blake and you. He was clearly here for me...you stepped up for me. I won’t ever have you apologizing for practically saving my life. I don’t want to think about what might have happened if you weren’t here with me.” Her body shivers and I’m not liking the fear flowing through her. 
 
    “I’m not going to let anything happen to you. And with my brothers here, you have no choice, you’re coming with me to the clubhouse where I can protect you.” I can’t give her a choice, not with this whole thing spinning out of control. 
 
    “Motherfucker!” Blake’s roar from the other room can be heard through the walls. 
 
    The connecting door swings open and Blake stumbles in, Corban right behind him to steady Blake as he guides him to a chair. Corban lifts his chin at me and disappears back into Blake’s room. 
 
    “You two okay?” Blake grumbles as Adley dashes off the bed and takes Blake’s wrist, presses her fingertips gently over his pulse and glances at her watch. 
 
    My heart squeezes at the sight, knowing how caring she is and remembering all too well she even ran to a serial killer to help him when he got shot. She might have not known he was one back then, but still. 
 
    “How are you feeling? Have you had any water yet?” Adley fires at Blake, her gaze landing on me. “Quill, can you bring him some water? Are you able to?” 
 
    Am I fucking able to? Maybe not twenty minutes ago but I feel much better with every minute passing. I swing my legs off the mattress and give Blake a bottle of water I uncapped for him. 
 
    He gulps it down and lets the empty bottle fall to the floor. “That motherfucker was towering over me when I woke up. I’m telling you that fucking real estate fucker sent a damn guy to snatch her up and bring her to him,” Blake growls. 
 
    Adley gasps and falls back on her ass, her fingers leaving Blake’s wrist. Fuck. Not the way I thought we’d have this damn discussion. “We didn’t get to the part where we discussed the shit in the file you collected. She told me everything she knows, her side of the story and it all lines up but she’s not aware of the other stuff that happened.” 
 
    “Dammit,” Blake curses some more and rubs both hands over his face. “My head is all screwed up, I need coffee or some shit. An hour or so to get my brain working but we need to talk. If she...” He connects his gaze with Adley. “If you’re not aware your stepsister’s gang picked the wrong house to rob, there’s a lot of other stuff you don’t know either.” 
 
    Her head swings toward me, her eyes pleading and clawing at my heart. “I’ve got your back, gorgeous, no matter what. You’re not alone anymore.” 
 
    Adley’s gaze swings from me to Blake and to the connecting door. When they land back on mine, she gives me a tight nod. “I’ve spent weeks looking over my shoulder until you came here. I will gladly accept your help because clearly, I have you guys looking over my shoulder for me, allowing me to finally relax some instead of stressing out all the time. I can’t take it anymore, it’s draining me. The few hours of sleep in this bed with Quill was the most and nicest I’ve had since all of this started.” 
 
    I cup her face and I hope to fuck the pride surging through me is visible in my eyes because my throat is all clogged up at what she just stated. 
 
    She leans into my touch but all too soon she pulls back, her gaze settles on Blake. “Did you say my stepsister’s gang? You mean her boyfriend, Josue, and his idiot friends, right?” 
 
    Blake holds onto his head with both hands. “Nope. Sorry to give you the news, sweetheart, but your stepsister is a regular gangster girl, rip-off, wannabe, failure. She dabbled in some serious fucked-up shit and picked the wrong house to rob. Now she paid the consequences with her life.” 
 
    “Paid with her life? Wait…she’s dead?” Adley gasps. 
 
    Blake’s head swings toward me with a ‘what the fuck’ look. “You didn’t tell her?” 
 
    “What fucking part of me telling you how we didn’t discuss what was in the file didn’t you fucking understand?” I growl and reach out to take Adley in my arms. 
 
    She sags against me and I gently rub her back. I damn well know what she told me about her stepsister and how Hazel dragged her down and got her into a world of shit. But I’m also very much aware Adley is a sweet and caring person. One who escaped a situation where she left her stepsister with others and didn’t look back. Only to find out Hazel isn’t alive anymore. 
 
    “Not your fault, baby,” I whisper right next to her ear and place a kiss on her temple. “The one whose house they broke into tracked them down and killed all but one guy.” 
 
    “What Quill is saying is true, except it’s not what the police report says since they can’t prove shit. Not to mention the guy whose house they broke into is none other than Hoffa Nerrs,” Blake quips. 
 
    “The shady looking real estate guy from the commercials?” Adley asks, her eyes as big as coffee cups. 
 
    “None other,” Blake states. “But I did a background check and this guy isn’t as squeaky clean as he appears to be. He told the cops they didn’t steal anything, but with everyone who was in his house turning up dead...now the guy in the other room who was here to snatch you up...yeah, I bet both my nuts there’s something missing and he thinks you or the other guy who’s still alive, have it.” 
 
    Adley doesn’t say anything but strolls to the bed and picks up the file. 
 
    Blake turns his attention to me. “I started to dig a little before I went to sleep. I need to do some more digging but I’m pretty damn sure this fucker blackmails people into selling their property to him. Making deals for just a fraction of what a building is worth and then selling them for a huge fucking profit.” 
 
    “What would be something they could steal that he wants…no, desperately needs back?” I muse. “Fuck. He’d have a team of guys behind him if he blackmails people.” 
 
    “Could be a partner in crime or the fucker is even more rotten himself than we know,” Blake whispers while his eyes stay on Adley but she’s oblivious to us because she’s solely focused on the papers in front of her. “Like I said, I was looking into it. I will once my head is clear but we have to be on our fucking toes now.” 
 
    “As if we weren’t already,” I growl in frustration. 
 
    We all take some time to get our bearings. Adley reads the whole file over and over until the Old Ladies arrive. Maci is the first to burst through the door and hugs Adley as if they’ve known each other for years. 
 
    “Okay, that’s enough,” I tell my Prez’s Old Lady and nudge them apart. “Give her some room to get to know you first.” 
 
    Maci glares at me. “I got to know her just fine over all the hours we chatted on the phone, Quill. Not to mention she doesn’t have anyone. Scratch that, she has new friends and as a new fucking friend I’m allowed to care, and hug her, got it?” 
 
    No need to mention why she’s the Prez’s Old Lady, right? Yeah. This one grew up with four younger brothers who all acted out, she knows how to keep people in line or at least gives a good fight.  
 
    But what she says has truth in it and I shouldn’t be…fuck. Am I jealous of someone else trying to comfort her while we haven’t been able to chat carefree for over three fucking hours on a phone? Yeah, that must be it. Shit. 
 
    I give Maci a tight nod and step aside. “I’ll be in the next room.” 
 
    I have no clue why I even voice the words because all the women are huddled together on the bed while Blake pulls me by my cut in the direction of the other room. The both of us head into the other room where a handful of my brothers are along with my Prez, Zerox. There’s no sign of the dead body, Corban and Beecher took care of it and the room smells squeaky clean. 
 
    “Did you wipe everything clean?” Zerox asks Corban. 
 
    His eyes slide to me. “This room is, we’ll go over the other room as soon as ya’ll get out of here.” 
 
    “Good. You and Beecher handle it. We’re taking the girl back to the clubhouse. I’m sure Blake can get in touch with one of his buddies to let her give her statement to the police since they’re looking for her.” Zerox’s head swings toward Blake and he raises his eyebrow in question. 
 
    Blake shakes his head. “I don’t think we should let the police know we found her. Not before I track down who Hoffa Nerrs is working with or not working with but instead is one dirty fucker himself. I’m pretty sure the fucker has connections inside the precinct and we don’t want to make it too easy for him. Plus, I want to know what they’re looking for; what he wants back. Maybe subconsciously Adley knows where what they want back is, or fuck…she might even have it and not know it. Or she does and she’s…” 
 
    “She’s not in on shit and you fucking know it,” I snap. “She’s mine and I trust her completely.” 
 
    Blake tilts his head. “Need I remind you of the fact you just met her for the second time? The first time she ran from you after falling off a waterfall, the second time we end up knocked out with you killing a guy.” 
 
    “You fucking told me the first time to stash her into the trunk of a car. I ain’t taking woman advice from you,” I seethe. “Besides, you’re not Wicked Throttle MC, you wouldn’t understand any of it. And she fucking called my Prez when the both of us were knocked out. My Prez. She didn’t have to do that, she could have packed her bag with the little insane collection she has and run off, because…fuck!” 
 
    Realization sets in and I rush to the other room, my brothers and Blake trailing behind me. 
 
    “Adley,” I snap, her gaze connecting with mine instantly. “Where’s the box with your collection?” 
 
    Her eyes are lit with confusion but she dashes off to her bag and pulls it out to hand it to me without thinking twice. I place it on the bed and try to soften my voice because with what I’ve experienced with her is that she has a fascination or some kind of addiction with these things and if my train of thought is correct…she does have something Hoffa Nerrs wants back. 
 
    “You mentioned how you saw the stuff they stole, scattered on a table and some on the floor, and how you noticed business cards. Right?” Her cheeks flush and it gives me the confirmation I needed. 
 
    She opens the box, roams around and holds up two cards. Both are sealed in a Ziploc and I have to admit, they do look special. I hand both to Blake who takes them and glances one over. 
 
    “This doesn’t look like a normal business card,” Blake muses. “More like a keycard or something.” 
 
    Adley’s eyes are now filled with panic. “I didn’t steal it. I’m not like my stepsister. I didn’t…” 
 
    I take a step forward and pull her against my body. “I’m very aware it’s not how it seems, baby. You have an addiction, snatching up cards like a crow would grab everything shiny that catches its eye. It was harmless, but in this situation, it put you in danger. We don’t know what it is or if it’s even the card Hoffa is after but I’m pretty damn sure it is.” 
 
    Tracy strolls over to her brother and takes one of the cards he’s holding. “It could very well be a keycard to open an electronic safe. Whatever is in there could be at risk if the keycard got into the wrong hands. Or…if they took the safe too, if it’s a tiny safe that is. You know, a two-part thing. One being the safe he needs back; the other part is the keycard.” 
 
    “He blackmails people, it’s how he gets the real estate cheap. Could be incriminating files he wants to protect or need to force upcoming deals,” Blake states. “If he lost the leverage, he’s losing the deal.” 
 
    Zerox steps closer. “Or the fucker has some skeletons he needs to keep hidden. Whatever it is, he doesn’t mind stepping over a few bodies to get it back. You’re right, Blake. We don’t want Adley to give her statement to the police just yet. We need to keep her safe till we know what the fuck these cards are for or what Hoffa is planning and who’s pulling the shots. You mentioned he works with others to do his dirty work for him and we need to know exactly who we’re dealing with. The only way we can protect her is to either stash her away or bring her back to the clubhouse surrounded by everyone.” 
 
    “Clubhouse,” I state. 
 
    “Clubhouse it is,” Zerox says and slaps my back. “Okay, folks. Clear out the room. Corban and Beecher will stay behind to wrap it up here. Blake, your stepsister will be driving your car ‘cause I won’t have you behind the wheel just yet. Quill, Adley, you’ll be riding in the car with my Old Lady. Two bikes in front, two trailing behind. I would prefer it if we didn’t need to stop, so go pee women.” The last statement earns the man death stares from the women in the room. 
 
    I grab my bag and make sure all my stuff is in there. Adley shoves her box back into her bag and eyes the cards Blake is still holding. Inside I’m chuckling because I know for damn sure this woman couldn’t care less about the value or whatever the cards are. It’s the cards themselves, new pieces to add to her collection. 
 
    I step toward her and with one finger underneath her chin I tip her head up to connect our gaze. “I have a few others to add to your collection, no worries.” 
 
    Her eyes light up at my words and this proves she had no clue what she took when she grabbed the cards. “What kind?” 
 
    Pieces of fucking paper or plastic, meaningless for most or a way to get information across. Yet they hold so much value to her; intriguing to make a collection complete or more special. 
 
    “From galleries, art suppliers, and a few more.” I shrug. “I always throw them in a drawer, you can go through it when we get to my room.” 
 
     “Come on, people, pee and go. Time’s wasting and we’ve got hours on the road ahead of us,” Zerox grumbles, robbing Adley from replying to me but the grateful smile she gives me is all I need. 
 
    We jump into action, gather our things, and prepare for the long drive home. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Six 
 
    ***Adley*** 
 
      
 
    Maci parks the car in front of a large building. I glance down to where Quill’s head is laying on my lap while I gently keep stroking his dark, thick hair. A deep sigh rushes out of me. I really don’t want to step out of the car. The long drive here was filled with easy talk and comfort I haven’t felt in a long while. 
 
    It’s like if I would get out of this car the bubble would break and the reality of everything would come crashing down again. The threat of Hoffa Nerrs himself or one of his guys he sent after me—or will be sending after me again—hangs above my head. The police because they think I might be involved in the shit my stepsister did. 
 
    I still can’t believe she was the brains of their gang. And they were a gang if I read all of the information Blake gathered in the file they gave me. Gosh, I can’t believe she was as stupid as the shit she did. I mean, even with all the drugs running through her system one can’t be idiotic enough not to know this wouldn’t end well. 
 
    “Relax, Adley,” Maci says and my eyes find hers in the rearview mirror. “You’re going to get out of the car and Quill will take you to his room. Take a shower, relax, have something to eat, and later you can meet some of the others. There’s no stress, no pressure, we’re all here to look out for you, understood?” 
 
    See? My eyes can spill over right this damn second because I never had this. I never had someone to care enough to tell me not to worry. To let me know there are people who will be looking out for me, and who will help me. My throat closes up and the only thing I can do is nod. 
 
    This time it’s Maci who releases a deep sigh. She turns in her seat to face me. “I told you all about me and Zerox. You know I fought for everything on my own for years but believe me when I say I know how hard it is to realize…to have someone have your back after doing everything yourself for years on end. Even if you don’t know all of us and only just met us, there’s no difference if the intentions are good. Sometimes you have to give a little to go a long way. Opening up doesn’t mean dive off a damn waterfall. Absolutely pun intended here. But for real, Adley, give us a tiny crack and before you know it your heart will be full and you’ll never want to leave.” 
 
    I can’t seem to keep the smile off my face. Maci has a way of making me feel at home. “Thank you, I really needed to hear that.” 
 
    “You’re welcome, sweetie. Remember, we’re all here for whatever you need. Now wake up sleeping beauty and let him take you home.” She shoots me a wink and gets out of the car. 
 
    I stop sliding my hand over Quill’s hair and gently shake his shoulder. “Quill, Quill, wake up.” 
 
    He groans and snuggles into my lap. “No. Don’t wanna.” 
 
    My cheeks hurt from smiling. And I remember Maci’s words. “Come on, grumpy. Wake up and take me home.” 
 
    Quill shoots up and rubs a hand over his face, his eyes finding mine. “Take you home,” he croaks. 
 
    My cheeks heat and I can’t help but direct my gaze to my lap while I fiddle nervously. Why the hell was I so straight forward? 
 
    His finger slides underneath my chin. “Don’t shy away from me. I’ve been waiting to take my woman home all my fucking life. And my woman sure as shit won’t ever feel as if she can’t speak her mind. Awkward questions, weirdo suggestions, what-the-fuck-ever, between you and me we can tell each other anything. Got it?” 
 
    Feeling empowered by his words, I reach out and grab his leather cut. Pulling him closer, I let my lips feather over his earlobe as I whisper, “Always speak our minds, gotcha.” 
 
    “Fucking hell,” he grumbles and slides out of the car, holding the door open for me as he reaches out to take my hand. 
 
    I follow him into the large building. There are a number of bikers sitting around on different couches and there’s a bar with a few women leaning against it. All eyes are on us. Well, on me to be precise and it’s making me uncomfortable. 
 
    Quill gives my hand a gentle squeeze and clears his throat. “Guys, meet my Old Lady, Adley.” 
 
    “Old Lady?” I squeak, just as surprised as everyone in this room. 
 
    With the hours I had Maci on the phone she had enough time to explain some of the biker things, this being one of them. The whole one woman, like marriage, and, and, I’m freaking out here. 
 
    “Adley,” Quill’s face fills my vision. “Breathe.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I croak. “You…you can’t throw out stuff like me being your Old Lady. You need to think things through.” 
 
    “Are you telling me you don’t feel the connection between us? I thought we decided to start something. We take this one day at a time but there’s no fucking doubt, you are My Old Lady.” 
 
    “But what if things go wrong?” I whisper, my insecurities getting the better of me. 
 
    Quill gives me a tiny smile. “Babe, things already went wrong. Things might even get a little more fucked-up before we can stop worrying about all the shit that went wrong.” 
 
    “Maybe that’s why it scares me somewhat. It feels too good to be true and I’m waiting for everything to blowup in my face.” My words are still a whisper. 
 
    Normally I’m not this little mouse who can’t find her voice. I’m the strong one who keeps fighting, keeps working, even when my own family tries to knock me down. But I guess everyone has a breaking point in life and I’m afraid of the impact because like I said, this whole thing with Quill feels too good to be true. 
 
    Quill’s warm hand is cupping the back of my neck, his thumb caressing my cheek. “You’re mine now. Fragile relationship just starting out or not, we have my family at our back to help with our burdens. Take a breath and relax a little, sweetness. Hell, like I said, we’ll take it one damn day at a time and today? Today we’re going to lock ourselves inside the safety of these walls and enjoy some of life’s greatest things.” 
 
    His warmth wraps around me and gives me comfort in a lot of ways. “And life’s greatest things would be…” I trail off while my eyes slide down to his lips. Lips I haven’t tasted enough and crave to have again. 
 
    “If you keep staring at me like that, the only answer I have for you is sex. Sex is most definitely one of life’s greatest things,” Quill states while lust openly swirls in his eyes. 
 
    “Truer words have never been spoken. Need rope to tie her down? I could lend you some…I’d have to disinfect it when I get it back. Wait, you can keep it, I’ll buy new ones,” Beecher says as he strolls past us. 
 
    All the lust is gone from Quill’s eyes and fury overtakes him as he shoves Beecher against his shoulder. “I ain’t the weirdo who won’t touch a woman, asshole. Touch is the most sensual element and I could make my woman come without even getting my hands, tongue, or cock coming near her pussy.” 
 
    “Believe me…I. Fucking. Know,” Beecher growls, and there’s something flashing inside his eyes. Pain? Longing? I blink and it’s gone and all that’s left is a blank stare. “But do you know how long your cock can enjoy a good pounding if you don’t add the fucking intimacy? Much more pleasure for said cock, Quill, it’s all I’m sayin’. But if you’re not into it, your loss.” 
 
    The way Quill takes another step forward and the growl rumbling deep in his chest, I know he’s about to go head to head with Beecher. 
 
    I place my hand on Quill’s chest and in an effort to change the subject, I ask Beecher, “How did you get here so fast?” 
 
    His gaze slides to mine and a smirk slides over his face. “The Prez’s Old Lady is a big ol’ mama bear and drives like a snail. Our bikes tore up the road after we spent a half hour making sure everything was left as if we were never there.” 
 
    “Okay, then.” I give Beecher a nod to dismiss him and aim my attention to Quill. “And we don’t need any rope. You can always tie my hands with my thong or hold me down with one hand because the way you use your tongue when you kiss me gives me enough reassurance to surrender to life’s greatest things.” 
 
    Beecher snorts. “You picked the wrong biker. I’ve got life’s greatest thing right here, sugar.” 
 
    The smug sound of his voice? I don’t need to turn around to know the idiot is cupping himself. 
 
    “If you look right into the sun, you’ll get blinded, Beecher,” I tell him without breaking the connection with Quill. “You might as well have been standing right in front of me or in the damn shade but it wouldn’t have mattered because I wouldn’t notice you. Not now, not ever. All I will ever see is Quill.” 
 
    “Nice fucking save,” Beecher grumbles from behind me as he adds, “Lucky bastard.” 
 
    The way Quill’s eyes capture me sends sparks of pleasure through my body. “I am. So. Fucking. Lucky,” he says and surprises the hell out of me when he bends down and throws me over his shoulder. 
 
    A squeal rips from my throat but shouting from across the room draws all the attention. Quill stalks over and lets me slide down his body. Zerox grabs the remote and pumps up the volume of the TV. There’s a news reporter standing in front of Quintellair Enterprises, the building is huge with the name bright in neon letters across it. 
 
    The reporter is rambling while there’s a banner scrolling underneath stating how Quintellair Enterprises is dragging Hoffa Nerrs to court. “Any moment now the owner of Quintellair Enterprises will start her press conference and will give her statement as to why this step was taken.” 
 
    I glance around the room and see how all eyes are glued to the television. This can’t come as a surprise. Maybe Hoffa knew this was coming? Is there something that can save or bury him with this added into the mix? 
 
    A woman in a deep red bodycon dress—looking all business and class—strolls into view and takes her place in front of the building where a lot of reporters are already waiting. The camera zooms in and instead of looking at the TV, all eyes go to Beecher when he starts to curse loudly.  
 
    He points at the TV before he covers his eyes. “My fucking eyes, turn the damn thing off, I don’t want to see her, fuck. No. It can’t be her. Turn it off, I don’t need this fucking shit, not now, dammit!” 
 
    “Corban, head into my office and watch the statement,” Zerox says and clicks off the TV. “Beecher, you tell me right now why the hell I’m having my VP watch something we all should be watching right now.” 
 
    Beecher sinks down into a chair and takes his head in his hands. His chest rises and falls a few times before he glances at Zerox, pain edged on his face. “It’s her, man. It’s Val. A fucking blast from the past who I thought left the country after…she…I can’t. She’s…I can’t fucking do this, man.” 
 
    Beecher rises and how he was standing proud only a moment ago, taunting Quill, he now seems defeated and drained of all power, grace, and energy, as he saunters toward the hallway and disappears out of sight. 
 
    If the guy didn’t have the issues he has I’d rush after him and give him a hug but I’m pretty sure he would freak out and it will make it worse. From the looks on all faces in the room, they are thinking the exact same thing.  
 
    Curiosity spikes to ask what the deal is with Beecher but to be honest? It’s not my question to ask and I remember Maci telling me about Beecher’s problem with touching but she doesn’t know the exact reason behind it.  
 
    “Michael, go hook up with Corban and dive into everything involving Quintellair Enterprises. Tell him to discuss this with Blake to check what he knows about this shit. The rest of you, Church in two hours to get our heads together over the fucking intel I hope to have by then,” Zerox growls and stalks away. 
 
    Quill wraps his fingers around my wrist and I have no other choice but to follow him to a room he unlocks before locking us inside. 
 
    “Do you know what’s going on with Beecher?” The question is out of my mouth before I can think things through. “Never mind. I don’t mean to be nosy, I’m just worried. He was all smart mouth, badass, and then he was a shell of himself. Painful.” I rub my chest and my mind drifts to Beecher who locked himself in his room without anyone to hold or comfort him. “You should go and check,” I urge. “Go check on him to make sure he’s okay.” 
 
    Quill slowly shakes his head. “It means a lot to see you worry about one of my brothers, Adley. Shows you care and what kind of person you are but no one can help him in this moment. We’ve all seen him go through these moments when triggers flare. Though we never actually saw him react this way when it concerned a woman. Fuck. You’re right. I’ll be right back, stay here.” Quill gives me a hard kiss and leaves the room. 
 
    It takes me a few breaths to realize I’m alone in his room. My gaze slowly sweeps around and I must say it’s quite different from what I expected. In no way did I let my mind run off with forming an idea of how his room would be but come on, he’s a biker and lives in a large building along with other rough guys. I had this whole bachelor pad in mind where there was no order at all. 
 
    But everything is pristine and carefully thought out. On my right is a wall of books, one huge bookcase and it’s not mindlessly filled with books. They are in a specific order; they are all color organized. My fingers trail over some of the spines and there’s a large variety of art, autobiographies, thrillers, horrors, even romance books. Some have worn out spines, indicating they’re thoroughly reread; it’s clear this man loves to read. 
 
    There is a large bed in the middle of the room and the empty wall behind it is filled with different kinds of paintings and drawings that are, as it seems, left to dry. Each one holds all different shades of red and is signed with a large Q in the corner along with a wavy line flowing out with two loops at the end and a date underneath. Wow. Quill made all of these? 
 
    My eye catches a large desk where glass bottles hold different sizes of brushes and feathers, different things to paint with. Ink dip pens are scattered in front of them along with a sketch. This man truly is gifted. Strong arms capture my body from behind. Quill’s scent wraps around me and stops my beating heart from freaking out. I’m safe. 
 
    “You almost gave me a heart attack,” I scold. 
 
    His chuckle is a soft caress igniting sparks of fire to spread over my skin. “A little adrenaline to jumpstart your body of what’s to come.” 
 
    The way he says those words to me all husky and sweet makes my lower belly tingle. Turning around in his arms, I slide mine around his neck and drag him down to connect our lips. I need a kiss. I need to not think and feel what it means to be alive and within this moment. 
 
    I would say I have to listen to my heart but it’s too soon and too fragile. A better way is to let my body trail away with the soft touches and caresses this man graces my body with. His tongue captures my mouth in an enthralling sensual desire that infects my body with the need for release. 
 
    He starts to feather kisses along my jaw, down my neck. “Quill, please,” I beg, even if I have no idea what I’m begging for. 
 
    “You’re mine, Adley, and even if your mind is still wrapping around this little fact, your body already beautifully surrenders to me.” There’s no smugness in his tone, he’s merely stating a fact and it blows my mind how well he easily feels what I need to hear and want. 
 
    He nips my ear, his words flowing out in a hot caress setting fire to the place between my legs when he says, “Let me take what’s mine, baby.” 
 
    There is no need to think, my body overrules my mind as I gasp out the one word that seals both our fate. “Yes.” 
 
    Strong hands grip my waist and I’m launched through the air, my back hitting the mattress the next instant. Quill stalks toward me with such determination and authority my breath catches. 
 
    I toe off my shoes, rip away the shirt and my pants until I’m naked before him. Eager much? Yes, and I have no shame because I want this. I need this more than the future ahead of us. Like Quill said; one day at a time. And I’m dead set on seizing the day. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Seven 
 
    ***Quill*** 
 
      
 
    I slowly slide off my cut and keep my gaze on her naked body before me. Fuck. She’s beautiful with all her curves inked. The way she boldly got naked in the blink of an eye is making my cock swell even more. My cut lands on the chair along with my shirt. Instead of chasing time I’m taking every second to brand her on my brain. 
 
    Every damn inked inch, every rise and fall of her chest and the way her legs fall open in a welcoming gesture. She bites her bottom lip while her gaze is set on my denim covered hard-on. Lazily I discard my jeans and boots to stand before her while I tug my cock, teasing her with what she wants but what’s mine to give. 
 
    “Get on your knees, Adley.” My voice is gravel and heavy with lust. 
 
    She’s got thunder in her ass with the way she jumps up and has her mouth a breath away from my cock that’s already leaking pre-cum. I reach out and let my thumb rub her bottom lip, pressing it down to slide it in. She swirls her tongue around my thumb while keeping eye contact. 
 
    One teasing the other with skills we want to relay on other body parts. I remove my thumb and fist her hair. The gasp is urging me on to tighten my fist a little more. Her eyes dilate and there’s my proof; she loves an erotic bite of pain. Fuck, she really is my perfect match. 
 
    One hand to guide her head, the other to squeeze my cock before I let it slide over her lips. My heavy sack is a ticking time bomb when her tongue teases my slit as a moan of pleasure leaves her damn mouth. I hold her steady and let my cock slide deep inside her mouth until I hit the back of her throat. 
 
    Instead of triggering her gag reflex she fucking swallows and the tightest of feelings around the head of my cock almost steals an orgasm right out of me. Not. Yet. I step back and let my cock fall from heaven with a pop. I guide her head back, lean into her personal space and give her a rough and openmouthed kiss. 
 
    “I fucking love your mouth but I need to taste your other lips,” I tell her in a harsh voice. 
 
    A feisty smirk slides over her beautiful face. “Then by all means, get your fill, because if your mouth is as good at kissing as it is between my legs…you won’t ever hear me complain.” 
 
    “Sweetheart, my woman won’t ever have any rational thought left to complain after I’ve had her. You’re about to find out what it means to be mine.” I let go of her hair and push her shoulders back. 
 
    Placing my arms underneath her knees, I push them back and with it open her up completely for my viewing pleasure. Leaning forward she thinks I’m about to kiss her but instead I let my tongue slide over her nipple. Switching to the other one, I make sure to leave it wet too, making the cold air turn them into harder peaks. 
 
    Taking one between my teeth, I deliberately keep our gaze locked when I gently start to nibble. The gasps leaving her, the way she rubs her wet pussy against my abs, all telltale signs for me to document what she likes and how she likes me to give it to her. 
 
    I’m prolonging our ultimate high but I’m only torturing myself. It’s a double-edged sword where I want to take my time and explore and yet I’m dying to be inside her, but not before I taste her sweet pussy. 
 
    I make a trail of kisses down her body until her bare mound comes into view. Bare from hair but not from ink. Fucking hell, it’s the most unique and perfect pussy I’ve ever seen and when her taste hits my tongue, I can’t help the guttural growl that rumbles through my chest. Mine. This is fucking mine. 
 
    I shake my head like a wild dog defending its territory—my beard stimulating her flesh—making her gasp out my name while her fingers grip my head to bring me even tighter against her. I don’t let her influence my moves and instead fight her grip and pull back to lazily lick her from ass to clit. 
 
    She’s trying to grip me with her legs and I can’t allow it; I’m the one in charge. My fingers dig into her thighs and push them toward her body, sliding her ass and pussy in the air for easy access at the same time. The sounds she’s now making while I take her clit between my teeth? A combination of balancing on the edge with frustration and haunting pleasure. 
 
    My cock is getting painful and the addictive taste of her on my tongue is almost killing me to hold back my own pleasure. Round two better be longer than this round because if our needs are driven by this kind of hot exhilarant, we might never be able to go slow. 
 
    I slide two fingers inside her tight heat at the same time I start to suck and flip her clit with my tongue. She comes beautifully with loud screams bouncing off the walls along with my name and some extra curses. Pulling back, I fist my cock, place the tip at her entrance and slide home in one hard thrust.  
 
    I’m clenching my jaw as I hover over her hissing through my teeth because I’m so fucking stupid. “I’m clean. I always wrap up. You? On the pill? I’ll pull out and find a damn condom but fuck…being inside you bare is…fuck, talk to me.” 
 
    “Clean, on the pill. All good, now move, dammit,” she gasps and digs her nails into my shoulders. 
 
    Gone is my restraint. Gone is any damn barrier or the thoughts of savoring the moment. My hips start to pound, cock sliding in and out of the tightest and hottest pussy that clenches every damn time I fill it back up.  
 
    The hard slapping of flesh meeting flesh is filling up the room along with the melodic sounds of our rough pants. Sweat is sliding down in between her magnificent tits and it’s mesmerizing the way they bounce from every movement. She’s meeting me thrust for thrust with the kind of fierceness I’ve never experienced. 
 
    “I’m gonna…” Her words lack but her pussy tells me exactly what I want to hear. 
 
    “Come all over my cock, Adley. Now. Come for me,” I growl. “Fuck, yeah. Squeeze me tight. Push that pussy back on my cock and I’ll…fuuuuuuuuck.” I grip her tight to hold her in place as I bury myself as deep as her pussy will allow me.  
 
    I swear wave after wave rips from my body as if the need to brand her with a rough pounding isn’t enough. Inside and out, body and fucking soul, she now knows she’s mine and mine alone. 
 
    I crash down onto her and the grunt leaving her body along with a chuckle right after makes me aware I need to get some weight off her, but I’m fucking beat. Instead I hold her close and turn so she’s now draped over my body. 
 
     “That was fucking awesome,” I wheeze.  
 
    Her head slides up and down in agreement while her hot breath slides over my sweaty pecs in hushed pants. Seems like I screwed the ability to talk right out of her. Fair enough since she robbed me of my ability to move.  
 
    Not complaining, though. Feels amazing to have her draped naked over my body, our skin still slick from the heat we created. I kiss the top of her head and relish in the comfort and serenity this moment gives us. With everything going on around us and now the shit added with Beecher it’s damn special to experience this time together without any outer interference. 
 
    That reminds me. “I need to check on Beecher later.” 
 
    “Is he okay? He seemed pretty shaken up.” She places a kiss on my chest and brushes her cheek back and forth over my skin and it makes my chest fill with warmth. 
 
    “It’s not my story to tell. Besides, the only thing I know is what he told me today…he knows the woman we saw on TV. They were high school sweethearts and I’m pretty sure it’s connected to the shit that twisted him into the man he is today. I’d never judge him but not withstanding a woman’s touch? The need to tie them up so he can fuck them? Pretty damn twisted,” I muse. “I’m almost afraid to ask what happened between them.” 
 
    Adley pushes herself up and looks me in the eye. “Is someone with him? There should be. I don’t like the sounds of this, Quill. If what you say is true…it can hit hard, you know?”  
 
    “Prez was walking in when I left his room. Pretty sure he won’t leave him alone,” I tell her and bring her back against my chest; I’m not done being wrapped in our own bubble. 
 
    “He’s lucky to have you guys,” she murmurs, and I hear the undertone. 
 
    Even if it’s not jealousy, it’s pure longing. The awareness of the support we give each other and how she’s seen for herself in the hotel room…the Old Ladies coming to get her and welcoming her with open arms.  
 
    “Right back at ya, baby. You’re my Old Lady, you’re in this too, you know,” I tell her because she needs to know. 
 
    Loud knocking prevents her from replying. Zerox’s voice bellows through the door, “Quill, we need your Old Lady. Beecher smashed a mirror and he’s bleeding.” 
 
    “Fuck,” I snap and want to address Adley but she’s already jumping into her clothes and has the door in her hand while I’m still searching for my jeans. “Go on, I’m right behind you.” 
 
    She gives me a nod and disappears. I’m finally dressed and heading for Beecher’s room when I find Zerox standing in front of the door. 
 
    “What happened, man?” I ask. 
 
    My Prez winces. “We were talking…but…seeing the woman on TV has ripped open an old wound that’s been festering for quite some time now, Quill. He’s not in a good place…I know he has told you some and he’s mentioned other stuff to me just now. Fuck. He went into the bathroom and I thought he was going to take a piss but the fucker smashed his fist into the mirror. I kicked in the door and found him standing there doing nothing, blood pouring out. Adley is patching him up.” 
 
    “And no one else is in there with them?” I growl. 
 
    I mean, I trust my brother but like my Prez said, his head is not in a good place right now. 
 
    “She kicked me out.” Zerox’s mouth twitches. “Somehow I got the feeling she can manage him. And I haven’t left this spot, I can hear them murmuring in there.” 
 
    I lean forward and lower my voice. “Do I need to remind you how you were standing in front of the bathroom door while he fucking hurt himself. In. Front. Of. A. Fucking. Door. Like you’re doing right the fuck now?” 
 
    Zerox winces again. “I know, but this is different. Trust me, Quill.” 
 
    “That’s my Old Lady in there,” I croak. 
 
    “I know.” Zerox grabs my shoulder and gives it a squeeze. “Have some faith in your Old Lady, she all but pushed me out.” 
 
    “I. Don’t. Like. It,” I hiss. 
 
    Zerox shrugs. “No one said you had to. Now keep me fucking company until your woman says we can come inside.” 
 
    This little piece of information makes me snort. “She gave you an order?” 
 
    “Yeah.” The corner of his mouth twitches. “Feisty one underneath the whole sweetheart inked-up appearance.” 
 
    My chest swells with pride. “That she is.” 
 
    “Maci’s smitten with her, so are the other Old Ladies. Hell, even Beecher and Corban mentioned how she reacted to all of you, she fits right in.” Zerox takes out his phone and thumbs through it before he tucks it back into his pocket. “Corban spoke with Blake; they’re digging into the article Valentina Quintellair posted; front page news. That woman’s got guts throwing her own shit out in the open. She owns the newspaper so that was easy enough to do. Seems she doesn’t like to be blackmailed and isn’t afraid to have all her down and dirty hung out to dry. Not that we found out anything that she was blackmailed with nor did she mention it. The article was all about Hoffa Nerrs and how he grew his business by taking from the little men through blackmail and other shady shit.” 
 
    I let this info slide through my brain. “I hope to fuck this woman realizes Hoffa Nerrs isn’t just one guy she’s dealing with. Her life could be in danger.”  
 
    “That might have been the discussion that led to Beecher heading into the bathroom,” Zerox grumbles. 
 
    Well, shit. We need to know why Beecher’s reaction is all over the place when it comes to this woman. The door opens and my woman’s head pops through the crack. 
 
    “Zerox, can you stay with Beecher for a bit? I’m going to grab some water for him,” Adley says and opens the door so Zerox can slip by her. 
 
    She closes the door behind him and takes my hand to drag me off. “Where’s the kitchen?” 
 
    I point to the left and we head inside, glad to find it empty. I step closer, place a finger underneath her chin and pierce her with my gaze. “Are you okay?” 
 
    “I am, but I’m not so sure about Beecher. I mean, his hand is hurt, yes…little cuts from hitting the mirror. Dumbass. But it’s his head I’m worried about. He kept rambling and I’m not sure he wanted me to hear or realized what was going on around him because he seemed as if in a daze, you know? Sighing, shaking his head…like he was stuck in a memory or a situation he can’t get out of. When I finished attending to his wounds, where he had to help me with to minimalize me touching him, he fell back on the bed and threw his arm over his eyes. That’s how I left him when Zerox stepped inside.” 
 
    “What did he say, Adley?” I press, knowing she’s torn about telling me and not spilling secrets Beecher might have thrown out without wanting them to be heard by others. 
 
    “I feel terrible spilling this but he needs you guys, Quill. And I really don’t think he needs to help me. Maybe all of you need to back off…I’ll leave. I’ll go because Beecher should come first and…” 
 
    “Adley,” I snap, losing my temper. “That’s not going to happen. You’re my Old Lady, I’ve brought you into this, and we always have each other’s back no matter how hard shit gets. Problems are rarely to be faced alone and if you still need to handle shit alone you do it knowing you have good people at your back to fall back on. Even when you don’t need them, just knowing they’re there is all the support you fucking need.” 
 
    “Fine,” she snaps back. “But you better not leave him to handle anything alone.” Her stare is pinning me in place and it makes the words my Prez said earlier slide through my head; feisty one underneath the whole sweetheart inked-up appearance.  
 
    And she fucking is. Sweet, thoughtful, honest, direct, and damn feisty. And right now, she’s fighting for my brother’s wellbeing. Standing up for him to her own Old Man. To me, that’s loyalty and it yet shows me again how damn perfect she is. 
 
    “I won’t, and you know it,” I growl back in her face, letting her know she’s not the boss of me but I damn well take her lips in a rough kiss right after to show her how much this means to me. 
 
    She moans into my mouth and it spikes my cock to harden with the need to take her again. The way she’s grabbing my shirt in an effort to climb me, I’d say the need is flooding the both of us but we have other matters at hand to deal with.  
 
    Not to mention I won’t take her here in the kitchen where anyone could walk in on us. I might have not cared where I’d fuck before I met Adley, but with my Old Lady? She needs to be respected and I won’t share any part of her, she’s all mine. Every. Single. Inch. 
 
    I place my forehead against hers. “Tell me so we can deal with it.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eight 
 
    ***Adley*** 
 
      
 
    Big girl panties, how many do I have in my backpack? Shit. I should probably go commando now that I’m with this strong man who lets me know I’m surrounded by people who care and have each other’s back.  
 
    Even if Beecher is their friend, brother, whatever, I feel terrible spilling the things he rambled about. I’m pretty sure he doesn’t even remember blurting them out in a haze and I have to take a breath or two to make sure I don’t spill details. Details that are slicing my heart and too heavy to voice out loud. 
 
    “Remember the legend or curse some of the others think it is? The stuff you mentioned to me?” I wait for his slight nod. “Well, I’m pretty sure the woman he saw on TV is his one and only.” 
 
    Quill curses. “It would explain his reaction. Anything else?” 
 
    “He might have also rambled about…about stuff I don’t feel comfortable with repeating.” I love how he always cups my face or my neck or tips my head back with his fingers to connect our gaze but in this situation, it makes me uncomfortable. 
 
    I step away and rub my arms and yet again this overbearing man doesn’t let me but instead reaches out and plasters me against his hard chest. 
 
    “Stop fighting me, Adley,” he rumbles. “I will never force you to do anything you don’t want to, and sure as shit won’t demand you spill my brother’s secrets. Instead you make me fucking proud protecting him like you’re doing.” 
 
    “It isn’t very easy,” I grumble, making him chuckle. 
 
    “Doing the right thing never is, but knowing this will help him and us. I have to talk to Prez since he’s the one who has the final say in things. Partly it will be Beecher’s choice too. We simply can’t keep him out of things because if you’re right…there’s no way he can ignore the woman. You know what happened in the hotel room, how there was a guy sent after you. This woman openly stated she wouldn’t be blackmailed by Hoffa on the front page of her damn paper. For sure as shit will Hoffa strike back using force. It would be risky with the spotlight already on him but he’s got guys working with or for him.” 
 
    “Shit. Tracy mentioned the business card I took for my collection might be a keycard for a safe. Do you think what he was going to blackmail her with is in the safe? She might have an idea what it is and doesn’t care, why else would she fight? Wow. Not many would in her position…like you said, very risky. Is she even aware of the danger? Oh, this is such a mess.” I’m actually happy he’s got me in his embrace where I feel safe wrapped in his warmth. 
 
    “We’re going to talk it all through and handle it, you don’t need to worry about any of it. Blake is digging into it along with Corban. And hey.” He does the thing with tipping my head back to connect our gaze. “It makes it easier for all of this to be connected. It’s now a high-profile case with a lot more people involved. Not to mention Valentina kicked Hoffa off his damn high real estate pedestal. His credentials took a blow so we can now start to search and connect him with the stuff Blake is getting into. I’m pretty sure this will help you. Stop worrying, okay?” 
 
    I give him a tiny smile. “I’ll try.” 
 
    His eyes hold mine for a few more breaths before he nods. “Good enough.” 
 
    “Shit.” Now I get it. “You can see right through me with the whole ‘look into my eyes’ thing, right? What are you? A human lie detector or something?”  
 
    All he gives me is a brilliant, all-white teeth smile. 
 
    “Ugh, you suck,” I tell him. 
 
    “That is correct,” he replies in a mechanical voice followed by full-blown laughter when I give him a horrified look. 
 
    “Okay, you, go bring Beecher a bottle of water,” I tell him and stalk off to the refrigerator to grab one and hand it over. 
 
    He leans in and brushes his lips against mine, my belly flutters in response. “Thank you, baby,” he croons. 
 
    Everything this man does makes me feel special. With all the shit thrown in my path all my life I seriously hit the jackpot with him and at the same time it makes me doubt if it’s real or if I even deserve him. 
 
    See? Freaking insecurities getting the better of me. It’s for this reason I shove them down and decide to take all of this as it seems; a chance for a new life and a future with Quill. One day at a time and with help from friends who have all opened their arms and welcomed me into their life. 
 
    “Any of you know where Zerox is?” Maci says from the doorway. 
 
    “Beecher’s room,” Quill states and we both follow Maci who speeds off. 
 
    She opens the door. Zerox is standing near the bed where Beecher is still lying on his back with an arm draped over his eyes. 
 
    Maci addresses Zerox. “Blake just called. He talked with Valentina and she requested a meeting to continue the conversation in person instead of over the phone. Blake wants to know if you want to sit in.” 
 
     Beecher flashes up. “Yes, he will and I’m coming with.” 
 
    Zerox’s head whips toward Beecher but I need for him to know the stuff he rambled about. I glance at Quill and let my emotions flow through me, hoping he can see them with how he always catches everything just by looking into my eyes. 
 
      
 
      
 
    ***Quill*** 
 
      
 
    Fuck. I can clearly see Adley wants me to interfere. And she’s right, Zerox needs to know what she heard when Beecher was rambling. “Prez, I need a word. Now, please.” 
 
    Without saying a word Zerox stalks out of the room and into the hall. I close the door behind me and lean in to whisper, “Adley heard him ramble stuff. Stuff she didn’t feel comfortable repeating and the both of us know it’s about his past. This woman might be connected with it; they share a history together. Adley said she’s pretty sure Beecher’s heart belongs to Valentina.” 
 
    “That would explain a whole damn lot,” Zerox grumbles. “I also think it’s unwise to keep him out of it when we head over to her. The both of us know what happened when Barlow fought it. Hell, my own Old Lady put up a good fight but in the end nothing matters. If it’s meant to be, it’s meant to be.” 
 
    Zerox storms back into the room. “Clean yourself up and let’s get one thing straight, Beecher. No losing your fucking temper like you did in the bathroom, understood?” 
 
    “Understood, Prez.” Beecher nods a little too enthusiastic for my liking. As if he’ll do anything just to get Zerox to agree to take him along to the meeting. 
 
    “Okay, let’s go. Maci, can you make sure Adley gets all she needs?” Zerox asks his Old Lady. 
 
    “Tracy brought her laptop and is digging through some information Blake told her to get into. We’re going to see if we can help throw ideas around. Come on, Adley, we’re gonna let the guys do their thing while we do ours.” Maci grabs Adley’s hand and rushes out of the room while Zerox curses. 
 
    “Why the fuck can’t they stay out of shit?” he grumbles. 
 
    I can’t help but chuckle. “Because they like to butt in wherever they can and sometimes have smart ideas. Besides, it keeps them in the loop while staying safely inside instead of going out after them.” 
 
    “Yeah, we all know how bad it can be.” My Prez rubs a hand over his face and leads the way to his office where Corban and Blake are. 
 
    “We’re meeting Valentina in her office within the hour,” Blake states and hands Zerox a piece of paper. “As you can see Valentina has a long list of properties she owns. Some are connected with her companies and some,” 
 
    “Some she inherited from her father, others from her mother, but a few properties she bought herself as an investment. Val also owns a large building where women can go to have a safe place to stay. She does a lot of charity in this city, but she shouldn’t be here. She should have stayed in Italy where her mom dragged her off to a decade ago. She never stands in the spotlight or does press-fucking-statements. She leads her empire on a slow burn, pulling all the strings tightly in her hands. Never…she doesn’t show her damn face on fucking TV,” Beecher informs us, anger a thick undertone in his voice. 
 
    Every pair of eyes are locked on Beecher. 
 
    “Stop looking at me like I’m the damn creep in the room. I have a past, she was in it, I kept track. Nothing more, nothing less,” Beecher snaps and crosses his arms in front of his chest. 
 
    “Do you have any idea what this fucker might be blackmailing her with?” Blake asks. 
 
    I watch as Beecher turns slightly pale but he recovers fast and gives a shake of his head. 
 
    “Fine, don’t tell me.” Blake shrugs. “Though, I hope the thought that went through your head isn’t something she’s being blackmailed with because she’s fighting this and most times this shit doesn’t end well and secrets still end up on the street. But I guess we might find out when we meet her, seeing she isn’t worried about him throwing it out either.” 
 
    “What went through my head stays there. No damn way is there any proof and if there is,” Beecher swallows the words he was about to spill and clears his throat. “Like I said, there isn’t any, she’s as clean as a whistle. Whatever Hoffa Nerrs has she doesn’t have to worry about making it public.” 
 
    “Pretty confident there, Beecher.” Blake grabs his bag. “But I guess we’re about to find out.” 
 
    Me, Beecher, Prez, and Corban all head for our bikes and follow Blake who’s in his car, and head over to Quintellair Enterprises. 
 
    Corban whistles low. “Maaaaaan, what a building on the outside, but the inside? How much money does this chick have to her name?” 
 
    “Billions,” Beecher mutters. 
 
    A man in a dark blue suit, holding onto a file, strolls up to us. “You must be here for the appointment with Ms. Quintellair. Follow me, please.” 
 
    We all trail after the dude who leads us into an elevator. Getting off on the third floor, we’re ushered into a huge boardroom. A large, square table dominates the room with five chairs on opposite sides. One side doesn’t hold any seats and there’s one large chair claiming the head of the table that faces the large windows. 
 
    Even though one side of this room holds floor to ceiling windows, the whole room is a dark auburn. On the floor underneath the table is a beige carpet. I tip my head up to take in the ceiling. Quite impressive and both a shocker when I notice the incredibly realistic painting. It’s an underwater view with fucking sharks. The whole thing has a reality vibe to it, even more due to the lighting which is formed by crystal jellyfish. I wonder who the artist is. 
 
    “Gentlemen, have a seat, please. I have a very tight schedule.” The voice of the woman strolling inside is both dominating and powerful and leaves little room to object. 
 
    Everyone takes a seat and I now notice Beecher was hunched over, hiding his face behind Zerox. What the fuck is that guy hiding for? He takes a seat across from me and the farthest away from the head of the table where Valentina sits down. This way he can hide behind Corban who’s sitting next to him, leaning on the table, blocking Beecher from the woman’s view. 
 
    “Thank you for meeting with us today,” Blake starts but she cuts him off. 
 
    “If it wasn’t for our mutual friend at the FBI, who vouched for you, this meeting would have never taken place,” Valentina states. 
 
    Blake chuckles, “Good to know Kirk has more value than I thought. 
 
    “He wishes.” Valentina flashes Blake a grin but it slides right off and into a look of all business as she continues. “Now, as I said, my time is limited and I believe we don’t have much to discuss since I won’t go into the details of what Hoffa Nerrs is trying to blackmail me with. Emphasis on trying due to the fact I have no skeletons in my closet I’m ashamed of.” 
 
    Beecher leans forward. “Are you one hundred percent sure about that, Val?” 
 
    The room goes dead silent and when I glance at Valentina she looks as if she’s staring at her own death. Pure horror, shock, pain, and a whole lot of other emotions are slicing through her. 
 
    She stands up in a flash. “This meeting is over.” 
 
    Everybody is as stunned as I am, except for Beecher. He slowly rises and blocks Valentina from exiting.  
 
    “Move, Shaw,” she snaps. 
 
    “Not a chance,” Beecher says in a menacing tone. 
 
    Valentina grabs onto his leather cut, setting me and my brothers on edge since all of us have experienced what happens when a woman touches him. To say it doesn’t end well for the woman and Beecher along with it is an understatement. 
 
    His gaze slides down to where her tiny fist holds on to the leather and the corner of his mouth twitches. “It’s been a long time since I’ve allowed a bitch to touch me.” 
 
    Valentina’s eyes flare and she pushes him back against the wall, her face leaning into his personal space. “I am not some bitch,” she growls low. 
 
    “My point exactly,” Beecher says and wraps his fingers around her wrist. “Now sit down because we have information you need to know.” 
 
    “There’s nothing you have for me that I need to know.” Anger is making her voice shake slightly. 
 
    Beecher takes a deep breath to calm himself. “Quill’s Old Lady has a stepsister, Hazel. Hazel was a druggy and a fuck-up. One who had a gang and together they hit houses to gather money to fund their drug addiction. The last house they hit belonged to Hoffa Nerrs. Still think you don’t need to know what other information we might have?” 
 
    Her fingers let go of Beecher’s leather cut but since he’s still holding on to her wrist, she places her palm on his pecs. “Go on.” 
 
    “Adley, Quill’s Old Lady, has this quirk…she collects business cards and it’s like an addiction. Adley’s also a nurse and since Hazel fucked up with hitting Hoffa’s house—thinking he wasn’t home but clearly, he was when he or his guards opened fire on the home invaders—she had Adley kidnapped and brought to the place they were hiding out in to fix her buddies who got shot. All went to shit with them turning on each other and in the turmoil Adley managed to escape. Due to this quirk she has, she snatched up two business cards she noticed on the floor. Turns out they weren’t business cards. We have reason to believe they are keycards to a safe. Keycards Hoffa desperately wants back and has even sent one of his men after Adley to get them.” 
 
    “Oh,” Valentina gasps. “That explains a lot.” 
 
    She steps back and strolls to the chair at the head of the table. Beecher steps forward to follow her but shakes his head as if to clear it and detours to his place next to Corban. 
 
    “When Hoffa Nerrs contacted me a few weeks ago he expected me to sell one of my properties at a fraction of its worth. If I didn’t, he would leak things to the press. He didn’t put it in many words but the blackmail would entail the threat that if I didn’t give him the property he wanted, I would take a huge financial loss due to losing deals and stock. It wasn’t until Shaw made me question things because I have nothing else in my life Hoffa can hold over my head. Neither am I ashamed of my lifestyle or any choices in life I’ve made. Now, the deadline for my answer to his blackmail was a few days ago. I told him to show me what he had on me and if he couldn’t present anything, I would turn the tables. Needless to say, my deadline for him was yesterday and he presented nothing. Hence the reason I openly called him out on his shady business since he has the cops in his backside pocket. But what Shaw just mentioned…the keycards? What if the so-called evidence was kept in a safe? A safe he couldn’t get into without the keycards.” 
 
    Fuck. This thing just turned into an even bigger shitstorm, dragging Beecher and this powerful woman right in along with it. And why the fuck does she keep calling Beecher Shaw? 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Nine 
 
    ***Quill*** 
 
      
 
    “You okay, man?” I ask Beecher as we stroll into the clubhouse and he’s about to escape toward his room. 
 
    He doesn’t glance back at me but mutters, “I need to be alone. Don’t worry, I won’t hit any mirrors.” 
 
    Okay, then. I make a mental note to check up on him later but first I need to find Adley. The whole meeting with Valentina turned out to take longer than we all anticipated. Beecher acted indifferent when we were leaving but he didn’t fool me. I could tell he didn’t want to leave. One of the reasons being Valentina denying any help from us. 
 
    I also have to add she ignored Beecher for the rest of the meeting and acted like he wasn’t there at all. All of this assures me something huge happened between those two that left an impact on both of them. And for sure as shit it has something to do with Beecher not touching other women while clearly, she can put her hands on him. 
 
    But like I said, first I need to find Adley and not to mention I can’t do anything about this thing between Beecher and Valentina anyway. The door to Zerox’s office opens and the women stroll out one by one. Adley heads straight for me and there aren’t any words to describe the feeling flowing through me when she wraps her arms around my waist. 
 
    I grab hold just as tight and slide my fingers into her hair to tip her head back and take her mouth. Fucking hell, I’d love nothing more than to ravage her mouth and feel her naked body against mine but we’re still standing in the middle of the clubhouse and the hollers are what drags me out of my lust filled haze. 
 
    I tighten my fist in her hair, making her gasp and giving me the ability to break our kiss. “Missed you,” I tell her the two words and place her head against my chest while I shoot a death glare around the room to shut everyone the hell up and to mind their own business. 
 
    Zerox, Corban, and Barlow shoot me a knowing grin while they tuck their Old Ladies against them. They get what it’s like to have an Old Lady. To have the missing part in life, you don’t realize how big the hole was until she filled it right up. 
 
    “Come on,” Maci says. “Tracy found something you should see.” 
 
    We all follow her into Zerox’s office where Maci tells Blake to close the door.  
 
    “Should Beecher be here since he went along with you guys to the meeting?” Tracy questions. 
 
    “Does the shit you want to show us involve Valentina Quintellair or Quintellair Enterprises?” Zerox asks. 
 
    Tracy’s head bounces. “Yes, mainly Valentina.”  
 
    “Then no, we need to hear it first. I can’t have him freak out and heading over to her. Those two are connected and neither the fucker nor she, wants to share what happened in their past. Not to mention they ignored each other the rest of the meeting. And I get it, privacy and all, but shit kept secret can screw up and backfire at any given moment so it’s up to us to keep our heads in the game and make sure the information flow toward them is controlled.” Zerox glances around the room to make sure his words hit home before they land on Tracy again. “Show me what you found.” 
 
    Tracy clears her throat and with a few keystrokes she turns the laptop our way and I swear every one of my brothers has the same thoughts as I snap, “What the actual fuck?” 
 
    “Holy shit, is that Valentina?” Barlow steps closer to the screen and tilts his head. “How does…ouch. Man, for real?” 
 
    “Uh, huh, she’s a dominatrix. Check this,” Tracy says and flips the screen to a video where Valentina gives a demonstration with a bullwhip dressed in all leather and the highest of fucking heels I’ve ever seen. 
 
    “I vote we don’t show this to Beecher,” Zerox mutters, eyes fixed on the screen. 
 
    “I second that shit because the fucker ties up his women and when you see the woman who’s supposedly his one and only according to the legend…let’s just say I don’t see him tying her up but the other way around,” Corban cringes. 
 
    “My point,” Zerox winces. 
 
    Barlow steps closer to the laptop and hits pause on the video. “She did put her hand on him, though. He didn’t fight or flip out either when she did.” 
 
    “She did? He didn’t?” Adley gasps. “Then, in my opinion it’s the very reason why you should show this little piece of information to him.” 
 
    “Why?” Zerox’s voice is hard and his eyes find mine when he adds in a normal tone, “Can you explain your thoughts as to why you think it’s a good idea to show a guy who always ties up the women he fucks that the woman he craves is someone who leads a life tying dudes to crosses and whipping them? You might as well step on his cock and say ‘oops, sorry buddy, you should have seen that one coming when my foot aimed for your cock’.” 
 
    “And maybe, just maybe, this woman and Beecher function in their way of normality and found this is their quirk to cope with what happened. How they can continue to live their life; in full control. Ever think of this possibility? Both in charge of things. Beecher not allowing any woman to touch him, but when Valentina did, it didn’t trigger his normal reaction? Yes. I think this will show him she’s not the controlled, all classy, inspirational businesswoman who doesn’t have a care in the world. All people have issues and deal with shit in their own way, and if you think I judge her choice of lifestyle, you’re wrong. This woman is strong and clearly knows what she wants in life and takes it without any fear or resentment to enjoy her life to the fullest. Why do I say this? Because Tracy said it was all well-hidden. The fact Valentina owns a BDSM club which is high-class and a well-respected one overseas. One where rich clients are on a long waiting list for a chance at a membership. If she has the guts to make the blackmailing stuff front page news…she’s not ashamed of any of it, as she shouldn’t be. Besides. The both of them are adults, they need to deal.” 
 
    “I think she’s right,” Maci says. 
 
    Tracy nods. “She has valid points.” 
 
    “Fuck,” Zerox grumbles. “Quill, get Beecher in here.” 
 
    I spin on my heels and head for his room. I knock twice and it doesn’t take long for him to open the door. 
 
    “What’s up?” Beecher quips in a way too cheerful tone. 
 
    “The Prez needs you in his office,” I simply state and head for the office, hearing Beecher close his door and his footsteps following me through the hallway. 
 
    I slip inside my Prez’s office and I see him standing in front of the laptop. I wait for Beecher to get inside and close the door. 
 
    “Well, I’m here, lay it on me ‘cause I’m guessing it has to do with my Val since you’re all hogged up here and looking at me. Out with it,” Beecher says and puts his hands on his hips and braces himself. 
 
    Zerox doesn’t say anything but simply steps aside and hits play on the video. We all watch how Beecher’s eyes light up and a smirk slides over his face. “Yeah, she looks pretty damn hot in leather, don’t you think? Hey, did you check out the demonstration where she…” 
 
    “Stop. Fucking. Talking. We didn’t see anything but the first few minutes of this one,” Zerox snaps. 
 
    “Shame, you should check it out, she’s a killer with a whip but when she…” 
 
    “Stop. Fucking. Talking, asshole.” Zerox steps forward and leans into his personal space. “Are you telling me you knew about this part of her life all along? You’ve been fucking other women knowing…man, I can’t even say the damn words. The second I met my Old Lady I didn’t feel anything stir my cock, only her. While you…you…fuck,” Zerox seethes and drags a hand over his face in frustration. 
 
    All of us are keeping quiet because every single one in this room—except for Blake since he isn’t part of this MC—has an Old Lady. All of us know what it feels like to meet the one and only. Yet Beecher knew for all those years and kept his distance and did nothing. Well, like Zerox just pointed out, he did do something…mainly not the right thing any of us would have done. 
 
    A blank look slides over Beecher’s face. “We can never be together, not with the shit that happened. I’m destined to be alone so ex-fucking-cuse me when I give my cock some attention in my own twisted way. And who the fuck are you to judge while all of you are with the ones you’re supposed to be with?” He points at the laptop and glares at Zerox. “Enjoy the fucking show because that’s all I’ve ever been able to do. Watch from afar, knowing who she is, where she is, what she can do, how fucking much she’s grown into a strong and fierce woman with the shit that happened. So, leave me the hell alone since my actions and sins are mine and I will always own them, no matter how deep they are carved or how many times salt is sprinkled in there when I fuck a nameless bitch while all I ever want to be is balls deep inside the woman I love but can never have.” 
 
    Beecher spins around and leaves the room. A few breaths later there’s a loud bang and all of us know he slammed the door to his room shut. Nobody says anything. Adley steps closer to me and snuggles close. 
 
    “It really sucks to be Beecher,” Adley sighs. 
 
    “You can say that again,” Zerox says and pulls Maci close. 
 
    Blake’s gaze is aimed at the floor, clearly uncomfortable with everyone holding onto their Old Lady. All of us understand the fucked-up situation Beecher and Valentina are in but there’s nothing we can do.  
 
    Like Beecher said, it’s between them. None of us know what happened and for Beecher to say, and think, they can never be? We have to assume he’s right. Some of us have fought the legend and none have been able to resist. For Beecher to know where his one and only is, keeping an eye on her for over a decade…yeah, no one can interfere, it’s all on him. 
 
    “Quill.” Blake crosses the room to stand next to me and Adley. “I was talking to a friend of mine on speaker when I was driving back and he thinks we should get Adley into the police station to give her statement. Tracy has managed to dig up surveillance tapes showing she was kidnapped when she left the hospital. We now have solid proof Hoffa Nerrs isn’t the squeaky-clean fucker he appears to be on paper, since Valentina dragged him through the mud by placing that front newspaper article. They have to be aware of this whole situation so this is the moment to clear Adley’s name in the shit her stepsister dragged her into.” 
 
    I glance down at Adley but she’s already looking at me, giving me the decision in this. Fucking hell. 
 
    “Is there a risk she’ll get arrested?” I question. 
 
    Blake shrugs. “There’s always a risk but the detectives handling the case are reasonable. I’ve worked as a consultant for them in the past on a few other cases.” 
 
    I swallow hard but know Blake is right. “Then we should trust your judgement and head on over to give her statement. First step to put this behind us, right?” 
 
    “Right,” Blake states. “And to make Hoffa aware we’re working with the police so drawing attention to her by sending another hitman, to get her or the keycards, isn’t worth the risk. She’s not alone and on the run anymore. Only a fool would send one after her knowing a whole MC stands behind her.” 
 
    “Corban, you and Barlow go with them. Like Blake said, let’s make sure Hoffa knows she belongs to Wicked Throttle MC. Blake, make sure to set up an appointment so she doesn’t have to wait. I want her in and out, no fucking risks,” Zerox demands. 
 
    Blake takes out his phone and gets right to business while I stare down at Adley. “You okay with this?” 
 
    She gives me a sweet smile and it feels as if she’s touching my heart right along with it. “Yes. From everything I’ve seen and heard since you tracked me down, I have to say I’m more than happy to leave these kinds of decisions to you guys. No matter how scary it is to change what I’ve been doing for years, but the reality is…having you guys around me makes it easier than facing everything alone. Not to mention I would have never been able to clear things up or have contacts inside the police department.” 
 
    “Good,” I murmur and kiss the top of her head. 
 
    Blake tucks his phone away and steps toward Zerox. “All set, we can come over right now.” He swings his gaze to Adley for a breath or two and back to Zerox. “I would advise to be honest and open about everything. Except, it would be smart not to hand over the keycards.” 
 
    “Be honest but not hand over the evidence she didn’t knowingly take? You’ve been in her presence, Blake. She’s a terrible liar,” Zerox chuckles and shoots Adley a wink. “Sorry, doll, but you really are.” 
 
    Adley sighs overdramatically. “There goes my acting career.”   
 
    The room fills with laughter but Zerox quickly addresses Blake in a serious tone. “I know why you’re suggesting to hold onto the cards and I value your input.” 
 
    Blake shrugs as if it’s nothing but for us it means a whole lot. Well, not only to us but mainly to Beecher and Valentina. Because what if by any chance there is some kind of evidence of what happened in their past?  
 
    I mean there’s a good chance Hoffa wanted to blackmail her with the BDSM shit. It was well hidden but not good enough since we stumbled upon it. Clearly, it’s not something Valentina is ashamed of for it to leak to the press. But what if he does have something else? The ‘what if’ is why we’re holding onto the cards and with it protecting all involved. 
 
    “How can you not? I was right here watching it all play out. That’s some serious stuff, Zerox. It itches my curiosity and I would damn well dive into it if there was a case involved but I can’t. No one can. This is something between them but if this Hoffa fucker does have any evidence in his safe and we have the key? No way should it end up in the wrong hands. And with this I’m not saying the cops having their hands on them would be a bad thing…I’m just thinking this is about protecting Beecher and Valentina so this should be yours to deal with. And…shit. Never mind,” Blake grumbles. 
 
    “Oh, come on, don’t wave a damn bone in my face and take it away like you didn’t just want to show it off and eat it yourself.” Zerox leans back and keeps staring at Blake. 
 
    Blake releases a deep sigh. “Let’s pretend the next few minutes don’t exist and the shit coming from my mouth…” 
 
    “Didn’t come out. Now fucking out with it,” Zerox grumbles. 
 
    “I suggest you guys break into Hoffa’s house, find the safe and steal the contents. There, I’ve said it. And no, I didn’t. I’m leaving now, going to the cops and all.” Blake smacks Zerox’s shoulder. “If you need me, you know where to find me.” 
 
    “Okay, guys, head on out. As soon as you’re done, I’m gonna need all of you in Church for a meeting to get everyone up to speed. And remember, eyes on Adley at all times.” Zerox turns to his Old Lady. “Maci, can you get the girls to help with some last-minute grocery shopping? I think it’s best to go for a semi lockdown. Even if we let Hoffa and his little helpers know she belongs with us now, and with it has our protection…I have a feeling they will stop at nothing if the stakes are high enough. Seeing we don’t know all the details or what’s in the safe we need to proceed with care.” 
 
    The whole point of having a solid brotherhood is the fact they are there when needed. Tables turned, good shit or bad; they will always have your back. And hearing my Prez standing up for a woman we just welcomed into our midst. Legend or no legend, there is no better feeling than holding my woman and standing in the safety of our clubhouse. 
 
    Problems be damned, we will overcome this shit. We have to because this feels right. For once in my life everything falls into place and I will fight with every step and breath I take to have a chance at a future with Adley in the center of it.  
 
    One day at a time. One day, paste a few together and you have a week, a few of those together and it turns into a month and so on. You get the picture. Building a house stone by fucking stone and each day? Each day is a fucking stone in our forever home. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Ten 
 
    ***Adley*** 
 
      
 
    It’s been a little over a week since I’ve been to the police station. I can’t tell you how relieved I was when I walked back out after spending over two hours giving my statement and answering all their questions. I did exactly as Blake told me; mentioned the keycards laying on the floor along with the rest of the stuff they stole, but didn’t tell them we have them. 
 
    With this the whole case they were building with the murders, break-ins, everything involving my stepsister is now also linked with Hoffa, not only as a victim but more with an angle to incriminate him further with the blackmail case. Blake gave them the footage of the security feed and how it showed I was kidnapped. Everything was easy enough to explain and I was cleared of any involvement. 
 
    I overheard Quill and the others mention how Hoffa has contacts within the police and he too must know I’m now a dead-end when it comes to getting back the keycards. I also heard them mention there’s still one guy of Hazel’s gang out there. Hoffa probably thinks that’s the guy who has the keycards. 
 
    Blake and Tracy did some research about the keycards because Maci mentioned something about why Hoffa couldn’t get a new keycard or why not break open the safe in a different way to get what’s inside it. But they found out there’s a failsafe. If one would try to get into the safe without the unique keycard something would be triggered and everything in it destroyed. 
 
    I have to admit; I didn’t pay any attention to all of the details. It’s all a bit too much and I’d like to put everything behind me. I know I’m being delusional since it’s all still ongoing but I’ve never had this; people who care and take over to handle everything for me. 
 
    Everyone was always using me in some way and I was always working nonstop. Hell, I took nightshifts because of the money and it left me with limited day time. Not to mention my own stepsister got me into this whole mess in the first place. And now, for the first time in my life I have friends I can trust. 
 
    Women who are friendly and aren’t vicious or take advantage of you. And there’s so much to say about this MC. I’ve spent time just sitting on the couch and watching them interact with each other.  
 
    And yes, there have been two parties this past week where some other girls were present and were getting cozy with some of the bikers who aren’t in a relationship, but they never came near the table where Maci, Maud, Tracy, and I were sitting. 
 
    And then there’s this whole art angle with these guys. I mean, who hasn’t read motorcycle romance books or watched TV shows? Those guys are all badass and deal either drugs, guns or have titty bars or something in that line of work. While Wicked Throttle MC earns their money by selling art. Kinda makes them sound like pussies and unrealistic, right?  
 
    All I can say is that they’ve clearly never seen someone bad crossing these guys’ paths. But outsiders don’t see what’s going on when the bad stuff interferes. Because I remember very vividly how Quill defended himself, me, and Blake when a guy attacked us. Not to mention how they took me in without even really knowing me. 
 
    Good people. That’s what I’m saying. Everyone has their judgement on the tip of their tongue yet it’s the interference and ignorance they’re after. Stirring trouble happens at every corner of the street, either it’s by bullies, robbers, killers, or family members who drag you down by mentally abusing you.  
 
    Like I said, I’ve lived through a lot of stuff and though one can never see it all, I’ve seen enough to know I’m where I want to be in life. Even if it’s only been a little over a week, it feels like the best time of my life.  
 
    “Are you seriously using your own blood?” I question for the third time. 
 
    He’s told me about this a few times already but my mind still can’t wrap around the fact he’s not just an artist, but he’s an artist who only uses his own blood to paint his paintings with. And for a nurse? It’s captivating.  
 
    I could listen to him explain over and over again about how he started out by experimenting to blend it with other ingredients to make it color safe and to preserve it. And how it’s harder to work with than regular paint. 
 
     “Or would you like to work with mine?” Oh, shit. Why did I suggest that? Like I mentioned, he only creates art by using his own blood. 
 
    His dip pen hits the desk and rolls right off and bounces on the floor. “What did you just say?” 
 
    Oops. I swallow hard and dash up from the bed where I was sitting, watching his strong muscled back while he was working. I mean, how can I not, he was sitting there in just his jeans and his biceps and the muscles in his shoulders move with every pen stroke, it’s captivating. 
 
    “Nothing. Crazy head, spits out thoughts that were supposed to stay locked away and not to interfere with your work. Could you please turn back around and let me watch you work some more? Or we can have sex. I mean, we only did it once and we’re supposed to have this relationship and…I did mention I was watching you and loved it, right? Sexy strong back, yum. Yes, we should have sex right now, we really should.” I am absolutely throwing sex into the discussion to distract my screw up.  
 
    Fingers crossed it works since I really am horny after watching him, and not having sex while the first and only time we did it was rather exceptional and mind-blowing. Quill stands up slowly and stalks toward me like a predator ready to devour its prey. I swallow hard and his whole demeanor makes me rethink all the ways I could have handled this but I come up blank. 
 
    He towers over me, causing me to fall on my back on the mattress while he slowly hovers closer. “The whole vibe you’re radiating is feeding my lust. No need to mention you’ve been distracting me from work and now that I was finally getting a masterpiece done, you rip me out of my element. Not a bad thing, though. You know why?” 
 
    Must. Not. Talk. Seriously. I got myself in trouble this way and I just know my mind is tricky enough to dig an even bigger hole for myself. And rubbing against him would also be a bad option, right? Shit. 
 
    “Because with the tiny seed you planted in my head with the mere mention of using your blood. Mixed with mine or a combination. No one will see or know, but I will. Fucking hot, like when I come inside you with both our juices mixing.” If he keeps talking and pressing his thick and hard erection right over my clit, I will be a very happy person. A very happy orgasm riding person. 
 
    A moan slips out and my eyes close while I rotate my hips to get the right amount of friction to…shit. His weight is gone and so is the delicious feeling. Dammit, I was so close. 
 
    “Not happening. I need to either be balls deep inside you or have my mouth on your pussy when you’re allowed to orgasm,” Quill tells me in a harsh lust filled tone. 
 
    I flash my eyes open to shoot him a glare but the look on his face is a solid promise for more orgasms than my body can handle. So, I decide I’m going to let it slide. Well, only if he’ll slide right inside me. I bite my lip to prevent myself from letting words tumble out, with the risk of ruining this moment. 
 
    “Fuck. You don’t know how damn hard I’ve been all fucking week. Look at you. So goddamn sexy.” His finger trails from my cheek, over my jaw, my bottom lip where he pulls it free from my teeth. 
 
    Quill’s hands go to his jeans and he slides the zipper down, freeing his thick erection. My eyes can’t get enough of him. Every inch of this man is worth getting lost in. Emotions are running through me and I have to force some down. I must have done something right in my life to have landed into this relationship. 
 
    “Lose the clothes. I need to be inside you,” Quill demands as he’s standing in front of me, stroking himself with lazy tugs and mesmerizing me in the process. “Now, Adley, or I’ll rip them right the fuck off.” 
 
    This makes me jump into action. No need to ruin perfectly good clothes. Clothes my friends gave me as a surprise. And with me not having a job since I was kidnapped and left town for a few weeks…money is really tight. I make a mental note to discuss all of this with Quill. With them wanting me safe—and believe me when I say I’m all for keeping me safe—I’m unable to work. 
 
    Quill lunges for me. Shit. Clothes. Right. I scramble back and start to pull my shirt over my head. Bra, pants, panties follow and hit the floor within seconds, leaving me naked before the man who I now realize holds my heart. 
 
    The way his eyes eat me up, his touch igniting fire through my veins and the way he treats me with care, it’s all telling. Screw a legend, screw people’s judgement about being overbearing when you just met someone and not being able to have strong feelings. Sometimes it overcomes you. 
 
    Only then you’ll know what it all entails and you won’t even doubt your own feelings because you know how right it feels. This is us. This is me, my life where I get to make choices and embrace the good things life has to offer and for me it’s Quill. He’s mine. 
 
    My eyes trail over his thick girth and how he’s still gripping himself. This time he’s squeezing it as if he needs to so he can hold himself back to prevent exploding. I didn’t think it was possible but another surge of lust slams through me and I can feel wetness slipping out of my pussy. I need him. Now. 
 
    “What are you waiting for? Get inside me already,” I breathe, unable to keep the heavy need out of my voice. 
 
    He grabs my ankle and drags me a little toward him. One knee on the bed, making it dip as he slides me onto my side. The grip still on my ankle, he guides my knee up and straddles my other leg. Quill is pinning me down with his stare and leaving me breathless. His dick is nudging my entrance and fills me up with one hard stroke. 
 
    The position is allowing him to slide in deeper than before. I reach out, grab his biceps and dig my nails in. The burn from his dick stretching me and feeling so damn full is overwhelming and yet the rumbling content sound coming deep from his chest is erotically satisfying. 
 
    He starts to move his hips back and forth. The need for more pleasure is making me push back on his dick and rotate my hips to search for a way to feel him even deeper inside me. His arm slides underneath my leg and he grips it to give more force to his thrusts by keeping me in place. 
 
    I don’t think I’ve ever had sex this intense. Rough, yet the way his eyes are filled with adoration is making it special. Making love might be slow and touching your heart delicately, but this man is gripping it with both hands while giving it a good squeeze so I know who my heart belongs to. 
 
    He leans forward, giving me his weight. “You gonna come now? I can feel you’re close. But I can’t let you…not yet.” 
 
    My brain is overwhelmed with the feelings my body is processing. I am close. So damn close, but he pulls out of me, grips my hips and roughly flips me to my stomach while raising my ass into the air. 
 
    The next moment heat is covering my back, his dick sliding right back inside me while one of his hands goes around to strum my clit. His mouth is right next to my ear, his hot breath with jaggy pants. Fingers slide over my breast; a harsh pinch captures my nipple and I scream while an orgasm overtakes me. 
 
    “Fuck, you’re gonna make me…fuuuuuck. Adleyyyyy.” His growls of pleasure burst through the haze of ecstasy he throws upon me.  
 
    Wave after wave and prolonging with feeling his dick jerks inside me while warmth fills my body. The connection between us settles even more and when someone manages to draw this kind of a bond and reaction, there’s no way I can ever let this go. Ungracefully he lets himself crash down on me. My breath is stolen for a second before he rolls off and drags me with him to our sides so we’re still intimately connected. 
 
    His lips are brushing my shoulder and a groan ripples through his chest. “So. Fucking. Good. I’m damn lucky you stumbled onto us in the forest all those weeks back. And is it fucked-up I’m even thankful you had to run because of the shit your stepsister pulled you into? Because if you didn’t?” His voice cracks at the end and I know exactly how he feels. 
 
    I hate moving because he slips right out of me, leaving me empty but the words he just gave me and the love he just showed me makes my heart full. I turn in his arms and drape myself on top of him. 
 
    “I know,” I tell him and place a gentle kiss on his pecs. “With everything that happened…we can’t change the past and even if it’s all twisted and insane, it led me to you.” 
 
    “No going back,” he growls. 
 
    “Only forward,” I reply just as fierce. 
 
    Shouting coming from within the clubhouse causes both our gazes to slide to the door. 
 
    “I wonder what’s going on?” Quill muses. 
 
    I push up and step off the bed, searching for my panties. “Let’s find out because it doesn’t sound good.” 
 
    I’m dressed in my jeans and bra when the door swings open, Barlow is standing in the doorway and his eyes are on Quill. “Do you know where Beecher is?” 
 
    Quill rushes to the door and pushes Barlow out the door and closes it slightly so Quill is blocking the view inside our room.  
 
    I manage to throw on a shirt and step closer as Quill replies, “Haven’t seen him all day. What’s going on?” 
 
    “He left about forty minutes ago and he’s not answering his phone. The fucking keycards are missing,” Barlow snaps in anger. 
 
    “I saw him come out of Zerox’s office about an hour ago when I went to the kitchen to grab us a few bottles of water,” I offer. 
 
    Quill glances back at me and steps to the side once he sees I’m fully dressed. 
 
    “Do you think he’s going for Valentina? Or maybe to deal with Hoffa himself?” Quill says as he grabs a shirt, throws it on and after it his leather cut before he puts on his boots. 
 
    “Prez thinks he’s going to break in and take what’s inside the safe,” Barlow sighs. 
 
    “Fuck,” Quill snaps. “We got eyes on that place, right?” 
 
    Barlow nods. “Zerox put two prospects near Hoffa’s house since Blake suggested a week ago that we should break into Hoffa’s house to get to that safe ourselves. But first, we needed to know his routine before we made that kind of a decision. But it seems Beecher is done waiting. Come on, we’re all needed in Church. Adley, Tracy, and the other Old Ladies are in the main room.” 
 
    Quill steps closer to me, grabs the back of my neck and crashes his mouth against mine for a harsh kiss. It’s over as quickly as it started and he leans his forehead against mine. “Stay with the other Old Ladies, okay? We need to find him, fast.” 
 
    “Stay safe,” I murmur and watch as he strolls out while I quickly put on my sneakers and head for the other Old Ladies, hoping they will find him and that Beecher won’t do anything stupid. 
 
    All of the bikers are already in Church, the place where they go to have meetings and though I understand women aren’t allowed in there, I’m absolutely curious what they’re discussing. Tracy’s eyes are fixed in that direction but Maci is strolling toward the door.  
 
    My mind was with the guys and Beecher but I did hear the buzz of the gate, indicating someone’s coming. I stroll over to Maci, hoping it’s Beecher who’s coming back but I also know he won’t be buzzing any bells since he knows the code to get inside the compound. 
 
    To my surprise and to Maci’s we see Valentina step out of a dark red Audi, damn that car looks hot. Valentina is dressed in black slacks and a white turtleneck long sleeve sweater with matching black and white heels. 
 
    “Is Shaw here?” she questions as she rushes toward us. 
 
    Shaw? Maci and I share a look but it’s Maci who replies. “I assume you mean Beecher?” 
 
    “Whatever.” She waves her hand as if brushing off the name discussion. “I sent him a text telling him Hoffa Nerrs threatened to submit a video onto the internet which will…” She swallows hard. “Let’s just say it can end with me in jail. I need to talk to Shaw, please, is he here? He didn’t reply to my text and when I called it went straight to some voicemail and I don’t even know if the number my assistant obtained is even the correct one. Please, I need to see him, it’s urgent.” 
 
    “No.” Maci reaches out to grab her hand since Valentina’s hands are shaking. “Come on, we need to let the guys know. They are in a meeting and they have to hear what you said just now.” 
 
     Fear settles in my chest. This doesn’t sound good at all and I’m afraid Beecher got her text and went after Hoffa alone. But Hoffa isn’t alone… 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eleven 
 
    ***Quill*** 
 
      
 
    All of us are on edge. We had two prospects keeping an eye on Hoffa Nerrs’ house and they just called to tell us they saw Beecher slipping inside. Hoffa isn’t home but there are two guards inside and we’ve found out they have a routine and they are about to switch shifts so three more are coming within twenty minutes.  
 
    Not to mention Hoffa has been gone for three hours and might come home any damn second. This is fucked up. We’re about to leave when the door swings open and Maci, Adley, and Valentina are standing there, along with Tracy and Maud. 
 
    Maci glances at her Old Man. “Valentina received another threat from Hoffa, she texted Beecher and she didn’t get a reply back. I think it’s safe to say he jumped into action when he got it. Why else would he be gone?” 
 
    “Fuck, we need to leave. He’s been spotted at Hoffa’s house. Stay here. You too, Valentina,” Zerox snaps and brushes by them as we all follow him out. 
 
    Time seems to drag on as does the road underneath us. Dammit, anything could happen. From extra guards coming home to the two inside killing Beecher or even Hoffa coming home and doing just that. Every scenario runs through my head when I see Zerox’s signal to park our bikes. 
 
    We meet up with one of the two prospects, Morgan, who starts to give us the information we need. “Beecher left. He walked out of the house with a thick envelope and headed off that way, Michael followed him. But the two guards rushed out too and followed them. Fucking timing because Hoffa came home and went after them too. I knew you were coming so I couldn’t give them backup but we need to go now, they’re only a few minutes out.” 
 
    Zerox grabs Morgan’s shoulder and gives it a squeeze. “You guys did good.” 
 
    He grabs his phone and pulls up an app. Both Morgan and Michael are Maci’s brothers and ever since we took them all in, we have their phones linked with an app so we can find them at any time. It’s a long story but Maci’s brothers were little rebels who took a turn for the better when they joined us. 
 
    Zerox glances at Barlow. “Call your Old Lady so she can update her brother because Blake needs to be in on this.” He glances at his phone. “Got ‘em. They’re heading for Jackson Avenue, the warehouse district. I bet Beecher is going to the one where his workplace is set up. Let’s go, we’re losing time here.” 
 
    Beecher creates sculptures, but not normal ones. He’s a shadow artist. Meaning he uses light at a particular angle to give shape to the shadow projected by the sculpture. So, what looks like a scrap of junk will turn spectacular once you add light and you see the shadow of it projected onto a wall with for instance a person or an animal or whatever, he has a large variety. 
 
    But because of this he also needs a large place to work. He also craves solitude and this is the reason he bought a large warehouse to keep it all in one place. Half of it is used sometimes as a gallery for exhibitions.  
 
    All of us jump on our bikes and head for the warehouse, taking the fastest way to get there, but it still takes us dragging minutes to get to it. Over our head is the sound of a chopper. Hopefully Blake pulled through with his FBI contacts and ordered some backup.  
 
    All of us are very aware this might come with a risk, because they will take Beecher in for questioning or jail time about what happened or what’s to come. Hoffa’s mansion has security cameras and Beecher walked straight inside and out again. Breaking and entering is caught on video. I just hope he was smart enough to disable them or smash ‘em to pieces, whatever. 
 
    As we ride we see a car flipped upside down by the side of the road. Smoke is billowing off it, the metal all crunched. My heart races. All of us slow down and come to a stop when we see Michael standing near the car. Blood is trickling down the side of his face and I notice his bike is crashed to the ground. 
 
    “Go on after him!” Michael bellows over the roaring of our bikes. “Hoffa is on Beecher’s tail. These fuckers tried to push us off the road but they only nicked me and started to spin themselves. Those idiot fuckers, they’re knocked out cold but my bike is trashed.” 
 
    “Get on,” Zerox snaps. “I ain’t leaving you on the side of the road with these fuckers.” 
 
    Michael gets on the bike behind Zerox and we pick up speed. Hold the fuck on Beecher, we’re coming. Just one guy left; Hoffa. But we all know what kinda damage one person can do. 
 
    The warehouse is located on a large piece of land surrounded by a gate. The gate is wide open and a car is parked in front of the warehouse. The large sliding door is open and a fire pit is near the entrance, flames are licking high and highlighting two people standing on each side. 
 
    We all park our bikes when black SUVs ride up and roughly come to a stop. Blake jumps out of one of them but we don’t take the time to get acquainted with all the other men rolling out of multiple SUVs and wearing bulletproof vests. 
 
    Zerox, Michael, Barlow, and I are the only ones who rush toward the warehouse. The others are held back by the FBI who are trying to assess the scene but we’re not about to leave Beecher alone to deal with Hoffa, who I now see is pointing a gun right at him. Beecher is holding a thick envelope above the fire pit. 
 
    “Give it to me, asshole. It was never yours to take. If you want, I can give you a cut, she’s worth billions and what you’re holding is going to guarantee we’ll get a huge cut of that. Don’t be fucking stupid,” Hoffa sneers. 
 
    Beecher chuckles without any humor as he lets the envelope drop into the swallowing flames. “She’s worth more than all the money in the world.” 
 
    “FBI!” Shouts ring out from around us. “Drop the gun.” More voices left and right “FBI. On the ground. Now.”  
 
    At the same time shots ring out. Without thinking I rush forward and feel a slight sting on my arm when I finally reach Beecher who falls to the ground, his shirt getting soaked with red.  
 
    “Beecher. Beecher, talk to me,” I demand and grab his cut. My fingers get slick and one slides into a fucking hole where a bullet went through and slammed into his body. Three holes. He took three hits and his eyes roll into the back of his head, his body going slack in my arms. 
 
    “Get a fucking ambulance!” I bellow, but there are already people surrounding me and taking over. 
 
    Zerox grabs my cut and drags me up. His fingers go around my upper arm and it makes me hiss from the stinging pain.  
 
    “Quill, let them take over. You took a bullet too, get that checked,” Zerox says as if he just told me to move a damn chair out of the way so he can vacuum the space, what the fuck? 
 
    My mind is still processing what went down in seconds. Fuck my arm. And fuck it if this place is overrun with federal agents who have the situation under control. Fuck every fucking thing. Beecher took three hits, his blood is spreading on the ground beneath him. 
 
    “I don’t need any attention, what I need is for them to help Beecher. What the fuck is wrong with you?” I growl in his face. 
 
    Zerox’s eyes slide to Beecher and back to me. There’s so much going on behind his eyes and I know he’s just trying to keep functioning but when I see Beecher lying in his own blood while people surround his lifeless body it’s as if all the air is punched right out of me. 
 
    They have him on a stretcher. One of the paramedics is giving him CPR. There’s loud thumping in my head and this whole situation is unreal. Hoffa is shouting at the people around him to let him go, how he needs to save what’s inside the fire pit. Something about proof of a murderer walking free and how they should focus on that instead of on him. 
 
    I see the bottle with accelerant, grab it, and throw it into the fire the next instant. There’s a small explosion followed by high flames along with a lot of heat and curses from all around me. I don’t fucking care, Beecher risked his life for this so I’m going to make damn sure there’s not a shred of anything left that the fire didn’t eat yet. 
 
    Hoffa is still fighting two guys who are trying to drag him off. Fucker. I stalk over and while Zerox is trying to grab me, I easily dodge and swing my fist at Hoffa’s face. I manage to hit him straight in the jaw and knock him out. 
 
    “That makes our job easier,” one of the FBI agents holding him chuckles. 
 
    I shake my fist to shake off the sting while Zerox gets into my face. “What the fuck, Quill. Can you fucking stop with rushing into the line of fucking fire, causing explosions, and now knocking this guy out?” 
 
    “No,” I growl right back. “I won’t ever hesitate to run to one of us who needs me. Nor will I think twice to back him and make sure what he started got fucking finished. And that fucker got on my damn nerves. Not to mention he sent people after my Old Lady and you know it.” 
 
    “Keep your fucking voice down,” Zerox hisses. “Look around you, Feds are everywhere. Be glad Blake is here and we called it in or we’d be facedown, cuffed, and in a jail cell for a long fucking time.” 
 
    Shit. “Sorry, Prez.” 
 
    “Don’t be fucking sorry, just get that arm of yours checked out. We need to head over to the hospital to check on Beecher.” He guides me to the ambulance while another one takes off with screaming sirens and I hope to fuck they can get Beecher there on time. 
 
    Turns out they wanted my ass in the hospital to have the bullet removed. At first glance it looked like I was only grazed but there was a second entry wound but no exit, meaning I still had a bullet in there. What a fucking mess since I’ve been here for hours now, my arm is taken care of, and I need for them to release me so I can check on Beecher. 
 
    “Stop grinding your teeth, they’ll be right here with your discharge papers,” Adley scolds. 
 
    “Says the woman who’s pacing back and forth,” I mutter in return.  
 
    She’s just as nervous as I am. I’m grateful she’s here with me and even if she wasn’t allowed in here at first, I could hear her making a scene outside my room. Once I threatened the kind people who were taking care of me, they let her inside to calm me down. Everything was smooth sailing after that. 
 
    Adley has been keeping in touch with Maci. They’re in the waiting room but there’s no news about Beecher. They’re still operating on him but from what I’ve heard it’s not good. He took three bullets and, from what they’ve mentioned, the one in his belly has badly injured some of his internal organs. One was a hit in the shoulder and the other one to the chest. They won’t even tell us if he’s gonna survive. 
 
    “Are we going home because they told you to rest your arm?” Adley asks but her face lets me know the exact same thing I’m thinking. 
 
    “I’ll rest when I’m dead. I won’t leave knowing my brother is fighting for his life…I need to fucking know. I need to be here.” My voice wavers and I hate feeling weak. 
 
    “Hey.” Adley cups my face with both hands. “You’re here, we’re all here for him. Now don’t you dare get all emotional, he’s not dead yet. Like you said, Beecher is fighting for his life. Hell, he fought for Valentina’s life while he took those bullets. And I’ve heard through Tracy how Blake mentioned you ran to help him, how you made sure everything he threw in the fire was destroyed. You had his back, Quill. But you also have to think about yours and I’m here to make sure you take your rest to help you heal. So, the first thing we’re going to do is get some food inside you and make sure you sit down and rest. I’ll get some more coffee for everyone, okay?” 
 
    A nurse walks in and I’m glad we’re on our way to the waiting room where all the others are staying. It’s good to get the words of appreciation of most of my brothers. Well, those who are here waiting, but I’d rather not be the main focus. I’ve done nothing they wouldn’t have done if they were in my shoes. 
 
    And I still feel like I failed him. If we were there a few minutes before we could have taken Hoffa down and Beecher wouldn’t have gotten shot. If we were at the house a few minutes before, the exact same thing.  
 
    Fucking hell every scenario is playing out in my head but the results are the same. Beecher’s life is in the balance and there’s no telling which way it will tip over. But I fucking hope he’s gonna pull through. 
 
    Valentina is sitting in a corner looking anything but the classy styled businesswoman. The bun on her head might have been tight before, but it’s falling apart now. She’s biting her nails and the look in her eyes is so damn haunting. 
 
    I’m so tired and my shoulder is throbbing. I know they gave me a shot for the pain and I have to take some pills later but I need my head clear enough. I drag my old ass off the chair and walk over to Valentina.  
 
    Some of my brothers are wide-eyed and shake their heads as if to warn me away from her. I don’t fucking care. The woman’s here alone and the reason she’s here is the exact same reason Beecher did what he did and what got him here. She shouldn’t feel alone or excluded. 
 
    I take a seat next to her and let my head fall back against the wall. Her shoulders are tight and all eyes are on us. Fuckers. There’s no way I’m going to say shit now. My eyes connect with Adley and I swear that woman understands me better than anyone else. Even with a mere fucking glance. 
 
    Adley reaches out to Maci and starts a discussion about some TV series the women have been watching together this week. A few minutes later they all fall back into casual discussions and have dragged their attention away from me and Valentina. 
 
    I turn my head in her direction and lower my voice so only she can hear me. “He threw a thick envelope into the fire. Pretty sure it was all the fucker had in the safe. I didn’t talk to Beecher, we couldn’t get to him when he ran off grid…I couldn’t ask, so I don’t know for sure. But he took the keycards for the safe and went inside Hoffa’s house. Yeah,” I sigh, other words lacking to comfort her but I thought she needed to know. 
 
    “Thank you.” Her voice cracks. “But I’d rather he didn’t…I would have gladly gone to jail if it would have kept him safe. I didn’t want this. It’s my fault, I should have never sent him the text, but I panicked.” 
 
    I grab her hand and give it a squeeze. “This wasn’t your fault, Valentina. Hoffa’s the one who pulled the trigger. Beecher knew what he was doing and…” Shit. I’d better explain why Beecher was persistent in doing right by her. “I don’t know if he ever told you but Beecher’s part of Wicked Throttle MC as you know since you came to the clubhouse and all today. But there’s a legend, sounds crazy and most of us didn’t believe until one after the other got hit by it. Some even call it a curse.” 
 
    She’s giving me a skeptical look and it makes the corner of my mouth twitch. I point at my VP. “Corban got his arm stuck in a drainpipe rescuing a puppy. That’s how he met Maud and once he laid eyes on her he knew she was meant to be his woman. Easy as that. My Prez, Zerox, first time he saw Maci they went head to head. She even gave him a black eye but it didn’t stop the legend. Emotions are fierce and even if they fight it…in the end it doesn’t matter. Barlow and Tracy the same way, even if she was a federal agent when they met and with Barlow’s background, in the end they found their way to be together.” My finger slides to Adley. “Now with me, it was as if lightning struck when our eyes met the first time I saw her. A complete fucking stranger but I knew deep down. It’s as if our souls recognize their counterpart. I strolled right up and kissed her, without even so much as asking her name. I had to…I can’t explain it; the attraction is intense.” I keep staring at Adley, my chest filling with warmth. Fucking hell, I adore that woman. 
 
    “We knew the first time we met,” Valentina whispers. “It was my birthday. I just turned seventeen. My parents moved here for one of my father’s projects. I had to rush after the cat that had escaped but I ran straight into Shaw. It was the same as how you described you and Adley meeting for the first time. We kissed right then and there.” She gives me a tiny smile. “He helped me search for my mother’s cat, we were inseparable until…until something happened and my mother and I left for Italy.” 
 
    “For what it’s worth,” I sigh and try to figure out how to put my thoughts into words. “His feelings for you are just as fierce but he believed with whatever it is that happened…he could never have you.” I rub a hand over my face and I get annoyed by myself and the way my shoulder is fucking hurting. “I know it means shit but I hope you get what I’m saying or at least know he’d give his life for you because it meant nothing if he couldn’t have you. Fuck. That’s not, those are my feelings and I totally suck at this.” 
 
    Valentina pats my knee. “I truly hope he doesn’t pay for all of this with his life. I’m not worth…” 
 
    “Don’t fucking say it,” I growl. “I fucked up by saying it that way. He’s fighting for his life so you damn well respect his train of thought because for him you were worth the risk…worth everything, even his last damn breath in this fucked-up world. So, we’re gonna sit here and pray he pulls through and whatever it is that pulled the two of you apart? You fix it. If you still,” I clear my throat and decide to be even more straightforward in case she decides to pull away. My brother is fighting for his life and can’t be here so I damn well will fight for him. “With you being here waiting with us, I know you still feel the same way as my brother does for you. Like I said, you fucking fix it between the two of you, if he pulls through. Clearly what happened doesn’t matter to him, the foundation and connection is still there.” My voice cracks and I have to swallow at the thickness in my throat. 
 
    The door slides open and a doctor strolls in. He looks damn tired and the way his face is edged with concern, it doesn’t seem like he has good news to share. All of us stand up but it’s my Prez who steps forward when the doc asks for the next of kin. We all keep our distance because we can hardly gang up on the doc. I glance back at Valentina whose eyes are locked on the doc as if she’s trying to lip-read.  
 
    “Remember,” I croak. “If he pulls through, you fucking fight.” 
 
    She swallows hard and gives me a tight nod. Good enough. I stumble over to Adley, my body telling me I need to rest but I have to hold her close because the look sliding over my Prez’s face doesn’t give me much hope. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twelve 
 
    ***Adley*** 
 
      
 
    The clubhouse is silent, even if everyone is present. I reach out and take Quill’s hand to give it a gentle squeeze to let him know I’m here for him. He doesn’t give me a glance but the way his thumb is stroking over the back of my hand says enough. 
 
    Support and comfort. That’s what we’re all here for in this room. Even if Beecher isn’t here with us to see how much he’s touched all of their lives. It’s so hard. The last few weeks have been crucial and when the doctors tried to bring him out of the medical induced coma they put him in to let his body heal…he didn’t wake up. 
 
    Freaking weeks have passed and they’re still not sure if he’s going to pull through. The reason why we’re all here in the main room of the clubhouse? Beecher doesn’t have any next of kin. He did have a will and the one appointed to crucial decisions is Zerox. Zerox called a meeting. This time it’s not in Church because all of us are included in this vote, even the Old Ladies. 
 
    The vote? Life support. Pull the plug or give him a chance to get out of the coma even if it’s already been weeks without any progress. The doctors advised us to make the decision if something would happen again. Yes, I said again because his heart already stopped three darn times over the past few weeks. 
 
    “Adley.” Zerox holds out his hand. “Can you come here for a sec?” 
 
    I glance at Quill but he doesn’t say anything just gives me a nod. I stand and stroll over to Zerox, curious why he would need me to stand next to him. I know we’ve been talking a lot. With me being a nurse, he’s asked questions and I’ve been answering them as well as I could but every situation is different. 
 
    With Beecher and the decision that’s in Zerox’s lap it makes it even harder. Beecher’s body is healing but the impact of his injuries was massive. There’s no telling if he can get out of the coma on his own and if he does, they don’t know what the damage is…how he will get out of it. 
 
    Everyone is looking at Zerox as he starts to talk. “I’ve been discussing the matter at hand with each and every one of you separately, and I would also like to say thanks to Adley here for being supportive with answering questions and giving me her opinion on things.” 
 
     I’m about to interrupt him because it’s more than normal I’d help where needed but this is still his decision. But he holds up his hand to stop me. 
 
    “I know, I know. It needs to be my decision, and it will be. Though this involves all of us and I never thought it would come to this.” His voice cracks with emotion and this time I’m reaching out and taking Zerox’s hand to give it a squeeze to support him. 
 
    “Truth is, I fucking can’t. I can’t let him go, and I can’t tell them to stop bringing him back if his heart fails to keep up with his body. They need to do everything they can because he’s a fucking fighter. He’s gotta fight. The doctors said many people in his situation would have left this Earth instantly, on the table or in the days after, and yet he’s still here. He is fucking fighting to stay tied to this world and there’s no damn way I’m pulling the plug.” 
 
    A wave of shouts in agreement flow through the clubhouse. Zerox buries his thumb and finger into his eyes and I know emotions are getting the better of him. I hug him tight and glance over my shoulder to Maci who comes rushing forward to take my place. 
 
    When I glance around, I see everyone is supporting each other. Quill is holding out his hand for me to take and I rush over to sit next to him. As I said, these last few weeks have been hard for all of us. Quill’s arm has been healing nicely but it overshadows everything.  
 
    None of the bikers have been able to do any work since all they can think about is Beecher. Blake has been dealing with the Hoffa situation and keeping us updated. He’s going to jail for a very long time. Beecher hasn’t been charged of anything since there isn’t any evidence of him entering Hoffa’s house. And again, this overshadows everything because nothing matters except Beecher. 
 
    The door of the clubhouse swings open and Valentina is standing there. Eyes wide and searching. She stalks over to Zerox and demands, “Did you make a choice? I heard you had to make a choice. You’re not going to kill him, are you? I’ll fight you. I have the best lawyers and even if I don’t stand a chance, I won’t give up that easily. You can’t pull the plug, you can’t. We never got the chance, and he fought for me. He’s in the hospital because of me and I just can’t let you do this.” She’s screaming out her words and grabbing Zerox by his cut. 
 
    I rush over and both Maci and I wrap our fingers around her arms and try to calm her down but nothing seems to get through to her. 
 
    “Val,” Zerox snaps. “I’m not going to let him go. If the fucker tries to leave this Earth it’s gonna be all on him. You get me? His body needs to fail him because none of us will ever give up on him.” 
 
    It’s a good thing both me and Maci are holding onto her because her knees buckle and she sags onto us, bursting into tears the next moment. I start to rub her back as Maud kneels down in front of her and hugs Valentina.  
 
    Tracy comes rushing toward us holding a glass of water. It takes some time but Valentina finally manages to pull herself somewhat together. Or at least enough to speak some words without sobbing in between. 
 
    “He squeezed my hand,” she croaks. 
 
    Maci’s eyes connect with mine and she raises an eyebrow in confusion, silently asking if I know what she’s talking about, but I have no idea. I give a little shake to let her know. 
 
    “What was that, sweetie?” Maci asks. 
 
    Valentina’s head swings up and a fierce look slides over her face. “He squeezed my hand when I was with him just now. I didn’t imagine it. I told the doctor but he said it could very well be a reflex or my imagination but I know it wasn’t.” 
 
    A tiny spark of hope starts to burn in my chest and I hope she’s right but I also know it could very well be explained by what the doctor told her. 
 
    “It wasn’t,” she tells me in an even fiercer tone as if she heard my thoughts and needs to convince me. 
 
    I give her a reassuring smile. “Zerox just told everyone how Beecher is a fighter and how he’s fighting to stay tied to this world. There’s no way he’s pulling the plug. It’s up to him now and if he’s squeezing your hand…” 
 
    “He’s coming back to me,” Valentina says with tears overflowing her eyes. 
 
    I give her a tight nod and hope with all my heart she’s right, for the both of them. Because when my eyes find Quill, my heart leaps with an electrical shock. I can’t imagine losing him. I can’t imagine the situation Valentina is in and even if they have been a decade apart it’s clear for the both of them their feelings never fade. 
 
    In life it’s a constant struggle to find your way. Even if the paths of Valentina and Beecher crossed and were ripped apart, they found their way back and I hope they get a chance to explore the road ahead of them. Even if today isn’t guaranteed for anyone.  
 
    Today is one day where a decision was made concerning all of us. One day where Valentina received the gift she needed to hold onto hope and for another day. Even if you’re lost, moments shredded, you have to realize you can fall back on those around you who you can call friends. 
 
    Those who will have your back and help you to make decisions, listen to the voice of reason, or give you the words you need to hear to go on in life. My world was falling apart a few months ago and all these people were there for me. 
 
    I didn’t even know any of them and yet they stood up without a second thought and welcomed me with open arms. These bikers might be different than any other Motorcycle Club I’ve seen and heard of, but they are a brotherhood that stands together. United with arms wide open and ready to face anything head on. 
 
    Quill strolls over to me and takes me in his arms. “Come on, it’s been a long day. The other Old Ladies will take her to Beecher’s room. Pretty sure they won’t let her leave like this. Right, Maci?” 
 
    “You got that right,” Maci replies with a fierce and resolute tone of voice. 
 
    “If you need anything, let me know,” I tell them. 
 
    Maci gives me a smile and it tugs my heart the way Valentina’s tearstained face is completely drained of energy. 
 
    “Make sure she gets some rest, tie her to Beecher’s bed if you have to,” I say without thinking things through. 
 
    Some of the bikers snort their drink through their nose. Zerox is giving me a horrified look and it makes me aware of what I just said. Shit. 
 
    The corner of Quill’s mouth twitches. “Enough said, baby. Let’s get you to bed.” 
 
    I gladly let Quill lead me to our room, my head turning red as a tomato. I can’t believe I just told Maci to tie Valentina to Beecher’s bed even if it was meant as a joke. Gosh, how can I be that freaking stupid seeing Beecher did tie up women, because he couldn’t stand their touch. Yet...he squeezed Valentina’s hand. That has to mean something.  
 
    Harsh reality and every piece of science taken under advisement…I chose to believe in the positive. The human mind and strength are always underestimated. Beecher is going to bounce back and surprise all of us. 
 
    Quill closes the door behind us, locking the outside world from our lives. But there’s something he needs to know. I talked to Valentina this morning when I visited Beecher at the hospital.  
 
    She spends most of her time there in between managing her companies. She has a few but seeing she’s the head it’s easy to delegate and take the time off to be with Beecher while working on her laptop and so on. 
 
    We got to talking and it led to me being a nurse and how I feel the urge to still help people. How I need and desperately want a job to make money to provide for myself. Even if Quill has mentioned it countless times how he wants me to stay with him and not to worry about anything. 
 
    It makes me feel weird. It would be different if I’d have my own money and a job and it’s time to start looking further into the future instead of the one day at a time, we started this relationship out with. Needless to say, I also want to have something to do and helping people along with it is very satisfying. 
 
    “I got a job offer today,” I blurt. 
 
    I could hit myself on the head the way things slip out of my mouth without thinking. I should have talked to him about my reasons and how it came about but instead I just jump down to the basics. 
 
    “You did?” Surprise slides on his face. “Where? As a nurse?” 
 
    “Sorta.” I shrug and jump on the bed. “Remember how Valentina has these kinds of safe houses where women can go if they need help or if something bad happened to them? Offering them a place to catch their breath.” 
 
    A radiant smile is all I get in return along with a tight nod. 
 
    “Well, she asked if I could come work for her and since I wanted more time to spend with you and not all hours of the day. Not to mention if I keep living here with you, we could share rent and,” 
 
    He’s holding his hand up. “The building is paid for, we share utilities but since our art produces way more than the cost we have, we have no need to pay monthly fees. I’m fine with you living here with me. Fuck. More than fine but there’s no need to worry about sharing rent so if you’d volunteer for work or even work part-time, I’m fine with any of it as long as it’s something you’d like to be doing; helping others while keeping your hands busy and your mind occupied.” 
 
    “Good.” Now I’m the one wearing a radiant smile. “Since I kinda took the job and it’s part-time where I get paid but also do some volunteer work. Like you mentioned, it’s more of the helping people while keeping busy. Satisfying for all involved.” 
 
    He steps closer to me and crashes his mouth against mine. His tongue slides inside and dances with mine before pulling back way too freaking fast. 
 
    “Life has a way of making things slide right into place, huh?” Quill whispers the words against my lips. 
 
    “Yes, they do,” I groan as I remember the turn of events that got the both of us to this point in life. “Like having a stepsister who kidnaps you to drag you into her mess so I’d have to run, witness a serial killer attack, and get thrown over a waterfall. Among other shenanigans.” 
 
    “Uh huh, not to mention how I needed to hunt you down and drag you home,” he growls fiercely. 
 
    “Hmmmm,” I hum. “There’s that.” Liking the tone of the growl in his voice and the way he’s gripping my hips to pull me closer. 
 
    “In the end it doesn’t matter where our lives start or where it leads. It’s the moment right here, the whole seize the day.” His words linger as he starts to trail a path of kisses down my neck. 
 
    I gasp when he nips my skin and starts to suck. “The whole one day at a time stays our motto then?” I whisper, closing my eyes to enjoy the sparks of lust he ignites inside me. 
 
    “You bet your ass it is.” A hot chuckle heats my neck, his hands slide underneath my shirt and start to roam my body. “And one day I’m going to marry you. One day you’re going to be the mother of our children. And one day you’re going to realize we’re still taking it one day at a time while we’re old and gray and sitting on our porch watching our grandkids grow into youngsters while we tell them all about the good old days.” 
 
    That one day is all I could wish for and it’s for that reason my lips find his to enjoy this day to the max. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Epilogue 
 
    Three years later 
 
      
 
    ***Quill*** 
 
      
 
    How can my woman’s tits be even more luscious every time I see and hold them? I watch as my cock slides through as I hold them together. Adley holds a bottle of honey upside down and the sticky stuff drips right on, allowing my cock to slip and slide even more. 
 
    “Fucking great idea,” I mutter. 
 
    Adley’s eyes are eating up the vision before her. Pretty sure this wasn’t what she had in mind when she told me she wanted to try rubbing some mixture of honey and other stuff on her skin. Something about radiant glow and good for her skin. Well, my idea was brilliant and she’s all glowing and I’m all radiant and coming all over her. 
 
    I bellow her name and I swear cum keeps jetting out. I wish my wife would have her eyes locked with mine but the way she watches enthralled the way I gently keep sliding back and forth to enjoy the aftermath holds all her attention. 
 
    She licks her damn lips and it makes me groan. “Stop looking at me like that or my cock will fire back up and slide right between those damn lips.” 
 
    “I love honey,” she croaks, leans forward and licks my damn cock. 
 
    A growl rips from my chest and I let myself drop beside her. I lift her easily and turn her around. She gets my demand and straddles me backwards to move her sweet pussy right in my face so she can swallow my cock while I feast on her. 
 
    Sweet. Heaven. Pleasure shoots through me when she takes me into her mouth and starts to tease me with her tongue while sucking. I bury my face against her, give a little shake so the roughness of my beard gives her some extra stimulation while I cover her clit and flick it. 
 
    All the years we’ve been together, all the pleasures and adventures we’ve had and still we enjoy and crave the minutes ticking away our time to its full extent. I knew the moment I laid eyes on her she was meant to be mine and my love for her hasn’t stop growing. 
 
    Even if a heart can be full, for her it swells up to hold all the fucking love I have to give. That doesn’t mean we don’t fight or have our differences. Our discussions and difference of opinions can go head to head but we always fight it out in between the sheets or at the dinner table until we settle and both feel winners. 
 
    Because in a solid relationship there are no losers or voices unheard. There’s compromise, love, and commitment. And honey to sweeten the deal, that’s for damn sure. Either her essence or the shit she just dripped all over her tits and my cock. Fuck. I’m about to blow my load again and the way her taste intensifies on my tongue lets me know she’s close. 
 
    She starts to rotate her hips and presses her pussy tighter against my face. Even if she’s pressing me into the mattress and breathing is becoming difficult. The need for ultimate pleasure always comes at a price. Besides, who needs air to live if your lungs thrive on the love you inhale with each breath, right? 
 
    Fuck. Too sappy, but I don’t fucking care because my cum is shooting down her throat while her orgasm flows freely on my tongue. Nothing tops this moment and it’s the same thing that slides through my mind after we’ve had one another. 
 
    Adley slides off me and turns so she can crash on top of me, her face on my chest and her sticky tits in between us. Still, no better feeling than catching your breath while your body is recovering from pleasure. 
 
    “So, the honey was a success,” I pant. 
 
    Her body starts to shake while a giggle flows through the air. “Most definitely. But I don’t like being sticky.” 
 
    “We’re going to gather our strength and hit the shower. See? Problem solved as easy as that,” I tell her. 
 
    “You’re a good problem solver.” She nuzzles my chest. 
 
    I smack her ass. “You know it, and I proved it the moment I met you.” 
 
    “My hero,” she sighs and it makes me snort. 
 
    “Don’t know about that, baby.” I lazily let my fingers trail up and down her back. 
 
    Relishing in the serenity of this moment together. The clubhouse is quiet and even if we bought a house together about ten minutes from here, we chose to spend a few days a week here anyway. 
 
    We bought the house three months after we got married. There’s something about having a space for just the two of us but we also plan ahead. We have two rooms reserved for the plan we have in mind and I should have blown my load inside her sweet pussy, but some things can’t be forced. 
 
    Adley stopped taking the pill and we’re hoping to expand our family soon, but only time will tell us when. For now, we will enjoy our moment with just the two of us. 
 
    “I love this,” she sighs. “You, me, this, all of it. Even the new changes Valentina made. She really did a great job expanding the building so we could accommodate more women who need a safe place for a few days or weeks, whatever they need.” 
 
    Working part-time for Valentina in the beginning of our relationship quickly turned to full-time for Adley. As long as she’s enjoying her job, I don’t have any problems with it. And besides, Valentina treats her staff like her friends. If they need a personal day, they can and she won’t ever fuss about it either. 
 
    Maybe she compensates since her other companies are strictly business and I’ve seen her in action several times. Fucking scary that one. Even if she doesn’t hold a whip in the boardroom, she’s in full control. 
 
    “Zerox is taking it to the table to make a donation or funding so she can hire someone new,” I tell her. 
 
    This little piece of information makes her push up and she glares at me. “Does this by any chance have something to do with us trying to get pregnant?” 
 
    Yes. Maybe. No. Fuck. “With expanding the building the workload expands along with it. It’s only logical they could use an extra set of hands.” I shrug and hope she buys it since hell, yes I was the one who suggested it to Zerox. 
 
    She narrows her eyes but slowly snuggles back against my chest. Yikes, skin to skin sticky mess. 
 
    “Come on.” I smack her ass. “Shower. And you just reminded me I have to work on something.” 
 
    She giggles and dashes into the bathroom. “Lemme guess, it involves my pussy and your dick.” 
 
    “The best kind of work, baby,” I croon and she shakes her head. 
 
    The look she throws over her shoulder as I follow her into the bathroom? Pure and all for me. So much emotion flowing to and from me in just one glance between us. It makes my chest swell with pride and the knowledge we can handle anything life throws our way.  
 
    And to be honest? I can’t wait to face new things with her right by my side. She took my heart even before she dropped from the waterfall. So steady water, raging rivers, steep falls or not, we’ll always ride that wave together. But first things first...something about my cock and her pussy, and a plan involving our future. 
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