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 Chapter 1 
 
    Dani 
 
      
 
    “Dani, Dani, Dani,” they all chant my name as I grab the tube and bring it to my lips. The beer runs freely through the funnel and straight into me. What could be better than a night out with your girls drinking from a funnel? Not a damn thing, that’s what! I chug it down until the room spins and the cheers become louder. When it’s gone, I pull away and raise my hands in the air showing that I made it.  
 
    “You’re going to pass out!” Shyla, my best friend laughs and passes me a glass of water. I take a few sips as the crowd slowly disperses from around us. A few random girls that dance like they have no shame and a few guys remain. I’m drunk and stripping out of half my clothes. Did it get extremely hot in here? I fan myself and grab another beer before dancing my way into the middle of the room with the rest of the crowd. My body is buzzing, hell even my pussy is tingling from the effects of the alcohol.  
 
    “Have you ever been so drunk your vagina vibrates?” I slur as I look at the hot guy next to me. He laughs, throwing his head back shaking his head no. I suppose he wouldn’t since he is a guy.  
 
    “Well, I have!” I scream tipping my beer back to my lips and taking a long pull. The room sways and tips but I love the feeling. I’ve always been a mouthy rebel at heart and even now at twenty three, I’ve not changed one bit. I have no filter and say what I think before I think about it which typically lands me in trouble.  
 
    “Dani! I dare you,” Shyla hollers at me over the music. I never turn down a dare! 
 
    “Give it to me!” I spin to face her as she scans the bar with her eyes before a smirk crosses her face.  
 
    “I dare you to kiss that guy over there at the bar,” she laughs as I follow her gaze. I narrow my eyes, put my hand on my hip and look back at her. 
 
    “The dude in the suit? Come on Shy, he looks like Doogie Howser,” I stomp my foot in protest. There’s no way I can kiss that with a straight face. Shyla laughs, glad this is amusing for her. Last time she dared me to sleep with a guy that lives in our apartment building and I swear to God the man looked like Joey Tribbiani from friends. I was so drunk that all I could say all night was, How you doin’? The man left not long after.  
 
    “Not him! That one! The one with the long hair.” I turn to look back at the bar and see the group of men but the one that Shy is pointing out doesn’t go with the group. They all wear cuts, like in those motorcycle shows but his is different. His doesn’t match the rest. He’s pretty good looking from what I can see of both of him. Double vision is awesome! 
 
    “I can totally nail that one, Shy. You should have stuck with Doogie,” I smart off as I sway unsexy like toward the bar and band of bikers. I knew I shouldn’t have worn these goddamn boots with a heel. I stumble a little before I grab the bar to steady myself which just so happens to be right in between Mr. Hot Long haired guy and one of the others. His cool blue eyes slowly slip over my face before traveling to the little tank top that I’ve stripped down to then coming back to my eyes. No one says a word but someone does whistle behind me. I don’t know which one that was since I’m still focused on the blue eyes that have small golden flecks in them. My head slowly cocks to the side, studying his face before I step closer. He doesn’t move, just studies me back before I move in for the kill. Pressing my lips to his, I can hear Shy screaming and yelling. She had to know I’d win the damn dare.  
 
    “What the hell was that?” Blue eyes asks me when I pull away.  
 
    “A kiss?” Did I just answer that question as if I didn’t know what I did? Judging by the smirk, yes, I did. He doesn’t say anything further just grunts as I watch him wipe the spit off his face. Christ, I just doggie kissed the man! I fucking doggied him! For the mess I made all over him I should have just licked him instead. Did I lick him? Oh, stop it, Dani! You won the dare. A smile crosses my face as I nod my head. Yes I did win that dare. The man watches me as I nod my head some more and turn to walk back to Shy. She watches me with wide eyes, a smirk on her face and her hands on her hips.  
 
    “You win, what do you want?”  
 
    “Pizza on you Tuesday!” Shy nods her head and pulls me into a hug.  
 
    “You’re crazy, you know that.” 
 
    “I doggied him, Shy,” I say as I begin to hysterically laugh.  
 
    “You didn’t?” She pulls back and laughs.  
 
    “Yes, I did. It was a lick his mouth until it looked like Cujo slobbering over a shoe kiss.” Shyla laughs harder until her face turns red. Glad I’m getting a reaction out of someone because he didn’t look too happy. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
    Cross 
 
      
 
    I look down into the eyes of the man that I’m about to kill. Stone, the President of Diablo Son’s MC stands tall next to me as his guys hold the bastard on his knees. His eyes are wild with all the drugs that are running through his system but that makes no difference to me. 
 
    “Why’d you do it?” I ask the million dollar question even though I already know the answer to it. It’s the principal of the matter. I want to hear it come from his mouth.  
 
    “Fuck you,” he slurs pulling a smirk from me.  
 
    “I don’t like little boys. Did you know the guy you killed had a family?” I can tell by the look in his eyes that he doesn’t give a shit or he’s too high to care. Doesn’t matter though, it makes what I’m about to do that much easier. I slide my hand in my pocket and pull out my switchblade, flicking it open as his eyes follow. I can see the fear in him and it sends a chill down my spine. I step forward and press the tip into his neck. 
 
    “He was a dad, a husband and a damn good person. You took his life for nothin’. You killed him because you thought he was someone else!” I roar. The more I let the thought run through my mind, the angrier I become. Nix was a good guy. He was a Nomad like me. He worked his way through this world with his hands. He provided for his family and took great pride in his son. It was all for nothing when this lowlife piece of shit decided to kill him thinking he was the drug dealer that fucked him over. I was grateful that Stone and Sons picked the fucker up for me. I slide the blade through his neck, watching his widening eyes as they slowly fall and close. The guys holding him release his body as it falls to the ground. 
 
    “You stickin’ around town a while?” Stone asks passing me a cigarette. I wipe the blade on my jeans, close it and shove it into my pocket before grabbing it.  
 
    “Yeah, got a few things I’m lookin’ into around here. Appreciate you grabbin’ him,” I tell him nodding toward the dead asshole as I light up.  
 
    “No doubt, brother. Nix was a good guy. We ran into him more than once around here. Always showed respect which is why we respected him back. Goddamn shame it went down the way it did.” I blow out a ring of smoke when I see her. Her eyes wide but no words coming from that open mouth. I quickly look away knowing that if Stone sees her, she’s as good as dead. 
 
    “You want help on that clean up?” I ask nodding at the fucker once more. 
 
    “No, man. We got it. Go have a drink.” Stone slaps a hand on my shoulder and I quickly move in the back door. The girl turns on her heel and walks back toward the bar but I’m faster than her. I grab her around the waist and pull her into the bathroom, closing and locking the door when I do. She doesn’t scream or shake. It’s a little strange that someone who just witnessed a murder isn’t afraid.  
 
    “What the hell were you doin’?” I ask her in a gruff tone. She turns to look at me, her big blue eyes dancing with what looks like curiosity.  
 
    “Well… at first I was looking for you,” she says softly, her eyes still burning into mine.  
 
    “What for?” 
 
    “I thought a second kiss might be in order, you know, since I ruined the first one. Well, I didn’t technically ruin it but I did lick your face which was bad enough.” Why the fuck is she still rambling? I reach up, pluck the cigarette from my lips and blow the smoke into her pretty little face which she scrunches up and responds, “Did you know that around three thousand people die each year from second hand smoke?” Waving her hand around in front of her face, I find myself amused by this girl. I look into her eyes expecting to see fear but I don’t. She’s calm as can be and I just don’t fucking understand it. 
 
    “You saw what I did back there, yeah?”  
 
    “Maybe. Depends.” She crosses her arms over her chest and glares at me. Fucking glares at me! 
 
    “Depends on what?” I step closer to her, dropping the cigarette into the sink before flipping it on.  
 
    “What you want from me?” What the hell is wrong with this girl? Is she completely unhinged? 
 
    “I don’t want a goddamn thing from you. Don’t you want to know why I did it?” Tilting my head to the side, I study the little troublemaker in front of me. I can tell she’s trouble just from the look in her eyes.  
 
    “Not especially. I mean, I’ve seen enough CSI and Bones to know that there was some kind of reason. Unless you’re like Dexter but even he had a reason.” She’s a mental case. Fucking insane. That has to be it. No one in their right mind would stand in a room with a killer and say that shit.  
 
    “You watch fake shows and all of the sudden you get why I killed a man in cold blood before your eyes? What do you have?” I ask knowing something is wrong with her.  
 
    “What do you mean?” She tilts her head to mimic mine.  
 
    “You obviously have some sort of mental issues.” She starts laughing and I swear to fuck I’m debating turning her ass over to Stone.  
 
    “I’m naturally like this! My mom had me tested but this is just me. You would think tha-.” That’s enough. I can’t do this. Smashing my hand over her mouth silences her for the moment. I move my face closer to hers, close enough I could taste her if I wanted to before I lower my hand. 
 
    “Those men out there, they aren’t good guys. If you open that little pouty mouth of yours, they will kill you and everything you love. Do you understand me?” She nods her head slowly before a small smirk starts to curl her lips.  
 
    “You think I have pouty lips?” I close my eyes trying to reign in the rage that wants to explode all over her.  
 
    “Is that all you heard from that little talk?” She shrugs her shoulders and pushes toward me, her breath dancing with mine.  
 
    “Bad men. Pouty lips, that’s what I heard,” she purrs before pressing her lips to mine. This time her kiss is hard and unforgiving. This time she isn’t licking half my goddamn face off, not that I complained about it. It was sexy as fuck watching her with that much composure. Not many women will walk up to a man like me and just do it. Sliding my hand around the back of her neck, I kiss her back with more force. She tastes like liquor and strawberry. A taste that I want more of.  Walking her back a step her back slams into the wall and she giggles into my mouth. I devour her lips until they are swollen and red.  
 
    “You only wanted a kiss?” I ask her, running my free hand down her side and over her hip. 
 
    “I’m not opposed to other things,” she says softly pulling a groan from my throat. Fuck! 
 
    “In that case.” 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
    Dani 
 
      
 
    Oh my God. Oh my God. The hot killer guy yanks my skirt down my legs along with my panties before lifting me and setting me on the edge of the sink. I’m ready and willing to take him deeply inside of me but he has other plans. Some might call me a slut but I call it, I’m horny, young and having a blast. Hot guy whose cut says Cross drops to his knees and gazes up at me.  
 
    “You gonna keep that little mouth shut when you leave here?” He asks and my God do I feel like I’m going to explode. I learned my lesson a long time ago that you don’t open your mouth when you see something like that. My dad instilled that in me when I was very young and I watched my mother die because she didn’t have the same values. I can’t be her. 
 
    “Not a thing. Just please,” I beg him unashamedly. He shakes his head and looks at me like a puzzle he needs to solve before he leans in and spreads my thighs. I give him room and when his mouth touches me, I shudder. His tongue slips out of his mouth as I watch him with hooded eyes. My body is begging for him and the need for release. His fingers skim my clit and I nearly leap off the counter. Cross moves closer, his tongue slipping and sliding into me pulling every sensation possible from deep within me. I lean back, pressing my hands onto the counter behind me, bracing myself as I grind against his face. His finger moves to slide inside of me and I arch into him.  
 
    “Damn, baby,” he growls as my pussy clenches around him. I can’t stop it and I don’t know that I’d want to. I feel like I’m drifting on a cloud as this man eats until his heart is content. A second finger dives inside of me adding to the feeling that is already driving me over the edge of my sanity. I lean back up and grab a handful of his long sexy dark hair. It’s like silk sliding through my fingers as I tug him into me. He growls low in his throat as he continues to drive his fingers in and out, licking at my clit until I can’t take more. I explode, coming hard. My body convulses as I pull his hair harder. Cross doesn’t stop but he does slow his movements. I release his hair and flop back trying to catch my breath. Sweat trickles down my temples, my pulse racing but God do I feel fucking amazing. Cross stands and pulls his fingers out of me before dragging them to his mouth. I can’t help but look at him as he does it. It makes me want more than just that tongue job he just gave me. When he pulls his fingers free he reaches for me, lifting me off the counter and setting me on the floor. He turns on his heel and heads toward the door when I stop him. 
 
    “Where are you going? I thought I was going to get the D!” I can hear him nearly choke before he glances at me over his shoulder.  
 
    “You really are insane. Don’t let me find out you said a word to anyone. I don’t have a problem killin’ little girls,” he says looking over his shoulder at me. I raise an eyebrow trying to get a reaction from him but I don’t. 
 
     “You are standin’ in front of a killer. You saw it yourself and you aren’t afraid.” His words really mean nothing to me. He’s a person. Okay, yes he technically killed someone but I’m sure he had a reason. At least that’s what I’m telling myself.  
 
    “We all die sometime, Cross. Why be afraid to live?” I ask him. His eyes darken, his head tilts to mimic mine. Shaking his head slowly, he turns to leave once more. What the hell? 
 
    “You are just going to eat my pussy and walk out of the room? What kind of man does that? I wanted the D!” I roar, stomping my foot this time. Cross chuckles, his eyes flashing black as he looks at me.  
 
    “You ain’t gettin’ it from me, darlin’. You taste like heaven but I’m the goddamn devil. That’s all of the darkness you get,” he says with a smirk before pulling the door open and walking out leaving me a horny mess and half naked in the bar bathroom. The irony isn’t lost on me that I’ve been here before but at least I got the dick. I grab my skirt and pull it on quickly before stomping from the bathroom to find Shyla.  
 
    “Do you know what just happened to me?” I huff as I drop onto the stool next to her. She looks over, her drunken eyes glazed but happy.  
 
    “You didn’t get any did you?” She giggles. Bitch.  
 
    “Nope. Not a damn thing! Do you know that he had the balls to eat me like a sundae and then walk off?” Shy fakes shock and nearly throws herself off her chair which makes me laugh.  
 
    “What kind of person does that?” She gasps with a grin on her face.  
 
    “Right? Ugh, now I’m going to have to play with my vibrator and dream of The Rock or Beckham or someone hot as hell to get off,” I whine as I fall into her. Shy wraps her arm around my shoulder, pulling me against her.  
 
    “I can call Tyler if you want. He’s always willing to give you the dick,” she laughs. Tyler is a friend of ours that is completely out of my league yet somehow can’t seem to keep his dick out of me. I’m not complaining about having a fuck buddy but some days I just want more. I’m young, I want to live and have a good time but I also want a man to do that with. Okay, fine. I have daddy issues okay? My dad was a prick and never really wanted me so his absence is my excuse to fuck anything with a dick. Call me whore, I’ve heard it before but I’m always safe and I like to have fun. Who can blame me there? 
 
    “I just wanna go home,” I whine when a shot is placed in front of me. My shitty attitude quickly perks up, I sit up straight and look at the bartender.  
 
    “Guy down there said to taste it,” he says before turning and walks away. I glance to the end of the bar and see Cross’s eyes on me, burning me, marking me in ways that I’ve only dreamt of. He nods toward the shot in front of me but I shake my head. He raises an eyebrow and watches me. Asshole. Bossy asshole.  
 
    “Damn, he is watching you like you might disappear. What did you do to him?” Shy teases.  
 
    “I let him eat me. That was all. It’s the magic of my pussy. He’s going to fall in love with me. Goddamn it, Shy. I knew this was going to happen. Now I’m going to have to break his heart,” I say grabbing the glass and tossing back my shot. Glancing down the bar at Cross, I lick my lips before sucking the little tiny bit that spilled on my finger off. Cross watches me the whole time, his Adam’s apple bobbing as he swallows hard. I smirk. Yep, you could have had all this.  
 
    “Let’s go, Shy. I’m over this bar. Next time I pick.” climbing off the stool I head toward the door with Shy stumbling and tripping behind me. We make it outside when I see the guys from out back. My stomach trembles wondering if they saw me. My heart jumps into my throat and vomit isn’t far behind.  
 
    “Where you pretty girls off to?” One of them asks, stepping closer. I read his patch, Stone, President before letting my eyes slide up to his face. He’s hot as hell with his short hair, just long enough to run your fingers through.  
 
    “Home,” Shyla slurs as she stares into his eyes. Yeah, those are some sexy eyes.  
 
    “Why so early? Let’s party,” he says stepping into our space. He throws his arms around the both of us, pulling us in closer. My heart is slamming in my chest wondering if he knows I saw them or if he is going to kill me. Is this my end? Fuck, I never finished my bucket list! I can’t die now. What a waste of perfectly good flesh. I can hear the music from the bar blasting louder when the door opens and someone comes out but I can’t see who. Not until I hear that voice.  
 
    “What’s goin’ on out here?” Cross’s voice thunders through the still night air, seeping into my pores like a fine wine. My pussy quivers knowing what that mouth can do and wondering what the southern region is like.  
 
    “Thinkin’ about headin’ back to the clubhouse for a little party. You in?” Stone asks when Cross walks around to stand in front of us. He looks between the three of us before nodding his head.  
 
    “Yeah but that one’s mine,” he nods toward me. Stone chuckles and pulls his arm away from me, giving me a little shove toward him. I stumble and put my hands up, bracing against his hard chest when I groan. 
 
    “You’re gonna be like that bad penny, aren’t you?” he asks breaking my horny spell. What the hell? 
 
    “Don’t fall in love with me. I know you will.” 
 
    “I hardly see that happenin’.  Where the hell did you come up with that? Never mind. Let’s go,” he says jerking me along with him. I want to protest but I see Shy smiling and climbing on the back of Stone’s bike, so I just go with it.  
 
    “You are bossy and I’m charismatic and sweet and so many other things, that’s why.” 
 
    “You’re annoyin’ as fuck. Like a goddamn puppy that follows you around for scraps,” he hisses.  
 
    “Are you calling me a dog?” I snap, coming to a stop. The movement jerks Cross to a stop next to me. He turns on me, his eyes coming to mine and damn do I want to climb that man like a jungle gym.  
 
    “Do what the fuck you’re told so you can live another day, yeah?” Lost in the depths of his deep dark eyes, I nod like a fool.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4 
 
    Cross 
 
      
 
    I tug at my hair watching her as she dances and laughs, grinding against her friend and a few of the Sons. Tipping the beer to my lips, I take a long pull.  
 
    “Where the hell you pick that up at?” Stone asks, sitting down next to me.  
 
    “At the bar. Tongue fucked her in the bathroom,” I chuckle.  
 
    “Nice ass on that one. You fuckin’ it?” I know why he’s asking and I’m not letting him fuck her. I don’t need her opening that big mouth of hers by accident. 
 
    “Goddamn right I am. What the fuck you think I brought her for?” Stone laughs which catches her attention. She turns toward us, her eyes lingering on mine. I lick my lips remembering the taste of her when I licked her to happiness in that bathroom but that isn’t what’s happening here. This is me needing to get her out of here and away from the Sons before they figure shit out and kill the poor girl. Not that I typically give a shit but she was just in the wrong place at the wrong time. I wave her over, watching the fire in her eyes. She’s horny as hell, that much I can see but I don’t plan on giving her what she wants. She stands in front of me, peering down at me like she’s waiting for her next set of instructions. Fuck me. Is she a sub?  
 
    “Damn, have fun with that one, Cross. Few rooms down the hall are empty.” Stone shoves off the couch, slapping her on the ass and making her yelp before he walks away.  
 
    “Get on my lap,” I demand her. The girl moves, straddling my thighs and lowering herself in my lap. My cock loves that she follows orders, hardening beneath her. I grip her hips shoving her down so that she can feel what she’s doing to me. Her eyes widen before a smile crosses her face.  
 
    “Am I finally going to get fucked?” She asks not ashamed at all.  
 
    “Right here in front of everyone?” I ask watching her cheeks turn pink. I don’t give a shit who sees me, but I can almost guarantee that she isn’t willing. Much to my surprise, she raises her hips, slips her panties to the side and waits. When I don’t move, she huffs. 
 
    “I’m going to fuck the other guy. You’re annoying.” Her words make me laugh but my grip on her hips doesn’t ease up. I let go with one hand, unbuckle my jeans and pull my cock free.  
 
    “You gonna tell me your name?” 
 
    “Dani,” she says breathlessly as she stares at my cock. Fuck, this girl is a mess. Reaching into my pocket I pull out a condom and hold it out to her. She watches it for a long second before grabbing it, bringing it to her lips and tearing it open with her teeth. This girl is full of surprises. 
 
    “You that horny?” Before I can fuck with her any further the touch of her hand on my cock has me sucking in a breath. She quickly rolls the condom down my length stroking as she brings her hand back up. I groan, not meaning to but making her smirk.  
 
    “You’re not embarrassed?” She asks shimming her way out of her panties and tossing them to the floor. I know we have an audience, I can see the eyes on us. 
 
    “Of what? A hot chick ridin’ my cock?” Before she can give me a chance to move or become ready, she lifts up and slides down my length. I grunt and grab her hips, her skirt splayed out around her hiding anything important. We get a few whistles from a few of the guys as she rises up and drops back down. She wasn’t joking when she said that she was horny. She rides me like a fucking cowboy on a bull. I don’t stop her because let’s be honest, her pussy is tight and her body is on fire. I raise my hips helping her out a little. Her moans don’t go unnoticed as she fucks me into the couch. I’m not typically the type to let the woman take control but this one is different.  
 
    “Fuck, Dani. You’re pussy is so tight,” I hiss as she rocks on top of me. I reach for her shirt, pulling it over her head. Leaning in, I run my tongue down her neck grabbing her tit roughly in my hand. Running my thumb over her nipple, she clenches around me. Replacing my thumb with my mouth, I bite into her flesh and listen to her scream. More whistles come from behind her but I’m lost in the look of pleasure that dances across her face. She’s in fucking heaven on my cock.  
 
    “Cross, fuck me harder,” she begs. Wrapping my arms around her waist, I stand and turn, laying her on the couch under me. I thrust my hips, rolling them to let her feel what she’s about to get. With each movement, her body tightens and I almost lose control. Plunging into her, she screams my name so loud that I know I’ll catch shit from the guys later. I buck my hips, hitting her in all the right spots until I feel myself closer and closer to release. Dani reaches up, running her hands under my shirt, her nails dragging along my skin causing me to shudder as plunge deeper inside of her. Her body bounces beneath me until I see that look in her eyes. She opens her mouth just as her orgasm slams into her. 
 
    “Holy fuck! I’m gonna die!” She screams as I release inside of her. Her nails dig into my flesh but I can’t find it in me to care at the moment. I clench my eyes shut and let my cock twitch inside of her as she milks me for whatever I have left. When I open my eyes again, she’s smiling up at me. I narrow my eyes at her but she doesn’t say a word when I feel a small hand running down the ass of my jeans. I jerk out of her quickly to find her friend with her hand in my pants and her eyes wide.  
 
    “I want to be fucked just like that,” she says looking from me to Dani and back. Stone’s laugh vibrates through the room before he grabs the girl and jerks her against him. I’m confused as hell at what’s happening right now.  
 
    “I got you, darlin’. I can fuck you better,” Stone says licking the side of her neck.  
 
    “Jesus Christ. What kinds of drinks did they have?” I ask Stone as I roll the condom off and adjust my clothes.  
 
    “I don’t know, brother but I think we should start givin’ it out more often,” he chuckles dragging the girl down the hall with him. Walking to the bathroom, I toss the condom and start washing my hands when the door opens and she walks in. She doesn’t say a word, just closes the door and drops onto the toilet.  
 
    “You just gonna piss while I’m standin’ here?” I look down at her. She just shrugs and finishes going.  
 
    “You had your dick in me. I don’t think it’s a problem to pee while you’re in here. Anyway, it’s not good to hold. It can cause an infection.”  
 
    “Are you just a book of useless information?” Her eyes shoot to mine as she wipes and stands. 
 
    “It isn’t useless. It’s true,” she says bumping me with her hip so she can wash up. I step back and watch her, wondering what the fuck goes on inside of her head. There has to be something more wrong with her, right? Dani looks up, her eyes catching mine in the mirror. She smiles softly and in that moment, I know there’s more to this girl than I originally thought. She might be annoying as hell and full of shit but there is something else in there.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5 
 
    Dani 
 
      
 
    I groan and roll over slapping the alarm clock trying to shut it up.  
 
    “No, it can’t be time to get up,” Shyla whines from across the room. I shut the alarm off and rub at my eyes wiping away all the eye boogers from the night before as I sit up and stretch.  
 
    “What is it we’re doing today?” I ask not remembering what job today is bringing. Shyla and I are rebels. We don’t conform to society and we sure as hell don’t keep one job for very long. We need variety. Whatever, let’s face it, Shy and I get into trouble at ninety percent of our jobs and get fired. What fun is living if you have to follow directions all the time? 
 
    “I think we’re working the restaurant at the Plaza today. We have to wear black skirts and white button down shirts.” I groan as soon as I hear it. We worked the Plaza before and made really good money. I suppose I should be thankful that they are one of few places that let us come back. I suppose I should explain Shyla and I’s relationship. The first word that comes to mind is dysfunctional. We grew up as neighbors, our fathers being into the same things drew us together. Her dad liked drugs, mine did too. They did a lot of them together. Her mom was still around and when mine was killed, Shyla was there for me. I loved her for that and we’ve been together ever since. Shyla is like a sister to me and we do everything together.  
 
    “Wear your hair in that tight ass bun too or Mick will lose his shit,” I add as I climb out of bed and head toward the closet. I thank God that I took a shower last night because I am far from a morning person. I’m one of those that don’t like trying to slide into her jeans when she’s wet. It’s gross and we all know it yet no one likes to admit it. I grab mine and Shyla’s clothes, tossing hers at her before setting mine on the bed.  
 
    “Did you have fun the other night?” She asks as I change into my work attire. I tuck my white blouse into the black pencil skirt that could double as skin it’s so damn tight.  
 
    “I had a ton of fun. I think I ate too many donuts this week though. Look!” I squeal as I point down to the skirt that might as well be latex. I feel like I’m suffocating in this thing.  
 
    “You look the same to me.” She would say that. Bitch. She has to lie, she’s my best friend. Walking over to the mirror, I grab my brush and comb out my long blonde hair before pulling it up into a tight bun. God forbid one hair be out of place when we get there. 
 
    “What are we doing tonight?” I ask while looking for my shoes. When I spot them, I lean down and grab them thinking that I might just rip the ass out of this skirt if I’m not careful.  
 
    “Depends on how drunk you want to be. Tyler is having a party at one of those night clubs he’s always rambling on about. We’re invited as VIP’s of course,” she says but I know there’s more. We never have just one option. 
 
    “Or?” 
 
    “Or we head back down to Bricket’s and see what kind of hot guys this night holds. We did good last week with the biker dudes.” Internally I cringe at the thought of going back to Bricket’s after I saw that scene out of the movie Splatter. I think I’ll pass on that kind of excitement for this week.  
 
    “Tyler’s party sounds promising. Who’s going?” Shyla shoves her feet into the overly uncomfortable shoes before glancing up at me.  
 
    “All the same losers. I think Cherry the hooker will be there!” She fakes her excitement so well. I laugh before grabbing my purse and my phone, slipping the apartment key in. Heading out the door, it’s hot as hell and I really don’t want to be in this skirt.  
 
    “If we hop the twenty we can make it in time,” I tell Shy as we walk toward the bus stop. We don’t own a car and don’t really need one. Aside from the fact that we are broke as hell most days, we can’t afford that luxury. We live on the basics of what we need and it works perfectly for us. We both sit on the bench and wait for the bus when I hear the distinctive sounds of motorcycles. I don’t know whose head moves faster, hers or mine. 
 
    “Who are you looking for?” I ask in a teasing tone trying to get her to talk. Since that night at the Diablo Son’s Clubhouse Shy has been acting all weird when she hears a motorcycle coming.  
 
    “Fuck off. He was good in bed,” she huffs looking the other direction. I don’t. I keep watch! It doesn’t take long before I see the bikes come into view.  
 
    “It’s them, Shy!” Her head jerks in the same direction as mine but I don’t see Cross. I knew he wasn’t part of the Sons though. Shyla’s eyes nearly bug out of her head as she watches them ride in a perfect formation. None of them ever turn their heads to look our direction and I think Shy is fine with that considering there is drool leaking from her mouth. I can’t do anything but giggle. 
 
    “God, they look even hotter when they’re riding don’t they?” She sighs and flops back on the bench.  
 
    “Which one were you with?” I ask adjusting this stupid blouse as it clings to my sweaty boobs. Boob sweat is real today! 
 
    “The President, Stone. He was… damn I can’t even think of a word for him,” she giggles. I smile as the bus pulls up and pull some cash from my purse. 
 
    “There is definitely plenty of words for what they are. Hot. Sexy. Hard are just a few,” I tell her over my shoulder as I climb aboard this lovely public transportation and pay the driver. We find the first seats available and sit.  
 
    “So, you never told. Bathroom doggy lick dude. Was he good?” She wiggles her eyebrows causing me to smile.  
 
    “He was beyond good. He was amazing. When he took me back to the room, I thought my vagina was going to die. You saw me the next morning.” Shy laughs hysterically next to me knowing what she saw the next day.  
 
    “You were walking like you’d road a horse for a week,” she laughs harder.  
 
    “Shut up! I’ve never been pounded like that in my life!”  
 
    “God, I love you, Dani.” 
 
    “Love you too, bitch.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6 
 
    Cross 
 
      
 
    Scratching the back of my neck, I glare at the two men on their knees in front of me. I stuck around town keeping an ear out for anything that might be off. After I killed that little fuck for killing Nix, more information came to light. It wasn’t what I was expecting either. I knew there were a few Nomads into some shady shit but I never would have believed that Nix was one of them. With the joint between my lips, I inhale letting the feeling of the high rush me. 
 
    “So, you’re sayin’ that the kill wasn’t just a wrong person deal?” I ask looking between the two of them. Man one looks as though he might piss himself at any second but man two? He’s the leader, I can tell. He’s poised and calm. His whole demeanor reminds me of myself. Too calm for your own good.  
 
    “No. You fucking Nomad assholes are always into something!” Man one yells getting an elbow from two. I can tell that if I’m going to get any good information from these fuckers, one of them is going to have to die.  
 
    “You. Stand up.” Pulling the gun from the back of my jeans, man one stands on shaking legs in front of me. The gun is aimed right at his head but when my eyes fall to man two, I smirk.  
 
    “This could have ended differently. I just wanna know why my boy was killed. I was all about leavin’ town after we took care of the junkie but then I learn there’s more to it than that. All you had to do was tell me,” I say not talking to either in particular. Two eyes me as one begins to sob. Moving my hand quickly, I pull the trigger and watch the body fall to the pavement.  
 
    “Oh Jesus Christ. Holy fucking hell. I’ll tell you whatever you want to know. Fuck me. I pissed myself,” man one says looking down at his now piss covered jeans.  
 
    “What’s your name?” 
 
    “Danny.” 
 
    “How old are you Danny?” 
 
    “Nineteen. Just turned nineteen,” he stutters.  
 
    “Sit over there in that chair, Danny. Let’s talk.” I watch the kid as he wanders to the chair shaking with every step he takes. He sits in the chair, piss soaked pants and all, nervously wringing his hands together.  
 
    “What do you know about Nix?” I stand in front of him with my arms crossed over my chest, glaring at him with an evil glint in my eye.  
 
    “He was into coke bad. He was messing with the wrong people to run it though.” Damn it, I never knew Nix was running coke.  
 
    “Who was he fuckin’ with?” I ask barely able to contain the anger inside of me. I’m pissed that I didn’t know about this shit. I’m pissed that Nix would risk his life and family for some extra fucking cash. 
 
    “Columbian Cartel. He could get over the border easier than some being a Nomad.” Fuck! I run my hand through my hair letting out a breath before focusing on the kid.  
 
    “Who is his local contact?” His eyes shoot to mine and fear races through them. I knew there was more to it and he just confirmed it for me. His head slowly shakes from side to side and my nerves begin to fire off.  
 
    “You wanna end up like your boy over there?” I ask nodding toward the dead guy on the floor in a pool of his own blood. Danny’s eyes follow my direction before snapping back to mine quickly. 
 
    “Javier. That’s all I know. I don’t know a last name, man. I’ve only ever heard him referred to as Javier,” he says quickly, holding his hands up in defeat. I nod my head and tug at my hair. 
 
    “You know how to find him?” Danny shakes his head slowly when I reach for him. Grabbing him by the throat, I jerk him out of the chair. I grab his sleeve and pull it up noticing the track marks.  
 
    “You’re a user. You know where to find him or connect with him. I won’t ask again,” I hiss.  
 
    “Down by Swanks. He hangs out back there!” Lying little bastard. Here I thought the little fucker had more common sense than his friend did. Shoving him back a step, I pull my gun quickly and fire.  
 
    “Little fucker,” I mumble as I turn on my heel and stalk from the warehouse. If there’s one thing I can’t stand, it’s little fucking liars like him. I should have known he was a junkie from the get go but that was on me. When I step outside I pull my phone from my pocket and dial Stone. I need to know what he knows and if I might need any backup going over to this Swanks place. I’ve never heard of it and don’t rightly give two shits what it is but I need to be prepared for whoever might be with him. Lighting a cigarette I wait for him to answer.  
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Hey, Stone. Got any info on a place called Swanks?” I hear him chuckle on the other end. This is about to get good.  
 
    “Swanks is an upscale restaurant at the Plaza Suites. Your high class fuckers and the occasional mafia boss frequent that fucker. What’s goin’ on?” At least the little fucker was telling the truth about something.  
 
    “Just got some intel that Nix was runnin’ drugs for the Columbian ’s. A guy named Javier.” The line is silent for a second until Stone starts losing his shit.  
 
    “The fuck? Cross, that man is dangerous. Never goes anywhere without an army. If he’s over at Swanks you can guarantee that there are some big bosses with him.” Not really what I wanted to hear but it’s good to know what I’m up against.  
 
    “I’m headin’ that way. Anything I need to know about?” 
 
    “Yeah, he’ll shoot first without a second thought. We’ll meet you there,” he adds.  
 
    “Don’t want you in a war that’s on me, Stone.” 
 
    “Fuck off, Cross. You don’t run this part of town, I do. You got issues over here, we got issues over here. You’ve always been straight with me and to be honest, Nix still didn’t deserve what he got. We’re in. See you in twenty.” The line goes dead as I chuckle to myself. If there was ever a club that I would settle with it would be Sons. I’ve never met a more in tune and focused club in my life. Taking one last drag from my smoke, I flick it to the ground and climb on my bike. It’s time to pay Javier a little visit. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7 
 
    Dani 
 
      
 
    Men grabbing on your ass. Men grabbing on your tits. If I wanted to be grabbed on I would have worked at the strip club. I’ve never had an issue working here, but today, I’m about to lose my mind. I glance around and when I see Shy I beeline toward her.  
 
    “What is it with these assholes?” I ask her as we refill our trays with drinks. She shrugs but it’s the bar tender that answers for us. She leans over the counter and looks around quickly before looking at us.  
 
    “This isn’t just a normal day, girls. That guy in the corner? He’s from Columbia. Big time drug lord and the guy with him is one of his biggest dealers in town. Just go with it, they tip well. And whatever he wants, he gets,” She winks as my mouth falls open. Shyla grabs her tray and turns to look at the men once more as I follow along and do the same.  
 
    “Drug lords. She said drug lords, Shy. Like on Drugs Inc. Holy shitballs,” I nearly squeal.  
 
    “I don’t think we should be doing this. We don’t need to be involved in this shit. I don’t want to die by drug lord,” Shy sighs heavily.  
 
    “We won’t. I’ll just take over that table. Who the hell wouldn’t love my personality?” I giggle as I grab my tray and head toward the table. The men are amazingly dressed from head to toe in the most expensive suits I’ve ever seen. Almost all of them have slicked back hair, accentuating their eyes. The main man looks up at me as I make my way closer to them. 
 
    “Complimentary drinks. You must be someone special,” I smirk as I set the drinks on the table in front of them. The man smiles politely until it all changes. His sweet smile disappears when he reaches up and grabs me around the waist, jerking me into his lap. I huff out a breath as I get my bearings back. Turning my head I glance at the man over my shoulder. 
 
    “You look much better on me than next to me,” he says with a deep accent. My breathing kicks up a notch as his dark eyes burn into me.  
 
    “As lovely as that sounds, I have to get back to work.” I try to stand from his lap but his hand tightens. His nose nuzzles into my neck, a few men at the table chuckling. I don’t like the feeling I have in the pit of my stomach.  
 
    “I can have anything in this place that I want. That is what the owner told me and right now, I think I want you.” Oh God. Bile swims in my stomach threatening to explode out of me. I take a deep breath and calm my nerves getting back to the real me. The me that isn’t afraid of anything, but this man has a really bad vibe about him. If anyone was throwing out good juju I’d suck it up like a sponge.  
 
    “Oh. Now that sounds like a party but I’m sure you were in a meeting or some sort of chat with your men here. I’m working so it isn’t like I’m going anywhere,” I tell him just as I feel his lips skim over my neck. My body trembles. I can’t do this. I can fuck a random man in a bar but there is no way in hell that I’m getting involved with a cartel boss. Even I’m not that stupid. I have to figure out how to get away from him and out of here.  
 
    “You are right but I will only tell you this once. You now belong to me. When this meeting is over, you are mine.” I force myself to remain calm even when my eyes lock with Shyla’s from across the room. She can see the panic in me but there is nothing she can do to help me now. I nod my head, letting him know that I understand completely. He sucks my flesh into his mouth before releasing it with a pop and shoving me roughly out of his lap. I stand and hurry toward the bar, grabbing a shot and tossing it back. Shyla comes to meet me. 
 
    “What was that?” She asks nervously.  
 
    “I have to get out of here, Shyla. I have to leave.” She watches me intently before she nods her head.  
 
    “I’ll watch your ass. Go to the elevator and I’ll meet you at home.” I want to argue but I can’t. The bartender even said that he gets what he wants and let’s face it, I’ve seen all the movies. He’s a freaking drug lord! They never lose. Shy slaps my shoulder and I hurry toward the elevator. I swear I hold my breath the whole ride down and as soon as the door opens, I run. I don’t make it far but at least I tried. I slam into a hard chest swinging my fists and screaming. If this is one of his guys, I’ll at least claw his face off. I won’t let him take me without a fight.  
 
    “What the hell?” A gruff deep voice vibrates through me. Oh like hell! I swing harder and start to kick too, you know? For good measure when the man shakes me roughly.  
 
    “Stop!” The one word that ricochets from his body and into mine causes me to stop. There was a threat in that tone. The man slowly sets me on my feet and when I look up, blinking through the tears, I’m shocked. 
 
    “Cross?” He cocks his head to the side before he narrows his eyes. 
 
    “What the hell are you doin’ here?” 
 
    “I was working.” 
 
    “Was?” 
 
    “Yeah, I was until I was claimed by the creepy drug lord. I saw in a movie once that you never escape them so I ran. Well, I tried to run but in the movies they always trip and fall. You know? Get caught but then you were here, and I slammed into you s-,” his hand comes to cover my mouth making me stop talking. When he lowers his hand, I smile up at him. He somehow looks cuter than he did before.  
 
    “What do you mean you were claimed?” His growl shoots through me causing a tingle to run down my spine.  
 
    “He said that I was his and that he got whatever he wanted,” I tell him what the creeper told me. Cross watches me intently when Stone speaks up next to him. 
 
    “Fuck! You’re in trouble then,” he says with a slight smirk on his face.  
 
    “What do you mean?”  I ask needing to know what that means. I don’t want to be in trouble. I’m not a trouble maker or at least I try not to be.  
 
    “It means you’re fucked,” the other man standing next to him says. Shaking my head, they don’t know me. Fuck them. I’m not fucked. I’ll run home and what? Hide under the bed! Yep, that’s where I’ll be until Shyla gets home. I roll my eyes and walk around the guys when I feel a hard body pressed against my back.  
 
    “Just be quiet and walk.”  
 
    “I’ll deal with him,” Stone says from behind us. I want to turn and look but with Cross crowding my back there’s no way that I can. He pushes me forward, out the door and halfway down the damn block before I stop causing him to slam into me. I nearly fall to the ground but his strong arms wrap around me, holding me up.  
 
    “Why are you shoving me down the road?” I snap trying to wiggle out of his arms. Cross slowly lets go of me and I turn to look up at him waiting for a response.  
 
    “That guy that claimed you, he’s a fuckin’ drug lord.” 
 
    “Yeah, I know that!” 
 
    “You know that? How the fuck do you know that?” he narrows his eyes at me.  
 
    “The bartender told me,” I say surely. Cross steps toward me, lowering his head to my height and fuck me, I could kiss him again. Or lick him. Or both I’m not picky. 
 
    “Did they tell you what he’s into? What he would do to a girl like you?”  
 
    “No.” 
 
    “He likes to chain his women up. He likes to cut them, carve them. Leave his mark on them and then when he’s done usin’ their body he tosses them to the side and finds a new one. You wanna end up in the ocean?”  
 
    “Chains like chain chains? Or like fifty shades of grey like chains?” His eyes nearly bug out of his head when I ask but I think it’s a legitimate question. I can be kinky but if we’re talking chain up a two hundred pound dog chain I’m not in. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8 
 
    Cross 
 
      
 
    She’s delusional. She must really have some sort of mental illness. 
 
    “Look, if you want to stay alive I need you to shut the hell up and listen, yeah?” Her eyes widen but she just sticks her lip out in a pout just as my phone rings. I pull it out quickly and see that it’s Stone. 
 
    “What is it?” I growl keeping my eyes on her.  
 
    “He’s got his men lookin’ for her. Threw him off as to why we’re here but he knows she isn’t in the buildin’.” Fuck and double fuck! I don’t need this shit. 
 
    “Goddamn it. Can you hide her?” 
 
    “Sorry, can’t brother. Got the meetin’ with the Mexican’s in a few days and I can’t have a girl on my hands,” he says solemnly. I know he would if he could. Stone is a good guy like that.  
 
    “Fuck, man.” 
 
    “What are you thinkin’?” he asks and I don’t know the fucking answer to that but I blurt it out anyway.  
 
    “I’m takin’ her underground.” Dani cocks her head to the side staring at me.  
 
    “You’re going to kill me?” She screams loudly before taking a step back. Stone laughs into the phone no doubt hearing her outburst. “Oh God, Shyla is going to be alone. She’s going to die without me.” The more she rambles the more I regret what I just said.  
 
    “Tell her I’ll keep an eye on her girl while you figure shit out. You need help with any of it, let me know.” I hang up on him and focus on her.  
 
    “We gotta leave, now,” I tell her reaching for her arm, but she shrugs it away. She turns on her heel and starts running, but in those shoes she isn’t getting far. I take long, quick, purposeful steps, grabbing her arm once again and jerking her to a halt.  
 
    “I don’t chase people. You wanna live, get the fuck on my bike. You wanna die, say the goddamn words and I’ll leave your ass standin’ here for his boys to find.” That was my last offer to her. I refuse to chase some psychotic girl around town trying to help her ass out. I don’t even know why the fuck I’m doing it to begin with. When she doesn’t answer me, I release her, turn and walk back to my bike. Grabbing my helmet, I slide it on my head and start to climb on when she walks over.
“I can’t get on that thing. I could barely make it up the bus steps in this skirt,” she says raising an eyebrow and glaring at me. Climbing back off my bike, I lean down, grab the hem of her skirt in each hand and rip the side. She gasps and looks down at me before I stand and offer her a hand.  
 
    “This was my best skirt! Now how I am going to get the good jobs?” She whines but takes my hand. I help her on the bike noticing the way her skirt has now hiked up her thigh. She’s fit from what I can see. What the hell am I doing looking at her thighs? I know she’s fit, I fucked her for Christ’s sake. I climb on cursing myself for even doing this, but why the hell should she be left to the likes of Alvaro? The girl has some issues, yeah, but she doesn’t deserve what he would do to her. I climb on and reach behind me, pulling her in close before pulling my helmet off and giving it to her. 
 
    “Hurry up. The faster we get outta here, the better,” I growl. When her hands wrap around my waist, I take off. Running from a man like Alvaro isn’t high on my list of things to do but I suppose I have nothing else going on. I can get to Javier later. Right now I need to put as much distance between Alvaro and Dani as I can. I don’t have a destination in mind so I just ride. The open road can be as calming as it can be dangerous. With nothing but the cool air rushing around you, there isn’t much of a barrier between you and anyone looking to hurt you. That’s why most people opt for a cage. They know they are safe and secure from the outside elements. I never liked that. It felt confining. Like I was being suffocated from the inside out.  
 
    My body relaxes the more I ride. Knowing that I’m getting as far out of Dallas Texas as I can at the moment makes it all the easier. I don’t stop until we reach Oklahoma City. Pulling over at the first hotel I see, I kill the engine and climb off the bike. Dani jumps off so quickly I almost didn’t see her.  
 
    “What the hell?” I ask when she stands there, holding my helmet in her hands with her legs spread wide.  
 
    “I can’t feel my ass. Or vagina for that matter. Everything south is asleep and numb. Is that normal?” For the first time in a very long time, I laugh. A real fucking laugh. 
 
    “It’s normal. You’ve never been on a bike?” Dani shakes her head no. I kind of figured that already though.  
 
    “I feel like a porn star. You know that girl that set the world book record for the number of dudes she fucked in twenty four hours? Yeah, I feel like her. Not that I’d know what fucking that many men in a day would feel like,” she rambles on again.  
 
    “I get it. It’s normal. Walk around while I get a room.” 
 
    “One room? Don’t expect me to sleep with you again. For one, I am not drunk this time,” she says holding up one finger. “Two,” another finger. “I don’t want you falling in love with me and well, to be honest, I think you might.” I close my eyes and try to reign in what I’m feeling, whatever the hell that is.  
 
    “Let’s get this straight. I’m not gonna fall in love with you. I don’t even know how that plays into what’s happenin’ here. I’m tryin’ to keep you safe while I figure out what to do about Alvaro. Two, I don’t give two shits if you’re drunk or not, darlin’. If I want you, you’d offer it. That much I can promise. Now walk around and stretch out that pussy of yours because when I’m in it, the only reason you’ll be tinglin’ is because my cock is tearin’ it up.” Turning on my heel I hear her giggle, but I don’t turn to look back. This girl is pushing my buttons. I don’t know how long I’m going to be able to handle her shit before I lose mine.  
 
    After I get the room all paid for, I moved the bike around back. I’m not worried that his men will find us here but I’m cautious. Dropping onto the bed, I let out a long sigh. As much as I love to ride, it can be draining too. The never-ending road is like heaven, but time catches up to you. Dani sits on the edge of the bed no doubt wanting to question me, but I keep my eyes closed.  
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “How do you know I want something?” she asks clearly amused. God just kill me now. 
 
    “I can sense it. Just like I can sense you starin’ at the side of my goddamn head right now. Spit it the fuck out, troublemaker.”  
 
    “Where are we going exactly? I’ve never left Texas so this is all new to me. I don’t have any clothes. I don’t have any money. I mean, there is like forty dollars in my bank account but that isn’t going to pay for much. I could always find another job. Should I do that?” Rambling. God fucking help me, more rambling! 
 
    “Do you always ramble on like that?” I crack an eye open and find her looking at me much like I knew she was.  
 
    “It isn’t rambling. It’s talking. You are too bossy. Maybe you should learn how to talk instead of boss.” Sticking her tongue out at me, I nearly laugh again. Her raised eyebrow gets a smirk.  
 
    “I’ll deal with the money situation and you just be quiet and ride along. Sound like a plan?” Her mouth drops open and before she even says anything, I know something insane is about to come out.  
 
    “Is this like Pretty Woman? I’m not a hooker! Oh my God. Did you think I was? Was it the skirt?” She leaps off the bed and I lose it. I shove myself up and sit there staring at her.  
 
    “Did I pay you last time?” I ask sarcastically. She spins to look at me, shaking her head no.  “Then you’re not a hooker.” 
 
    I watch a minute longer and that’s when I finally see her crack. Something in that humorous amour of hers cracks.  
 
    “I have never cared about dying before. We all die, right? I’ve always lived each day like it was the last because you just never know, but now that the reality of it is sitting on a bed staring at me… I’m not ready to die, Cross.” 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 9 
 
    Dani 
 
      
 
    I’m not scared to die; I’m just not ready to go yet. I always thought that when the time came, I could handle it but now? I’m not so sure.  
 
    “You’re not gonna die. That’s the point of all this. Alvaro will find someone else to stalk and forget about you,” Cross says. I know he’s trying to reassure me that everything will be fine but will it really? 
 
    Wait, he would forget about me? How the hell? “Am I that forgettable?” Cross narrows his eyes at me but doesn’t say anything. He just sits there studying me, falling for me. Yeah, I can see it in his eyes already.  
 
    “Not a chance in hell to a normal person. To Alvaro? There are always others, Dani. Trust me when I say it’s a good thing he’ll forget you.” That doesn’t make me feel better! I like to be unforgettable but I suppose in the bigger scheme of things, it’s good. I cross my arms over my chest as it hits me. 
 
    “So, you wouldn’t forget me?” I tease Cross a little. He blows out a breath and looks around the room quickly before shaking his head.  
 
    “I said normal, Dani. I’m not normal.” That was a blow my ego wasn’t ready for. My arms fall to the sides as Cross reaches into his pocket and pulls out a wad of cash. He peels off a few and tosses them on the bed. 
 
    “Order some food. I’m grabbin’ a shower,” He says, standing from the bed and pulling his cut down his arms. He places it gently, as if it means the world to him, on the dresser before walking in the bathroom and closing the door. My heart sinks in my chest a little when the door opens and he sticks his head back out. 
 
    “Hey, Dani.” 
 
    “Yeah?” I look over and watch him.  
 
    “I don’t think there’s anyone that could totally forget you,” he says giving me a wink before shutting the door again. And the ego is back! I jump up and down squealing a little before dropping onto the bed. Picking up the receiver I call the front desk and ask for a list of places that deliver and order Chinese. As I lay on the bed waiting, I grab the money and bring it to my nose, inhaling deeply. It smells like Cross. Huh, weird how money could smell like a man. I close my eyes and remember what it felt like for him to touch me. The way my body shuddered when he kissed me like he did. The way I couldn’t walk for a week after the rough sex we had. I find myself moaning to the memory when I hear him chuckle.  
 
    “Are you moanin’ while sniffin’ money?” I pop my eyes open and find his wicked sexy smirk. 
 
    “I like money. Well, when I have it which isn’t a lot, but still.” 
 
    “So, you sniff money, make jokes and ramble. What else should I know about you, Dani?” he asks lifting the towel from his shoulders and drying his hair. His colorful chest glistens with droplets of water slowly rolling down it. My eyes follow them all the way to the top of the other towel that hangs loosely around his waist.  
 
    “I’m loveable. People fall in love with me all the time, or so Shyla says. She always tells me that she can see it in people’s eyes, that there is just something about me that people love. Shyla is my best friend and she’s probably dying without me as we speak. I don’t have family. That about sums me up,” I tell him trying my damndest to pull my gaze from his slick body, but that is proving to be harder than I thought. The only saving grace from my eye fucking is the knock on the door. I start to stand up but Cross shakes his head, grabbing his gun off the dresser and walks slowly toward the door. I watch him as he moves, the stealth like precision peaking my interests. He’s smooth and moves virtually unheard. He looks through the hole and slowly turns the lock all while my heart is leaping in my chest. I don’t know who it is, should be the food but he is cautious. He peeks through the opening and then pulls the door open, stuffing the gun into the back of his towel.  
 
    “Can you get that?” He asks nodding toward the food. I nod rapidly, grab the money and lunge for the door like a crazed lunatic. I pay the man and grab the food just as Cross closes the door and locks it again.  
 
    “Aren’t you afraid of shooting yourself in the ass? I know that if I walked around with a gun in my towel, I’d blow my ass off. No doubts.” Cross smiles and I nearly lose my footing. The few times that I’ve met him, he hasn’t smiled like that. It’s sweet and genuine.  
 
    “Years of practice. Besides, the safety is on,” he says dropping onto the bed. I pass him the bags of food and watch as he digs through them.  
 
    “I’m not gonna bite you, Dani. Sit.” 
 
    “You bit me before!” I protest remembering how that felt. God that sent a chill down my spine.  
 
    “You asked me to,” he reminds me with another wink.  
 
    “It was hot as fuck too,” I mumble before sitting on the bed opposite of him. He offers me both boxes but I don’t care what I eat as long as its food so I just grab one without looking. I start eating but after a few minutes, I notice that Cross is still looking at me. 
 
    “What? I have food in my teeth?” I ask wiping my teeth on the inside of my shirt. I smile at him, showing teeth to make sure I got it all.  
 
    “No. Just never met someone like you,” he says before popping some food in his mouth.  
 
    “What? Happy?” 
 
    “Annoyingly sarcastic. You think you’ll ever stop?” I can see the humor in his eyes and I know he’s only playing so I play back.  
 
    “Find out on next week’s episode of Dani’s, I think fucking not!” Cross not only laughs but it’s a deep hearty laugh. One that has the little wrinkles around his eyes all scrunched up. It’s the absolute best thing I’ve ever seen in my life. I laugh along with him before shoving more food in my mouth.  
 
    “I don’t know how to pay you back for all of this. I mean, I could strip like I said-“ 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “Um, What?” 
 
    “I said okay. You can strip to pay me back.” I look up at him and see the darkness in his eyes. That sexy gaze could cause any woman to fall to her knees.  
 
    “You really don’t care if I go work at a strip club to pay you back? I will! Don’t get me wrong but I thought we were hiding,” I tell him because frankly I don’t think I have the body to strip. I don’t think I’m ugly or fat but I do have more in spots than a stripper would.  
 
    “We are. And I never said you were goin’ to a club. You can strip right here,” he states his voice husky and getting my panties wet. My mouth opens and closes but I don’t know what I’m trying to say. It’s the fish out of water look.  
 
    “You mean like a prostitute? Like you will bring guys in here to watch me? I’m not opposed to it because you’ll be in here, right?” Cross shakes his head and stands from the bed, tossing his trash in the can. Dropping into the chair, he watches me.  
 
    “I didn’t say shit about other guys. You wanna pay me back? Strip.” 
 
    “For you?” I ask through a gasp.  
 
    “For me.” 
 
    Holy shit.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 10 
 
    Cross 
 
      
 
    I thought I’d see panic in her eyes. I didn’t. That shouldn’t surprise me considering nothing about this girl is normal. Instead, I watch her stand from the bed in that ugly skirt that she’s had on. The thought of ripping it off her body has crossed my mind but I also know we haven’t been shopping yet either. So, for now I sit in the chair with my cock hardening from the idea of her stripping for me. Dani watches me unsure of what to do. I reach for my phone that’s on the table and flip through my music. Finding one that has a beat I turn it on and set it back on the table waiting for her to start. I should feel like a bastard for making her strip for me but I can’t find it in myself to give a shit. I’ve wanted my cock back inside that girl since the first time I was in it. I just never expected to see her again.  
 
    “What are you waitin’ for?” I ask my voice husky.  
 
    “I’ve never…I’m too chunky to be a stripper. This is going to end badly,” she says looking at the floor. I don’t know, and don’t fucking ask me, but I hate seeing her like that. Defeated like she isn’t good enough. I shouldn’t give two shits but here I am finding it hard not to. Shoving out of the chair, I walk toward her before reaching out and lifting her chin. Her eyes meet mine and damn, this girl is gorgeous.  
 
    “Did I complain last time? Did I not eat that pussy like a dyin’ man with his last meal? I never once said a goddamn word and I promise, I would say somethin’.” My words must do the trick. The slight curl of her lips, the light that flickers in her eyes. It’s all so damn powerful. Dani nods her head and I step back, dropping onto the chair as she starts to move to the music. Her hips sway so fucking perfectly that the thought of slipping between them almost becomes too much. I shift in my chair and watch her as she slowly undoes each button on that damn button down shirt she has on until I can see the flesh of her tits over the top of her bra. She slips the shirt down her arms, her body still moving in a sexual way before reaching for the zipper on the back of her skirt.  
 
    “Oh, well fuck!” She stops moving, jerking at the zipper with all the energy she can muster. She spins in a circle like a dog chasing its tail. I can’t help but laugh. Dani turns to look at me, throwing her arms out to the side.  
 
    “I told you it would end badly and here it is,” she giggles. I raise my hand and motion for her to come to me. She does without saying a word, turning her back to me. I reach up and grab the zipper, pulling the piece of fabric that was stuck free and lowering it the rest of the way. Giving her ass a little slap, she yelps and moves back to her spot. She turns around to look at me and I can’t stop my eyes from traveling over her body. She’s curvy in all ways that matter to me. Her tits are a handful, her ass is nice sized for grabbing. I should know I’ve grabbed it more than once.  
 
    “This is dumb,” Dani mumbles under her breath. There is nothing separating me from what I want aside from that goddamn skirt. I leap out of the chair, the towel that was covering my rock solid cock falling to the ground as I move. I grab the top of her skirt and jerk it down her legs as she giggles again. 
 
    “Thought this was my show?” She asks sounding as if she’s upset about it. I stand up, reach around, unhook her bra and slide it down her arms. 
 
    “That’s the longest any woman in history took to get naked, Dani,” I growl and throw the bra to the side. In nothing but a tiny thong, I can barely keep my cock in check. My fingers skim her shoulders and down her arms watching the bumps that form on her delicate flesh. Her breathing becomes a little more sporadic as I inch closer to her.  
 
    “You wanted me to dance,” she says nearly breathlessly. 
 
    “Oh, I’ve seen enough dancin’, babe. I wanna see you ride now.” She looks at me funny before it actually sinks in.  
 
    “I’ve never been the cowgirl type.” 
 
    “Never?” 
 
    “Well, that once but it was awkward and the guy was so small I wasn’t sure if I was riding a dick or if I was a lesbian.” Shutting her up with my lips, I kiss her until her knees buckle. My tongue tastes hers in a way that makes my own breathing pick up.  
 
    “Tell me you’re on somethin’.” Fuck, I’m nearly begging this girl. I don’t fucking beg for anything.  
 
    “I told you before, I’m not insane.” 
 
    “I mean birth control. I don’t want nothin’ between us right now, Dani. I want the raw and real you,” I hiss as her body bumps into my cock.  
 
    “I am. That. On that. Birth control.” She’s nervous about fucking me now? She didn’t have a thing to say about it when I fucked her at the clubhouse. It’s a little cute though. Bringing my lips to her neck, I slowly run my tongue up her neck sucking and nipping at her flesh.  
 
    “Oh, God!” she moans.  
 
    “God can’t help you now,” whispering in her ear, she shivers. I drop to my knees in front of her, my hands dancing all over her body. Her skin is hot and ready for me. I bite the top of her panties between my teeth and slowly drag them down her legs.  
 
    “Holy shit!  You did the teeth…pulling the panties off with your teeth thing!” She nearly squeals loud enough to alert the rest of the hotel but I just keep going. Dani steps out of her thong right when I stand. I drop back onto the bed and watch her with my hands behind my head.  
 
    “What are you doing? You can’t do the teeth thing and then just lay there!” She protests, making me grin.  
 
    “Saddle up, cowgirl. I wanna see how you ride.” Dani watches me unsure of what she should be doing. To be honest, just the look in her eyes is enough to have me jerk myself off.  
 
    “Are you sure?” She asks watching my eyes. I nod once and she finally moves. She climbs up on the bed, crawling her way up my body. Her tits barely touch my cock on her way up and I nearly jump off the bed. She’s so damn soft and I’m too damn ready. I reach between us and grab my cock as she hovers awkwardly over me. She has one leg bent up sitting on one knee. I want to laugh but I can’t find it in me.  
 
    “Want some help?” I ask when she looks frustrated with herself. She nods her head and I grab her hip in my free hand, dragging her body closer to my cock. When she feels the tip at her entrance, she groans. Her eyes widen as she slowly lowers herself down my length. Moans fall from her lips as I raise my hips touching her deeply.  
 
    “I don’t know if this is okay,” she says, looking me in the eye.  
 
    “It’s better than okay. Come on.”  
 
    “No, I mean, will I be able to walk when we’re done here? Last time I was bowlegged for a week. I feel like I just sat on a ten foot flag pole.” The more she talks, the more I want to kiss the fuck out of her just to shut her up. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 11 
 
    Dani 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t on top last time we fucked. I was on bottom and still couldn’t walk. Now he has me riding his cock like I’m in a rodeo. I can’t complain and say it doesn’t feel good because Oh My God, it feels like perfection but with that perfection is a little pain. I’m about to tell him that he’s ripping his way through my cervix when he sits up and wraps his arms around me. Oh that…that angle is just delicious.  
 
    “I was about to make you stop,” I say breathlessly as his lips suck my nipple into his mouth pulling yet another moan from me. Cross chuckles and tugs with his teeth.  
 
    “You think I’d listen to you?” Moving to the other nipple, he does the same, pulling, tugging and damn does that feel good. His hands grip my hips and he slowly raises me up and slides me back down. The angle and the pressure building inside of me are almost more than I can handle. My body reacts to everything he does. My pussy clenches around him, growls tearing from his throat.  
 
    “Put your arms around my neck,” he orders me, and I do as I’m told. Cross leans back a little and when he does, he begins to raise his hips pounding into me. How the hell is he doing that? His ab muscles must be on point! 
 
    “Stop thinkin’, Dani,” he growls before going harder. Over and over he drives into me until I can’t take anymore. My body is on a high that my mind needs to catch up with.  Lights flicker behind my eyes and sounds rip from my throat that don’t even sound sexy but I come hard. I can feel Cross come with me, only intensifying the sensation that rushes me.  
 
    “Oh shit! Damn!” I yell through clenched teeth as I release like never before. Cross grunts and makes deep sounds in his throat before falling back onto the bed, taking me with him. My sweaty head rests on his chest as his cock keeps jerking inside of me.  
 
    “Did you know that a healthy adult male can release between forty million and one point two billion sperm cells in a single ejaculation.” The vibration that I can feel through his chest makes me smile.  
 
    “Do I want to know how you know that?”  
 
    “Probably not. I know lots of things. Some not as interesting as others. I guess I get bored and read about different things.” His fingers roam up and down my back and I giggle a little. 
 
    “Want me to stop?” 
 
    “No, it tickles but it feels good,” I tell him. His fingers start moving again and so do my thoughts.  
 
    “How long do we have to run?” Cross sighs beneath me.  
 
    “I don’t know the answer to that, darlin’. Stone’s keepin’ an eye on your girl and Alvaro. He’ll let me know when he’s out of town or picked up someone else.” 
 
    “Wouldn’t that mean someone else is in danger?”  
 
    “Yeah but it’s not you. You should be happy about that.” 
 
    “Happy that some other girl is going to be tortured? You are sick!” Shoving off his chest, I slide his slowly, and I do mean slowly, softening cock out of me and stand next to the bed with my hands on my hips. 
 
    “You should be thankful it ain’t you! I told you what would happen to you,” he snaps but doesn’t make any attempt to move or cover his cock that’s staring me down. Now that I’m looking at it, I’ve never really paid attention to what they look like. Then it all hits me. 
 
    “Thermarces Cerberus,” I blurt out as I stare at his cock.  
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s an eel like fish!” I say excitedly as if that makes any sense to him. I remember seeing one on a website that Shy and I were looking at. We looked up things that look similar to dicks. It came up. Get it? Okay, I’m not the best joke maker.  
 
    “You’re starin’ at my cock and comparin’ it to a fish?” My eyes slowly move from his cock up to his eyes before I nod.  
 
    “I’ve never actually looked at one. You know, like up close,” I say a little shyly. I never actually had one in my mouth either but I sure as hell won’t tell him that. At least, not yet.  
 
    “So you wanna get up here and look at it?” he questions with amusement in his tone.  
 
    “Can I?”  
 
    “I’ve never had a woman ask to look at my cock before.” 
 
    “Oh, sorry.” Damn it. I tried though right? 
 
    “What I’m sayin’ is you don’t have to ask, Dani. But once you start, you better not stop.” I stare at him with my mouth open. I bet he likes it when my mouth is open too. Sneaky fucker. His eyes roam my body and a smirk crosses his face. That’s when I feel it. Something leaking down the inside of my thighs. I look down and my eyes widen. 
 
    “Maybe I need to clean up first,” I say without looking at him.  
 
    “Fuck that. Do you know how sexy it is to see my cum leakin’ out of you?” shaking my head, I don’t see what’s sexy about it at all. It’s jizz. And it’s leaking down my legs. Onto a hotel floor. Insert cringe worthy moment.  
 
    “Stop thinkin’ so damn much, Dani,” he snaps.  
 
    “I’m just going to take a shower.” 
 
    “Thought you wanted an up close look,” he says shifting just enough to make his cock wiggle. Damn him and his eel! 
 
    “Raincheck!” I blurt out and run into the bathroom. Turning on the hot water, I climb in and just stand there. What the hell am I doing with him? He’s going to fall in love with me and I’m going to have to break his heart. This is bad. Really bad.  He can’t love me. I’m not built to be loved. My dad told me over and over again that I was a waste of life, that I would never be loved. Although I thought I found love once, I ruined that man too. Jim was a good guy that fell in love with me but I couldn’t handle him being around all the time. It drove me insane and I pushed him away. Eventually I had enough of him trying and broke things off with him. He was devastated. Contemplated suicide. Okay so maybe he didn’t go that far but in my head he did! He loved me that much! 
 
    “You can never have someone, Dani. Don’t let him fall in love with you,” I mumble to myself as the water pelts my skin.  
 
    By the time I finish my shower, when the water turned cold, and I make it back to the bedroom, Cross is sound asleep. One leg sticks out of the sheet showing his tattooed thighs. I’ve never seen a man with so many tattoos in my life but he is covered. I sit gently on the bed and cock my head to look at them all. Skulls, dragons, bones. There are so many that I wonder if each of them has a meaning. I thought about getting a tattoo once, but I chickened out. The thought of a shit ton of tiny needles digging into my flesh? No thank you, but his are perfect. Each one is perfectly placed and bleeds into the next. My fingers itch to touch them, to run over them; so I do it. At first he doesn’t move, but then I see and feel his muscles bunch under my touch and he groans.  
 
    “Come to bed, baby,” he says huskily. I jerk my hand back and slowly climb into bed next to him. The only thing between us is the towel that covers my body. Cross reaches over in his sleep and curls around me, his lips nibbling at my ear.  
 
    “Sleep my beautiful, Sara.” What the fuck? Who the hell is Sara? Oh, this is not good. I’m a homewrecker! I just slept with a married man! More than once. Oh God! I try to slip out of his grasp, but he only tightens up around me. Blowing out a breath, I suppose I will be Sara for tonight and just go to sleep. But tomorrow? Oh, tomorrow I’m going to tell him all about his nasty cheating self. I replay the words over and over in my head until I finally let sleep pull me under. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 12 
 
    Cross 
 
      
 
    We’ve been on the road a few more hours. I know that if I want to be completely safe and secure I need to be as far from Dallas as I can get. Otherwise I won’t relax one fucking bit. I’ve debated hitting one of the Nomad clubhouses soon but we’re not quite there yet. Dani has been distant all morning. Even at breakfast she didn’t speak a word. I don’t know what the hell her problem is and frankly I was a little glad that she wasn’t spouting some other bullshit about cocks and eels. I pull off and into a Walmart parking lot before I get a reaction from her. She nearly leaps off the bike and tosses the extra helmet I bought at me.  
 
    “Are we shopping? Oh, thank God for Walmart super store!” She claps her hands together rapidly before looking at me. Hanging the helmets from the handlebars, I nod.  
 
    “You need clothes. Can’t keep wearin’ that shit you got on and I’m sure your feet hurt in those shoes,” I say nodding toward them. She looks down and kicks her foot out to examine her shoes before she says, “They are cute as all hell but yeah, not the most comfortable things to wear when running from a drug lord.” Her words cause me to smirk. How she can be so carefree about what’s happening to her is beyond me. Most women I’ve met in my day would be shitting bricks right now, but not Dani. I head toward the store with her right behind me and as soon as we step inside you would think I had brought her to Disneyland. She runs through the store, no shit, runs through the store squealing as she grabs at things. I scratch my neck and stand there watching her.  
 
    “Are you getting clothes too?” she asks looking like a kid in a candy store. 
 
    “I haven’t bought myself clothes in a long time, darlin’. Wouldn’t know where to start in a place like this,” I say truthfully. I’ve never really shopped for clothes that didn’t come from a Harley Davidson store. They are all over and easy to access. They have everything I need and this place, yeah, I don’t come in these kinds of places. Dani takes off through the store as I stalk along behind her. She picks up jeans and shirts looking at each of them. I watch her move so carefree and in her own little world. It’s a beautiful sight to see. Walking behind her she stops at a stack of paper towels. She leans over them pushing her ass into the air. That instantly makes my cock hard.  
 
    “What are you doin’?” I ask a little amused with the sight in front of me.  
 
    “I’m just wondering what it would be like to be fucked right here. Like on the paper towels.” She never smiles or laughs. Good God, she’s serious. I walk up behind her and grab her around the waist, slamming my cock against her. She squeals when I pull her up and drag her down another aisle.  
 
    “Pick up that box in front of you,” I say gruffly. Dani reaches for it and picks it up as I slip my hand into the front of her skirt, sliding her panties to the side. Finding her clit, I stroke it slowly at first.  
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “I’m not goin’ to jail for fuckin’ you on the paper towels,” I chuckle moving my finger a little faster and pressing a little harder.  
 
    “Cross, shit. After what you said I shouldn’t let you touch me but this, fuck,” Dani hisses as her body tenses. I don’t stop, I keep fucking her with my fingers. 
 
    “Not quite Bounty, but you sound hot as fuck moanin’ like that. What did I say anyway?” A few more strokes and Dani comes, nearly falling forward. Thankfully my arm around her waist holds her in place.  
 
    “You wouldn’t fuck me on the paper towels but you’d finger me in front of the Jiffy peanut butter?” She teases as she catches her breath. I lean down and kiss her neck before stepping away letting the earlier question fall away. 
 
    “You about ready?” Being in this store has me on edge. I highly doubt that Alvaro will look for us in a Walmart, but I won’t take any chances.  
 
    “After I get my feminine products. Come on.” She spins on her heel and walks away as I follow behind her. When she stops in the aisle, I look around and groan.  
 
    “What is all this shit?” Dani laughs and looks up at me.  
 
    “Feminine products.” 
 
    “What the fuck is a Diva cup?” I ask pulling it from the shelf before I can rethink it. Dani giggles and starts explaining it to me before grabbing a pack of pads.  
 
    “So you shove that up in there, huh?”  
 
    “Yeah but I don’t want that. It looks uncomfortable and I can’t use tampons because they make me sick so I use pads.” 
 
    “I don’t need the breakdown of your life thanks.” 
 
    “You fingered me in the Walmart but you can’t discus pads?” 
 
    “Nope. That’s a little more personal. You good?” I nod toward the stuff she has in her hands and she nods back. We head to the front after I grab another burner phone and pay.  Dani heads into the bathroom and changes quickly. When we step outside, Dani looks almost sad.  
 
    “What’s wrong?”  
 
    “Do you think I could call Shyla and let her know I’m okay?” I sigh knowing this was coming sooner or later. I hate that she had to be pulled from her friend, her life over this shit. 
 
    “Yeah. You know the number?” I ask pulling my phone from my pocket. I tossed her phone before we even left Dallas knowing that it could easily be traced, and I didn’t need that shit. She nods her head and tells me the number to dial, then I pass her the phone before walking toward the bike. I figured she needed a little space and privacy, so I load her bags into the saddle bag letting her have her moment. Leaning against the bike, I watch her. The way she slides her feet around when she talks, the way her forehead creases as she thinks. Little things about her that she probably doesn’t know about herself are all there for me to see. I shouldn’t take advantage of her the way I am but there is so much about Dani that I don’t think many pay enough attention to. Running my hand through my hair, I sigh.  
 
    “You shouldn’t be gettin’ involved in this mess, dumbass,” I smart off to myself. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 13 
 
    Dani 
 
      
 
    “Are you okay? Where are you? I know Stone said you had to leave but shit, Dani! I’m freaking out here.” Shyla screams into the phone making me smile. God, I miss her so much.  
 
    “I’m okay. Cross has been keeping me safe. I’m sorry I just had to leave like that but I need to tell you something!” I glance over my shoulder and notice that Cross is watching me intently from next to his bike. A shiver races down my spine just from that dark gaze of his.  
 
    “What? What is it?” 
 
    “I think I’m cockmatized, Shy. And what’s worse? I think he’s falling in love with me. You know like Jim did. What am I going to do?” I whine into the line.  
 
    “Wait, you are cockmatized? This has never happened before! No cock has ever had you like that!” 
 
    “I know! I just don’t know what to do, Shy. We will never work.” 
 
    “Have you talked to him? Tell him the cock is just too damn perfect and he needs to stop,” Shy laughs into the phone.  
 
    “I mean it, Shy. I’m afraid of getting hurt this time. It isn’t just him I’m worried about. He’s perfect. He’s sweet to me and he genuinely seems to care if I’m safe. It scares the shit out of me,” I admit. This is hard for me. I’ve never really had a man give a shit what happens to me and knowing that Cross is only with me right now because I was threatened just doesn’t sit well with me. I can handle rejection, I’ve been there before so I know I can handle it if Cross just walks away but there is something more that’s tugging at me.  
 
    “I’m speechless. I have no clue what the hell to say to you, Dani. If you think it’s something serious then you have to talk to him.” I know I do, but this is Cross! You don’t talk to Cross about feelings and shit. Just as I’m about to respond to Shy I can feel his presence behind me and when I look over my shoulder, he’s there.  
 
    “Need to get off that,” he says nodding toward the phone.  
 
    “Shy, I have to go, I’ll call you soon. I love you.” Cross takes the phone from my hands and throws it to the ground before stomping on it. My mouth gapes open as I watch him.  
 
    “What are you doing?” I ask with a squeal.  
 
    “Don’t want it traced.” 
 
    “You think he would do all that just to find me? He doesn’t even know me and besides, why chase a woman you don’t even know anything about?” Cross runs his hand through his hair before blowing out a breath.  
 
    “There are things that you don’t understand about this lifestyle. When a man like Alvaro wants somethin’, he gets it. He doesn’t just turn his head and move on, Dani. He claimed you, yeah?” He asks, his hands landing on his hips making him look fucking edible. I nod my head before he continues, “Then he wants you. Get that through your head. I wouldn’t be out here riskin’ my ass to keep you safe if I thought it was bullshit. Now get on the damn bike.” I don’t ask any more questions, but that doesn’t mean I don’t want to. I have a million questions that I want answers to but I know that Cross doesn’t want to talk about them. Instead, I climb on the bike like a good girl and we take off.  
 
    I don’t know how long we’ve been riding but I’m tired as hell. There are far too many things running wild in my head and when that happens, it’s never good. We pull off in a small town that is bustling with people. It’s almost like one of those towns you see on the Hallmark channel. It’s so cute! Cross climbs off offering me his hand which I take.  
 
    “What are we doing here?” I ask as I straighten my t-shirt.  
 
    “Figured you’d be hungry. I’m fuckin’ starved.” He sets his helmet on the seat before taking mine and doing the same.  
 
    “This is a small town,” I comment as I look around the small city center. Cross looks up and glances around too before he smirks.  
 
    “Yeah, it is. Has some pretty cool abandoned rail stations though.” Cocking my head to the side, I widen my eyes. 
 
    “You’ve been here before?” Cross nods and brings his gaze to mine.  
 
    “Couple times. Just stoppin’ through here and there. They have great food.” 
 
    “Are we going to see the rail stations?” I ask excitedly. Cross shrugs and starts walking toward the sidewalk. I follow along unsure of what to do or say to him. It’s strange that I of all people am speechless for a second.  
 
    “Have you ever watched Christmas In My Hometown? It was a hallmark movie? This place looks just like it. I swear to you if there were Christmas lights, it would be identical.” Cross stops and looks over at me a little confused? Annoyed? I don’t know but the look isn’t one of sexiness. 
 
    “What do you do aside from random ass jobs? Movie critic?” I shake my head when he chuckles. 
 
    “Did you just make a joke? Oh my God, Cross! You made a joke!”  
 
    “Not a good one, you didn’t laugh,” he huffs and walks down the road. You would think he’d be out of place here, but he seems comfortable. He stops at a door and holds it open ushering me inside. When I step in I’m hit with the best smells that I have ever smelt in my life. My stomach decides it’s a good time to grumble and come to life. Cross places his hand on the small of my back and leads me through the cozy restaurant pulling out a chair for me. Who the hell knew a broody biker would have any manners? I watch him as he moves to sit across from me, leaning back in his chair with his legs kicked out.  
 
    “What are you staring at?” I ask when it becomes painfully obvious.  
 
    “There’s just somethin’ about you, Dani,” he says before grabbing the menu and looking it over. I want to ask him what he means but the waitress shows up. She’s pretty. She has long blonde hair that’s braided down the side, her blue eyes glitter with happiness. Cross notices too. His eyes travel up and down her body like she’s his next meal. I try not to let that bother me because, let’s be real, Why should it? 
 
    “What can I get you?” She asks sweetly, staring at Cross. I raise an eyebrow and wonder if this is what he gets from all the girls. I don’t see why he wouldn’t, he’s fucking hot as hell.  
 
    “Cheeseburger, fries and water.” He never once looks her in the eyes and that pisses me off. She looks to me with the same sweet smile on her face and for the first time in my life I want to slap it off. I’ve never been the jealous type so what the hell is my problem now? 
 
    “Same please.” She nods and walks away when Cross looks at me.  
 
    “You can get whatever you want, you know?” 
 
    “I’m sure you can too.” 
 
    “What the fuck does that mean?”  
 
    “Nothing. It means nothing.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 14 
 
    Cross 
 
      
 
    She’s been off since the restaurant. I didn’t question her about it because frankly, I don’t need to know. Yet something wants to know. I can’t keep my fucking head straight with this girl and it pisses me off. She annoys the fuck out of me yet somehow intrigues me too. It’s a fucking contradiction that’s for sure.  
 
    “This one is old as hell,” I tell her when we step up to one of the old rail stations. She looks up in awe with a smile on her face.  
 
    “Can we go in or is it too dangerous?” The corner of my lip curls up. 
 
    “You think I’m afraid of danger?” Grabbing her wrist, I drag her toward the door that’s marked Do Not Enter. I can feel the excitement radiating off her and it makes me wonder even more about her. We step inside and she gasps.  
 
    “Do you know why they closed it?” I pull a cigarette out of my pocket and light it up as I lean against the wall.  
 
    “Long time ago there was a crazy fuck that ran through town. He killed a few people right here in this rail station. They never reopened it after that,” I tell her casually as I blow smoke out of my mouth.  
 
    “What!” She shrieks and heads for the door. I can’t help but laugh at her.  
 
    “Where you goin’?” 
 
    “There could be ghosts in here, Cross! Or demons! What if the sick fuck killed himself here? Huh? He could be haunting this rail station. Did you know that there is a place in between where restless souls go when they have unfinished business? He could be here! Holy shit, is it cold in here? Did you hear that?” The more she panics, the cuter she is. I drop my cigarette and snuff it out with my boot before moving toward her. Wrapping my arms around her waist, I jerk her against me needing to taste those sweet lips of hers. Diving into her mouth with my tongue, she kisses me back. Our tongues tangle and touch. Fuck, my cock gets hard for her. I press it against her stomach and move my hips showing her just what the fuck she’s doing to me. A noise causes her to jolt and move closer, nearly climbing me like a goddamn tree. Not that I’m complaining, but I have to laugh.  
 
    “You heard that didn’t you?” she looks into my eyes with her wide ones. 
 
    “Probably a cat,” I try to reassure her but she isn’t going for it.  
 
    “A cat my ass! It was him. Creepy rail killer. We should leave. I’ve seen Ghost Hunters, Cross. If it touches one of us, oh hell! Yep, we need to go!” In a matter of seconds Dani is out the door as I laugh and follow behind her. She doesn’t stop until we get back to the little shops on the town square. We walk around in silence but I keep taking her in. Her beauty, her attitude. Everything about her. Dani looks genuinely happy as she gazes into shop windows. She stops at one and raises her hand to touch the glass as I stand back and watch.  
 
    “You okay?” I ask when I see the smile on her face slowly fade away. The look she has now tugs at my heart. There’s so much sadness in there and that isn’t her. 
 
    “She had a necklace like this. She was buried with it. She would tell me stories of the tree of life when I was little. I hardly remember her anymore,” she says so softly that I nearly don’t hear her. “I need to use the bathroom,” she says quickly and heads off toward the sign. I look over at the necklace of the tree in a circle before going into the store. I don’t know what the fuck I’m doing or why but it seemed like it meant something to her so I buy the fucking thing. The lady wraps it up and I slide it into the pocket of my cut before heading over and waiting for Dani to come out of the bathroom. She beams with that happiness I always see in her when she comes out. 
 
    “So, are we staying here or we leaving?” Shaking my head, this girl is a goddamn puzzle that doesn’t make sense to me.  
 
    “Thought about stayin’ but if you wanna ride we can go.” 
 
    “No! I’d love to stay here. Can we walk around a little more?” I nod my head and that seems to make her happy. I follow along when she heads into another store and grabs at the first thing she finds.  
 
    “What the fuck is that?” I ask when she puts on a pair of those glasses with the mustache.  
 
    “I mustache you a question, Cross,” she says with a laugh. I shake my head when she tosses me a pair. Holding them, I glare at her. The glasses in my hand are the kind from the fairs and shit that look like they have magnifying glasses built in.  
 
    “I ain’t wearin’ this shit,” I tell her holding the glasses out to her. She puts her hand on her hip and stares at me with a raised eyebrow. 
 
    “Stop being so uptight, Cross! Put the glasses on,” she snaps. I do what she wants just to humor her and slide them on. 
 
    “Happy now?” I ask. Dani laughs and looks around when she spots a mirror. She drags me toward it and laughs.  
 
    “Can you see me now?” She asks through her laughter. I don’t know what comes over me but I laugh with her. We look like a bunch of dumbasses. 
 
    “Can we take a picture?” Nodding my head, I pull out the burner phone and pass it to her. She pulls up the cheap camera and snaps a million photos of us.  
 
    “We could print it if you want,” I offer although I have no fucking clue why. Dani rips the glasses from her face and throws herself into my arms. Hanging from my neck, she whispers, “Thank you for making me smile, Cross.” She lets go and heads to the front to get her pictures printed. At this moment, I realize something I never thought I would. I like being around Dani. I like having her near me and making me laugh. I’ve never felt anything like that before, but I feel it with her. Tossing the glasses back on the shelf I head outside to wait on her knowing she has enough cash from earlier to get the pictures done. I lean against the brick wall and blow out a breath. What the hell am I doing? I’m a fucking Nomad biker. I don’t have time for a happily ever after with Dani. Just because I like being around her and fucking her doesn’t mean I want to spend the rest of my fucking life with the girl. She’s annoying as all hell and rambles about random shit.  
 
    “Yet, you fuckin’ laugh and smile with her you idiot,” I ramble to myself. Dani comes out with her photos in hand and a smile on her face.  
 
    “Ready?” she nods her head and we walk back toward the hotel. I run in and check us in before passing the key to Dani.  
 
    “I’m gonna move the bike down here. Go ahead in. Room twenty-four.” Dani nods and walks toward the rooms as I spin around and head toward where I left the bike. The whole walk is filled with random thoughts of Dani. Dani laughing, the sadness I saw in her. Dani naked and waiting for me. Fuck, I need to get that shit out of my head. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 15 
 
    Dani 
 
      
 
    Everyday seems to take us further from home. Every day I feel a little more helpless. I hate being away from Shy and I don’t like that I have to rely on Cross for everything. We haven’t slept together mainly because I’ve been on my period. At least I think that’s why. Cross has been a little distant and that makes me wonder what is running through his head. We sit outside in some town in Kansas feeling the cool breeze as it blows around us.  
 
    “Can I ask you something?” I look over at Cross as he sits with his legs stretched out, a beer in his hand. He looks almost…peaceful. 
 
    “Would it stop you if I said no?” He quarks his eyebrow at me making me giggle.  
 
    “Probably not.” 
 
    “Then ask,” he says taking a long pull from his beer.  
 
    “The one night, you called me Sara. Are you married?” his hand stops halfway to his mouth before he shakes his head and lowers his beer.  
 
    “I’m not married.” Silence. That’s all I get? I’m not married and then silence? What the hell? Who does that? 
 
    “Girlfriend? Fiancé?” Cross doesn’t respond. He sets his beer down and shoves himself off the grass and starts to walk away. Oh that is just wrong! I leap off the ground and stomp behind him. 
 
    “Don’t walk away! You fucked me! You slept with me and called me some other girls name!” Cross stops and turns to face me, anger dancing across his face. 
 
    “How many times did I fuck you since I called you that? Huh? I didn’t hear you complain!”  
 
    “That’s not fair!” 
 
    “Life’s not fair, Dani. Why the fuck do you think we’re in this mess?” He snaps, his eyes on fire.  
 
    “You cared about her.” Cross runs his hand through his hair, tugging slightly. 
 
    “It was a long time ago. Doesn’t matter anymore.” He turns to walk away but I saw that sadness in his eyes. That’s a sight that I never thought I’d see with him. Stomping after him, I grab his arm and spin him around to face me. Cross reaches up and grabs me around the throat pushing me against a tree. His breathing is sporadic and his eyes are wild. Maybe I pushed him too far.  
 
    “She was my life and you know what happened? She fuckin’ died for bein’ a part of my life. I’m a Nomad, Dani. That means I travel all the time. I tried to change that and settle down once and my past caught up with me. It got to her! She fuckin’ died because of shit I did! I dealt in a lot of drugs and she got hooked. That what you want to hear? She overdosed.” I can feel the pain in his words and my heart breaks a little more. His hand slowly lowers from my neck as I look up at him.  
 
    “She loved you, Cross.” 
 
    “Yeah, like your mom loved you Dani but what the fuck does that get us? Huh? It leaves us fucked up and useless to others! It leaves us in a position that doesn’t allow us to have the things we want in life. We move each day just tryin’ to keep busy and keep our minds on anything but the fact that we’re fucked up!” Cross breathes heavily but he doesn’t step back.  
 
    “You have a sad way of looking at life, Cross.” 
 
    “Shouldn’t I?” he challenges me.  
 
    “No. you should look at all the positive things in life, Cross. You have people that care about you.” 
 
    “No, I have people that need me, Dani. There’s a fuckin’ difference but you’re just too goddamn blind to see that!” Cross turns on his heel and storms off leaving me to think over what he said. He had love. He had someone that he cared about and that cared about him. I’m nothing to him. The reality slams into me as I gather the blanket and carry it back to the hotel. The door is left partially open so I push it and walk inside. Cross sits on the edge of the bed with his head in his hands, tension coiling his muscles. Tossing the blanket on the chair I climb on the bed behind him. My hands come to rest on his shoulders, slowly massaging the anger and tension from him.  
 
    “I’ve debated sayin’ this to you. I’m no good, Dani and I know it but I like you,” he says with his voice low. My stomach trembles because he left that sentence hanging in the air.  
 
    “I like you too, Cross. I told you not to fall in love with me.” Cross let’s out a deep rumbling laugh that hits me in the chest like a freight train.  
 
    “I can’t fall in love, Dani. It’s not worth losin’ it all again.” My heart officially crumbles and falls to the floor. My hands stop moving and we both just sit in silence.  
 
    “When would it be worth it?” I ask needing him to say the damn words. I need him to let me down and push me away. I need this from him! 
 
    “Never.” Cross stands from the bed and grabs his cut, slipping it back up his arms. I watch him as I feel tears stinging my eyes. I won’t cry. I won’t because this is what I need and what I want. I can’t keep him around either. It would ruin us both. I ruined Jim when I broke up with him. It broke his heart, or so he claimed and I know I’d ruin Cross. I sit back on the bed and watch him grab his keys and cigarettes before picking up a small box. He holds it in his hands for a long time before he looks over at me. I can’t place the look in his eyes.  
 
    “This is for you. I’m sorry, Dani. Whatever you thought I could be…” He doesn’t finish as I take the box in my hand and watch him leave the room. Closing the door behind him, I sigh and look down. Carefully opening the box, my chest tightens. He bought it. He bought me the necklace like my mom had. My chest feels heavy but I know in my heart that this would never work. I climb off the bed and change my clothes, slipping into one of Cross’s t-shirts that he always lets me sleep in and climb into bed with the necklace clutched tightly in my palm. He cared enough to buy this for me. There is more to that man than I realized. And now that I’m lying here alone, I don’t know that I want to let that go.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 16 
 
    Cross 
 
      
 
    I went back to the hotel that night drunk off my ass and fucked that girl until she couldn’t speak. I treated her like shit and I can’t say that I felt bad about it. I didn’t. I know what I said to her and what she replied and that’s partially the reason I drank until shit was blurry.  
 
    “What do you mean?” I snap into the line.  
 
    “Just what I said, Cross. They’re trailin’ you.” Stone called me this morning and was freaking out.  
 
    “How the fuck does that happen? I’ve been careful with the phone and shit, Stone! How the hell would he know where to find us in this shithole town!” I’m pissed and taking it out on him, I know I am but how the fuck could he have found us? I was careful.  
 
    “Fuck if I know, brother. You need to move and let me see what I can find out. Hit a Nomad spot, yeah?” Fuck! Taking a long pull from my cigarette, I close my eyes. That’s the last place I want Dani.  
 
    “I’ll owe you, Stone, but get this shit sorted, yeah? I’m runnin’ around tryin’ to keep my shit together as it is. Takin’ her in there is like throwin’ her to the lions.”  
 
    “Heard that. If there was anywhere else near there, I’d send you but there’s no friendlies your way, brother. Nomad clubhouse is the best chance we have for now. You’ll be protected there,” Stone says and I know it’s true although that doesn’t mean shit for Dani. They will see her as fair game. 
 
    “I’m on it. It’s not far out from where we are. Get me when you got somethin’ solid.” Hanging the phone up, I slide it in my pocket and walk toward Dani where she leans against my bike looking at anything but me.  
 
    “We gotta move. Somehow they know we’re around here,” I tell her not missing the gasp that escaped her throat as she stands up straight.  
 
    “We all have to go sometime, right?” Crossing her arms over her chest, I shake my head. She looks away and fiddles with the radio on my bike turning on some kind of country music and dancing.  
 
    “You ready to die? By his hand? After all the shit I’ve done to keep him away from you?” Dani turns and wraps her arms around my waist, moving to the music.  
 
    “This is the best song ever,” she says excitedly as she inhales.  
 
    “Are you sniffin’ me?” I ask letting my hands rest on her waist while she keeps moving.  
 
    “You smell good. I can’t help it,” she giggles. I find myself slowly moving with her to the beat of the music. I’ve never been much of a dancer but I’ve at least tried with Sara. She would laugh at me all the time when I would step on her toes. Shaking away the memories, I don’t want to remember her in the moments I’m with Dani. Dani is a force all her own and when I’m with her I’m drawn into her world, her aura.  
 
    “I don’t want you gettin’ hurt,” I whisper into her hair. Dani squeezes me tighter as if it’s reassuring me, it isn’t.  
 
    “I’m fine, Cross. We’re fine. We have been running for weeks now and they haven’t found us.” 
 
    “Things change, darlin’. He somehow knows where we are and I need to make sure you’re safe. We’re headin’ to one of the Nomad clubhouses near here. No one will get in there but there’s another problem,” I tell her pulling away from her. Dani reaches for the radio and turns it down before looking at me.  
 
    “What kind of problem?” Damn it I don’t want to do this.  
 
    “Some of the guys there, well, they aren’t as nice as me. They get rowdy and anything with legs, they will go after.” Dani smiles brightly, resting her hand on my arm and says, “Don’t worry about me. In case you didn’t notice, I like to drink and fuck. Besides, I can handle myself. I handled you didn’t I?” Her words slice a hole right through my chest. I knew this about her and yet since we’ve been running the only one she’s been fucking is me. The idea of any other man putting his hands anywhere near her pisses me off but she’s young and deserves to be free.  
 
    “You handle me just fine. Let’s go,” I growl grabbing the helmet and sliding it on. Dani grabs hers but she stops after I climb on. I glare at her over my shoulder and wait.  
 
    “You comin’?” 
 
    “All it takes is your word, Cross.” 
 
    “All what takes? What the hell are you talkin’ about now?” 
 
    “Tell me you don’t want me sleeping with any other man and I won’t.” She’s giving me an option and I don’t know how to respond. Do I want her all to myself? Fuck yeah, I do. Should I want her all to myself? That one’s easy. No.  
 
    “Say it, Cross.” She challenges me. I can see her eyes and all that flickers within them. She doesn’t know but that turns me on more than seeing her naked.  
 
    “You think I won’t?” She shrugs her shoulder and I know she’s baiting me. Why the hell I’m letting her is the question of the day. I shouldn’t play into her fairy tale but I can’t seem to stop myself.  
 
    “I don’t want no other man touchin’ you, kissin’ you or gettin’ inside you but me.” The deep gravel tone that leaves my lips makes her smirk. She nods her head and climbs on the bike behind me, wrapping her arms around my waist.  
 
    “I should spank your ass for that shit,” I say over my shoulder. Dani runs her hand down my stomach and over my cock noticing how hard the fucker is already.  
 
    “Is that the best you got? A spank?” She squeezes and I damn near come in my jeans. This girl is killing me and she has no fucking idea.  
 
    “You want more than that? Keep temptin’ me, troublemaker.” Dani giggles as I rev up the engine and take off. Our time together is bringing her closer and I don’t know that I can handle that reality. Dani is so different and intriguing. The more time I spend with her the more I don’t think I can let her go. I know it’s for the best to let her walk away, but there is no way she could fit into my world. I’ve tried that once and it ended in Sara’s death. I can’t risk that with Dani. That’s what I think but that little voice in the back of my head keeps telling me that Dani is nothing like Sara. They are complete opposites. They are nowhere near the same person.  
 
    Dani’s fingers move over my abs as I ride reminding me just how different they are. Our ride to the clubhouse doesn’t take us too long and as I pull into the parking lot, my insides clench. There’s a shit ton of bikes and loud music blasting already. I can feel it, this isn’t going to end well. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 17 
 
    Dani 
 
      
 
    This isn’t so bad! I don’t know what Cross was so worried about. The guys have been friendly and so have the half-dressed girls. Even the one that’s giving me make up advice along with a makeover.  
 
    “You want to look sexy so you catch their eye,” Jazz tells me. I nod my head as she applies more lipstick. I think it’s the third or fourth time she’s applied it now. I feel like I’m on the home shopping networks makeover makeup edition.  
 
    “How do you know all of this?” I ask her when she goes back to my eyes.  
 
    “Been around a long time. I saw you came in with Cross.” As soon as the name leaves her mouth, I cringe. Did she sleep with him? Who the hell cares? He told me that I was his and his only while we’re together. I shouldn’t be thinking about which other women he’s been with.  
 
    “I was never with him, calm down. He’s always so damn moody.” I nod my head agreeing with her there. Cross is always running hot and cold all at the same time. It makes me wonder how the man has any friends. Jazz pulls back and looks me over with huge grin on her face. 
 
    “You look perfect!” She claps her hands together when a man comes up behind her, grabbing her ass. She grins over her shoulder and turns pressing into him. I suppose that means our makeover is done. I hop off the stool and wander around until I find the bar. There are so many people in here that I can hardly make my way through. I don’t see Cross anywhere and for some reason that stings a little. I order drink after drink after drink until the room is spinning around me. Only then do I leap off the stool I had occupied and wander through the tangles of people. The more I move, the more hands grab on my body and it makes me uncomfortable. What the hell Dani? That’s a first!  
 
    “How would you like to smear that lipstick suckin’ my cock?” a gruff voice fills the air behind me. I look over my shoulder but that isn’t Cross.  
 
    “No thanks. I’m allergic to shrimp.” Turning to walk away, I mentally high five myself on that one but when I’m jerked back into a hard chest, I flinch. 
 
    “You think you can come in here and whore your ass out but talk to me like that?” He hisses in my ear. My body tenses and he can feel it.  
 
    “I didn’t come here to be a whore,” I tell him. he doesn’t seem to give a shit though. His hands move down my stomach tugging my shirt up. His hot palm cups my breast tugging my nipple as I try to pull out of his grasp. That’s when I see him. Cross. His eyes are on mine and they are dark as night. Anger dances like fire in the night and I’m the one that struck the match to light it. I open my mouth ready to yell for him when he turns and walks away. My body droops in defeat and the asshole finally lets his hold falter. As soon as I feel it loosen, I run. I take off listening to him scream at me from behind but I just need to get to Cross. I whip my head from side to side looking for him when I spot him storming down the hallway.  
 
    “Cross!” I call out to him but he doesn’t stop. I run toward him, calling his name but he’s pissed, I know he is.  
 
    “Cross! Stop!” He finally stops with his head dropped forward, pressing his hands against the wall. I’ve never seen him look like this and something in my chest feels like it’s shredding to pieces. It’s a real unmistakable pain.  
 
    “Cross, I didn’t do anything wrong.” He chuckles a deep dark throaty chuckle that sends a chill down my spine. I don’t know how to respond to him. I don’t know what to do to make this right.  
 
    “Cross, please.” His head turns to look at me and I can see it in his eyes. Anger. Regret. It’s all there and it’s killing me. I reach for him but he brushes my hand away before standing to full height.  
 
    “I don’t know what the fuck I expected. You let me fuck you in a goddamn bar bathroom after I killed someone. You’re just a fuckin’ whore like the rest of them,” he snaps reaching up and smudging the lipstick across my face. Tears pool in my eyes when I look into his. I shake my head slowly but Cross just turns and leaves me standing in the hallway. Tears stream down my cheeks when he slams the door for good measure. My heart feels like it’s being ripped from my chest. Walking to the door, I let my hand rest on the knob for a few minutes. Do I go in? He has to know that I didn’t do anything, that I didn’t want that. Wiping my eyes quickly, I take a deep breathe, throwing the door open. Cross stands there in just a pair of jeans, no shirt or boots. He looks like a fucking god in all his perfection. His hands rest on his hips but his eyes are on mine. It’s almost as if he was waiting for me to come in. I close the door behind me and we stand in an intense stare down. Neither of us willing to give in to the other but the pull is too much for me. I can’t do this without him. 
 
    “Cross, I-“ 
 
    “I thought you were different, Dani. I didn’t wanna fuckin’ see it but I did. Everything in my life was always shit until you stumbled your ass over to me that night. You saw somethin’ you shouldn’t have and you still kept your head up. You walked right up to me and didn’t cower in fear. Do you know what that felt like for me?” Shaking my head slowly, he smirks.  
 
    “It felt like there was somethin’ real in my life. Somethin’ I didn’t have to hide from. I could be who I was and not have to worry and when I saw you runnin’ from Alvaro, shit Dani! There for a second I thought you were put in that spot just for me.” My chest tightens. 
 
    “It would never work and we both know that.” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter to me! Don’t you get that? You were somethin’ I could be myself with, Dani! Fuck!” Tugging at his hair, he turns away from me. It doesn’t matter? Of course, it matters. Everything in life matters. I walk slowly toward him until I can feel his heat. Resting my hand on his back, I feel him tense.  
 
    “I don’t know what to say to you, Cross. I didn’t do anything with him. He grabbed me, I tried to pull away.” His breathing becomes heavier, I can feel it.  
 
    “He touched you,” he growls.  
 
    “I didn’t want him to.” 
 
    “Why?”  
 
    “You’re the only one I want touching me, Cross.” In seconds, he spins to face me. His hands come up to cup my cheeks, his fingers pressing firmly into my flesh.  
 
    “Say it again.” I swallow hard staring into the depths of the dark in him and I’m not afraid. I’m not scared of him, of who he is.  
 
    “I only want you touching me.” He watches me for a long second before he leans in and claims my mouth with his. His kiss is rough and powerful. I can feel it throughout my whole body. His hands squeeze tighter as if he thinks I may disappear, but I can’t complain, it feels too good. Cross moves his hands, lifting me off the ground until I wrap my legs around his waist. I grind against him in a mess of heated kissing and teething clanking against each other.  
 
    “You drive me insane, Dani. I should spank your fuckin’ ass for that,” he hisses as he runs his tongue down my neck.  
 
    “Spank me. Fuck me. Just do something Cross,” I beg him without a care. Cross moves and tosses me on the bed, “Take those clothes off. All of them.” His demand sends heat spiraling through my body. I move quickly stripping out of my clothes as he watches me. When I’m completely naked he lowers his jeans and boxers, grabbing his hard cock in his hand. He fists himself, stroking up and down as I watch the tip glisten in the dim light of the room.  
 
    “Roll over and get on your knees.” It takes me a second to register his words. I’m too mesmerized by the sight in front of me. Cross stops his hand and I slowly follow his body up to his raised eyebrow. I roll over and stick my ass in the air waiting for him. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 18 
 
    Cross 
 
      
 
    She drives me crazy. I haven’t felt like this in a long time. I want to push her away, I swear to god I do, but I can’t. There’s something else about her that gets me deep inside. She isn’t afraid of me and she didn’t come to me looking for a quick fuck like most girls do. I climb on the bed behind her, running my hands over the mounds of her ass. Dani presses back into me, driving me insane. She’s perfect in her own annoying way. Raising my hand, I slap her ass roughly making her jump and yelp. 
 
    “Cross! What the hell?” she snaps looking over her shoulder at me.  
 
    “That’s for your mouth,” I say before slapping her again. “That’s for lettin’ him touch you.” I have no doubts in my mind that that asshole touched her without permission and that’s partially why I didn’t want to bring her here but I also love seeing the way her ass jiggles when I smack it. One more and she’s a panting mess. 
 
    “Cross,” she whines. I don’t wait, I don’t respond, hell I don’t even warn her. I grab her ass, spread it wide and plunge into her. She feels so good wrapped around me the way she is. I dig my nails into her ass and pump into her pussy like it’s the last thing I’ll do. My mind leaves my body as I fuck Dani into the mattress. Her moans go straight to my cock causing it to swell.  
 
    “You’re gonna make me come, darlin’,” I hiss knowing that it’s all happening too quickly. I don’t want this to end. Pulling out of her, she rolls quickly to her back, her mouth hanging open.  
 
    “You cannot just do that!” Her perky tits are screaming to be kissed and sucked. I lean down and suck one into my mouth officially shutting her up.  
 
    “I feel like I’m being electrocuted!” What the fuck? I pull away and look at her funny but she just stares me down.  
 
    “What the hell are you talkin’ about now?”  
 
    “When you do that, it feels like my body is buzzing.” 
 
    “Is that a good thing?” She laughs and my frozen heart melts. Dani reaches up and grabs my neck pulling my head back to her nipple. I don’t need to be told twice. I suck her nipple into my mouth loving how she arches against me. My cock can’t take not being inside of her. I reach between us and grab my cock, thrusting into her. Dani screams, grabbing my hair and pulling. The growl that leaves my throat vibrates through the both of us. Each slip inside of her feels like another piece of heaven. In the back of my mind I know this is a bad idea but I just can’t stop it. Plunging deeper as I bite into her nipple, she squeals and comes. Her pulsing pussy sucks the life right out of me. I explode as her walls tremble and release.  
 
    “Fuck!” I hiss against her neck before pressing light kisses into her skin. When we both calm down, I slip out of her and roll to the side. Dani remains silent and I know there is something on her mind.  
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “What is what?” 
 
    “You’re too quiet, Dani. Somethin’ is in that head of yours.” 
 
    “I just don’t know what to feel anymore, Cross. What happens when this is over? When I can go home?” I’ve been thinking the same thing and to be honest, I don’t really have an answer. Our lives are too different for us to be together. She likes to be at home with her friend and I like to be on the road. Alone. The last time I tried to settle life took a wrong turn.  
 
    “You want me to be honest?” 
 
    “Please.” I take a deep breath and let the words go.  
 
    “I’ve never been the type to sit at home or work a day job. I don’t know what to say to be honest, Dani. We’re different people with different lives.” I don’t know what else to say to her. I don’t know how to make what we have into something more. I like her, I really do.  
 
    “You’re doing it aren’t you?” she asks softly. I turn my head to look at her.  
 
    “Doin’ what?” 
 
    “Falling in love with me.” I swallow hard before I can answer her.  
 
    “Yeah, I think I am.” Dani rolls onto her side and looks me in the eye.  
 
    “I told you not to, Cross. I don’t want to hurt you,” she says and I can hear the pain in her voice. I roll and face her too, brushing her hair behind her ear.  
 
    “What about you? It won’t hurt you?” She sighs and wipes a tear that slipped down her cheek.  
 
    “More than you know. You are everything I never looked for. You’re wild, dark, brooding.” 
 
    “Are those the good things or bad?” I chuckle.  
 
    “Shut up! Let me finish. You’re also sweet to me. You’re kind and thoughtful whether you like to admit it or not. You kind of get under my skin,” she finishes with a smile. I lean in and brush my lips over hers.  
 
    “Maybe we could try, Dani. I don’t fuckin’ know. Last time I tried, someone died. I don’t want that for you. You deserve more than what I can give you.” Her fingers find their way into my hair, slowly stroking through it. I find comfort in Dani. A comfort that I shouldn’t, but I feel it. I feel her throughout me and that’s not something I planned on.  
 
    “Last time someone fell in love with me, I ruined it. I pushed him away. He was a good guy too but I was always told that I wasn’t wanted and never would be. I guess those words stuck more than I thought.” Shifting so I’m propped up on my elbow, anger courses through me.  
 
    “Who the hell told you that?”  
 
    “My dad. He didn’t want kids and after mom died, it all just went downhill. What about your parents? Are they alive?” I don’t like talking about myself and I typically won’t, but again, Dani is different.  
 
    “They are. I wasn’t the best kid. Got in trouble a lot, went in and out of juvie. Mom tried with me but I was the odd man out. My brother was the better of us two,” I admit to her.  
 
    “Do you ever see them? Where do they live? Are you close to your brother?” There she is. My rambling girl. I chuckle and press a kiss to her forehead.  
 
    “I talk to my mom every once in a while. My dad doesn’t really want much to do with me and my brother has his own life. I don’t wanna interfere with it.” Dani sits up, throwing her leg over my waist, straddling me. My cock loves this.  
 
    “You have to talk to them. You need to call them. They’re your family, Cross. If there’s anything I know about it’s that. When you have family that wants you, you keep them. You take their criticism because they love you.” 
 
    “Shyla’s your family, isn’t she?” Dani lowers her head after she nods slightly. I reach up and grip her chin forcing her to look at me.  
 
    “What do you want in life, Dani? What are your dreams?”  she sighs and settles her naked wet pussy right over my cock causing me to groan. Dani tries to move but I grab her hips to hold her in place. She smirks down at me, licking her lips.  
 
    “I just want to be loved. I want a family, a house or apartment. In fact, I don’t even care where we live. I just want someone that wants to be with me. Someone that will ignore me and stay even when I try to push them away. What about you?” she smiles and it melts me inside.  
 
    “I’ve never thought about it really. I don’t know what I want, Dani. Lovin’ someone is hard. Trustin’ them is harder. Bein’ with someone all the time? I’ve never done that until you fell into my life,” I tell her.  
 
    “And what do you think? Of being around me all the time,” she asks as she raises up and grabs my cock slipping it back inside of her. And here I thought I’d be the insatiable one. Dani lowers herself down my length as I groan.  
 
    “I find that I like bein’ around you. You keep me alert and on edge. I never know what you’re gonna say or do. Fuck, Dani!” 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 19 
 
    Dani 
 
      
 
    The wind blows around me as we ride. The air is cooler at night and I find that I’m liking being on the back of Cross’s bike. His heat keeps me warm but it’s his scent that drives me crazy. I hold on tightly when I feel him shift. His body tenses and I have no idea why. I can feel the bike speed up and I hold on tighter unsure of what is happening. The faster Cross goes the more I become nervous. I can’t see his face with his face mask covering him but I know the tension in him is becoming worse. My hands tighten, digging into his abs as fear races through my veins. Cross takes the curves expertly but as the speed increases, I become terrified. He moves over the road with ease but something loud explodes and sends us sliding. My arm and leg scream in pain as the bike comes to a stop without us on it. Cross moves quickly although I don’t know how. Blood is covering his exposed skin but he still manages to yank me to my feet, ripping the helmet from my head.  
 
    “You gotta run. Get through those trees and call this number,” Cross rambles off a number and gives me a shove toward the tree line. I stumble slightly when I hear a car coming. 
 
    “What do you mean? What’s happening?” I cry as he moves to stand in front of me. He grabs my face, making me focus on him.  
 
    “Whoever that is, is willin’ to shoot to kill, Dani. You need to fuckin’ run, now.” Pressing his lips to mine, he gives me another shove but my feet refuse to cooperate.  
 
    “Dani! Go now!” I can hear the car coming closer and closer. I’m torn between staying and running but Cross doesn’t give me an option.  
 
    “Now!” His growl rips through my thoughts when I hear what sounds like gunshots. The world around me seems to blur but I take off for the trees like he told me to. I don’t stop running even when I hear more shots. Fear courses through me but my feet don’t stop. I’m gasping for air by the time I find another road. I glance around and don’t see much of anything. I can’t hear the shots as tears slide down my cheeks. He saved me. He saved my life by sending me away. Wiping the tears, I walk down the road hoping like hell that he’s okay. They ran us off the road for God’s sake! When I spot a gas station, I run. Heading inside I beg for a phone until the guy working here gives it to me and I dial the number Cross told me.  
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Cross told me to call you,” I say not sure who the hell it is I’m calling.  
 
    “Dani? It’s Stone. What the hell is goin’ on? Where’s Cross?” Tears start to fall once more.  
 
    “Someone shot at us. I don’t know, Stone. He made me run and said to call you. I don’t know where he is.” 
 
    “Shit! Where are you, darlin’? I need you to calm down and tell me where you are,” he says trying to keep his tone under control. I’m sure he’s on edge as much as I am.  
 
    “I don’t know! I don’t know where I am!” The man near the counter walks over slowly and cautiously, taking the phone from me as I break down. He talks to Stone giving him the information that he needs before passing the phone back to me. He doesn’t ask questions and for that I’m grateful.  
 
    “Dani, listen to me. I got some guys on their way to you. Don’t be afraid when they get there, yeah? They are gonna take you to their clubhouse and me and the boys are gonna come get you, okay?” As calmly as he’s talking, I can hear the underlying fear.  
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “The guy in the store is gonna let you stay in there until the guys come. Stay with him and I’ll be there soon.” The line goes dead and so does my heart. What am I going to do if something happened to him? I slink down the wall and slide to my ass as the tears consume me. I want to go home. I want Shyla to hug me and tell me that everything is going to be okay. I want Cross to tell me I’m annoying him with my rambling but most of all I want him to hold me. To kiss me and tell me about his life. I want him.  
 
    I don’t know how long I’ve sat here bawling my eyes out when I hear bikes. Not just one either. My heart kicks up a notch and something inside me screams that it might be Cross. I jump off the floor and run to the door not caring if it’s whoever was after us to begin with. I just need to see that he’s okay. Throwing the doors open, my heart leaps but it isn’t him. A group of men pull in, stopping their bikes when they see me. 
 
    “You Dani?” the one in the front asks as he climbs off his bike and moves toward me. I nod my head, my heart falling in my chest.  
 
    “I’m Nick. Stone asked me to pick you up until he can get here. Looks like you need some medical care too,” he says looking at my arm. I look down and notice all the blood that covers my own arms that I didn’t notice before. I’m nauseas and dizzy and I can’t fight the tears anymore. The spill down my cheeks as Nick moves closer. He wraps his arms around me and holds me close whispering in my ear but none of that matters now. Nothing does.  
 
    “He’s gonna be fine, sweetheart. Cross is a tough guy. He’ll be just fine.” The more he says it the more I know he’s lying to make me feel better. It doesn’t work. I feel worse.  
 
    “Come on, let’s get you back.” I nod my head and when I turn to look again, I see a car waiting for me. Nick walks me to it and the woman in the driver seats smiles politely. I climb in and Nick closes the door as I look her over. She doesn’t look like the other club girls.  
 
    “What’s your name?” She asks sweetly as she pulls onto the road.  
 
    “Dani.” 
 
    “I’m Bev, Nick’s wife. He told me what was going on. I’m sure Cross will be fine.” 
 
    “You don’t look like the other girls,” I tell her not meaning to hurt her or anything. She just doesn’t look like they did.  
 
    “We aren’t really the same kind of MC as the others you’ve probably ran into with Cross.”  
 
    “What does that mean? Oh, God, are you worse? That Nomad clubhouse was a little crazy. I thought I was on Pornhub in there!” Bev giggles loudly shaking her head. It eases a little anxiety in me.  
 
    “No. We are nowhere near that! We’re more of the quiet MC. We don’t get into anything illegal and the guys all have jobs outside the club. You’re lucky it’s a weekend or they would have been working.” Shocker! I didn’t know there were clubs that weren’t illegal. I thought they all did what Cross did. 
 
    “I saw him kill a dude. He went all Dexter on him.” Blurt it out! Nice job, Dani! You are such a dumbass. Bev reaches over and pats my leg obviously seeing the look on my face.  
 
    “It’s okay. You stayed?”  
 
    “Not exactly. He left after that. I didn’t see him again until I was working. I was waitressing and some Columbian  drug lord said he had claim to me. I ran because well, let’s face it, drug lord equals death. I’ve seen that episode on A&E, the drug cartel ones? I know what happens with them. So anyway, I ran right into Cross and some of his friends. He asked what happened and I told him. He sort of stole me after that.” Bev laughs shaking her head as we pull into a driveway. When I look up it’s nothing like the one we stayed in.  
 
    “Here we are. You’ll be safe here until Stone comes up.” My eyes nearly bug out of my head. This isn’t a clubhouse. It’s a house. A huge one.  
 
    “Your clubhouse is here?” I gasp. 
 
    “Yes and no. It’s our house but it also serves as the clubhouse for the guys. They mainly stay out back in the garage though. Come on. Let’s get that arm cleaned up.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 20 
 
    Cross 
 
      
 
    “You make mistakes, Cross. Why do you think you can get away with it?” The asshole asks as I spit blood onto the floor at his feet.  
 
    “I didn’t make a mistake. I did what was right, somethin’ you wouldn’t know anything about you fucker.” Another fist slams into my ribs, knocking the breath out of me. I chuckle at his weak attempt to break me.  
 
    “She wasn’t yours to have. I staked my claim and you stole her. That is essentially stealing my property. Do you know what I do to thieves?” My hand is jerked forward, the chains holding me in place cutting into my skin. Blood coats my other arm from where I fell from the bike. My thoughts linger on Dani though. I have no way of knowing if she’s safe or if she got to Stone. I can only pray to a God that hates me that she did. Alvaro’s asshole holds my hand in place as he grabs a knife. I grit my teeth knowing what’s about to come my way but there is no way in hell that I will give up Dani to this sick fuck. He can kill me before that shit happens.  
 
    “You underestimate me, Cross. I will get her back. Once I claim something it belongs to me and only me. I will make her remember that too,” he hisses as he raises the knife and moves closer to the table. I watch him, tracking his steps.  
 
    “Too bad I already had her. She doesn’t belong to you anymore, Alvaro. She rode my cock like a cowgirl in a rodeo.” The knife cuts through my finger. The pain shoots up my arm and a scream tears out of me. It isn’t until he hits bone that I pass out. All I see is her. I could stay in this place forever looking at that gorgeous face of hers but that doesn’t last long. I’m awakened to punches raining down on me.  I pry my eyes open to see a group of men standing over me.  
 
    “Piece of shit. That’s all you are,” I mumble before spitting blood again. I run my tongue over my teeth making sure they’re all still there, which they are.  
 
    “We don’t take naps here, Cross. This can all be over if you just tell me where she is.” 
 
    “Why her, Alvaro?” The thought hadn’t occurred to me before but now I wonder what she has that he wants. She was a nobody that just happened to be working where he was meeting.  
 
    “There was just something about her that called out to me. I don’t need a reason to want what I want. Being the man that I am I can simply take what appeals to me and she appealed to me. You made the biggest mistake of your life when you ran off with her.” His words mean shit to me. As long as she’s safe with Stone, I couldn’t give a shit what he does to me. The abuse keeps coming but in my head, I can only hear her singing her country songs that I’ve heard a million times on repeat. Dani is something special, Alvaro is right about that but the one thing he’s wrong about? Is him having her. As long as I’m alive I will not let him anywhere near her. I will protect her and keep her safe. I will stay locked in this place, wherever the fuck I am, until the day I take my last breath.  
 
    “You’re delusional if you think this will end,” Alvaro’s words swim in my thoughts of her. I have to block him out. My finger throbs, losing blood is a bitch. My head is swimming in pain and uncertainty. Pain radiates through my body as the assault continues. I’ve never felt this kind of pain in my life. I clench my eyes shut and try to block it out with visions of her but that isn’t happening anymore. I roar in pain but Alvaro just laughs. If I get out of this shit, I will kill him. I will slit his goddamn throat and watch him bleed out the way he is watching me.  
 
    “You fight like a bitch,” I say breathlessly, trying to remain conscious.  
 
    “Is that right? Would it be better if I untied you? Let you get to your feet?” He asks snidely. I nod my head as he laughs.  
 
    “You heard the man. Untie him,” Alvaro bellows. His men move in and untie me. I try to shove myself up from the chair I was in but I’m weak and stumble. I’m partially numb and out of breath. I’m pretty sure that my ribs are broken. I sway as I stand and move toward him only to be hit in the leg with a bat. I stumble and fall as the pain races through my body.  
 
    “Give us a moment, boys.” I push myself from the floor and stare at the man in front of me. The coward that stands before me.  
 
    “You think havin’ your men fuck me up is gonna fix anything? You will never find her. I made sure of it.” Lie. I’m lying my way through this but if I can get rid of him, I might have a chance to get out of here.  
 
    “You aren’t that good, Cross. You are a Nomad for fucks sake. We all know that Nomads are just little slower than being in a club. You boys are just the shit they scrape from the bottom of their boots.” His words make no sense. It’s all bullshit. I slip my hand in my pocket, wrapping it around the small piece of rope that tied the bag of the necklace I bought Dani. Thank you God for small favors and little towns that go overboard. Fisting it in my hand, I grin at Alvaro.  
 
    “You turn your back on me and I’ll kill you, Alvaro. I will show you the kind of man I am,” I hiss. Alvaro laughs and takes in my current situation, his eyes moving over my broken and abused body.  
 
    “I’ll give you one shot,” he says turning to face the wall. What a fucking stupid move on his part. I move quickly, knowing that this is my only option. He was stupid enough to think that he had won. He was stupid enough to think that he beat me enough that I would lose strength against him but he’s wrong. I have strength. Dani gives me that. Pulling the piece of rope around his neck, I pull as hard as I can. Alvaro throws an elbow into my ribs but I maintain control. I can’t let him out of this fucking room. His hands claw at mine even driving into the spot my pinky used to be. I howl in pain and force myself to keep my focus. Or at least as best I can. Slowly the fight begins to leave Alvaro. I’m exhausted as I let his lifeless body slide to the floor with a thud. I drop to my knees next to him catching my breath. Grabbing his gun, I stand back up knowing his guys aren’t far. I move slowly toward the door and listen and when I don’t hear anything, I move. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 21 
 
    Dani 
 
      
 
    “This is amazing! I can’t believe that you live here. This is so good by the way,” I ramble to Bev. She laughs because she knows I’m high on pain medicine. I’ve never used drugs before but if this is what it feels like, I might have to try it. I’ve never felt so good in my life! My head swims in a fog but everything feels fuzzy.  
 
    “Glad you like it. Stone’s here but I told him you weren’t ready to ride yet.” Shaking my head rapidly I nearly fall off the chair when Bev grabs ahold of me.  
 
    “Be careful.” 
 
    “I can’t get on a bike, Bev. Never again. Did you see my arm? I’m going to have a huge ass scar. Oh my God I’m going to be ugly. I’m going to be the ugly stepsister!” I gasp before laughing. Why am I laughing? 
 
    “You are not and you aren’t ridin’. I got a truck for you to ride in,” the hard voice comes from behind me. I spin around so quickly I do fall from the chair this time. My ass smacks the floor and I laugh a little.  
 
    “Don’t go gettin’ hurt worse on my watch, babe. Cross will have my nuts if you do.” His words are like a slap to the face.  
 
    “Have you heard from him?” Sobriety sucks. I need more pain meds.  
 
    “No but I have guys on it. We’ll find him.” That means nothing. His words hold no meaning for me. What if he didn’t make it? What if he’s gone forever? Shaking the thoughts away, I shove myself up and wince at the pain in my arm. Stone reaches for me, helping me off the floor.  
 
    “You can’t know that. Can you? You think he’s dead don’t you?” I scream louder than I need to, but I want his honesty. I don’t want his bullshit lies or thoughts.  
 
    “I don’t know, Dani. We found his bike but not him.” Those words seep into my pores. My heart crumbles and falls in my chest. This can’t be happening to me, not now. I just only found him. A man that didn’t give a shit who I was or what I did. A man that never talked down to me even when I’m rambling or saying something out of the ordinary. I can’t lose him now!  
 
    “I’m going to throw up,” I say bringing my hand to my mouth. Bev moves quickly shoving a garbage can in front of me. I lose everything she just fed me. I feel weak and tired. I’m scared and afraid. Not for myself, for losing him.  
 
    “The Doctor is still here. I’m sure he can give her something to calm her down and let her sleep.” I hear Bev but it’s as though I’m not even here. I don’t want medicine. I want Cross. I want Shyla. I want my mom! 
 
    “Yeah, let’s do that. I need to get back home. I got guys out here runnin’ everything else.” 
 
    “No! We can’t leave him! He’ll be alone again! I can’t leave him alone,” I cry. Stone wraps his arms around me, lifting me into him.  
 
    “He’s gonna be fine. He’s not gonna be alone. We’re gonna get him back and when he comes home, you gotta be strong and help care for him. You know he needs you, right? I’ve never seen him like he is with you. With anyone for that matter.  He took you to protect you. He left you for the same reason, Dani. Think about that.” His words linger in my head as tears fall down my cheeks. Stone carries me up the stairs and back into the room I was in earlier, laying me on the bed. He pulls the blanket over my body before sitting on the edge. The doctor comes in and sticks a needle in my arm. I don’t care, I don’t feel anything. I feel numb and that’s worse than anything I’ve ever felt.  
 
    “Don’t leave, okay? Don’t leave, Stone. When I wake up we need to find him.” The words begin to slur as my eyelids become heavier. Slowly, the drugs work through my system and take me under. Visions of Cross dance in the darkness. I can hear Shyla daring me to do something stupid. My heart breaks in my chest knowing that Cross is gone. I still have Shyla and Cross was right. She is my family. I have to get back to her. I have to make sure that Alvaro didn’t hurt her either. I try to open my mouth but I’m so deep in this dream that I can’t get out or say a word. I can feel my heart beating in my chest but am I really alive? At this point, I would rather be anywhere that Cross is than here alone. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 22 
 
    Cross 
 
      
 
    “What the hell?” I groan as I try to move but I can’t. My arms are being held in restraints that are secured to a bed. My body aches badly as I glance around. I blink my eyes rapidly trying to get everything into view. The last thing I remember was choking Alvaro to death. A sick thrill dances through me when a woman walks in the room.  
 
    “You’re awake,” she says happily. She moves around the room as I watch her.  
 
    “Where am I?” I cough as the words come out.  
 
    “You’re in the hospital. Do you remember what happened to you?” shaking my head, I lie. I know what the hell happened to me but I sure as shit won’t be telling this chick.  
 
    “You were found on the side of the road. You were pretty beat up. Bruised ribs, your finger is gone. A ton of cuts bruises and some pretty nasty road rash.” She keeps moving around the bed pressing buttons and messing with things. 
 
    “Why am I tied down?” I growl.  
 
    “You were combative when you came in. You kept ripping the IV’s out. We were afraid of a head injury but there isn’t one. You’re lucky.” She moves to my arms and releases them from the restraints. “The doctor will come in later now that you’re awake. We have been waiting.” 
 
    “For how long?” I ask cocking my head to the side. 
 
    “Little over a week. You were weak and dehydrated. You are very lucky to be alive.” She pats my leg and walks out of the room. My brain fights to keep up with all of this. Bruised ribs? A week? What the hell? I try to move but it does no good. I press the call button she comes back minutes later.  
 
    “My shit? Where’s all my shit? I need a goddamn phone!” I roar. She startles but moves to the side of the bed, passing me the goddamn hospital phone. I eye her until she leaves again then I dial Stone. 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Stone.”  
 
    “Jesus fuck, brother. Where the hell are you?” 
 
    “Some goddamn hospital. Apparently I been out of it a week,” I inform him. He curses on the other end.  
 
    “Fuck, man. I didn’t know. I’ve had guys all over the place. What can I do?” he asks.  
 
    “I need outta here, Stone. Dani. Tell me she’s okay. Tell me you got her?” 
 
    “I got her. She was fucked up pretty good. Had to get stitches in her arm. She went a little crazy when I picked her up to bring her home. She was worried about you. You want me to call her?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Why the fuck not? She’s scared shitless that you’re dead, brother.” 
 
    “She don’t need to know shit right now. This is exactly why I didn’t want her around anyway. She don’t need this shit. Can you get a cage to take me to the Nomad’s?” I can’t lay in this goddamn bed forever. I don’t like hospitals and all that shit. I don’t like people coming in and out of my fucking room at all hours. I want out of here.  
 
    “Fuck that. I’ll get someone up there but you’re comin’ here until you’re healed.” 
 
    “Not a chance in fuck. I’m not riskin’ her seein’ me.” 
 
    “Alvaro still a threat?” He asks and I smirk.  
 
    “Hell no. That was handled.” 
 
    “Then fuck off, I’m bringin’ your ass back here. Trust me, she won’t know. She doesn’t even come around here, brother.” I blow out a sigh of relief.  
 
    “Thanks, man. I owe you one.” 
 
    “You owe me more than one, motherfucker.” The line goes dead and I hang up the phone. The nurse walks back in with a small bag in her hands. She holds it out to me like she’s afraid I might snap at her again.  
 
    “Sorry about that. Just a little on edge.” 
 
    “I understand. Whoever Dani is, she’s a lucky girl.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “You called out for her since you got here. You kept saying how she was right, you were falling in love with her. You had all the nurses swooning since you’ve been here,” she says with color creeping across her cheeks.  
 
    “Appreciate you takin’ care of me. And yeah, Dani was my girl. Not anymore though.” Saying the words is like a stake to my heart. No matter how hard I try I will never be able to forget that girl. I know now that this isn’t her world regardless of why we were in this mess. It wasn’t her fault and yet she almost lost her life in the crosshairs. Alvaro paid for what he did but that doesn’t mean there aren’t more enemies out there. I dig through the bag and find my other cell busted and useless. I toss it onto the table next to the bed when I pull out her necklace. She said it made her nervous to wear it when we were on the bike. She didn’t want to lose it. Now here it is in my hands once again.  
 
    Running my fingers over the tree, I sigh.  
 
    “You were perfect for me. You were everything a man could have wanted and now I ruined you. I wish we could have been other people. I could have loved you, Dani. I did love you. Fuck!” Dropping my head back on the pillow I close my eyes and let everything else drift away. I’ve fucked up many times in my life but leaving Dani alone is the best decision I could have made. She doesn’t need me anymore now that Alvaro is gone. She doesn’t need any of the mess that comes with a man like me. I’ve never wanted much in life and Dani deserves to have it all. That’s not something I can give her. I’ve messed up her life enough and now it’s time to move on and do what I do. She can live her life happily with people that really care about her. Shyla. She needs her family. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 23 
 
    Dani 
 
      
 
    “Do you know how disgusting that is?” I squeal as I hold a bucket and mop in my hands. Darren glares at me with a smirk on his face.  
 
    “I don’t think this is funny!” I snap making him laugh. Shyla nearly falls off the stool laughing at the look on my face.  
 
    “I warned you!” Darren chuckles taking the mop from me.  
 
    “You didn’t warn me that all men were this nasty, Darren! I mean come on. There is piss all over the wall. On. The. Wall. Who pisses up the wall?” I snap once more. I’ve been working here for the last few months at Darren’s bar and grill. He was nice enough to offer me and Shyla a job after we drank until we threw up on his floor. I can say it wasn’t my finest hour. I was missing Cross and Shyla thought she could help by taking me out for a drunken night. Needless to say when she dared me, I lost. I couldn’t find it in myself to take the dare and that hurt worse than anything. I haven’t been the same since he’s been gone. I think I’ve been through a majority of the stages of denial. I think I’ve been through it a few times. My chest aches every time that I think about him.  
 
    “Get your head out of your ass, Dani. Go wash up we have a huge crowd coming in.” I flip Darren off and roll my eyes before heading to the back to get cleaned up and get my shift started. Once I’m ready, I tie my apron around my waist and as soon as I step out of the door, I gasp. Sitting on a few of the stools at the bar is Stone and a few of his guys. I haven’t seen him but I have one of his guys, Trance. My heart races as my eyes move over the crowd that’s beginning to form hoping to see him but I don’t. My heart falls and reality is firmly back in place. I take a deep breath and step behind the bar with a smile in place. 
 
    “Long time no see, cowboy,” I tease. Stone looks up with wide eyes before a grin crosses his face. He stands from his stool and leans over the bar, pulling me into a hug.  
 
    “It’s good to see you. Didn’t know you were workin’ here.” Sitting back on his stool, my eyes tear up. Stone took care of me. He watched out for me even though he thought I didn’t notice. I saw the bike at the end of the road, sitting in the dark. I noticed the bike follow Shy and me to work.  
 
    “Yes, you did. How you been? I’ve seen your boys, but not you,” I say raising an eyebrow.  
 
    “Noticed that huh?” Nodding my head, he smirks.  
 
    “Just needed to know that you were okay. I know how shaken you were when you came home. Figured you didn’t want to see my mug.” Snapping my towel on his arm, he chuckles.  
 
    “I never said I didn’t want to see you. I just figured.”  
 
    “I know. It’s weird for everyone. What can I get you?” He orders some beers and whiskey which I supply before I get on my way. The bar is full but it’s the screaming kid in the back that has my attention. His mom looks out of sorts not knowing what to do with him. She’s held him, rocked him given him food. He wants nothing to do with any of it. I head in the back and make one of my famous around here milkshakes before heading toward the table. Dropping into the seat across from them, he looks up at me.  
 
    “How old are you?” I ask but he doesn’t answer. He just eyes me. 
 
    “He’s four. He hasn’t been feeling well,” his mom informs me.  
 
    “Oh, I know what it feels like to be sick but do you know what always helps me?” I ask him. He finally shakes his little head no.  I grab the milkshake off my tray and set it in front of him. 
 
    “Vanilla always helps. Can you sit like a big boy and let mommy eat and you can have this one just for you?” His mom’s eyes fill with tears as the little guy smiles and sits next to her. 
 
    “Do you have kids?” She asks.  
 
    “No, I don’t. I love them though. They are so sweet.” His mom laughs and nods. 
 
    “You will make a great mom. Thank you for that.” I slide a straw over to the little blue eyed guy and stand from the seat ready to get back to work when I feel hands wrap around my waist. I gasp and nearly scream but when I turn around, Trance just grins at me.  
 
    “What are you doing here? Thought you were on a run,” I ask him but smile. He’s a nice guy.  
 
    “Are you tryin’ to say you didn’t miss me? We had a movie date that I had to cancel and now I’m repayin’ it.” His eyes sparkle with mischief and my chest tightens.  
 
    “I forgot! What are we watching? I want to laugh so a comedy is a must!” Trance chuckles and pulls me into him, his warm body heating mine.  
 
    “Whatever you want, princess. It is your night. Thought I’d come hang out until you get off tonight.” 
 
    “I’m getting off tonight? Damn. Trance I thought you didn’t swing my way?” I tease knowing the man is gay. How could I not tease when he walked right into that one. His eyes crinkle at the edges, his laugh happy. I’ve missed having him around. Trance and I have gotten close over the last few months. I needed someone when Shy was working and Trance just happened to be there.  
 
    “I don’t, but I could make an exception for you. Not sure how enjoyable that would be.” He laughs loudly sending vibrations through my chest.  
 
    “I wouldn’t want to ruin you. I’ve been told that I could turn a gay man straight.” Trance laughs harder, holding me closer. Pressing his lips to the top of my head, I sigh.  
 
    “I miss him so much, Trance.” His hands roam up and down my back trying to soothe me. He’s always trying to soothe me.  
 
    “I know you do. Things change in life, babe. You know that more than anyone. What you need to focus on is what you have now, in front of you.” 
 
    “A gay biker that might be falling in love with me?” Trance laughs again before playfully smacking my ass. 
 
    “Such a smartass. You have people that care about you, Dani. You have friends that are willin’ to do anything for you.” 
 
    “What the hell is happenin’ over here?” Stone’s voice booms through the room. I pull out of Trance’s arms, knowing he doesn’t know about him being gay yet. Trance might be a big tough biker but he still doesn’t know how his President will react to the news. 
 
    “Nothing. Why?” I smile cocking my head to the side as I study him. Shyla has really taken a liking to this man and I can see exactly why. He’s gorgeous. Stone crosses his massive arms over his chest and glares at me.  
 
    “You got a thing for my boy?” He asks point blank nodding toward Trance.  
 
    “Hell no. He’s just a good friend, Stone. Not many have been around for me,” I snap a little too defensively. I know why he hasn’t come around but it still hurt. Stone was good to me and then he just disappeared. He runs his hand down his face and sighs.  
 
    “I’m sorry, Dani. I know I just left you to fend for yourself. We had a lot of shit to clean up after that and just club shit.”  
 
    “It’s fine. I get it, Stone.” I start to walk around him but he grabs my arm dragging me back.  
 
    “It’s not fine! Shit, Dani. I’m so fuckin’ sick of all this shit. I can’t keep doin’ this. Not to you.” I stand in front of him wondering what the hell he’s talking about. Starring up at him confused as all hell, he looks pissed.  
 
    “What do you mean?” Stone shakes his head and turns on his heel, storming out of the bar. I look to Trance but he just shrugs. 
 
    “Where’s the camera?” I ask him. 
 
    “What the hell are you talkin’ about?”  
 
    “The camera. This has to be some kind of hidden camera show. If it’s not you are the strangest group of bikers I’ve ever met.” Trance laughs throwing his arm around my shoulders. 
 
    “We’re the only group of bikers you’ve ever met.” 
 
    “Not true! There was Nick and Bev. They were amazing. In fact, Bev is going to come down in a few months to visit.” Sticking my tongue out at him, he smirks.  
 
    “You’re a mess.” 
 
    “I know. Now go sit somewhere so I can finish working.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 24 
 
    Cross 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck do you want me to do? Run back to her? Drag her into this shit again?” I thunder. Stone stands in front of me, his hands on his hips, a pissed off look on his face. Fuck him. I don’t need this shit. Tipping the beer to my lips, I take a long pull.  
 
    “She’s been talkin’ to Trance! She’ll be in this shit one way or another, Cross! Don’t you fuckin’ see that? You’re gonna lose her.”  
 
    “I already lost her, Stone. I’ve tried. Fuck, I’ve watched her almost every goddamn day since I’ve been back! You know that! She needs to move on without me.” As much as that hurts, I know it’s the truth. Dani has a life now. She’s working, at least that’s where I assume she’s going, as I sit outside her apartment and watch her leave at three every afternoon. My chest clenches when I see her, the air is sucked from my lungs. She rarely smiles and that’s the worst part of all of this. I’ve ruined her to the point that she no longer looks happy and that tears me up inside.  
 
    “You know that’s shit! She needs you and you’ve been mopin’ around here for months. You haven’t touched a club whore or a pussy for that matter. You gotta be sittin’ there with blue balls, brother. Admit you love her and move on!” He snaps.  
 
    “I do fuckin’ love her Stone. I just can’t let her get hurt anymore,” I tell him.  
 
    “You didn’t get her hurt the first time asshole. You took care of her. You ran with her to keep her safe. What the fuck is wrong in that head of yours, Cross?” Sick of hearing his shit, I shove off the chair and head toward the gym. I can’t thank Stone enough for letting me stay here since I’ve been back, but I sure as hell won’t listen to him talk shit to me about Dani and my life. I know what I’ve done and I don’t want to rehash that right now. I need to focus on moving on and letting her do the same.  
 
    “You up for a little sparrin’?” Jersey, another one of Stone’s guys asks when he sees the look in my eyes. I nod my head and walk over, grabbing a mouth piece. I don’t need to lose any fucking teeth. I look down at my hands as I clench and unclench them. With my finger missing, it looks strange. The doctor did the best he could with it but it will forever be a nub. It hasn’t slowed me down, just throws me off when I don’t see it. 
 
    “That weird?” Jersey asks nodding toward my hand.  
 
    “Fuck yeah. It’s a piece of your goddamn body missin’, man. Don’t affect shit but still. Some days I try to use it like it’s there. Weird as fuck.” 
 
    “You gonna break those stitches open if we fight?” I shrug my shoulder.  
 
    “Don’t give a shit. I’ll wrap it up.” I go about wrapping my hand paying extra attention to that area before stepping into the small ring.  
 
    “You ever regret it?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Takin’ her and runnin. We all know it’s been hell on you.” 
 
    “I don’t regret it, brother. I regret lettin’ her get so close and under my skin. I shouldn’t have done that,” I tell him truthfully. Jersey nods and leans against the ropes. 
 
    “You know I was in a similar situation with my old lady.” 
 
    “No shit?” He nods before he continues. 
 
    “Wasn’t a drug lord, it was her dad. He was a real piece of shit though. Sent some of his men after her. I saw that as an opportunity to make her like me. She didn’t.” He laughs starring off into space, remembering.  
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    “Took her anyway. She eventually saw what I was doin’ and came around. I thought I was fuckin’ up by lettin’ her get that close but after a while, I saw how much I needed her. Six years later and we have two kids. Life is good, brother. Sometimes you just have to accept that the bad things are what makes you who you are. The shit you went through together is what keeps that bond.” Listening to him talk, I think about that. The things that Dani saw with me and wasn’t afraid is what drew me to her. She didn’t see the killer I was. She didn’t care that I did things that most would find unforgivable. She saw me and that was it.  
 
    Jersey and I throw some good punches at each other. I think he’s mainly letting me take out my frustration and anger on him. I don’t go lightly either. We fight it out, both of us with our own reasons. Every time I blink my fucking eyes, it’s her I see. In my dreams, she’s always there. I don’t know how to shake this shit. I don’t know how to move past her and keep breathing. The whole time we were together, she made me feel. She made me think and that was dangerous.  
 
    “Fuck!” I roar watching Jersey lean back against the ropes. He knows what’s going on in this head of mine. He can see it, feel it.  
 
    “Don’t let her go.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 25 
 
    Dani 
 
      
 
    “Now sashay, sashay and turn!” I’m teaching Trance how to walk a runway. Or at least I’m attempting to. Work was hell once again but I couldn’t dwell on it. Trance has been coming over almost every night and that makes me happy to a point. I watch this massive man as he sashays through the living room. I laugh so hard I fall over.  
 
    “Fuck off. I’m fabulous!” He snaps when someone knocks on the door. In my fit of laughter, I stumble my way over and pull it open to find Stone standing there. He looks pissed. 
 
    “What’s wrong with you?” I ask when his eyes move behind me. They snap back to mine and anger seethes out of him.  
 
    “You fuckin’ him?” he asks angrily.  
 
    “Trance? Hell no!” I laugh harder picturing how that would work. I suppose with a strap on… no that wouldn’t happen.  
 
    “He’s always around. Find him at your job, now your house.” Wow. What the hell is his problem? 
 
    “Stone, he’s a friend. Not that I have to justify that to you. Who I’m with his none of yo-“ 
 
    “He’s alive, Dani.” 
 
    “Excuse me?” What the hell did he just say? 
 
    “He’s alive. He isn’t dead. He’s been at the fuckin’ clubhouse.” No. This whole time I thought he was dead. I hadn’t heard from him or seen him. Shaking my head slowly, Trance walks up behind me. His hands rest on my shoulders but that does little to ease the new ache in my chest.  
 
    “You knew this whole time?” I look up at Stone. “How long have you known?” Anger hits me hard. He’s known about this? How could he not tell me?  
 
    “He called me a week after all the shit. He was in the hospital for a week but when he woke up, he called me. He didn’t want you to know, Dani. He thought it’d be better if you thought he was dead.” 
 
    “Oh he did? He thought ripping my damn heart out and stomping it was all for the best?” I scream in his face before spinning and looking at Trance. 
 
    “And you? Did you know this whole fucking time?” He shakes his head slowly before opening his mouth.  
 
    “Not at first. I was out on a run but I found out when I came back. I was told not to say anything to you. I’m sorry, Dani,” he says with a sadness in his tone. My chest tightens as I let that sink in.  
 
    “He doesn’t want me anymore. Why are you telling me this now?” I look back to Stone for an answer. 
 
    “He’s not himself without you. I thought you were with this asshole,” he nods toward Trance. “So, I told him that. Told him he was losin’ you to him.” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “And what? That’s what I told him.” 
 
    “He didn’t care. He isn’t here, you are. That’s all I need to hear. You can go,” I say dismissing them both. I brush past Trance but he doesn’t let me get far.  
 
    “Dani, I’m sorry. I was told I couldn’t say shit and I didn’t.” 
 
    “Get out. Both of you. You watched me cry! You watched me hurt for a man that I thought was dead! How could you be so cruel?” The door opens and closes, Shyla walking in from work. She looks between all of us before pulling me into a hug.  
 
    “I don’t know what’s going on here but you two need to leave,” Shy snaps at them. Trance moves to open his mouth but she just raises her hand in the air, pointing to the door. I bury my face in her shirt and let it all out. I tell her what I was just told and how my heart is breaking all over again. I didn’t know that hearing he was alive would kill me a little more inside. I thought what we had was something worth trying out but apparently I was wrong about that. Cross didn’t want to be with me. He let me think he was dead. 
 
    “Forgive and forget,” Shyla whispers in my ear.  
 
    “I have to, don’t I? He has his reasons, doesn’t he?” 
 
    “Yeah. We all know he did and if you don’t forgive him and forget him you won’t move on, Dani. I love you and I’m here for you.” She’s right. In order to move on you must forgive and forget. It’s how I moved on from my dad not wanting me. I forgave him in my head and moved on.  
 
    “I forgive him,” I whisper even though my heart feels like it’s going to crumble inside of me.  
 
    “Can we eat ice cream for the next week?” I ask and sniffle. Shy pulls back and grins.  
 
    “Ice cream it is and what goes with ice cream?” She asks shaking my shoulders a little.  
 
    “Jack?”  
 
    “Damn right! I’ll grab it out of the freezer, you get the spoons.” 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 26 
 
    Cross 
 
      
 
    I stand outside their door with my heart in my throat. I couldn’t do it anymore. I couldn’t take it. The more I tried to push her out of my mind, the crazier I became. I thought staying away from her was the right thing to do. Keeping her out of harm’s way was smart on my part. Or at least that’s what I thought. I thought I could go on without her and keep living, but I was lying to myself. It hit me hard as hell last night when I talked to Trance. Everything he told me about what has been happening over the months, it killed me. She wasn’t happy. He told me that much. It hurt to hear because I still blame myself for most of it. Raising my hand, I take a deep breath and knock. I’m prepared for her to hate me. I’m ready for her to shoot my ass down and tell me to fuck off, but I just need to hear it from her. Then I can go on my way.  
 
     “Where is she?” I ask when Shyla comes to the door.  
 
    “Working.” 
 
    “Where?” Shyla crosses her arms over her chest. I didn’t expect her to be welcoming but I didn’t expect this either. I run my hand through my hair and sigh in frustration.  
 
    “You could have called her. You could have texted and told her that you were okay. Do you know how much that hurt her? The not knowing if you were dead or alive and then having to hear it from Stone? That was a bitch move, Cross.” I can’t say that she’s wrong. I thought about it. Calling her, texting her, coming for her but at the end of every day I knew she was better off without me until I couldn’t stand it anymore.  
 
    “I know that, Shyla. I fucked up but that’s what I do. I don’t know how to change that but I need to try, yeah? She’s the best thing that’s ever happened to me.” She watches me intently before she smiles and grabs her purse. She closes the door and grabs my arm tugging me down the road.  
 
    “Where are we goin’?” I ask walking along with her. We head down a few blocks before she turns down a side road. Had she been working this close this whole time? I should have known but I sat outside that apartment like a bitch and never followed her to work.  
 
    “Right here,” she says with a grin that could get a man killed. I look up and then back to her when the idea hits me.  
 
    “I need a favor. Go in there and ask them to play Brett Young, In Case You Didn’t Know.” Her eyes light up and her mouth falls open. I motion for her to go and I watch as she does. Looking through the window I can see my girl. She doesn’t see me and that’s how I want it for now. When the music comes on, I walk in and watch her. Her head falls forward and sadness creeps across her face. I walk toward her, my heart in my throat as I go.  
 
    “It’s true you know?” Dani turns her head and looks up at me with those big blue eyes full of tears.  
 
    “You’re here?” she asks as if she’s imagining me.  
 
    “The song is true. You had my heart a long time ago, Dani.” 
 
    “You said th-,” shaking my head I don’t let her finish. I don’t want her to. I need her to hear me now.  
 
    “You drive me insane. You listen to music that I hate. You ramble more than anyone I’ve ever met in my life. You know useless facts that make absolutely no sense and you annoy the fuck out of me.” Her eyes narrow on mine and I fight the laughter that wants to escape me.  
 
    “That was not what you are supposed to say.” 
 
    “What should I say?” 
 
    “That you love me and can’t live without me. That I’m the only person you want.  You should say I love you very much, probably more than anybody could love another person.” 
 
    “What movie is that from?” I chuckle when I see the look in her eyes.  
 
    “Fifty first dates but that’s not the point! You should have said all that anyway. We should be our own movie, Cross.” She stomps her foot and I don’t know that I could love her anymore. 
 
    “You’re crazy,” I tell her watching that fire ignite in her eyes. 
 
    “Do you want to know what’s crazy? The fact th-,” 
 
    “Dani! Shut up and kiss me.” Her mouth falls open but she wraps her arms around my neck and kisses me passionately. Fuck, I’ve missed this, I’ve missed her. When she pulls back, I cup her cheeks in my hands and look her in the eye.  
 
    “I know I fucked up. I know I did things wrong but I needed to find out who the hell I was, Dani. You were right. I never questioned myself. I never knew what or who I was without her and I didn’t have to. Not until you. I only want you, Dani. I want you and all your quirks that annoy me and make me laugh. I just…fuck, I just want you but this is it. I need to hear it from you. My shits packed and I’m ready to ride if you don’t want me. I just…fuck. I need to hear you say it one way or another.” Her eyes fill with tears as the song repeats. I knew this was a song that meant a lot to her when she played it a thousand times for me. I just never saw the underlying message she was giving me.  
 
    “I’d be lying if I told you I could live this life without you,” she sings the words along with the song when I lean down and kiss her.  
 
    Our lives were never perfect. Hell they probably never will be, but if this is as close as I can get? I want it. I want it all and I want it with her.  
 
    “Now, tell me something epically romantic for the end of our movie,” she giggles.  
 
    “Our movie isn’t endin’, darlin’. It just started.”  
 
    “Cross! Come on! You can’t swoop in here and do that whole play the song and profess your love for me and not have an ending! What the hell is wrong with you?”  There she is. The crazy random girl I’ve grown to love.  
 
    “My heart’s yours, Dani. What more do you want?” She grins up at me.  
 
    “That was perfect.” 
 
    “Still my little troublemaker.” 
 
      
 
    THE END. 
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