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Chapter 1
Kennedy
I take one last deep breath before stepping out of my 1996 Pontiac Sunbird. My nervous hands busy themselves smoothing out the wrinkles in my slacks and shirt. I know I don’t have to wear my full uniform when working cases like this, but I figure since I’ll be spending a lot of time with a bunch of outlaw bikers, I might as well start off strong. Show them I don’t mess around. Show them I’m serious about helping them take down the Devil’s Knights and their various illegal prostitution ventures.
Or, at least that’s the message I’m hoping to send with the uniform, complete with my badge and my gun on display.
I make my way up to the front door of the Chaos clubhouse and step inside.
Something feels different in here. The air is thick. My skin ripples with goosebumps. My heart flutters, though not from nerves. What the hell is happening to me? I shake it off and make my way towards the group of large men in the corner of the bar, assuming one of them is the guy I’ll be working with.
Twelve pairs of eyes stare me down.
I should feel intimidated. Every single one of these guys tower over me. However, I like the challenge, the chance to prove myself. I won’t be overlooked. I won’t be pushed over. I won’t back down. I won’t show fear.
Keeping my head high, I steel my gaze and walk right up to them.
“I’m Kennedy,” I say confidently. “I’m here to take down the motherfucking Devil’s Knights.”
This earns me some grins and a few chuckles from the guys. One of the guys slaps another one on the back, causing him to cough. I snap my head over in that direction and see six feet, two inches of pure, muscled, trouble.
I know right away that he’s the reason my skin is on fire and I can’t seem to take a full breath. I fucking felt him when I walked into the clubhouse.
The Greek god of a man stares at me with intense light blue eyes. He holds out his hand, which strikes me as odd. This doesn’t seem like the kind of place for formal handshakes and introductions. I look from his large hand back to his captivating face. His eyes are too much for me. They make me feel naked and vulnerable. So I look back at his hand and grasp it in mine.
What was supposed to be a normal handshake, turns into the large man pulling me into his chest. I crane my neck to stare up at him in shock. He gives me a stupidly sexy smirk, one that I’m ashamed to admit makes my clit throb and my panties wet. I don’t understand my body’s reaction to this man.
Shoving those thoughts aside, I realize I need to get control of this situation. I can’t let these guys think I’ll let them push me around. So, I revert back to my old-school tactics of defending myself.
I slap the fuck out of his gorgeous face.
“Keep it in your pants, asshole,” I spit out at him before backing away.
This earns me more laughter from the guys, but the Adonis in front of me just grins. I’m really trying not to let that get to me, but goddamnit, he’s so infuriating. I feel my jaw tense and lock in place as I glare up at him.
“Let’s get started, shall we?” A calming yet authoritative voice cuts through the tension. My eyes snap away from the asshole in front of me and land on River, the club president. Yeah, I did my research on these guys. I know they look clean-ish right now, but I’m not an idiot. They definitely have a less than legal side business going on. But that’s not the point of this meeting.
The guys and I shuffle into one of the side rooms. Once inside, everyone seems to have an assigned seat. I glance around, feeling more out of place than ever. Which is saying something.
I feel a warmth behind me and the hair at the back of my neck stands on end.
“Looks like you’ll be sitting next to me, sweetheart.” The low whisper rumbles throughout my body, scratching my insides in the most delightful and confusing way. I don’t have to turn around to know who the voice belongs to.
“My name is Kennedy, not sweetheart,” I snap, turning my head to glare at him.
He just shrugs and steps around me, sitting down in one of two empty seats. I roll my eyes and sit down next to him, not sparing him another glance.
River gives some general introductory speech, nodding to a few of the guys and then introducing me a bit.
“Thank you, again, for working with us, Kennedy. I think you’ll find that we have the same goal in mind; to end the Devil’s Knights once and for all.”
I give him a curt nod.
“You’ll be working with Slash, our tech guy. He’s been running surveillance on the Devil’s Knights for a while now.”
“Which one of you is Slash?” I ask, looking around the room.
River tries unsuccessfully to hold back a smile.
All eyes turn towards the jackass sitting next to me. He’s wearing that same smug grin that I apparently need to slap off of his face again. Or maybe I need to kiss it off of his face.
Damnit.
“Perfect,” I scoff under my breath, though apparently not quietly enough.
“Yeah, I think so too,” Slash says, quirking an eyebrow up in a way that makes me hate him and melt for him at the same time.
I glare at Slash and make a point to scoot my chair away from him and cross my arms over my chest. Mature, I know.
He just chuckles at me. I bite my tongue before I yell at him or say something that will totally ruin the tentative truce between the club and local law enforcement. I pride myself on my professionalism and keeping my cool even in the midst of crisis. That’s what got me so far in my career at such a young age.
We sit side by side for the remainder of the meeting. I stare straight ahead at River, though I catch Slash stealing glances at me from the corner of my eye. When we’re dismissed, I brace myself for what’s next.
As much as I want to high tail it out of the clubhouse, I do actually need to do my job. Which means talking with Slash. And trying to ignore his mischievous blue eyes. And not thinking about his messy blonde hair that needs to be brushed out of his face.
“I know I’m gorgeous, but you’re making me self-conscience here, sweetheart.”
I blink my eyes and feel a rush of heat in my face. Since when do I blush? And since when do I openly ogle men? Shit. I’ve just been staring at him. What the hell is wrong with me?
“It’s Kennedy. Not sweetheart.”
“Oh, baby girl, you’re killing me here. We’re partners, yeah? So we should have codenames, right?”
“Listen here, Slash. I’m not your partner. I’m not your sweetheart. And I’m not your baby. In fact, I’m nothing to you. Just like you’re nothing to me.”
“You wound me!” He says in a dramatic fashion, clasping his hands over his heart as if I struck him.
“Can you be serious for one second? This is a huge case; does it mean anything to you at all?”
To my surprise, Slash sobers up real quick.
“Yeah. It means a fuck of a lot to me, Kennedy.” His eyes are hard, his face completely drained of humor.
After a few years on the force, I’ve learned a thing or two about reading people. Looking at Slash now, I don’t doubt his sincerity. Everything about him in this moment conveys a seriousness, a dedication, a sadness. From the way his muscles tense in his legs to the way his fingers flex and then ball up into fists at his sides.
But that side of him is schooled over in an instant, replaced by the cocky bastard mask I have a feeling he wears most of the time.
“But just because this is important, doesn’t mean we can’t have fun too. Right, partner?” He wags his eyebrows and then winks at me, earning him an exasperated sigh.
“I came here to plan a takedown, not babysit an immature twelve-year-old.”
“Twelve? I’d peg me for eighteen, at least. Good thing for you, sweetheart. I’m totally legal, so you can do whatever you want with me.”
I’m about to give him a piece of my mind when River walks up and slaps Slash upside the head. I barely contain the giggle that rises up in my throat.
“Get it the fuck together, Slash. She’s not here to jump in bed with you, she’s here to do a job. Just like you are. Focus.”
Slash has the decency to look put in his place. At least until River walks out of the room. Once he’s in the clear, Slash grins at me again.
I hate him.
Well, no. That’s not true. I hate how much I don’t hate him.
He’s not my type. At all. Sure, he’s goofy and charming and yeah, sculpted and sexy as fuck, but he knows it. I bet he has had a different girl in his bed every night this week. And I also bet he doesn’t remember any of their names. Plus, there’s the fact that he’s a criminal. He’s completely wrong for me.
My mind is made up about Slash. My body, on the other hand, is a treacherous thing. I can feel my nipples rubbing against the inside of my bra. I’m glad my uniform is thick, otherwise Slash would know exactly how much I’m attracted to him. And let’s not even talk about the current state of my panties. God, what a mess. Both me and my panties. Fuck.
“Why don’t you just show me what you have?” I ask, hoping to get things on the right track.
“I’ll show you mine if you show me yours.”
“Seriously? I mean show me what you have on the Devil’s Knights, you asshole.”
He chuckles. “Fine, fine. But that’s a standing offer, sweetheart. We can play show and tell any time.”
“Fuck you,” I grumble.
“Hmm, yeah, that’s kind of the idea, baby girl,” he practically purrs.
I pick up one of the empty beer cans scattered around the meeting room and throw it right at Slash. He ducks out of the way and laughs. I hate that stupid laugh. But my body doesn’t. My body lights up like a damn Christmas tree.
“I think I’ve been assaulted by an officer of the law twice now. Can I talk to your supervisor?”
I growl at him and give him my best “I’m about to rip your fucking balls off” look.
Slash just grins. “Kidding, kidding. I surrender,” he laughs again, holding his palms out in front of him. “Jeez, let’s get to work, Kennedy. We don’t have all day to goof around.”
“Oh my god,” I groan. “You are going to be the death of me.”
“Well we can’t have that, now can we?”
With that, Slash actually gets down to business. He grabs a laptop and scrolls through some footage of the Devil’s Knights.
“I’m sure you know about the cult that was busted up here a few months ago,” Slash starts.
“Yeah, The Guardians.”
“That’s the one. The leaders in the inner circle were working with the Devil’s Knights to set up a prostitution ring before the cult was taken down. The Devil’s Knights looked elsewhere for connections and teamed up with a fucking low-life piece of trash to seal the deal.”
I nod, taken aback by the venom in his tone as he talks about the guy they worked with after The Guardians fell through.
“Spider, right?” I ask.
Slash’s face goes red with anger. “Yes,” he bites out.
He closes his eyes and takes a deep breath. I can feel the tension ebbing away as the air drains from his lungs.
“That motherfucker got what was coming to him. A bullet in the back of his head. I hacked into the cameras around his motel room and watched him die on this very screen.”
There’s obviously a story there, but that’s not what I’m here for. I wait for him to continue.
“Anyway. Once that piece of shit was taken care of, we noticed some of the women we rescued from the compound of the cult were going missing.”
“You guys were in on the raid?” I ask in surprise. None of that came up in my preliminary research on the club.
“Oh. Yeah. Not sure if that was classified information. We helped the ATF take out The Guardians. Then we put the women up in apartments while they waited to testify. That’s how we found out a lot of the women who left the apartments after they were done ended up missing.”
“I see.” I try remaining neutral, but honestly, it’s pretty heroic of them to take down a cult, and then put the victims up in housing. Slash doesn’t need to know I think that, though.
“Turns out one of the women we had in housing somehow made contact with the Devil’s Knights and decided to start trafficking the women once they were done testifying.”
“Victoria,” I pipe in.
“Yeah. Victoria. We still have no idea where she is. She ran off two weeks ago, and now we have nothing.”
“Well, I wouldn’t say nothing. I’m here, after all.” The words come out of my mouth before I can stop them. What the hell am I doing? Is this flirting? Am I flirting with the sexy bastard sitting next to me?
“Kennedy. Please. No flirting in the work place. That’s highly unprofessional of you,” he scolds.
“I wasn’t… I mean, I didn’t mean…” I know he’s kidding, but this guy has me all flustered. “Whatever,” I huff.
Slash barks out a laugh and I throw another empty beer can at him. This time, I hit my target. Unfortunately, it only makes him laugh harder.
“Is that all you have for me?” I ask, hoping to make a quick exit.
“You want more?” He grins.
I don’t even respond, I just stand up and head out of the room.
“So I’ll see you tomorrow then, sweetheart?” He yells as I leave the room.
I answer him by throwing my middle finger up over my head, making Slash laugh again.
Jesus. I spent two hours with the man and he already pulled me down to his level of immaturity. What the hell is it about Slash?




Chapter 2
Slash
Kennedy flips me the bird as she sashays her perky little ass right out of the door. I’d follow her out, but my cock is painfully hard right now. Has been since she slapped me. The little spitfire. God, that was hot. She’s hot. Everything about her.
As soon as I laid eyes on the tiny, curvy Latina woman striding towards us, I felt the air around me change. Swear to fucking god, the sight of her short-circuited my brain.
All of me was consumed by all of her. Those dark brown eyes, her soft pink lips, the slight curve at the end of her little nose. That dark hair twisted high up on top of her head, begging me to free it and bury my nose in the soft strands. I bet her skin tastes like caramel. Even in her cop uniform I could tell she has a nice set of tits and a delicious ass. Goddamn.
I can’t believe earlier today I was bitching about having to work with an alpha male douchebag of a cop. Kennedy is certainly not what I expected. And boy does she hate me. I smirk at all the little huffs and eye rolls she gave me this afternoon. I can tell she takes her job seriously, and that she’s maybe a bit anal. Well, fuck. Now I’m thinking about other ways she might be anal…
Anyway. I know I shouldn’t have been such a little shit to her, but I can’t help it. I’m the comic relief. The one to break the tension. I’m always down for a drink and a good time. So joking around with Kennedy was easy as breathing, and just as natural. But when I realized it pushed all of her buttons… well, game on.
It’s been a while since I’ve been with a woman who doesn’t fall at my feet when I give them my signature smile. And I have never been slapped when turning the charm on. Though now that I think about it, that probably says a lot about the women I normally hang out with.
And Kennedy is certainly not like anyone else I’ve ever been with. Yeah, yeah, I know I shouldn’t even be thinking about her that way, but, seriously, who could blame me?
“Goddamnit, Slash, if you scared Kennedy off already, I’m going to—”
“Chill, River. We went over what we needed to go over and we have a date for tomorrow.”
“Boy, don’t you mess with me,” River warns.
“Kidding, kidding. I just mean we’re meeting again tomorrow. I think.”
“You think? Was it unclear?”
“Well… I mean, I asked if I’d see her tomorrow and she flipped me off.”
River chuckles. “I’ll admit, I wasn’t sure what the hell the SFPD was thinking sending her to us, for her sake, not ours. But watching her slap you put all of my worries about her handling us to rest.”
“Thanks?”
“It wasn’t a compliment. For you, anyway. Just don’t… Don’t run her off, ok? We need this. It’s bigger than you. Start thinking with the head on your shoulders instead of the one in your pants.”
“I am,” I grumble.
River sighs. “I actually believe you. That is what has me worried.”
“What?”
“Nothing. Never mind. Just be on your best behavior, Slash. I’m serious.”
“Sir, yes, sir!” I give him a mock salute.
“Wonderful. Glad to know you’re taking our conversation to heart.” He rolls his eyes and turns to walk out of the room.
“River, wait.” He pauses and looks at me over his shoulder. “You know what this case means to me. You know I want these fuckers to burn as much if not more than anyone.”
“Good,” he grunts. “Then prove it.”
With that, he walks out and slams the door shut.
✽✽✽
 
An hour later, I’m drinking beers with other guys from the club. Jax and Claire are here, as well as Carter and Liv, and Dom and Beth. And then there’s me. Sure, we have plenty of single guys in Chaos. We just used to have a lot more. My closest friends have all found their match and I’m happy for them. Really. I am.
I’m not envious though. Not by a long shot. Claire, Liv, and Beth are great, don’t get me wrong. I just can’t imagine being with the same person for the rest of my life. It’s not even about having sex with the same person every day, though I do have concerns in that department as well, it’s more about the actual person. I can’t think of anyone I could live with full time, let alone living with them voluntarily.
I don’t like being told what to do, where to put my shit, and when to be home. I don’t like having people worry about me and check up on me. It’s bad enough that my older sister Stacy is married to River. She’s always checking in on me when she knows I’ve been out on a run or if River talks about me. The man might be a roughed-up old biker, but he gossips worse than a ladies’ prayer circle at church.
It’s pretty much been Stace and me against the world since our parents died when I was six. Stacy was sixteen at the time, and our older brother, Brad, was twenty. Stace and I were left in the incredibly incapable hands of our older brother. He was a real piece of shit. Luckily, I didn’t have to deal with him for very long. Stacy was always trying to protect me from his abuse since she was older, but I knew even from that young age that only weak-ass men beat women, so I tried to step in and divert attention when necessary. It was a terrible couple of years. Heartbreaking, really. But I don’t think about it much anymore. Stace and I moved out when she turned eighteen. She met River a few years later. I spent most of my teen years idolizing the guys at Chaos and patched in as soon as I turned eighteen. The twelve years since then have been the best of my life.
Sure, shit gets real sometimes, but mostly life is good. I don’t like thinking about all the other stuff. I hated feeling guilty for all the fucked-up stuff our older brother did. My little kid brain couldn’t quite wrap itself around the whole situation. Equally as terrible was feeling guilty whenever Stace would go out of her way to protect me. God, all of it was too much. I give River a hard time, but truthfully, I’m so grateful to him. I know he’ll always take care of Stacy, which means one less thing I have to worry about. I don’t ever want to be responsible for anyone or have anyone be responsible for me. I’m a free agent. 
Hence why I’ve cultivated my lighthearted, gives no fucks attitude. It’s not all a front. I generally don’t give a fuck, and I do naturally keep things pretty light if not immature and annoying as well. But letting that be my default is definitely by design.
Like I said, it’s mostly not a front. But the idea of letting someone look beyond that image I project is terrifying. And needing someone? That’s for sure out of the picture. No, thank you. I’m fine on my own. Great. Plus, I get to fuck as many women as I want, sometimes at the same time. So, you know. It’s not all bad being me.
Why then do I feel all alone right now? I’m surrounded by my three best friends, and yet I feel… lacking. I tell myself it’s just because they are all paying more attention to their women than they are to me, but I know that’s not it.
My mind wanders to Kennedy. Why, I have no idea. It’d be fun to get her all riled up and then fuck the fight right out of her. Yeah, that has to be it. She’s damn sexy and I have a few ideas of how she can use that cop uniform of hers in some creative role-playing situations.
But I told River I’d think with the head on my shoulders, which means no sticking my dick in Kennedy. For now. I’m not opposed to the idea of a little “follow-up” meeting once we bring down the Devil’s Knights. Kennedy and I can celebrate naked in her bed until I make her cum so hard, she passes out. Yeah, that sounds like a pretty good plan.
“Slash, what’s got you smirking like that?” Stacy asks as she picks up the empty glasses from our table. She’s the manager of the bar attached to the clubhouse. “You finally find a good woman? Did these guys convince you to settle down?”
I roll my eyes while Liv and Claire laugh at me. Beth is still kinda shy, but I can see her hiding a smile. It’s fine. I don’t mind being the butt of their jokes. What I don’t like is the way Carter, Jax, and Dom are grinning at me. Like they know something.
“You know that will never happen,” I scoff. “Who would I be if not the sexy, bachelor biker?”
“Oh, honey,” Stacy gives me her best saccharine voice. “That’s pathetic.”
Dom chuckles. “I don’t think you’ll have to worry about him for long, Stace.”
“What?” Stacy and I ask at the same time.
“Big time, buddy. You’re not long for the single life,” Carter grins at me.
“You guys! Let him figure it out for himself,” Liv says. “Don’t ruin all the fun. Some of us have money on this thing, you know.”
“You what now?” I ask again, incredulously.
“Nothing. Nothing. Never mind,” Liv says. Her and Carter share a look and I can tell she just kicked him under the table.
“Slash, have you been seeing someone?” Stacy asks in surprise.
“Definitely not. Want me to prove it? I’ll take one of the club girls in the back and give her a ride.”
“The lady doth protest too much,” Liv whispers.
“What was that?”
“Uh, nope. Nothing,” Liv says before breaking out into a giggle. She’s joined by Claire and Beth as they all share some private joke about me.
“Slash, don’t be an ass,” Stacy admonishes me. She’s the only one who can get away with talking to me that way. Like I said, I’m not a fan of anyone telling me what to do.
“Another round!” Carter breaks in.
“Oh, yes. I’ll help bring the drinks over,” Liv pops up.
“Finally, someone has some sense around here,” I say, glad to have the conversation off of my love life. “I knew you were my best friend for a reason, Carter,” I laugh.
When the drinks arrive at the table, Carter lifts up his beer.
“What are we toasting?” I ask.
“To you and the future missus!”
Everyone laughs and clinks bottles and glasses.
“For the record, fuck all of you,” I say sternly before busting out a huge grin. I have no idea who these fuckers think my future wife is, but I’m never one to bring down a good time. If we’re drinking and laughing, I’m happy.
A few minutes later, everyone has pretty much forgotten about giving me a hard time. I, however, can’t stop thinking about it. Why did I get a picture of Kennedy’s silky black hair when Stacy asked if I was seeing anyone? Why did I see Kennedy’s brown eyes and kissable lips when Carter mentioned my “future missus?”
Fuck. I need to get laid.




Chapter 3
Kennedy
After giving my boss a report of my first meeting with Chaos, I decide to call it a day. She made fun of me for wearing my full uniform into a club full of bikers, which of course made me feel foolish. The meeting ended with her scolding me for not getting any more information out of them or for coming up with a plan.
That last part is totally on me. I knew my objectives for the first day were to feel out the club to see if they were trustworthy, and then brainstorm a plan of attack if I deemed them worthy partners. I told my boss that I trusted them, and I do. Even Slash. Yeah, he’s a jackass, but he showed me he could be serious and that it really does mean a lot to him. However, I got so caught up in playing his stupid games that I walked out before we discussed any further action.
Well, he discussed a future meeting, but I flipped him off and walked out. So, you could say I’m keeping things professional.
And the thing is, I always keep things professional. My career means everything to me. What happened today with Slash is totally an anomaly. I mean, what the hell was I thinking? Slapping him? Throwing a beer can at him? Twice? That’s not who I am.
I’m in control, always. I prepare, I plan, and I execute. I knew I wanted to be a cop when I was nine. I took college credits while in high school and graduated with my high school diploma as well as my AA. From there, I spent six months at the police academy, and was made the youngest officer in the LAPD at nineteen. I took online classes part-time to get my bachelor’s degree in criminal justice. Three years later I earned detective, and last year I was promoted to the special crimes unit in San Francisco. At twenty-four, that’s not too shabby.
But I can kiss all of that hard work goodbye if I continue going down this road with Slash. Not that we’re doing anything. Not like that. It’s me. I’m the one who should know better. I sank down to his level this afternoon, but I won’t make that mistake again. My first meeting with Chaos I wasn’t sure what to expect, so Slash was able to rattle my cage a bit. But no more.
Now I know what to expect, so I can plan. First, I’ll figure out a plan to work with Slash, and then I’ll figure out a plan to take down the Devil’s Knights.
I pull into my parking spot at my apartment and make my way upstairs. The investigation into the Devil’s Knights is still in the preliminary stage, but once I clear up my other cases and things get going, I’ll probably be renting a shitty little motel in Sausalito. The commute from San Fran isn’t too bad, but no commute would better. Plus, it’s not like this apartment is home for me anyway.
I’ve been here for almost a year and a half, but anyone walking in might assume I just moved in. I look around my studio apartment and try to see it as someone who came from a normal family would see it. A thread-bare thrift store couch, a coffee table, a mattress and box spring shoved in the corner, no bed frame. There are no photos, no knickknacks, no clutter. There’s nothing personal about this space at all.
I suppose growing up in foster care can do that to a person. You learn how to pack up your life in a matter of minutes. Old habits die hard. Plus, once I realized my goal of becoming a cop, I was hyper-focused on advancing my career. Between school and work, I haven’t had much time for friends or boyfriends.
It’s never been a problem for me before. I knew what I wanted, and I made it happen. Why, then, do I now feel… lonely?
That can’t be right. I haven’t felt lonely since that first year in foster care. I was shuffled around from home to home, and while things weren’t great, they weren’t all bad. Until they were. I never found a backbone to stand up for myself, but one day a little boy needed protection from our foster dad. So I stepped in. It was the first time I felt alive since my mom died, the first time I felt like I had a purpose.
We were removed from that home and I never saw the kid again. While I didn’t enjoy taking a beating, I did like using my voice and body to protect. The loneliness moved aside as a sense of perseverance took its place. It wouldn’t be the last time I put myself in that position to defend others, and now I get paid to do it. Well, among other things. But that’s how I see my job. To serve and protect.
Everything about being a cop appealed to me. Helping people, being trained on how to protect yourself, taking down the bad guys, even the orderly bureaucracy of things. Ok, sometimes bureaucracy can be more hindering than helpful, but I appreciate the idea of it.
My phone goes off, snapping me out of my thoughts.
It’s my boss. Wonderful.
“Hi, Amanda. What can I do for you?”
“Kennedy. We’re hoping to move fast on the Devil’s Knights case. I want you to clear your caseload by the end of the week and then set up shop in Sausalito on Monday. This is your new number one priority.”
“Yes, ma’am. Has something else happened to make it more urgent?”
“Is running a prostitution ring not urgent enough for you?” She snaps.
“Oh, uh, of course it is. I didn’t mean—”
“Am I going to regret giving you this case? You’ve done good work in the past, but you are so young.”
“No! No, I want this. I can do this. Please. Ma’am.” God, could I sound any more pathetic?
There’s a pause on the line, one full of tension. “Get it done. Report in when you get to Sausalito on Monday.”
I breathe a sigh of relief and am about to thank Amanda, but the line goes dead.
“Awesome, great talking to you too,” I say sarcastically. God, I need a hot shower. Yes, that will make this horrible day much better.
I know a lot of people with my background have developed an extreme dislike for authority figures, but it seems that I went in the opposite direction. Not only did I become a cop, but I find that I seek the approval of those in authority over me.
So, Amanda’s berating me and making fun of me today stung. More than it should. I have developed tough skin over the years, so it’s not like I can’t handle criticism. I just hate feeling like a failure before things have even started. For the first time in a long time I feel… weak.
Stepping into the shower, I moan as the first streams of hot water hit my skin and wash away some of the tension in my neck and shoulders. Fuck, I am all over the place today. Feeling lonely, weak, and… and… empty? What are these things? And why the hell can’t I stop thinking about Slash?
I keep seeing his stupid grin with that damn dimple popping out on one side. And his clear blue eyes, shining with an ease and lightness like he’s never known pain. That can’t be true, but I find myself begrudgingly admiring his ability to laugh so easily. And god, what a laugh. I swear I could feel the deep rumble all the way down to my toes each time he chuckled. Even when it was at my expense. And, I mean, I’d have to be blind not to notice how ripped the guy is. Mmm… muscles, tattoos, blue eyes, soft lips opening, white teeth biting down, thick fingers teasing me, rubbing me, entering me…
Oh, fuck.
My eyes snap open and I stare down with equal parts horror and pleasure as my hand moves in between my legs. I can’t stop. Two fingers circle my clit and dip down into my entrance, collecting an embarrassing amount of my juices and bringing them back to my clit. Again, and again my fingers follow the trail.
I try to push Slash out of my mind, telling myself I’m just getting off on the idea of a strong, sexy bad boy. But the closer I get to my release, I can no longer deny that it’s his eyes I see, his muscles I feel, his voice I hear, demanding my orgasm.
I’ve never had a guy talk dirty to me before, but I’ve always secretly wanted it. It’s not exactly something you can just ask someone to start doing. No, they have to be the one to initiate it. And I have no doubts that Slash has a filthy mouth.
I pump my fingers in and out of my hole, using the heel of my hand to grind down on my clit. My other hand squeezes my breast, and I imagine Slash’s strong hands kneading and pinching my sensitive flesh. I curl my fingers up, trying in vain to find that sweet spot, the one that no one else has been able to find either.
I’ve only ever had very boring and unsatisfying sex with a guy I dated about three years ago. We slept together a few times, but I realized he just wanted to use me to get himself off. He didn’t care one way or the other if I had any pleasure in our experience. He never brought me to orgasm and got angry and aggressive when I tried talking to him about it. Needless to say, we were not together for very long.
Shoving thoughts of Adam aside, I give into the fantasy of Slash. He holds himself above me, muscles taut and dripping sweat as he pounds into me. I want to feel it. I want to feel him tear me apart. I can picture it – picture his huge cock sawing in and out of me, my pussy stretching wide to fit all of him inside.
“You like my big cock, baby? Take it. Take it all, just like a good girl,”
Oh, Jesus, I can hear him saying that, his voice in my ear, his breath on my skin.
I pull my fingers out of my entrance and blur them over my clit as the first wave crashes over me, causing me to buck my hips. I bite my lips together to keep from screaming out his name. That would be too much. Too real.
As with every other time I touch myself, I try to keep things as controlled as possible. Leaning against the shower wall, I squeeze my legs closed and keep my muscles tight as I shudder out my orgasm.
Once it’s done, I take a deep breath and try not to feel shame. Masturbating is normal. Healthy, even. It’s fine. Everything is fine. I resume my shower, washing off my body, my hair, the memories of Slash.
By the time I crawl into bed several hours later, however, I’m aching. I can’t explain it. There’s an emptiness I’ve never experienced before. It’s physical, yeah, but it’s deeper. I go to sleep with a dangerous thought.
I want Slash to fill all of my empty places.




Chapter 4
Slash
Despite the super clear conversation at the end of our first meeting, I didn’t see Kennedy the next day. Or the day after that.
I’m in the media room, lounging on the couch. Yeah, sometimes being a member of Chaos is all blazing guns and illicit activity, but sometimes it’s just sitting your ass down on a couch and watching Netflix because fuck it.
My mind isn’t really tracking with whatever is playing on the screen, however.
Today marks day three of no word from Kennedy. I don’t know why I’m counting the days. I tell myself it’s just because I thought I’d see her the next day and so it took me by surprise that she hasn’t shown up yet. But I’m starting to think maybe I just miss her.
Which is crazy, right? I mean, yeah, Kennedy is one of the sexiest women I’ve ever seen, and it was fun getting her all riled up, but that’s not enough to cause me to miss someone.
“Sleeping on the job, Slash?”
I don’t have to turn around to know who that velvet voice belongs to. I open my mouth to give her some sort of snarky remark, but when I turn around and get a look at her, my brain turns to absolute mush.
Strike what I said earlier about Kennedy being “one of the sexiest women” I’ve ever seen. Standing in the doorway is hands-down the most delicious, sexiest fucking creature I’ve ever laid my eyes on. Kennedy is wearing a tight pair of black slacks that hug her hips and ass, and a red, sleeveless blouse that stretches over her perfect tits. Her hair is pulled back into a thick ponytail. Goddamn. I want to wrap that ponytail around my hand and yank her head back so I can lick and suck every inch of her slender neck.
I’ve never been into the naughty librarian thing, but Jesus fucking Christ, I am now. Or maybe it’s just Kennedy.
“It’s… I’m, uh, Kennedy? From the special crimes unit?”
She tilts her head and stares at me. I feel like an idiot. Of course I know who she is. Like I could ever forget her. I just can’t seem to form any words other than You. Me. Fuck. Now.
And I have a feeling she would not appreciate those particular words.
I clear my throat and will my raging hard dick to stand down. “Yeah, yeah, Kennedy. Hey,” I ramble like a fool.
“Do you need to finish your show, or can we get to work?” She sasses.
“If I said I wanted to finish the show, would you curl up next to me and keep me company?” I smirk.
She glares at me, making me chuckle.
“Yeah, that’s what I thought,” I sigh dramatically.
I follow Kennedy into the same meeting room we were in last time. I swear, I really am trying to think with the head on my shoulders. It’s screaming, that ass tho.
“Does that work for you?”
My head snaps up just as she’s turning around. Shit. She was saying something. I open my mouth to ask her to repeat herself, but then I notice dark, angry bruises on her forearm.
“What the hell happened?” I bark out at her, all traces of flirting and good mood gone.
Kennedy jerks her head back as I storm towards her. I know I should back the hell down, but the thought of anyone hurting her has me feeling all sorts of out of control.
“What are you talking about?” She asks, totally shocked at my reaction. I am, too, but I can’t stop.
I loop my fingers around her small wrist and hold her arm out in front of me, carefully tracing her bruised skin with the fingers of my other hand.
“Oh,” she scoffs. “You should see the other guy.” Kennedy fucking winks at me like it’s no big deal.
“Who is he?” I grunt.
“Just a perp, Slash. I arrested him last week while closing out my open cases. He resisted arrest, got a little flighty, and I took him down. He’s in jail now. It’s part of the job, you know?” She shrugs and slips her wrist out of my grip, as if that answer would pacify me. On some level, I know it should. She’s a cop. A sexy cop, yeah, but a cop who sees violence and takes out bad guys nonetheless.
“I don’t like it.” I grumble.
This gets her attention. When her eyes snap up to mine, there’s a fire burning in her stare. I think a part of me needed to see that fight in her, to make sure she still had it. I know that’s ridiculous, but I really fucking hate the idea of anyone hurting her, cop or not.
“Oh yeah? Well, too bad,” she snips. “I refuse to let the fact that I’m small or that I’m a woman disqualify me from going on the dangerous calls. I’m every bit as tough as the men on the force. I train just as hard. It’s not like I’m a total idiot who just runs into the middle of a fight with no idea what I’m doing. I know my strengths and weaknesses and use them to my advantage.”
Kennedy is really worked up. It’s sexy as fuck, but goddamn I did not realize the landmine I was stepping on.
“You wouldn’t be too concerned if a male cop had some inconsequential bruising on his arms, right?” She rages on. “And if he told you he took down a perp who had sixty-five pounds on him, you’d slap him on the back and give him the old ‘atta boy, right? Right?”
She’s shaking with anger, her hands balled up at her sides, muscles tense. We’re only a few feet apart and I can practically feel the force her pushing air in and out of her nostrils. Fucking beautiful.
“I see the point you’re trying to make, but I would never slap a cop on the back and say, ‘atta boy,” I deadpan. I’m not sure how the joke will land, Kennedy is a bit of a wildcard. Though, I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t looking forward to another slap.
Instead, her gorgeous brown eyes go soft right before she throws her head back in laughter. God, I love that sound. Her laugh is deep and rich as it rolls over my skin, wiping away the worry I had just a few moments ago. Her anger and passion are a storm of beauty, but her laughter… her laughter is the sun.
Jesus, listen to me. What the fuck is this woman doing to me?
“Ok, ok,” she says as she tries to control her breathing. “That was pretty good.” Kennedy smiles up at me. “You’re right, I absolutely cannot picture you getting chummy with a police officer.
“Oh, I don’t know. We’re pretty chummy, right, partner?” I raise an eye brow up in question.
“Careful, now. I might have to show you exactly how I drop a six foot wall of muscle such as yourself,” she smirks.
My cock stands at attention with the idea of Kennedy dropping me.
“I’ll wrestle with you right here, right now, sweetheart,” I grin.
“Hmm…” she says while tapping a finger on her cute little chin. “Nope.” She pops the “p” and I swear to Christ I’m leaking precum in my pants. Her look turns devious, almost pulling a groan out of me. “But I’ll get you when you least expect it.”
I didn’t realize how close we had gotten during that exchange. My hand reaches out to sweep a few stray locks of hair behind her ear. To my surprise, she lets me.
“Believe me, I never expected you, Kennedy,” I whisper. My hand can’t seem to move away from her face. My fingers wind their way around the side of her neck while my thumb strokes across her jawline. I feel her small hand cover mine, but she’s not pulling me away. She’s just laying her sweet softness on top of me, and it’s inexplicably erotic and tender.
We stare at each other, breathing the same air. There’s no way she’s not feeling this too, right? What even is this? I’ve never experienced anything like it and I’m barely touching her. Those eyes. I can’t look away. I’m trapped, but I find I don’t want to be anywhere else.
And then I feel her fingers stab the pressure point on the back of my hand as she wrenches it from her face. In one swift and practiced move, Kennedy twists my arm behind my back and kicks the back of my knees, forcing me to the ground. I feel her knee dig into my lower back as her elbow stabs me between the shoulder blades, laying me out flat, face first, on the ground.
Fuck, that’s hot.
“Ok, ok, ease up, sweetheart,” I laugh.
“What did you say?” She says in mock anger, digging her elbow in a little deeper, causing me to flinch.
“I said if you let me get up, I’ll gladly remove my balls and hand them to you.”
I feel her small body shake with laughter as she loosens her grip. I take the opportunity to roll onto my back, knocking her off balance. I grab her hips and pull her back down on top of me. Kennedy straddles my abs and falls forward, catching herself by placing her hands on either side of my head.
We’re both breathing hard and waiting for the other person to make the first move. My hands are anchored at her hips, holding her close while I slowly lift my head up. Kennedy closes her eyes, giving me the green light.
But I don’t go for her lips. It’s too obvious. Instead, I ghost my nose up and down her throat. She tilts her head to the side, giving me better access to her sweet-smelling skin. I trail my lips up and down her slender column and nip at her pulse point. Kennedy’s breath catches in her throat, and I feel her thighs twitch and squeeze ever so slightly when I do it again.
I’m about to go in for the kill, but then her eyes snap open. Shock, fear, anger, disappointment, and unbelief all flash across those brown irises right before she pushes herself up and scrambles to stand.
I follow her lead and stand next to her, feeling like I need to do something to make it better. I thought she was with me, but I realize we’re both kind of in uncharted territory here. Or at least I am.
“Slash, I’m, I think… I’m going to the bathroom,” she mumbles before rushing out of the room.
“Kennedy, wait…”
She looks at me over her shoulder, giving me such a conflicted look. “I’m sorry,” she says quietly before turning down the hall towards the bathrooms.
Well, shit. I’m sure as fuck not sorry. I have no idea what to do. I want to storm after her and demand her to tell me what the hell is wrong. I want to make her cum on my fingers and tongue and then twice on my dick. I want to hold her and tell her she’s safe with me.
What the fuck?!
How can I want those things with her? The fucking, sure, I get. But wanting her to tell me her problems? Wanting to hold her? Wanting her to know I’ll… I’ll, what, protect her? Who am I right now?
Maybe it’s for the best that she walked out. I need to get my shit together.




Chapter 5
Kennedy
“Well, shit,” I say to myself after splashing some cold water on my face in the bathroom. That was… that was… wrong. It was unprofessional on pretty much every level, not to mention it probably jeopardized the case.
It was also fucking hot.
God, I mean how the hell did we even get into that position? I’m actively ignoring the fact that now I’m thinking of all the positions I want Slash in. The positions I want him to put me in. Shit.
But I’m still reeling from the roller coaster of emotions. First he pissed me off, which I’ve come to expect by now. Then he took me completely by surprise and made me laugh. Like, actually belly laugh. I don’t even know how that happened. I was so worked up, yelling at him from my little soapbox, and then he just… dismantled all of my anger. His little joke should have pissed me off more, but somehow it didn’t.
And when he tucked my hair back? And gently touched my face? I’ve never been handled with such care before. It was completely unexpected from a guy like Slash, which is the only explanation for why I let him do it. Well, up until I didn’t. It was too much. His gaze was intense, piercing, and making my lady parts tingle.
So, I made good on my promise to take him down. Fuck, that was a good moment for me. I felt powerful, which was a nice change of dynamic between us. He just has this annoying way of getting to me in the best and worst ways possible, so, yeah. Taking him by surprise and dominating him for once felt pretty goddamn amazing.
But then he went and pulled that stunt that landed me straddling his hard, irresistible body. I felt his muscles coil and tense underneath my thighs and where my pussy was rubbing up against him. Fuck, I feel a new wave of wetness hit my panties just thinking about it.
I can’t. We can’t. We won’t.
“Get it together, woman. You don’t need no man, especially Slash, goddamnit.”
There’s nothing I want more in the world than to rush out to my car and get the fuck out of here, but I need to make some headway in this case. I square my shoulders and hold my head up high. I can do this. I can be professional.
When I walk back into the meeting room, Slash has his laptop set up and won’t even look me in the eye. We discuss strategies for gathering information, and I relay the kind of evidence we need to arrest the members of the Devil’s Knights. The whole time, Slash keeps his distance and won’t look at me or joke with me.
I know it’s for the best, but I can’t help feeling a little disappointed. Which is stupid. An hour later, I’m walking out to my car with a few leads. We both have some tasks to complete before our next meeting in a few days.
Back at the motel, I try to decompress after the crazy afternoon. I take a shower, watch some bad TV, order take out, and then settle into a good book. But nothing works. I swear the skin on my neck still burns where he ran his lips up and down. My hand instinctively goes up to touch the area, my fingers tickling the skin in the same rhythm of his lips.
Closing my eyes, I picture what would have happened if I didn’t bolt. If I let him kiss me. If I let him…
My dirty thoughts are interrupted by the ding of a text message on my phone. Checking the screen, I see it’s from Celia, a foster kid I met while working a case on her foster dad. He’s a piece of shit who slipped through our fingers. We almost had him nailed on drug charges, but some evidence was mishandled. I couldn’t bear the thought of leaving Celia with him. I fought for her to be placed in a different home, tried pulling rank with her case worker, but I got shut down. I left Celia my number though, along with a burner phone.
Celia: Hey Kennedy. Are you still up?
Me: Hi Celia. Yeah, what’s going on? Are you ok?
Celia: Not really.
Me: Are you hurt? Do you need me to call the cops? Did Tim lay his hands on you?
Celia: No, no. He’s making us deal.
Me: Drugs?
Celia: Yeah.
Me: How many of you?
Celia: There are four foster kids here now.
Me: Where’s Mary?
Mary is Tim’s wife. She’s a pushover, definitely lets Tim have his way, but she at least seemed to care about the foster kids.
Celia: She took off a few weeks ago. Not sure what happened.
Me: Have you told your caseworker?
Celia: Tim explained to her that she left town to take care of her mother, but I know both of her parents are dead.
Shit. I don’t like the sound of that. And I really hate that those kids are left alone with Tim. That motherfucker is making them deal drugs for him? Jesus.
Me: I’m so sorry you’ve been alone with Tim for so long.
Celia: It’s ok. Peter, one of the older foster kids, he’s been really nice. He looks out for me.
Me: That’s good. I’m glad you have him.
Me: Listen, Celia. I’m going to look into this, ok? Do you know if he’s planning on having you guys go out any time soon? I can meet up with you, we can take him down together.
Celia: No, please don’t come see me. He knows you, he’ll know I said something.
Me: I won’t let anything bad happen, I promise. I just need something to go off of.
Celia: No.
Me: Celia, you can trust me, remember?
Celia: I’m sorry, Kennedy. I won’t tell you where I’ll be dealing. Please, if you care at all, please don’t come by the house either.
Me: Ok, ok. I’ll do what I can on my end. Thank you for telling me. Are you sure you’re safe?
Celia: Yeah, for now. I’m just scared I’m going to get arrested.
Me: I’m going to put Tim in prison. He’s going to go away for a very long time. Just let me worry about this, ok? Let me take care of this.
Celia: Ok.
Fuck. I know she doesn’t trust me, not really. I remember what it was like to hear adults make promises, only to never follow through. Her caseworker is a real piece of work. She’s totally burnt out and refuses to do anything other than the bare minimum, which means she doesn’t want to ruffle feathers by fighting for the kids she represents.
Me: Trust me, Celia. And let me know if things get worse.
Celia: Sure, Kennedy.
I know that’s about as good as I’m going to get with her. I throw my phone down on the bed and rub my temples. Fucking Tim. The greasy bastard is going to get what’s coming to him.
I send an email off to Amanda explaining the situation. I have to choose my words wisely with how I got the tip, seeing as giving out my personal phone number to minors I met during an investigation isn’t exactly protocol, but I think I was able to finesse my way into reopening the case on Tim and his drug deals.
What a fucking day. Thoughts of Slash, Celia, and my days in foster care swirl in my head as I drift off to sleep.
✽✽✽
 
I grip the steering wheel and take a deep breath as I brace myself for another meeting with Slash. I’ve been working with Chaos for two weeks now, and we’re making some progress with the case.
Nothing else has happened between Slash and I, not since that day. We steal glances every once in a while, but we’ve managed to keep things focused on the case. That doesn’t mean I don’t wake up sweating every night from dirty dreams I have of him, or that my tummy doesn’t do little flips every time I’m about to go to a meeting with him.
Which makes it all the more important to wrap things up with the Devil’s Knights. The sooner I can get away from Slash, the better. Out of sight, out of mind, right? Though I have a feeling that won’t be true with Slash.
“Hey girl, hey!” Mia greets me when I step into the clubhouse. I met her last week after one of my meetings with the guys. She’s super sweet and even though I don’t have any friends, I’d like to think if I did they’d be like Mia.
“Hey Mia. How are you?”
“Pregnant and horny.”
I have to laugh at her honesty.
“How are you?” She asks.
“Good,” I respond all too quickly.
She raises an eyebrow. “Mmhmm. And how’s Slash?”
“What?” I snip. Does she know?
“You know, Slash? They guy you’ve been working with, the one with the googly eyes for you?”
“No, no it’s not like that,” I assure her as much as myself.
“Yeah, that’s what he said too. You’re about as convincing as he is though. Which is to say, not at all,” she smirks.
I clear my throat. “So, I need to get to my meeting. Gotta take down the bad guys and what not.”
Mia just smiles, not buying my bullshit at all. “Sure. Take ‘em down. Just so you know, the guys at Chaos are the good guys. And Slash is a good man. Annoying, to be sure. But he’s loyal and kind underneath all of that bravado of his.”
“Well, thanks for that irrelevant information,” I grumble. I hate being short with her, but she’s really got to stop selling me on Slash. I’m having a hard enough time as it is.
“Right. My bad,” she winks, not offended in the least. “Have a good meeting,” she wags her eyebrows, which pulls a smile from me despite my best efforts.
I turn on my heel and head towards our usual room.
As per usual, Slash already has stuff set up, ready to show me the surveillance footage he and the guys have been collecting. Hopefully it lines up with some info I recently got.
“Slash,” I greet him.
He just nods at me. I hate how much I hate that. I secretly want him to make an inappropriate joke or at least look at me with even the barest amount of interest like he did before.
“Did you get anything on the location? Or Victoria?”
He nods and then plays a marked off section of the video. Two of the members of the Devil’s Knights are discussing their latest “shipment.” They are saying that the queen sent over three honey bees that need to be taken to the hive. We’ve discovered that the “queen” is a codename for Victoria, and “honey bees” are the women being sold.
The longer the discussion goes on, the more agitated Slash is getting. His knee bounces almost violently and he tenses and releases a balled-up fist at his side. I can feel the tension and anger pouring off of him in waves. When the exchange is over, Slash slams the laptop shut, causing me to jump.
“What the hell is your problem today?” I ask, maybe more forcefully than I need to. I can’t help it; the man is stressing me out.
“Nothing!” He yells.
“Yeah, seems like it.”
“This case is important to me. And we’re getting close. And I hate that it’s taking this long.”
“Yeah, I get it—”
“No, I don’t think you do. We need to get this done. Now.”
“Slash, we’re—”
“We’re not doing enough!” He yells again, standing up and knocking his chair over. “You and your red tape are making it impossible to do anything worthwhile! Fuck!”
I’m standing up now too, getting all up in his face. Or, well, as much as I can considering he’s about ten inches taller than me.
“First of all, I do get it. You don’t think I want these fuckers to pay for what they’re doing? For what they’ve done? Shit, Slash, why do you think I became a cop? I know what it’s like being helpless when faced with evil and I never want anyone to feel that way. I have more power now, more control, and I’m in a position to help. So don’t you fucking tell me what I do and don’t understand. You don’t know me, asshole. You don’t know what I’m capable of. And second of all, I have some info too. Enough for us to act, so why don’t you sit down and we can plan out our next move, huh?”
I’m breathing heavily after my rant. As much as I hate to admit this, it feels good to express any kind of emotion with Slash, even if it’s anger.
“What do you mean?” He asks, most of the anger drained from his voice.
“I’ve got some information—”
“No, not that part. What happened? Why were you helpless?” He’s looking at me with such sincerity, such intensity. It’s like he’s trying to pick me apart and drag out all of my secrets from the dark corners where I keep them well hidden.
“Nothing. Just… I know what it’s like being at the mercy of men who get off on lording their power over you.”
“Who?” He grits out.
“Who what?”
“Who lorded their power over you?”
“Slash, I’m fine. It was a long time ago.”
“Fucking tell me right now, Kennedy.” He’s getting all worked up again, and while I really don’t want to get into the details of my pathetic childhood in foster care, it’s kind of nice having someone upset on my behalf.
“Who hurt you, sweetheart?” His tone is so much softer, so gentle. Jesus, why the hell do I feel tears spring into my eyes. I combat that shit with the only weapon I have. Anger.
“You gonna tell me the real reason you’re all worked up about this case? I know there’s more to this story than you’re letting on. You’ve been all keyed up from the beginning,” I huff.
Slash just stares at me like I’m some sad mystery to be solved. After a few seconds, he shakes head and runs a hand down his face.
“Why don’t you tell me about whatever you have that’s going to bring this thing to a close?” He says, sitting back down in his chair.
I follow suit and sit back down at the table, pulling out the file I have on Davis, one of the leaders of The Guardians currently on trial.
“I talked to Davis yesterday and got him to tell me about Victoria.”
“You what?!”
And we’re back to yelling, so it seems.
“Fuck, Kennedy, please don’t tell me you saw him alone.”
“What the hell is going on with you today? Yes, I saw him alone. He’s in jail for Christ’s sake, what’s he going to do? Besides, I thought we already established that I can take care of myself.”
Slash grunts and turns away from me. I know my face is flushed with heat just thinking about the day I brought him to his knees. Literally. It’s the first time the incident has been mentioned, and if I’m not mistaken, Slash appears to be as affected by that afternoon as I was.
“Anyway,” I continue. “He said she was as close to leadership as they allow women to get. She was known to have slept around with some of the elders. Though he wouldn’t admit to sleeping with her, he definitely implied that they were intimate. Davis said there was a cabin out past highway twelve where he and some of the elders would decompress, whatever that means.”
“And you think that’s where Victoria is?”
I nod. “He referred to the cabin as the hive.”
“Oh shit.”
“Yeah.”
“What do you need the guys and I to do?”
“Oh, are you following orders now?” I tease. I know I shouldn’t, but I can’t help it.
Slash smiles, like a real, honest to god smile. It’s gorgeous, of course.
“I just want you to know I… we value your opinion and the work you’re doing here. You’re right, I have no idea what you’re capable of, but I know you are good at your job.”
“Oh. Uh…” Well, shit. How do I respond to that? What is this side of Slash? “Thanks.”
He nods and then looks away again. Good thing too, or else he might see me close to tears again. What the hell is wrong with me today?
“My team and I will find the cabin. We’ll track Victoria and hopefully convince her to work with us, offering her a plea bargain. Then, we’re setting up a sting operation. When I give you the word, I want your guys to surround the drop off location and intercept the women.”
“And that will be enough to take them down? We’ve already helped a couple women escape, but they wouldn’t talk. It wasn’t until Beth, one of the guys’ woman, almost got taken that we even knew it was Victoria luring the ex-members away in the first place.”
I sigh, knowing exactly what he’s getting at. “No, it’s not enough to take them out if no one is willing to talk. But the safety of those women comes first. And with Victoria in our pockets, we just have to milk her for more information. From there, we can catch them in the act. They have their hands in all sorts of shady shit, we just need something and this is the closest we’ve gotten.”
“Or, you could just let us destroy them and look the other way.”
“I’m going to pretend I didn’t just hear you say that. We’re doing this the right way, and we’re closing in on them, ok? But first things first.”
“Alright. For now,” he grumbles.
I give him a curt nod.
“Great. I’ll prep my team on the details.” I tell him as I pack everything away. “Want me to come back tomorrow so we can discuss stuff with River?”
“Yeah, that’d be good.”
He follows me towards the door, where I turn to him before walking out completely. I don’t know what I’m going to say, I just… I guess I don’t want to leave him yet. God, I need to get over whatever this little crush thing is between us.
We stare at each other for a beat and then Slash breaks the silence.
“Good work today, partner,” he grins.
I roll my eyes, even though secretly I love that he’s joking with me again.
“We’re not partners,” I remind him, though I can’t help mirroring his grin.
“Whatever you say, sweetheart.”
I scoff and then walk out, forcing myself not to turn around and look at him.
Once I get back to my car, I see I have three missed calls and a voicemail from Amanda. Shit.
“Kennedy. You know we’ve been working on the case with Timothy Arnold. Unfortunately, there’s not enough to justify reopening the investigation. We had a lead, but due to a mishandling of evidence, the trail has gone cold. The chief doesn’t want us wasting more time on a case that has been closed. I know this case is important to you, but you have to let it go. You can’t get personal with these things or else you’ll never survive in this job.”
“FUCK!” I yell, throwing my phone in the passenger seat.
That’s it. I’m getting drunk tonight.




Chapter 6
Slash
Jesus Christ, seeing Kennedy get pissed off had me sporting a fucking painful hard-on. Then she went and made me all soft and worried for her by giving me a little bit of her past. The chick is messing with me and I’m not sure what to do about it.
Instead of processing through all of that shit, I decide to head over to Bernie’s. It’s a shitty little karaoke bar on the other side of town, but no one really knows me there and I can usually find a decent chick to go home with. I haven’t been with anyone in a while which is probably why Kennedy is getting to me so much. I just need to get laid and then this whole obsession will be over.
It’s a great plan. A brilliant plan. And a plan that is completely thrown out the window as soon as I open the door and see Kennedy at the bar looking sexy in that effortless way of hers.
Because of course she is. Fuck. Me.
Kennedy isn’t in her normal professional clothing, nor is she dressed up like she’s on the hunt. No, she’s just… her. She’s got on a pair of black leggings that hug her like a second skin, and a light, oversized sweater that hangs off of one shoulder. Her long black hair cascades down her back in waves, giving her a softer look than the tight buns or ponytails she normally wears when she’s working the case. The look is completed with some ankle boots that have a pretty high heel, probably four or five inches if I had to guess.
I take the seat next to her, waiting for her to notice me. Kennedy checks her phone, chats up the bartender, orders a double shot of tequila, her second, from the looks of it, and then just closes her eyes, breathing deep. I can’t help but notice the swell of her tits as she takes deep breaths. I mean, fuck. They are perfect.
When she opens her eyes, Kennedy looks over her shoulder. She still hasn’t notice me yet, which is pissing me off. Is she waiting for someone? Does she have a boyfriend? Why the fuck does the thought of Kennedy having a boyfriend send me into a jealous rage?
Finally, she turns around and sees me. She’s so beautiful. Jesus Christ.
“Slash!” She exclaims. Her excitement to see me is a first, and it snaps me right out of my foul mood. She might be a little more drunk than I originally thought.
I grin at her and she flashes me a brilliant smile, complete with sparkling brown eyes. I never noticed before that they have little flakes of gold in them. I feel like I’ve been punched in the fucking gut. She’s gorgeous. I mean, I knew she was hot, but this… this is on a whole other level. I notice the cutest little dimples on her cheeks as her soft lips open in a wide smile to show me perfect white teeth. I can’t help the fact that my mind wanders to what her lips would look like wrapped around my cock.
But then she drops her gaze from mine and stares in her lap, shaking her head. I can literally see her walls come back up as she chastises herself for allowing me to see a glimpse of the real her. I miss the warmth of her radiant smile and something snaps inside of me.
I want to be the one to make her smile like that. Always.
Well, shit. Where did that thought come from?
She clears her throat. “Slash,” she sighs.
“Kennedy.”
“I’m really, really, not in the mood for your antics right now.” She sounds exasperated.
“Oh? What are you in the mood for then?”
“Getting wasted.” To prove her point, she licks the back of her hand and sprinkles salt on the wet spot. She licks the salt off, slams the tequila shot, and sucks on the lime wedge served with her drink. Fucking hell, seeing her little pink tongue gives me all sorts of dirty ideas.
“Another one!” She shouts at the bar tender.
“Maybe drink some water first?” I suggest. Why I give a shit about her alcohol consumption is beyond me, or the fact that I want to keep her hydrated so her hangover doesn’t suck as bad.
Kennedy scoffs at me. “I can take care of myself, thankyouverymuch.”
She motions for the alcohol, but also accepts the water. I order whiskey and get to drinking.
“Want to tell me why we’re drowning our sorrows?” I ask.
“We aren’t doing anything. I am drowning my sorrows. You’re just here to annoy me. Actually, why are you here? Seems a little far from Chaos.”
“Needed a change of scenery,” I shrug.
Kennedy snorts. It’s somehow endearing.
“And you found me instead?” She laughs.
“I’m not complaining,” I wink at her.
She rolls her eyes and starts sipping the water. Good girl. Not that I care.
Kennedy reaches for the tequila shot, but I grab it before she gets to it. She glares at me, and then pouts. Fucking pouts. Goddamn do I want to kiss that look right off of her face.
“You get the shot when you tell me about your shitty day. Tell me why you’re giving your liver a workout tonight.”
“I could just order another shot, you know.”
“You could,” I agree. “But I think you want an excuse to tell me what’s going on.”
“Fine,” she groans. It’s fucking adorable.
She doesn’t say anything else, so I try asking her a question to get the ball rolling. “Is it work related?”
She nods. “Yeah. A girl from a case I closed a while ago reached out to me. I looked into things, tried helping her out but… It didn’t end well. The alcohol helps though,” she grins, no doubt hoping to get the shot from me and change the subject.
“What was so important about the case?”
Kennedy gets that fire in her eyes and I can tell she’s winding up for a fight.
“Every case I work is important to me, asshole. It’s my job.” Her nostrils flare and I swear I hear a tiny growl fall from her lips. My cock twitches.
“I have no doubt you’re good at your job, sweetheart.” She glares at me when I use my nickname for her. “But I’m guessing every case you work doesn’t send you to the bottom of a tequila bottle. If it does, I might suggest a career change.”
Kennedy narrows her eyes and snaps, “I don’t owe you and explanation for anything. In fact, I’m calling it a night.”
She hops off of her bar stool and stumbles slightly. I stand and grab her with one hand, steadying her even as she glares at me.
“You really want to know about my shitty day?” She bites out. I can tell she’s trying to be tough, and I can respect that. But I can also tell she needs someone to talk to. My hand slowly slides down from her bicep to her forearm. She doesn’t pull away.
“If you tell me what happened today, I’ll buy the rest of your drinks for the night. And I’ll do one karaoke song, of your choosing.”
This gets her attention.
“Really?” She asks in disbelief.
“Really.”
“Why… why do you want to know so bad? Why do you care?” The sincerity and confusion in her eyes tug at something deep inside of me. My hand moves on its own, sliding further down her arm and lacing her fingers in mine. Still, she doesn’t pull away.
Why do I care so much? I have no fucking clue. But I do.
Unwilling to unpack those foreign feelings just yet, I shrug and go for nonchalance.
“I figure as partners, we should be able to talk about these kinds of things,” I wink at her.
“Oh for fuck’s sake, we are not partners.” Kennedy rolls her eyes and yanks her hand out of mine. I don’t like it. I want her hand back.
She glares at me and then eyes me skeptically. Finally, she gathers her long hair up in her hands and twists it, throwing it over one shoulder. I’m momentarily distracted by those long, dark waves. I get the urge to reach out and run my fingers through the soft strands. I wonder if they feel as silky as they look.
Letting out a huge sigh, Kennedy busies herself by playing with the ends of her hair and looking down at her feet.
“Like I said, it was a tough case. Some asshole mid-level dealer, making his fucking foster kids run drugs for him. One of the foster kids text me last week asking for help. I had him. Fucking had him. He already slipped through my fingers once and I was determined to get him this time. But before the arrest was made, some evidence was mishandled and the whole case was thrown out the window. Again. There’s nothing I could do. The girl who reached out is fourteen. She’s just a fucking kid, she shouldn’t have to deal with all of this. I failed her, fucking failed her. Failed all of them.”
“Kennedy, it’s not—”
“I mean, I know what it’s like, you know? I used to be her. And now I’m just another adult who broke their promise. I… I… Fuck!”
She won’t look at me, but I see a tear fall. Jesus, why does that physically hurt me? Without thinking, I pull her into my arms.
“What are you doing?” She protests.
Her words say one thing, but her body says another as her soft curves melt into me. Truthfully, I have no fucking idea what I’m doing, I just knew I had to do something.
“Isn’t this what the guys are supposed to do when a girl is crying?” I tease.
“I’m not crying,” she says indignantly through her tears. I can feel them soak through my shirt where she has her head nestled.
Her defiance makes me grin. I turn my head so my lips graze the shell of her ear.
“Well, can I hold you anyway?” I whisper.
She nods against my shoulder and wraps her arms around me. I pull her in tight, pressing her body as close to mine as possible. Fuck, it feels so damn good holding her. Protecting her. Not that she’d ever admit to needing protection. Which is why I want to provide it for her all the more.
Kennedy squirms in my arms and then pushes away from me. I don’t want to let her go, but I also don’t want to suffocate her. I can’t ignore the fact that my arms feel empty without her in them.
“Shania Twain,” she says.
“What?”
“Your karaoke song. Don’t think I forgot,” she grins. “I think you should do Man! I feel like a woman.”
“I’ll have you know, that happens to be one of my favorite songs. Challenge accepted.” I give her my most devious smile, which earns me a small laugh. Good. I want her to laugh more often.
“You still owe me a shot. Then you can do your song.”
We step back up to the bar and I order another shot of whiskey and more tequila. Afterwards, I put on my best performance as I sing off key and do suggestive dance moves the entire time. Kennedy rolls her eyes at first, but then starts giggling and getting into it. People have started clapping along to the song, cheering me on. I look like a total fool, but I know I’d do it again in a heartbeat if it meant getting Kennedy to smile that goofy ass smile like she is right now.
“Okay, that was pretty impressive,” she laughs.
“Thank you, thank you,” I bow dramatically at her compliment.
“Now, me. What song should I do?”
My eyebrows shoot up in surprise. This is not at all how I thought this night would turn out. It’s a thousand times better.
“Def Leppard. Pour Some Sugar On Me.”
Her eyes grow dark and my dick is suddenly taking notice. “Challenge accepted,” she grins, throwing my words right back at me. She throws back the rest of my whiskey and marches up on stage once she’s made her request.
Kennedy turns her back to the audience while the opening riffs play. With the first lyrics, she looks over her shoulder, catching my eye. As the verse goes on, she turns and reveals more of herself. She’s fucking sexy up there, swinging her hips and belting out the classic rock song.
When the chorus hits, Kennedy turns to the side, giving me her profile as one hands slides down her body.
Fuck. Me.
I make my way closer to the small stage, locking eyes with her. She finishes out the song, staring only at me. Jesus. This is the most sexually charged moment of my whole goddamn life, and we’re both fully clothed, and in public.
When she’s done, Kennedy puts the mic back in its stand and makes her way over to me across the stage. She stumbles a bit, tipsy on those tall heels of hers. I grab her hips and pull her down into my arms, sliding her down my body very slowly. I know she feels my hard cock digging into her soft body.
“Oh!” She gasps and then giggles again.
I want to kiss her so goddamn bad. Need it. But she’s drunk. I’d never take advantage of her, and I don’t want her to regret anything that happens between us.
“How about I give you a ride home?”
“Ooooh! On your bike?” She looks like a kid on Christmas, that excitement in her eye is contagious.
“Yeah, sweetheart. I want you to ride my big, thick… bike.”
Her eyes go wide at my obvious innuendo. I think she might slap me, but instead she bursts out laughing. My pride should probably be hurt by that, but I find I don’t really care as long as she’s happy.
We walk out of the bar, her hand looped around my arm for support as she stumbles on those dang heels. I get on the bike and then instruct her on swinging her leg over and holding on to me. She gives me the address of the motel she’s staying at and we take off into the night.
I feel Kennedy’s warmth radiating off of her as she hugs me tightly. Her face nuzzles in between my shoulder blades, her perky tits press against my back, her thighs squeezing around mine. Fuck, she feels perfect.
All too soon, we arrive at the motel. I get off and offer my hand to help her. Kennedy’s foot falters and she falls into me again. She’s totally wasted, and I don’t like the fact that she could be going home with another guy in this state of mind.
“Give me the key,” I tell her, perhaps a little more gruffly than I should.
Without hesitation, she digs in her purse and produces the key card to her room. Not smart. She’s lucky it’s me and not some random asshole from that bar. I try not to think about that as I scoop her up in my arms.
She doesn’t fight me at all, another sign of how drunk she is. In fact, Kennedy curls up in my arms and rests her head on my shoulder.
“Can I tell you something?”
I stop and look down at her. “Anything.”
She bites her lip and lifts her mouth to my ear. “I want you.”
I groan at her words, closing my eyes. This is all I’ve been thinking of for two goddamn weeks. But not like this. 
When I open my eyes again, I see Kennedy staring at me with such intensity. It’s more than lust. She doesn’t just want my body. What terrifies me is that I don’t just want her body either. For a brief moment, I imagine what it would be like to have everything with her.
“I want you too, baby girl.”
“You do?” She asks in disbelief.
I nod.
Kennedy lays her head back down on my shoulder and closes her eyes. “No one’s ever really wanted me,” she whispers.
God fucking damnit. What is this ache in my chest? Why can’t I breathe? How can hearing those words come out of her mouth cause me physical pain?
I have no idea what to say to that, but luckily I don’t have to respond. Kennedy is snoring softly in my arms. She’s pretty fucking cute.
I open her door with her still in my arms. She stirs a little but doesn’t wake up. I pull the covers back on the queen sized bed and gently lay her down. I take of her shoes and socks but manage to stop myself from peeling any more clothing off of her sexy body. I pull the blankets over her and return in a few minutes with a glass of water, setting on the table beside her bed.
I’m about to leave when her tiny hand reaches out for mine.
“Thank you,” she mumbles.
I bring her hand up to my lips and place a soft kiss on her knuckles. Who knew I was capable of such things?
“Get some sleep, sweetheart.”
She nods and curls up into a little ball with just her face peeking out from under the covers. She’s adorable. And she’s going to have a hell of a hangover tomorrow.




Chapter 7
Kennedy
Oh my god.
I’m dying. I’m sure of it. What the fuck did I do last night? I try to sit up but end up flopping back down in bed when the pounding behind my eyes threatens to make me throw up.
Lying in bed, the memories flood back. Hearing about Tim. Going to the shitty bar by my motel. Running into Slash. Tequila. So much tequila. And karaoke. Slash must have taken me back here last night, but I don’t have any memory of that.
My phone beeps next to me, causing me to groan in pain.
It’s a text from Slash. We exchanged numbers during that first meeting, but so far neither one of us has contacted the other.
Slash: You alive, sweetheart?
Ugh, I hate that I kind of love his stupid names for me. It’s not good that they are growing on me.
Me: Sorry, the person you are trying to reach is unavailable due to the fact that they are regretting all of their choices of the previous twelve hours.
Slash: You making jokes now? That’s my thing.
Me: I don’t have enough brain cells left to make jokes. I left them all at the bottom of a shot glass last night.
Slash: Yeah, you hit it pretty hard. You still up for our meeting with River today?
Me: SHIT
Slash: You’re not late or anything. That’s why I wanted to check in.
Huh. That’s… sweet of him. But, shit, my car is still at the bar. And by the time I get ready, order an Uber, and drive to the clubhouse, I’ll for sure be cutting it close. As if reading my mind, Slash sends another text.
Slash: Need a ride to the bar?
Slash: For your car. Not for tequila.
Me: Oh my god, please don’t ever say the T word around me again.
Me: And… yeah. That would actually be super helpful.
Me: But please tell me you have a car. I don’t think I can take a ride on your bike right now.
Slash: Yeah, sweetheart. I have a car.
Me: Oh thank fuck.
Slash: Be there in 20?
Me: Perfect. Thanks again.
Slash: See you soon
I slowly will myself out of bed and take the quickest shower known to man, before running a comb through my hair and trying to cover up the dark circles under my eyes. I search through my bag for an outfit but can’t seem to stomach the idea of putting on a pantsuit right now. There’s something about being in professional clothes while sporting a nasty hangover that makes everything so much worse.
Instead, I opt for a stretchy pair of skinny jeans and a plain white t-shirt. I complete my hangover-chic look with a baseball cap and aviators. I should probably care more about my appearance, but it’s not like anyone at Chaos is going to judge me for wearing jeans instead of work slacks.
I slip my red Converse shoes on right as Slash knocks on my door. Loudly. Much too loudly.
“There she is,” Slash laughs. “How are you feeling?”
“About as good as I look,” I deadpan.
His eyes roam up and down my body and I fight the urge to slam the door in his face. Not out of anger, but embarrassment.
“Well you look great.”
“Yeah, right,” I grumble as I fold my arms over my chest in an attempt to shield myself from his scrutiny.
Since he can’t see much of my face thanks to the baseball cap and the sunglasses, I take my time searching his face. I don’t find any trace of sarcasm though. His eyes are soft and his smile is warm. It’s a new look for Slash, and I can’t say I don’t like it.
“I like you in jeans and a t-shirt,” he says quietly. Slash clears his throat and hands me a cup of coffee and a paper bag I didn’t notice before.
“What’s this?”
“My hangover cure. Results guaranteed.”
“You seem pretty confident,” I grin.
“Would you really expect anything different from me, sweetheart?”
I can’t help the stupid smile that takes over my face at hearing him call me that.
“I didn’t know how you like your coffee. There’s cream and sugar in the bag.”
I nod, still unsure what to do with this nice version of Slash.
“So,” he continues. “Step one. Coffee. If you open the bag, you’ll see steps two and three. A bagel and a bottle of Gatorade, respectively.”
“Bagel, huh?”
“Yup. Most people go for the greasy foods, but I’m a personal believer in the power of carbs.”
I chuckle a little at his endearing response. “For once, we agree on something!”
Slash flashes me that devastating grin of his. He’s seriously too hot for his own good. Or, for my own good, really. I sip at my coffee so I don’t do something stupid like tell him how sexy he is.
“Careful there, Kennedy. You’re bordering on complimenting me.” His voice is all low and gravelly, and yup, my pussy clenches.
He has a dangerous glint in his eyes, like he knows exactly what he’s doing to me and he wants me to act on my desires. But then he schools his face and he’s back to his playful self.
“C’mon, let’s get going, slugger,” he grins again, flicking the bill of my cap.
“OW! I’m nursing a bitch of a hangover here, remember?”
“Oh, I remember plenty, sweetheart.”
I can feel my eyes bulge out of my head. I figured he took me home last night but did we…
Oh my god. Oh my god. Fuck. Did we…
My face flushes red and my head dips down. I can’t look at him. Fuck. No wonder he’s being so nice to me. As if reading my thoughts, Slash reaches out and tilts my head up with a finger and thumb lightly pinching my chin.
“Nothing happened. I just gave you a ride home and made sure you got to bed.”
I nod slowly, taking in his words.
His fingers trail up my jaw and the side of my cheek. Then, he gently takes my sunglasses off so he can look into my eyes. I can’t help but hold his gaze. Slash leans in close and runs his thumb across my lips. I know he can feel me practically panting at his touch, my heart beating out of my chest.
“When I finally sink into your sweet pussy, you’ll remember every second. You’ll beg me to go deeper, faster, harder. And I’ll give it to you.”
He seals his declaration by kissing me on the cheek and whispering into the shell of my ear.
“I’ll always give you want you want.”
Slash hooks my sunglasses into the collar of my shirt and then turns on his heel and walks towards the car, leaving me breathless.
✽✽✽
 
Three hours later, the guys and I are finally done with our meeting. We’ve nailed down the details, and all that’s left to do is for me to brief my team and get the all-clear from my boss. I’ll probably have to head to San Fran for a few days, which is for the best. I think Slash and I need some space.
My head is saying one thing, but again, my body revolts. Heat pools in my belly when I think of what he said this morning
“You’ll beg me to go deeper, faster, harder.”
This time, however, it’s not just my body that is betraying my mind. It’s my heart. My stupid, stupid heart. The idea of giving Slash space, of not seeing him almost every day, of being in a different town than him… well, I don’t want to think about that. I can’t give voice to the confusing feelings swirling inside of me.
“Kennedy!” Mia’s voice rips me out of my thoughts.
“Hey, Mia, I was just heading out.” I brush past her and head toward the door. I really, really don’t need her to tell me how great a guy Slash is, or to encourage me to pursue him in any way whatsoever.
“What are you up to tonight?”
“Huh?” Her question catches me off guard. I turn to face her, wondering what her angle is.
“Would you want to come back here for drinks?”
Oh god, I can’t even think about alcohol right now. My stomach twists in protest, even as I try to reassure it I won’t be consuming that poison for a very long time. Mia must be able to sense my unease. Either that, or I legit look about as close to throwing up as I feel.
“Or no drinks,” she offers quickly. “Some of the girls and I are hanging out tonight and we wanted to know if you’d like to join us.”
“Me?”
“Yeah, you,” Mia laughs so sweetly. “And don’t worry, you won’t be the only one not drinking. Obviously. I’m pregnant and so is Beth, Dom’s girl.”
I don’t know how to respond to her invitation. She can’t possibly want to hang out with me just because, right? This is just a job for me, I’m only around temporarily. Why would she want to make friends?
“Stop thinking about it so much, just say yes!”
I narrow my eyes at her but then laugh. “How did you know what I was thinking?”
“Because I’ve seen that look before. I’ve done my fair share of getting the old ladies of Chaos to open up and accept my friendship,” Mia winks.
“I’m no one’s old lady, Mia,” I huff, knowing full well the term used in MC’s to refer to as belonging to one of the guys.
“Okay, okay, my bad. I won’t talk about Slash at all, I promise. We just want to get to know you.”
“Why? So you can vet me for Slash?” I bite out. Part of me feels a little guilty getting snippy with the cute, friendly, pregnant Mia, but she needs to mind her own business.
“No, not at all. I’m sorry I brought it up. You’ve been here for a few weeks now and I only ever see you have meetings and then go back to your motel. Aren’t you lonely?”
“I… I guess I’ve never really thought about it. This is pretty much how my life is even when I’m not here,” I tell her honestly. “God, that makes me sound kind of pathetic, huh?”
“Not at all! It just means you should probably come have a drink tonight. A non-alcoholic drink, from the looks of things,” she grins.
I slowly nod. “One drink. Of ice water. And if anyone at the table has tequila, I’m leaving.”
Mia laughs. “Deal! Yay!” She claps her hands together excitedly, which makes me smile despite my reservations. Her energy is contagious. “Meet us here at seven. The girls are going to be so excited! You will love Claire and Liv. And Beth is amazing. She’s a totally unexpected badass.”
“Seven it is. Remember, just one drink. And no talk of Slash.”
Mia just beams and then spins away, no doubt to tell the other girls about me joining them.
By the time I get back to my motel room, I have totally spun out of control. Why did I agree to go to drinks? I’ve never needed friends before, so why start now? What is it about this place that makes me want things I’ve never had before?
I don’t do relationships of any kind. Work has always been enough. I will admit that working with some of the other guys at Chaos and seeing how they treat their women has created a weird sort of pain in my chest. For a bunch of rough bikers, the guys at Chaos truly do cherish the women in their lives. I’ve seen the way River gets all soft for his wife, Stacy. And how the usually quiet and gruff Dom turns into an absolute teddy bear around Beth. I wonder if Slash has ever had anyone like that. Was there ever a woman who brought out another side to him?
You could.
No. I can’t have those thoughts. My body and heart already seem to be caught up in the fantasy, but my mind has to stay the course, damnit. Still, as I think about the conversation I had with Mia, I know part of me accepted the invitation tonight in hopes of seeing Slash. The girls night is just an excuse to get me back to the bar.
Damn, Mia sure knows what she’s doing.




Chapter 8
Slash
“How are things going with Kennedy?” Carter asks.
I shrug, not wanting him to know exactly how much space she’s been taking up in my mind, especially after last night and this morning. Fuck, seeing her in those tight jeans and a t-shirt was such a fucking turn on. How the hell was she able to look so damn gorgeous in the middle of a hangover?
“Things are fine,” I reply as nonchalantly as possible.
“What happened?”
“What do you mean?”
“Well first you were grinning like the cat that caught the damn canary when you saw the cop you’d be working with. And then both of you were pissy and miserable for the last week and a half. And now, you’re something else entirely.”
So much for trying to play everything off as fine.
“What am I now?”
“Now you look… lonely.”
“Excuse me?” I snap my head up from the beer I’ve been sipping at for the last twenty minutes.
“Yeah. You look like you miss her, man.”
I open my mouth to protest, even though he’s totally right, but before I can say anything, Kennedy comes waltzing into the bar. She’s wearing a red halter dress that flares out at the hips, showcasing her perfect curves. Kennedy’s hair is down long again, which has my hands twitching to grab it roughly, but also to stroke it gently. How the hell can hair fuck me up so bad?
She looks around the bar tentatively, and for a second I think she’s here for me. But then I see Mia waving her over to a table with Claire, Liv, and Beth. I can’t help but feel a pang of disappointment.
“You know she was coming tonight?” I grunt at Carter, who has a shit-eating grin on his face.
He shrugs. Asshole.
“Let’s go over,” he suggests.
“Naw, she’s here for the girls. I’ll leave her be.” God, I sound pathetic.
“Oh don’t be so dramatic, Slash. She wouldn’t have come here tonight if she didn’t want to see you too. She knows this is where we hang out almost every night.”
“I think you underestimate how much she hates me.”
“She does not hate you, dude. I see the way you guys look at each other during our meetings. Or, rather, how much effort you guys put into not looking at each other. What are you waiting for?”
“You know it’s not that simple, Carter. She’s here for a job. We have the Devil’s Knights to think about. It’s so much bigger than me. River’s words, not mine.” I scoff.
“What about River?” Stacy asks, coming up behind me to clear out empty bottles away. “Was he discouraging you from being with Kennedy?”
I roll my eyes at Stace. Apparently in the few weeks since Kennedy has been here, everyone has been very gossipy about our interactions. Thank god no one was at the bar last night, or else they would know exactly how correct their assumptions are. I do want to fuck her. But I also want to hold her. Protect her. Keep her.
That realization slams into me. I want to keep her. My eyes find their way to where she’s sitting, and I take her in. She looks equal parts uncomfortable and desperate. Like she wants to have friends but doesn’t know how. Shit, I get that feeling.
“Slash!” Stacy barks in my ear.
“Fuck! What?”
She grins ear to ear. “Oh, nothing. You get to work on keeping those promises you’re making her with your eyes and leave River to me.”
Stacy walks away before I can say anything. Carter claps my back and stands up, heading towards the girls’ table. I suppose he knows I’m going to follow him. So, I do. He’s right, there’s no way I’d actually let Kennedy walk out of this bar with at least saying hello.
As if on cue, Jax and Dom see Carter and I making our way towards the girls’ table, and they also head that way. I have a feeling this whole thing has been carefully orchestrated, but fuck if I care. Hell, I’m even grateful for it.
Wren, Mia’s husband, is already at the table, helping Claire push a second table over and gathering the chairs. When we all get there, a well-choreographed shuffle takes place so that each woman is sitting by her man, leaving one open chair for me. Next to Kennedy. I shake my head and smile, looking over at Carter who is trying way too hard to appear innocent.
Kennedy looks up at me with those brown eyes of hers, and to my surprise, there’s a hint of relief in them.
“I told you my hangover cure was legit. You’re out drinking again already,” I tease, sitting down next to her.
“Just water for me,” she says, motioning towards her glass. “I’m never drinking again.”
“Ah, just give it a few days. You’ll be back on the bandwagon in no time.”
Kennedy rolls her eyes and tries to cover her smile by drinking some of her water.
“Have you always lived in San Francisco, Kennedy?” Claire asks.
“Nope. I went to the police academy in LA and was hired on the force at nineteen. Made detective not long after. And then got promoted to the special crimes unit in San Fran last year.”
Kennedy is not one to brag much, but I can hear the pride behind her words. Clearly, she’s very driven and her career means a lot to her. That would have been a total red flag for me before – especially considering she’s a goddamn cop, but I can’t seem to care about that right now. All I feel is pride for how hard she’s worked and how driven she is.
“Impressive!” Mia exclaims. “And what about before LA?”
“Um… I was just, around, I guess. Moved a lot.” She takes a swig of her water.
“Do you have family here?” Mia presses.
Kennedy shakes her head no.
“Where are they? Still in Cali, or a different state?”
“I grew up in foster care,” Kennedy blurts. I can tell she’s uncomfortable and totally out of her element. Without thinking, I slide my hand over her leg and squeeze her bare knee. She seems to relax a little at my touch, which makes me unreasonably happy.
“Hey, me too!” Liv says, diverting some of the attention away from Kennedy.
“Yeah?” Kennedy’s voice is tentative, still not liking all the attention on her.
“Yup. It fucking sucked.” Carter slips his arm around Liv’s hips and pulls her close. I long to do the same for Kennedy.
Kennedy nods. “That it did.” I rub circles on the skin of her thigh with my thumb, hoping it provides some sort of comfort.
“Cheers to getting out of the system and finding our own family!” Liv raises her glass and Kennedy follows suit. We all raise our glasses.
“To family!” Mia echoes.
I look around the table at the happy couples, some of whom are well on their way to creating their own families. I might not have had the traditional family growing up, but Stacy made sure I knew I was loved. The guys at Chaos always had my back, even before I patched in, and more so now that I’m a member.
My eyes land on Kennedy, who is messing with the corner of her napkin. I get the feeling that she never found a family. Her words from last night come flooding back.
No one has ever wanted me.
Fuck. I do. I want her so damn bad. I want all of her. More than she could ever know.
Side conversations break out between a few people, and soon no one else is paying much attention to Kennedy and me.
“You look beautiful,” I say, earning me a small, heart-stopping smile.
“I mean, it’s no jeans and t-shirt,” she smirks, no doubt remembering that I told her I liked her outfit this morning.
“A close second,” I chuckle.
We stare at each other for a few seconds before her eyes dart down towards the table.
“I don’t know why I came here tonight,” she says finally. “I don’t really do this sort of thing.”
“No? So it’s just my luck that I found you in two different bars, two nights in a row?”
She rolls her eyes again. “I don’t know if luck had anything to do with it.”
“So you’re saying you planned to run into me? Why, Kennedy, I’m flattered,” I give her my most devious smile.
“What? No, I didn’t mean… I… I just meant I don’t have…” Kennedy looks up towards the ceiling and takes a deep breath. “Friends. I don’t really have friends.”
I remove my hand from her thigh and tuck some of her hair behind her ear before cupping the back of her neck to hold her in place. Leaning forward, I gently kiss her temple.
“You do now, sweetheart,” I whisper.
When I pull back, Kennedy looks me in the eyes, searching me for something. I let my hand drop to the back of her chair, noticing Stacy standing nearby. I nod at her and she looks like she’s about to burst into tears of pure happiness.
Kennedy drinks the last of her water, and Stacy is right there to fill it up for her. I can tell Stace wants to ask her a million questions and also hug her and ask when the wedding is, but my sister knows how to read people and she can see Kennedy is already uncomfortable.
Stacey backs away, but not before shooting me a wink. Normally, it’d piss me off, but right now it just feels right. Everyone here seems to know Kennedy is mine. Now, I just need to make her see that too.
We get carried away in conversation over the next couple of hours. Kennedy doesn’t reveal much about herself, but she’s good at getting information out of others. I suppose that makes sense, what with her being a cop and all. I find little ways to touch her throughout the evening – rubbing her back, playing with the ends of her hair, rubbing my hand up and down her thighs.
Somewhere along the way, our chairs got pushed closer and closer together, to the point where Kennedy is practically on my lap. Not that I mind. I have one arm slung over her shoulders, drawing patterns on the bare skin of her arm. Kennedy is tucked into my side, resting her head on my shoulder. It all feels so natural, like this is what we do every Monday night.
I want to do more though. And I feel like she’s right there with me. I kiss the top of her head, causing her to look up at me. Kennedy gives me a sweet smile, one that I don’t think I’ve ever seen on her before.
“Ready to get out of here?”
“I thought you’d never ask,” she grins.
In an instant, I’m up on my feet and tossing Kennedy over my shoulder.
“Slash! Oh my god!” She yells.
“Shh, baby, don’t want to draw attention to us, now do you?” I tease.
No one else at the table seems even the slightest bit surprised. In fact, they all look pretty amused. Liv appears to be giving Claire some money. I’ll have to ask her about that later.
“We’ll see you guys tomorrow,” I say as I turn around and walk towards the back of the clubhouse where the extra apartments are.
“Have fun!” Mia giggles.
When I get to the apartment I keep here, I set Kennedy down on her feet. As expected, she’s pissed. But only on the surface. There’s definitely fire in her eyes, but it’s more lust than anger.
“What the hell was—”
I cut her off by smashing my mouth over hers. She stills at first, and I wonder if I read her all wrong. But then she goes and blows my whole fucking world apart by biting my lip and sucking it into her mouth. My dick is instantly hard.
I growl and kiss her back with the same intensity. My hands don’t even know what to do, where to touch her first. It’s like her kisses are rendering me stupid, like I’ve never looked at a woman before. Fuck, she might as well be my first everything with the way she’s making me feel right now.
Her hands slide up my chest and wrap around my neck, pulling me closer. My body snaps out of its daze when her nails dig into my scalp, the pain making me growl into her mouth again. I fucking love it. My cock throbs, leaking in my damn jeans. I’ve never been so keyed up from a kiss before. But then again, I’ve never kissed anyone like Kennedy.
I squeeze her hips and pull her soft body into me before sliding my hands up her back to tangle into her hair. I fist her soft strands and pull, ripping her mouth off of mine so I can kiss down her neck and nip below her ear. Kennedy can hardly breathe. I feel her pulse racing underneath my lips, my tongue, as I make my way down her neck.
Resting my head on her shoulder, we’re both panting for air.
“Fuck,” she manages to say. Her fingers are still tangled in my hair, holding me close.
I chuckle and then lift my head, looking over the stunning woman in my arms. Kennedy’s face is flushed, her lips swollen, her hair a mess. Fucking beautiful.
I take the opportunity to slide my hand from the back of her head to the side of her neck, cupping her face gently. There’s something so fragile about this moment. Yeah, we just mauled each other in the doorway of my apartment, and my dick is threatening to punch through my zipper, and that was the single hottest kiss of my whole goddamn life, but… this is Kennedy. She deserves more than a hard fuck.
Don’t get me wrong. I will be fucking her nice and hard. But I can do more. I can be more. I can be better. For her. I want to try.
My thumb brushes along her cheekbone and her eyes flutter open. Kennedy looks up at me through long lashes. Fuck, this woman is breaking me apart and she has no idea. I move my thumb lower to caress her soft, pouty lips, swollen from our kiss.
“I want this,” she whispers against my thumb. “I want you.”
Jesus, those words. The same ones she said last night, though I’m sure she has no memory of them. I lean down, our mouths inches apart. I can feel her warm breath on my skin, making me break out in goosebumps.
“I want you too, Kennedy. I want all of you,” I tell her before closing the distance between us. It’s a slower kiss this time, though no less passionate. I’ve never kissed anyone like this, never gone this slow, but everything in me is saying to take my time, to make her feel special. Wanted.
Kennedy moans into my mouth and grinds her pussy down on me. I don’t even think she’s aware she’s doing it; her body is simply responding to the way I’m making her feel. I love it. I can’t wait to discover all of the other ways she responds to me.
I break the kiss and rest my forehead on hers.
“Slash, please…” She whimpers, eyes still closed.
“Please, what, baby girl?”
Kennedy snaps her eyes open, and I watch her pupils dilate right in front of me, like I’m her favorite drug.
“Please fuck me.”




Chapter 9
Kennedy
I don’t know where the words come from, I’ve never been this forward when it comes to sex, but Slash makes me needy. Well, needy and wet. So freaking wet.
Those three words must be the magic password, because Slash has the door unlocked, us inside, and me pressed up against the closed door in about ten seconds.
He’s caging me in, with one muscled and tattooed arm on either side of my head. Slash is just staring at me, but I need him to do something with this ache he’s created between my thighs. I’ve never felt this way and I’m completely out of my element. Normally, I’m in control. Always. But, as with everything pertaining to Slash, my grip is slipping and I’m about to let go completely. I just hope he’s there to catch me.
“Please, Slash, I need you,” I beg again. This is not who I am, I don’t plead for anything, let alone from a man, but this is Slash. I feel safe with him. But also dangerous.
A strangled noise starts low in his chest and claws its way out of his throat as he continues to devour me with his eyes. I want is hands though. His tongue. His teeth. I’m tired of waiting.
I reach out to cup his face, but he stops me, snatching up both of my wrists in one of his large hands and holding them above my head against the wall.
Slash bends down and runs his nose along the base of my neck up to my ear.
“Be very sure this is what you want, Kennedy,” Slash says, his voice deep and gravely, strained with need. “Once we start, I won’t stop until you cum so many times, my name is the only thing you remember. I won’t stop until you pass out from pleasure, only to be woken up again with me buried deep inside of you.” My hips buck at his filthy words, my pussy seeking some sort of relief by rubbing against Slash’s hard body.
He grunts, pressing his body into mine, pinning me to the wall with his hips. “Are you ready for that? For the things I’m going to do to your sexy body? I need you to be sure, Kennedy. There’s no going back after this.”
I should be afraid, right? I should take pause and consider the ramifications of sleeping with Slash, how it will affect the case, what it will mean for my career. However, those reservations are nowhere to be found. My head has completely checked out of the game, and now my heart and body are taking over.
My body is sure of what it wants. Slash. All of the many, hard inches of Slash, deep inside. Yeah, I can feel his cock digging into my stomach, and fuck if my panties aren’t totally destroyed because of it.
But my heart? My heart already feels like it’s too far gone. What if he’s disappointed? What if I can’t do all of the things the other women he’s been with can? It would destroy me if I didn’t live up to whatever fantasy he clearly has about us.
“Hey,” his voice is much softer now, almost heartbreakingly so. “Talk to me. Do you want this, sweetheart?”
I nod.
“Need your words, baby.”
“I want this. I do. I… What if I’m not…” Fuck, my face turns red. I can’t look him in the eye. This has to be the least sexy thing ever, to talk about how inadequate and inexperienced I feel. I wouldn’t be surprised if he tells me it’s all a mistake and send me home. I’d be mortified, yeah, but it’d probably be for the best.
Slash covers my mouth with his, leading us in a punishing kiss as he rocks his hard cock against my core. My arms are held firmly above my head still, so I can’t touch him, even though I want to. He breaks our kiss and licks and sucks down my neck, making me gasp and shiver when his teeth graze over sensitive spots I didn’t even know I had. Slash’s wicked mouth makes its way down my collar bone, kissing and nipping till he’s at the center of my chest.
“You’re afraid you’re not enough?” He asks, looking up at me from between my breasts.
I nod, shaking with need. How the hell is he making this conversation sexy? I should be mortified, but instead I can’t wait for him to prove me wrong.
“Oh, baby girl. You don’t even know the things you do to me. These tits…” He sucks on one through the fabric of the dress, making me whimper and thrust my chest out. “These perfect tits have taunted me for weeks.”
Slash slides a hand over my side and pauses to squeeze my hips and then my ass.
“Jesus, your curves, this thick, juicy ass of yours. God…” He presses me further into him and rubs me up and down his hard shaft, threatening to bust through his jeans.
“You feel that, sweetheart? Feel how fucking turned on I am right now? That’s all you.”
He kisses up my neck and nips the shell of my ear. I’m putty in his hands. He can do whatever he wants to me. I’m his. I’m pretty sure if it weren’t for his one hand holding my wrists and the other cupping my ass, I’d be a melted pile of wanton need on the floor right now.
“It’s not just your tight, curvy body, though, Kennedy. It’s how your mind works,” he says before kissing my temple.
“It’s that sassy mouth of yours,” he says, taking my lips for a quick but deep kiss.
“It’s your passion, your anger, your determination.” He kisses my forehead, cheeks, and nose.
Then he pulls back and looks at me, those blue eyes begging me to see what he sees in me.
“I am going to make you feel so good, baby. Then maybe you will understand you’re not just enough. You’re everything.”
He kisses me then, dropping my wrists so that he can wrap his arms around my waist and lift me up off of the ground. I loop my arms around his neck and kiss him back, our tongues warring against one another.
“I’m sure,” I pant in between breaths. “I’m sure about this. I need to feel you, Slash. Need to feel you from the inside out.”
“Fuck,” he grunts.
We’re kissing and touching and squeezing and rubbing, and somehow in the haze of need and lust, we’re in his bedroom. I’m naked on his bed, with barely a memory of how I got there. Slash is standing at the foot of the bed, bare in all of his toned and muscled glory. He’s perfection and I’m… me.
I’ve never been overly self-conscience of my body but being next to him definitely makes me feel inadequate. I fight the urge to cover myself up. I’ve had sex before, but always in the dark. Always under the blankets. My one and only boyfriend, the only person I’ve had sex with, was all about covering us up and getting what he wanted from me.
But this is different. So different. I feel like a fucking virgin, laid out before slash with all of the lights on. I know he can see me. All of me. And I find that I want to be seen.
“Fucking gorgeous, baby girl,” he says, his voice straining with the effort of holding himself back. Something about that melts my heart a little. The fact that he wants to pounce and pound into me, and yet he’s taking time to make sure I feel special. God, he’s unexpectedly sweet and tender, and I think I’m falling for him.
Pushing that terrifying thought away, I sit up on my elbows as Slash crawls up the bed.
“I’m going to lick every inch of your perfect body,” he tells me, never breaking eye contact.
His lips are on mine, his tongue exploring my depths, licking and tasting and owning my mouth. Then he breaks for air, leaving me panting and moaning. Slash blazes a trail of kisses over my jaw and down my neck. I feel his teeth sink into my shoulder before he kisses away the sting. His lips continue their journey to my chest, where I feel his tongue lap at one of my nipples.
“Oh!” I cry out at the unexpected sensation.
Slash chuckles and then sucks the whole thing into his mouth, causing my back to bow off the bed. He moans around my breast, the vibrations spreading across my chest and down to my clit. Slash pops off my tit and gives the same attention to the other before licking and kissing the valley between my breasts.
And then he kisses lower.
And lower.
I’ve been so lost in the way he’s working me up with just his mouth, I don’t even realize what he’s doing until he gets to my hips, biting and sucking one hip bone and then the other. He buries his nose in my closely cropped curls and inhales me.
I jump at the realization of what’s happening.
“Oh… Um, you don’t have to do that,” I say, utterly embarrassed that he’s even looking at my pussy up close.
Slash grins that stupid sexy grin of his. “What, you think you’re not worth the effort?”
I don’t know what to say to that. “Not really,” I whisper, honestly. His eyes flash with such intensity. If I didn’t know any better, I’d think he was angry.
“You’re going to be sore tomorrow, baby girl. From my cock, my teeth, my fingers. No part of you isn’t going to feel my attention, all my fucking effort.”
Before I can respond, Slash spreads my pussy lips with his thumbs and licks me with the flat of his tongue.
“Slash!” I moan, surprised by the intensity of what I’m feeling. I’ve never been noisy in bed, but I guess I’ve also never experienced true pleasure at the hands of another. His soft, wet tongue laps at me, dipping into my entrance and scooping out my arousal. When he gets to my clit, he licks me slowly at first, making me twist and writhe with just the tip of his tongue.
He looks up at me from between my legs, the sight causing me to gush even more for him.
“Fucking delicious. Best pussy I’ve ever had,” he grunts, starting me down.
Then he gets back to work, doubling his efforts. He guides one leg over his shoulder, and then the other. I feel his hands slide under my ass, pulling me closer, till he’s suffocating on my cunt. All of my embarrassment from earlier is gone, completely destroyed, replaced with the need to cum.
Slash sucks on my outer lips, nipping and kissing in a frenzy of need. He growls into my folds and then spears his tongue inside of me. My fingers tangle in his hair, urging him deeper. He obliges, somehow able to curl his tongue up and find spots in me I didn’t know existed. I feel his nose swirl around my clit while he fucks me with his tongue.
I’m a moaning, trembling mess, desire searing through my body as he concentrates solely on my pleasure. He replaces his tongue with his finger, slowly thrusting in and out while he tries to catch his breath.
“I wish I didn’t need the oxygen, baby,” he says, causing me to grin. “I want to stay down there all fucking night.”
Slash works a second finger in my little hole, and he groans, twisting his fingers.
“Oh god, ohmygod,” I whisper.
“So fucking tight. Can’t wait to stick my cock inside this perfect little pussy and stretch it out.”
“Yes,” I say breathily, wanting that more than anything.
His fingers continue to pump in and out of me as his tongue bats around my little ball of nerves. Each swipe of his talented tongue winds me up higher and higher. I feel my orgasm threatening to take my body captive. Some part of me still wants to maintain control, to curb this wild, explosive energy coursing through my veins.
My legs shake with the effort of holding it in, suppressing the sudden need to scream his name. I drop my hands from his head and fist the sheets. My body moves on its own, bucking against his mouth. He grunts, sucking my clit into his mouth and curling his fingers up.
I snap.
One hand comes up to cover my mouth as my orgasm rips through me, stealing my breath and making me convulse as he continues to lick me up and down. I feel his fingers wrap around my wrist, pulling my hand away from my mouth.
“I want to hear your sounds, baby girl. Want you to scream my name while I make this pussy cum.”
I bite my lips, still needed to hold back, maintain some sort of control.
Slash quirks up an eyebrow, almost in challenge.
He doesn’t let me recover at all before his tongue finds my clit again, stroking and nipping and driving me wild. I’m right on the edge again, teetering on the precipice, unsure I’ll be able to handle another orgasm.
Not that Slash lets me have any choice in the matter. He twists his fingers and bites down on my already sensitive clit, throwing me off the dangerous cliff into an ocean of pleasure. Each wave carries me higher and higher, and then drops me down, down, down, till I’m drowning in ecstasy.
My body is limp and spent as Slash crawls his way up my body and kisses me, letting me taste myself on his lips. I fucking love it. I lick myself off of his chin and nose.
“Jesus, sweetheart. You like that? Like tasting your delicious cream off me?”
“Mmm, yeah… so good.”
“Fucking hell. You’re perfect. My dirty girl,” he growls before kissing me again. I’ve never thought of myself as a dirty girl, never even wanted that title, but hearing Slash say it makes me wet all over again, a new wave of arousal prickling my skin and making me needy all over again.
He reaches over to the nightstand and grabs a condom, ripping it open with his mouth. I take it from him and roll it on his enormous cock. Slash hisses at the contact, throwing his head back.
“Kennedy,” he groans. “Baby, you already feel so damn good, just that one touch. Fuck. I need to be inside of you. Are you with me? Do you still want that?”
I love the alpha side of him, the demanding, gruff part that takes what he wants. But knowing he wants my permission, needs me to tell him what I want, makes me fall for him even harder.
“I want that. I want you. Please, fuck me.”
I reach out and pull him down for a kiss. It’s all teeth and tongue both of us gnashing and punishing each other for waiting so long to do this.
“Spread your legs wide for me, baby girl. Let me in. Let me into that tight, hot pussy.”
I do as he says, and he settles himself between my legs, lining his huge cock up with my entrance. Slash surges forward in one hard thrust, making me throw my head back and dig my nails into his shoulders. It hurts so good, the way he’s stretching me, breaking me, and blanketing me in unbelievable pleasure.
“Fuck, fuck, Kennedy, holy fucking Christ,” he groans. “You feel better than I imagined.”
I wrap my legs around him and buck my hips. Slash growls and pulls almost all of the way out before slamming into me again and again. He sets a relentless pace, the need in both of us too strong to deny.
I lean up for a kiss and he readily complies. We kiss and fuck like we’re on fire, our skin slapping together as sweat drips and mingles.
My ankles lock behind Slash’s back and he takes the hint, hitting me so deep, so good, grinding down and filling me up with his thickness. I claw at his back, causing him to growl and piston in and out of me with renewed strength.
“So. Fucking. Good.” Slash grunts in between thrusts.
I nod and whimper, wanting to cry out but not knowing how.
“I feel you, Kennedy. Feel this pussy flutter and pulse. You want to let go, so do it. Fucking do it, baby. Let go for me.”
I shake my head, almost afraid of the orgasm he’s coaxing out of me. My mind and body are at war once again as I meet him thrust for thrust.
Slash leans down and bites at one nipple and then the other, pulling a moan out from deep in my chest.
“Again,” he demands, sucking one breast in his mouth completely.
I moan again for him, louder this time. He licks a bead of sweat from between my breasts before sucking on my other tit and nibbling my nipple. Slash reaches down and finds my clit, rolling it in between his fingers. I cry out and try to twist away from his hand, the sensations all too much.
“Take it, Kennedy. Take what I give you. Cum for me, sweetheart. Let go.”
“I… Oh, god, I…”
So close, I’m so close. I feel myself breaking open, gushing and pulsing and preparing for what is sure to be a life-altering orgasm.
“I can’t… I can’t… oh fuck, I can’t hold on…” I whimper, my voice getting higher and higher, breaking at the end.
“Then let go. I’ve got you, baby. I want to hear you scream for me. I’ve got you. Let go.” I want to, I do, I really want to. “Fucking let go,” Slash roars.
So, I do.
I jerk and scream and convulse in his arms, my pussy squeezing and releasing around his hard cock.
“Fuck, that’s it, baby girl, so fucking it. You’re beautiful, shit.”
He fucks me right through my orgasm, never letting up. I cry out again, grabbing onto his biceps and curling my fingers in till my nails bite his skin. I need something to anchor me, to make sure I’ll eventually be able to come back from this other plane of existence he’s just sent me to.
“Slash, Slash, Slash,” I moan, saying his name over and over again like a prayer, like a spell, like it’s the only word I know.
“Yeah, fuck yeah, give it to me, Kennedy. One more, give me one more.”
In one fluid motion, he flips us around so I’m on top of him.
“Ride my fat cock, baby girl. Show me what you can do.”
I’ve never done this before, but my body takes over as I lift myself up on my knees and drop my body back down on him, impaling myself on his dick. We both moan at the contact.
“God, you’re so deep like this,” I tell him, not sure where the words are coming from, just knowing I need to say them.
“Fuck, baby. You feel so good. Fucking incredible.”
I spread my hands out over his chest to give me better leverage as I bounce up and down. Slash’s hands glide up my thighs and rest on my hips helping me find my rhythm. I grind down, angling him just where I want him, and then lift up, squeezing my pussy around his dick, earning me a grunt each time.
“I’m close sweetheart. I’m not going to last much longer.” He sounds pained with the effort of holding back.
I feel his hands slide up my sides and around to my breasts, cupping one in each hand. He kneads the soft flesh and tweaks my nipples, sending a spike of pleasure straight to my clit. I ride him faster, harder, wanting both of us to cum together.
My legs shake, my movements become jerky as I start to lose control. Slash grips my hips again, harder this time, hard enough to bruise. I welcome his marks. He holds me still as he fucks up into me, stuffing me full of his cock and hitting my g-spot every time.
My orgasm hits me like a tidal wave, and I’m instantly drawn under.
I’m vaguely aware of a guttural, primal noise escaping my throat, or maybe it’s Slash. I collapse on top of him, a sweaty and shaking mess. He’s still pumping into me, lazily, draining us both of the last of our pleasure. I feel his arms go around me, holding me close. I didn’t realize I needed that too, needed his tenderness after such an intense, almost violent orgasm.
It’s like he knows I need him to hold me together after he broke me apart.
“I’ve got you, baby girl. I’ve got you,” he whispers into my hair.
Eventually, he rolls us on our sides and slips out of me. Slash walks to the bathroom to dispose of the condom and he comes back with a washcloth to clean me up. It’s another unexpectedly sweet gesture from the cocky, confident, Greek god of a man. So different from the guy I met two weeks ago.
He tosses the washcloth aside and bends down to kiss me gently. Slash finds the blankets that were tossed aside in the heat of our passion and pulls them over me before climbing into bed himself and curling his large body over mine, spooning me from behind.
He wraps one arm around my waist and pulls me in closer, kissing the back of my neck and nuzzling his nose there.
“That was amazing, Kennedy. So perfect.”
“Mmmhmm,” I nod. I can’t really form words for what we just shared.
“Are you ok? I was rough with you.” I can hear the concern in his voice.
I roll over in his arms so we’re face to face. Cupping his cheek with one hand, I place a sweet kiss on his lips.
“I’m good, Slash. So good. I didn’t know it could be like that,” I tell him honestly.
“Me neither,” he whispers, looking into my eyes meaningfully. I have no idea what he means by that. I know he’s been with a lot of other women, though I’m trying not to think about that right now. But, fuck, what does that make me? Just another one of the brainless bimbos who fell into bed with him? What does this mean to him?
Slash kisses my forehead, easing some of my worries.
“Baby, stop thinking so hard. This is perfect, yeah? You and me?” It’s an oddly vulnerable thing for him to say.
I nod.
“Then nothing else matters. No one else matters. I’ve never had this connection with anyone before, never wanted to let anyone in before.”
“But you want that with me?”
“Fuck yeah. I told you, I want everything with you.”
I stare at him in confusion for a minute. Who is this man in my arms right now? Did I somehow fuck him into a completely different personality?
Slash grins, like maybe he can tell what I’m thinking.
“Just get some rest, sweetheart. I’ll prove to you I want this. I want you. Not just for tonight, okay?”
“Okay…” I nod slowly.
He gives me a soft smile and kisses me again before tucking my head into his chest. I drift off to the feeling of his fingers running through my hair. No one has ever played with my hair before, and I find that I like the calming gesture. Actually, I find that I like everything Slash does to me.




Chapter 10
Slash
I look over at the clock on my nightstand. It reads 8:30am. I smile to myself, thinking this is the best sleep I’ve gotten in a long damn time, no doubt thanks to Kennedy. I roll over and look at the fucking goddess sleeping soundly next to me. I cover her back with my front, wanting as much of my skin touching hers as possible.
I knew things would be explosive between us but… goddamn. I still feel the marks she left on my back and biceps, clawing me in the midst of her climax, holding on to me for dear life. Fuck. I don’t know what kind of experiences she had before me, but she somehow got it into her head that she shouldn’t show her pleasure, that she should keep it quiet and contained. Yeah, fuck that shit.
When I finally pushed her passed whatever bullshit lies were holding her back, she opened up for me, letting me see and feel all of her desire. Truly, it was the greatest accomplishment of my life to hear her screaming my name over and over. I’m painfully hard just thinking about it.
Kennedy stirs next to me, as if sensing my need. She looks over her shoulder and opens one eye, but then shuts it immediately.
“Last night really happened?” She whispers.
“Yeah, sweetheart. It did,” I chuckle.
“And I spent the night?” I feel her slipping back into that embarrassed, repressed Kennedy, the one who didn’t want to make any noise, the one who pushed me away for the last two weeks. I can’t have any of that.
“Mmm, yes you did,” I tell her, nipping the shell of her ear as my hand slides over her hip and down to cup her pussy. She instinctively presses into my hand, which makes me grin.
I push a finger into her slit and groan when I feel that she’s already wet for me.
“Were you dreaming about me, baby? Dreaming about all the ways I’m going to make you cum?”
“Ah, uh… oh, god, yes,” she breathes out as I start circle her clit.
“I bet you had dirty dreams, baby girl. Filthy dreams,” I purr into her ear as I slide two fingers into her wet heat. She gushes at my words, and my intrusion.
I kiss her shoulder, her neck, her pulse point. She rocks into me, riding my hand. I curl my fingers up, finding her g-spot and rubbing it back and forth while grinding the heel of my palm over her clit.
“Slash, yes, yes, don’t stop,” she moans.
“Never,” I growl, pumping my fingers in and out of her in earnest now as I suck on her neck just the way she likes. My aching cock nestles between her ass cheeks, getting some relief from the intense pressure she’s building up inside of me.
Kennedy rolls her hips, grinding against my cock while pushing my fingers deeper inside of her with each motion. Soon, she’s shuddering for me, coming apart so beautifully. I feel her juices spill out into my hand as I circle her clit lazily, bringing her back down gently.
Not giving her much time to recover, I roll her over and spread her legs settling between her hips. I begin thrusting my cock up and down her slit, not entering her, just sliding along her silky heat.
“I think I’m going to start keeping a journal of your orgasms, sweetheart. All the ways I can make you cum. What makes you squeak and what makes you scream.” I rub her with my whole body, the friction of her soft skin against the bottom of my shaft is the sweetest torture. “I’m going to find every place on your body that makes you shiver. I’m going to make you so, so dirty.”
Her hips buck at my words as a moan slips out of her perfect lips. I taker her mouth, thrusting my tongue inside at the same time my cock enters her. We both groan into the kiss, our bodies finding the perfect rhythm.
I break the kiss to sit back on my heels and gather her hands in mine. I lace our fingers together and lean over her pulling her arms above her head and exposing her gorgeous body to me. Kennedy wraps her legs around my hips and digs her heels in, forcing me to ride her harder, faster.
I grunt and fuck her deep, hitting the end of her with each thrust.
“Slash! Oh, fuck, yes, you feel so good,” she cries out. I love that she’s feeling more comfortable to say what’s on her mind, to be loud with me when we’re together like this.
“That’s it, baby girl. Tell me what you want.”
“Harder, god, fuck me hard.”
“Jesus,” I grunt, pounding into her, drilling her body into the fucking mattress.
“Yes!” She screams, encouraging me to go deeper still, to tear her apart.
“Love watching your tits giggle for me while I destroy your little cunt.”
I feel her gushing at my words, which makes me impossibly harder. I grunt and thrust and watch Kennedy thrash back and forth. I can sense her body getting close again, the way her muscles tense and shake, her pussy walls fluttering around me.
“Cum for me, Kennedy. Cum all over my cock, baby. Do it. Show me how hard you can cum.”
My words unlock her orgasm, setting it free to wreak havoc on her supple body. Her nails bite into the backs of my hands as I hold her down, pressing her into the mattress while her climax threatens to rip her to shreds. She’s screaming my name as her pussy clenches around me.
I roar my release, loving the way her greedy little cunt sucks down my cum.
“Fuck yes, Kennedy, milk me dry.”
When the last of my orgasm spills out of me, I collapse, quickly rolling to the side and gathering Kennedy up in my arms. We’re both breathless and boneless, but happy and sated. For now.
✽✽✽
 
I would have liked to make coffee and breakfast for Kennedy before dropping her off at her car, but we fell asleep after I fucked her hard and dirty. Goddamn, my cock twitches at the memory of it, of her begging me to take her harder, deeper. Shit.
It was hard enough to leave her this morning, but knowing she’d be in San Francisco for the next few days gathering her troops and briefing them on the plan made it next to impossible. I’ve never had a woman spend the night before, never woken up with one in my arms, and definitely never missed a woman after she left my bed. The fact that Kennedy has changed all of that for me in a matter of weeks only further proves that she’s it for me.
“Wipe that stupid smile of your face, boy,” River barks.
“Oh, leave him alone,” Stacy chastises River. “He’s found a good woman don’t you want that for him? Don’t you want my baby brother to be happy?”
“Are you happy, Slash?” River asks half-heartedly.
“Yeah. I’m really goddamn happy,” I say. I thought I knew what it meant to be happy, but I was wrong. I’ve never felt this light, this free, this open to the whole world. I mean, who the fuck am I right now?
“I hope it’s worth it,” River grunts in response.
“Oh, hush now. Slash isn’t going to mess up anything about this job. I don’t know what you guys are planning, but the fact that Slash has a woman he wants to protect and fight for only makes his resolve stronger, not weaker. Don’t you see, babe?”
“Hey, don’t I get to have an opinion on this matter?” I joke.
“No,” they both say at the same time, making me chuckle.
I hold my hands up in surrender and look around for Dom or Carter to see if they want to have a beer with me.
Just then, the front door swings open and five members of the Devil’s Knights come strolling in like they own the place. The air crackles and grows still as every single member of Chaos reaches for their gun, myself included.
They seat themselves at the bar, as if this is their favorite establishment. One of the guys snaps his fingers up in the air.
“What’s a guy gotta do to get some service around here?”
Stacy makes a move towards them, but River grabs her wrist at the same time that I stand and block her from their view. She rolls her eyes.
“They aren’t stupid enough to do anything on our turf. Besides, you guys aren’t the only ones packing heat,” she informs us.
River grabs her face and kisses her long and deep, forcing me to turn my head so I don’t see him stick his tongue down her throat. She bats his chest and spins away, asking the guys at the bar what they want.
The five men drink their beers while the rest of us stand at attention, unsure of what’s happening. It’s clearly some sort of show of authority, some reminder that they all but declared war against us.
“Roddick, did you see that fine ass cop leaving here this morning?” One of them asks another one.
“I sure did, Trap. That ass… The things I’d do to that ass.”
I see fucking red and charge towards the motherfuckers only to be pulled back by Dom and Carter, with River standing in my way.
“Yo, Trap, why do you think a sweet little thing like that was driving away from a shitty biker bar like this at ten in the morning?”
“I bet they pass her around, maybe even fuck her at the same time.”
I growl and lurch forward, but Dom and Carter tighten their grip on me.
“Be smart, Slash. Kennedy is fine, she’s safe. These dickheads are going to get what’s coming to them,” Carter reminds me.
“Take a breath, son. They are messing with us right now. Don’t play their game,” River adds.
“Well, boys. We better get back,” Trap says.
They stand to leave, when Roddick turns towards us.
“Nice place you have here, River. Would be a shame if some misplaced sense of justice caused it to come crumbling down.”
“What’re ya trying to tell me, Rod?”
“Just saying we got a good peace going. We’re willing to overlook the fact that you’ve intercepted some of our merch in the past. But our grace is quickly running dry. Don’t be stupid.”
With that, the men file out of the bar, slamming the door behind them.
We all stand in silence, not sure what to do next. The air is thick with the clear threat.
“CHURCH! NOW!” River bellows.
We all jump and follow him to the meeting room.
“What the fuck was that?”
“Who the hell do they think they are?”
“Why did we let them just walk in and make us look like idiots?”
The guys lob questions at River while he stands there and collects himself. He’s clearly shaken by what happen, but I think I’m the only one who can tell.
“Shut the fuck up, every single one of you. That was a show of power. They think they have the upper hand, and it was in our best interest to let them believe that. But we have plans. We are moving in. They must sense their time is coming to a close, which is why they felt the need to threaten us. If they wanted to do us dirty, they would have just done it instead of coming in here and threatening to do it.”
“What about Kennedy?” I blurt out. “Am I the only one who heard them talk about her? They know she’s a cop, they kno—”
“Slash.” River says my name like a command, and I know enough to shut up.
“We heard. Kennedy is in San Francisco right now, yes? So she’s safe. And she’s a cop. And we all know she can handle herself, as she proved the first day she stormed in here and slapped your ugly mug.”
This earns River several snickers from around the room. Normally I’d be chuckling right along with them, but this is Kennedy we’re talking about. I won’t stop worrying until I have her in my arms again. Fuck, I just got her, there’s no way I’m ever letting anyone or anything take her away from me.
I’m sure River can read my thoughts. I know he feels the same about Stacy. If anyone threatened her, he’d kill every motherfucker who opened their mouth as well as anyone who tried to hold him back.
“Call your girl, Slash. And tell her to move up the timetable. We need to finish this shit once and for all,” River says.
I step out while the guys go over the plan again.
“Come on, baby, pick up, pick up—”
“Slash, hey, is everything ok?”
“Oh thank fuck,” I breathe out.
“What’s wrong? Are you ok?”
“Where are you?” I bark. “What are you doing?” I know I’m coming across as an asshole, but I’m scared and I don’t know what to do with that. Stacy said love makes me stronger not weaker, but damn, I’m feeling pretty vulnerable right now.
“I’m in San Francisco, I told you that. I’m about to meet with my team.”
“I know, I know. Fuck, I…” I sigh. I’m glad she’s with other cops at the station. She’ll be safe there.
“What’s going on, Slash? Are you ok?”
“I’m fine. We had a run-in with the Devil’s Knights. Nothing big. But we need to move the timetable up. You need to be ready tomorrow.”
I’m expecting her to push back, to fight me, but I really just can’t handle her attitude right now. She must sense the urgency in my voice.
“Okay. I can have my team ready.”
“Okay?” I ask in disbelief.
“Yeah. I trust you. If you say we need to move tomorrow, then I’ll make it happen.”
“God, I— I miss you.” Shit. I almost told her I love her. Do I? Fuck yeah, I do.
Kennedy giggles over the phone. It’s a sound I don’t think I’ll ever get tired of.
“You just saw me five hours ago!”
“Too long,” I grunt.
“You’re being ridiculous,” she says, although I can tell she likes it. She likes being missed. Being wanted.
“Probably,” I admit.
“I miss you too.” Her voice is quiet this time, like she wasn’t sure if she wanted to admit it, even to herself.
“When can you be back here?”
“I have to stay the night, especially if we need to be ready to go tomorrow. I’ll be at the clubhouse at noon though. We can do a final rundown before my team heads into the woods to find Victoria.”
“Noon.” I repeat.
“Think you can survive that long without me?” She teases.
“Probably not,” I tell her honestly. I mean, fuck. How did I become so completely useless without her?
“Well, suck it up, big boy.”
“Big boy? Is that referring to anything specific about me?”
“Men and their dicks,” she says. I can practically hear the eye roll on her end of the line.
“You better not be talking about anyone else’s dick, baby. I’ll have to show you what it means to be mine and only mine when you get back here.” I know she was teasing, but fuck if it didn’t trigger some caveman need inside of me to possess her and make her as addicted to me as I already know I am to her.
“Yours?” She asks, all joking gone from her voice.
“Yeah, sweetheart. Mine. Look, this isn’t a conversation I want to have over the phone but know that you belong to me now. And I belong to you. No one else, ever.” It’s probably way too soon to be talking to her about this, but hearing those assholes degrade her and basically threaten her, sent me into overdrive. I know how I’m feeling, and I want her to know she’s mine for keeps. Fuck the consequences, and fuck if that makes me seem weak or vulnerable to her.
I’m met with silence on the other end of the phone.
“Baby? Tell me you understand.”
“Yeah,” she squeaks. I swear I hear a sniffle.
“Are you crying, sweetheart?”
“No,” she says through obvious tears.
“Are they happy tears at least? I heard sometimes girls have happy tears,” I tease, though in reality I hate that I’m not there for her to wipe those tears away.
“Well, I’m not crying, but if I were, they would be tears of confusion. And maybe a little bit of hope. With a sprinkle of tentative happiness.”
I chuckle. “I can work with that. Get your ass back here as fast as you can, baby girl.”
“Sir, yes sir,” she mocks.
“See you soon, baby.”
“See you soon, love.”
I’m not sure if she really meant that last word, but I let it sink deep into my bones anyway. Soon enough she’ll be saying those words for real.




Chapter 11
Slash
I went to sleep last night without Kennedy in my arms, and I have to say I didn’t like it one bit. Who would have thought my life would change so drastically in such a short amount of time? I thought I was satisfied with the flings and one-night stands, but little did I know someone like Kennedy existed. No. Not like Kennedy. Just… Kennedy. She’s fucking perfect. She makes me want to tell her flowery shit and get down on one knee.
I never knew how unsatisfying my life was until she came along. Women have always been easy. A flash of my sexy grin makes them drop their panties, and a dismissive shoulder makes them head for the hills. I thought that was the perfect life. No attachments, no responsibilities. But Kennedy slapped that grin off my face within thirty seconds of meeting me, and if I’m honest, I think I was goner from that second on.
The sex with Kennedy was incredible. I knew it would be. But I wasn’t expecting the connection, the vulnerability. I suppose I’ve never really cared too much about the other women I’ve slept with. Don’t get me wrong – I always left them satisfied, but afterwards I just wanted them gone.
Not with Kennedy. I don’t ever want her to go away. I want her with me always. I want to keep her, if she’ll let me.
It’s 11:30, and I’m antsy as fuck. Kennedy and her team are supposed to be here in thirty minutes, but it might as well be thirty days.
“You got it pretty bad, huh?” Carter asks, pulling up a seat next to me in the bar while I vigilantly watch the front door for Kennedy.
“Yup.” I don’t care who knows. It’s not like Carter can judge. He and Liv are stupid happy in love.
Carter chuckles. “Good. It’s a good look on you, ya know. You’ve always been a happy guy, but lately you seem… settled.”
Normally, I’d roll my eyes at all that sentimental shit, but he’s right. I never knew what it meant to be content. Happy. Satisfied. I thought I did but being with Kennedy has made me realize I was only half alive. It’s a fucking trip. And we’ve only really been together in any sense of the word for two days. How is that even possible.
“I can’t explain it, Carter. It’s like… Being with her… Fuck, I don’t know.”
“Like finally being able to breathe, even though you didn’t even know you were suffocating?”
“Yeah. Exactly.”
“I get it. Like I said, it’s a good look on you.”
“Why do I feel like there’s going to be more to this conversation than you telling me how good I look?” I grin, but really, I know he’s about to tell me something I probably don’t want to hear.
“It’s nothing bad, Slash. I’m not trying to discourage you or anything. We just have a lot riding on this, you know?”
“And you think I’m going to fuck it up by hurting Kennedy? I would never do that, important mission or not. She’s fucking it for me man, and I’m not going to let anything happen to her.”
“Chill, Slash, I know. That’s not what I’m talking about. I knew you were off the market the second she walked in the door and you were practically drooling over her,” he chuckles.
“So, what is it then?”
“You have to trust her. Trust that she can do her job, and trust that she’s as badass as the rest of the women in this club.”
He’s not wrong. Claire and Beth survived a fucking cult, and Liv kicked my brother’s ass after drugging him and running away from his abuse. They are all warriors, and I know Kennedy is too, even if I don’t know everything about her yet.
“I know she’s tough. I know she can take care of herself,” I tell him. And I do.
“But that doesn’t mean you don’t want to be the one to take care of her. Trust me, I know.”
“That it?” I grunt, wanting this conversation to be over.
“Yeah, Slash. Just here to remind you to have your head in the game today, and trust that Kennedy will have her head in the game too. You guys can celebrate our victory later.” He winks, and I can’t fight the smirk on my face. I know exactly how we’ll be celebrating tonight.
Just then, Kennedy walks through the door. She’s five feet, four inches of curvy perfection, and I can’t wait until tonight to get a taste.
She sees me and gives me the biggest smile ever, fucking dimples and all. Shit, if I wasn’t already lost for this girl, that smile would have done it.
I’m about to run to her and throw her over my shoulder like I did last night, but then the door opens again and a team of uniformed officers in full riot gear file in behind her. She gives me a wink and then nods towards the meeting room.
Carter chuckles behind me, like he knows my plans were just foiled.
“Focus, buddy,” he chuckles again.
“Fuck you, buddy,” I grumble. Carter laughs again as we head towards the meeting room.
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An hour later, we’re finally wrapping up the stupid meeting with the stupid cops and the stupid plan. Okay, none of it is stupid, but goddamn, all I want is to throw Kennedy down on the floor and lick up and down her body before fucking her into the ground.
I discretely adjust myself in my seat right as River dismisses everyone. I walk over to Kennedy, who is chatting with some of her co-workers.
I clear my throat, and the lady Kennedy is talking to looks up and gives me bedroom eyes.
Not a chance in hell, lady.
Kennedy spins around and tries unsuccessfully to fight a smile.
“Kennedy, can I talk to you for a second? I have some last minute stuff I want to go over in the other room.”
“Yeah, of course.” She finishes up her conversation and turns to me, letting me lead the way.
We walk down the hall in silence, the tension building between us. It’s the sweetest kind of torture. I know she feels it too when I glance over at her and see her chest rising and falling with shallow breaths.
I open the door to a closet and pull her inside, slamming the door behind us.
“Where—”
I cut her off by pushing her against the closed door and devouring her mouth. She opens for me and sucks on my tongue, making me growl. My hands grasp her neck, my thumbs caressing her jawline as I tilt her head to the side to deepen our kiss.
It’s a frantic, desperate kiss, like we’ve been apart for years, not hours. I don’t give a fuck. The fact that she wants this as much as I do is a major fucking turn on.
When we finally break for air, I rest my forehead on hers.
“Jesus, I can’t get enough of you, sweetheart.”
“Mmmhmm…” She manages to say in between breaths.
I want to rip her clothes off and ram my ten inches into her tight, silky heat, but there’s not enough room in this storage closet to do everything I want to her, and we don’t have nearly enough time. I’ll just have to give her a few orgasms with my mouth.
I take her lips one more time, sweeping my tongue inside and gliding it along the roof of her mouth. She moans so sweetly, so softly for me. When I pull back, her eyes are clouded over with lust. Goddamn, my baby looks good like this.
“You’ll have to be quiet for this next part, can you do that for me, Kennedy?”
“What do you mean?”
I answer her question by thumbing open the button on her black pants and pulling them down and off her legs, along with her panties. In one swift move, she’s naked from the waist down, and I’m kneeling before her. I don’t give her time to protest or question my actions. I just throw one of her legs over my shoulder and lick her slit from bottom to top, making her tremble in my hands.
“Fuck, baby, you’re already wet for me. Did you miss me?”
“Yes, god, yes, more than I should,” she answers. I know what she means. It makes me ridiculously happy that she’s right there with me, gives me hope that maybe I’m not the only one falling so hard, so fast.
I suck on every part of her perfect pussy, letting her juices drip down my chin. She’s marking me with her flavor. Nothing and no one will ever give me this. She’s the one, I know it now more than ever.
I lift her other leg to rest on my shoulder, opening her up even more for me. I pin her to the wall using my body, my hands on her hips. She grips my hair and pulls as I eat her to a drenching orgasm. Kennedy bucks against my mouth, coming hard and fast.
I lick her through it, adding my finger into her dripping entrance.
“Please, please, that’s... I can’t... no more...”
Her pained pleas only spur me on. I drop my finger from her tight hole and trade it for my tongue, fucking her this way until she cums again. I let go of her hip and bring one hand down on her ass, smacking her once, twice, three times, until she’s squirting into my mouth with another release, giving me what I need.
I growl into her soaking cunt, her juices driving me to the point of madness. I want more, but I know she’s spent. Oh, yeah, and we have a little take down thing to attend to. Soon though. Soon I will make her cum again and again, using every part of me.
“Fuck, Slash, ohmygod, fuck… Slash,” she breathes out as she comes down from her high.
Kennedy sags against the door, her body limp, eyes closed. I carefully set her legs back down and lean her against the door for support while I stand up. I wrap my arms around her and kiss her soft, welcoming lips, letting her taste her own release.
She breaks the kiss and licks me clean. Fucking Christ.
I hold her until she regains her strength, and then I help her with her pants. I love everything Kennedy wears, but something about eating her sweet pussy while she’s in her professional, office clothes makes it extra hot.
When she’s all put back together, Kennedy looks up at me through her long lashes, still flushed from her orgasms.
“Hi,” she says, almost shyly.
“Hey, sweetheart,” I grin. “Welcome back.”
She laughs and buries her head in my chest.
“God, Slash, that was… fuck.”
“Just wanted you to remember what you’ve been missing.”
“I was gone for like… a day.”
“And just think of how many times we could have done that in the twenty-four hours you’ve been away,” I tease.
“Ohmygod, are you trying to kill me with orgasms?”
“I’d never want to kill you. But what a way to go, right?”
She laughs and swats my chest as she pulls away from me.
We look at each other with stupid happy grins on our faces. She pulls me in for a scorching kiss, which isn’t helping my throbbing dick. This wasn’t about him though, it was all about her pleasure.
Kennedy breaks the kiss and then places sweet kisses down my chest till she’s kneeling before me.
“Oh, baby girl, what are you doing?”
“Seeing what I can do to help this…” she palms my cock through my jeans and I hiss, throwing my head back.
“I’m going to fucking explode if you touch me again, babe. Don’t tease me.”
“Who, me? I would never!” She says in mock innocence.
The next thing I know, Kennedy has my pants and boxer briefs shoved down to my knees and she’s running her hands up and down my length.
“Fuck, Kennedy…” I grunt, trying like hell to hold off my orgasm.
She licks the precum dripping off of my tip, and then kisses the side of my cock, making him twitch with need.
“Baby…” I warn. I’m not kidding, I’m about to spray her in the face with my cum.
She looks up and me and smirks, fucking smirks as she slowly jacks me off with one hand. Then she bends down and runs her tongue along the sensitive underside, causing my dick to weep for her.
My hips buck, trying to get closer. She finally takes pity on me and puts me in her mouth, swallowing around the head of my cock.
“Jesus,” I groan. Goddamn, my woman is a pro.
I tangle my fingers in her hair, urging her to take me deeper. She’s unleashed the beast in me.
Kennedy obeys, making my dick even harder. She moans and sucks my big cock, hollowing her cheeks and massaging me with her tongue. My spine tingles with the release I’ve held off for too long.
“You gotta get off, sweetheart. I’m going to cum any second,” I growl.
She fucking takes me deeper till I hit the back of her throat. When I feel her hand cup my balls and massage me, I fucking lose it. I shoot my cum down her throat as she moans and swallows every drop. I take my hands out of her hair and brace myself on the door behind her. No joke, I see stars as she sucks me dry.
When Kennedy pops off my dick, I look down and see her lick her lips. Jesus fucking Christ, how did I get so lucky?
I help her up off the floor and pull her in for a punishing kiss. The only thing that keeps me from eating her out all over again is that we don’t have time. I’d spend forever buried between her thighs if I could. When I’m not balls deep inside her cunt, that is.
We break apart and I tuck myself back in my pants, placing a sweet kiss on her forehead. I just can’t seem to help myself.
“We should probably get back out there, huh?” She asks, but with zero conviction in her voice.
“Yeah. Something about taking down the bad guys and slaying dragons is supposed to be happening soon. Pretty big event. We probably shouldn’t miss it.”
She nods and smiles at my joke, but I see a flash of fear in her eyes.
“Hey, it’s going to be ok, yeah?” I tell her, brushing some hair behind her ear and swiping my thumb over her cheekbone. “You and I planned it, after all. I don’t know about you, but we’re the smartest, sexiest, most badass people I know.” I tease, though I know how she’s feeling, too.
We just found each other, and now we’re both going on a dangerous mission. Carter’s words come back to me, though. I have to trust her to do her job.
“Look at me, sweetheart.” She does, giving me her full attention. “We both have a job to do. I trust you to be safe, to be the warrior goddess I know you are. And you have to trust me to do the same.
“To be a warrior goddess?” She grins.
“Yup. The manliest, most ruggedly handsome warrior goddess out there.”
She takes a deep breath and gathers herself before kissing me chastely on the lips. I want so much more, but I let her go for now. She opens the door, and I can’t help but smack her ass one last time. Kennedy glares at me over her shoulder, but I see the hint of a smile on her lips.
Time to get this thing over with so I can take Kennedy back to my place and chase our pleasure until we both pass out tangled in each other’s arms.




Chapter 12
Kennedy
I’m sitting an armored SUV with three of my co-workers, staking out a cabin in the woods. I’m trying hard to concentrate, but all I can think about is the taste of Slash’s release lingering in my mouth and the fact that I can still feel his spit drying between my legs.
Fuck. I have no words to describe the things he did to my body, the way he commanded my orgasms, pulled them from deep inside of me and forced me to feel every last tremor of pleasure.
And then there was the way he eased my fears, joking with me, but also giving me the most tender touches and sweet kisses. He’s really kind of incredible. I can’t believe he wants me of all people. But he said he’d prove to me that this isn’t temporary, that he wants everything with me. I don’t really have any reason to trust this man I only met a few weeks ago, but I do. I really do.
“Movement at two o’clock,” Brad, one of my fellow officers, barks, breaking me out of my thoughts. I can think about Slash later, right now I have a job to do.
We’ve already checked out the cabin and know that no one is inside. Surprisingly, the place has very little security for supposedly being the go-to hang out for some cult leaders. Even if they weren’t worried about security, it’s still odd that the Devil’s Knights didn’t have someone stationed nearby to guard Victoria, their connection to more girls. I was starting to think Davis gave us some bad intel, when the movement was spotted.
Sure enough, a middle-aged woman was driving up the little dirt road. She pulled into the driveway of the cabin and got out. There was nothing spectacular about her. She didn’t look particularly evil. In fact, she looked like any old neighbor. Like a mom of one of the kids at school. Like a lady who you’d meet at church. That’s how you know there’s more than meets the eye.
Not that I’m one to call for a witch hunt, or make people question the motives of every person they meet, but in my line of work I’ve seen a lot of evil people. Hardly any of them actually appear evil. Sure, we get a few total assholes, and some deranged, charismatic types, but usually the most dangerous people are those who would blend right into any social situation.
We watch as Victoria takes out a few bags of groceries and saunters up to the front door without a care in the world. That’s when we know to strike.
My team and I don’t go barging in with guns blazing. No, we send two people to the front door, me and Brad, while the rest of the team hides out among the bushes and a few of them man the SUV’s hidden in the woods.
I knock on the door of the unassuming cabin. After hearing some rustling about, the door opens, and we’re face to face with the person who has been selling off vulnerable girls and women into the sex trade. While that thought makes my stomach sour, I have to school my features.
“Victoria?” I ask.
“Why yes, dear, that’s me,” she says in a far too casual voice. “Would you two like to come in? I just got back from the store and have some tea and cookies.”
I’m instantly on edge. Though not from her illicit activities and being in the presence of a monster – that happens far too often in my line of work, so I’ve learned to deal with it. No, I’m on edge because she doesn’t seem shaken up by our presence. She doesn’t even seem that surprised. I glance at Brad, and see he’s getting the same feeling.
“Sure, ma’am, we’d like to come in and chat,” Brad responds.
Victoria opens the door fully and steps aside for us.
Once inside the cabin, it’s clear this place is bare bones. If she’s been staying here, it hasn’t been for long. Another red flag.
We chat with Victoria for a bit, get the basics out of the way – name, background, confirmation of her identity.
“Are you going to ask me about the Devil’s Knights?” She asks matter-of-factly.
Brad and I share a wide-eyed look.
“Yes…” I say after I recover. “We’re here to offer you a deal. You help give us information on the next shipment of women, and we cut your time in prison down as much as we can.”
“Sure,” she replies easily. Too easily.
“Really? You don’t want to ask any more questions about the deal? Don’t want to plead your case?” Brad asks.
Victoria shrugs. “You’re here already, aren’t you? I assume you have some evidence against me and I’m going down no matter what. Might as well take the Devil’s Knights down with me.”
I don’t like it. But we’ll take any info we can get. I’ll get to the bottom of her motives sooner or later, but first we have to save those women.
Victoria tells us the location of the next shipment of women, how many there will be, and when it’s going down. Our previous intel was that the women would be dropped off in the next three or four days, but Victoria said it’s happening tonight. Good thing Slash had us move the timeline up, though that also seems odd. A bit too convenient. I feel like I’m on the brink of figuring it all out, putting all of the red flags together, but I can’t quite get there.
In the meantime, we have some women to save. Brad takes Victoria into custody and loads her up into one of the SUV’s. I call Slash, as per our original plan.
“Kennedy, you ok?”
“Yeah, I’m fine, things went well.”
He sighs in relief over the phone. “You got some info for me, sweetheart?”
“Sure do. You were right to move the timeline up, seems the deal for the women is going down tonight.”
“No shit?”
“Yeah, but, Slash, I don’t have a good feeling about this.”
“What do you mean?”
“It all just seems too… easy. Victoria gave up the info without a fight. Told us everything we wanted to know. Plus, there’s the fact that you had the run-in with the Devil’s Knights that made you want to strike sooner than planned. It just doesn’t sit right with me.”
“Or maybe you and I just make an awesome team and the universe is acknowledging that,” he says with that infuriatingly charming tone of his.
“I’m serious. This isn’t a game, Slash. We’ve got people depending on us, literal lives are at stake.” I snip at him. I know he was just teasing, but I want him to sober up. I don’t want him distracted or taking this lightly.
“I’m well aware of that, Kennedy,” his tone hard now, annoyed. Fine by me. Maybe he’ll be less distracted if he’s pissed off and not flirting.
“Then act like it! You can be fun and flirty when I get back, but don’t lose focus on this. It’s the whole reason we’re together in the first place.”
Oof. Those words hit me deep. Depending on the events today, we might not be working together anymore. What will become of us then? We haven’t discussed anything like that, and while he’s said things that make me think about forever with him, how do I know where he really stands? What’s his end game here? The insecurities start to run away with me, but I shut it down. I was just accusing him of being distracted, I can’t very well go and do the same thing.
I give him the location, and he grunts in acknowledgement. Men. Such fragile creatures.
He mumbles something close to a goodbye. My gut twists with the sudden fear of something happening to him. I don’t want the last thing I say to him to be bitchy.
“Wait, Slash?”
He sighs. “Yeah?”
“Be careful.”
“Always, sweetheart.”
He hangs up, and my gut untwists a little bit at his nickname for me. My nerves got me all worked up and I lashed out at him, which, again, isn’t like me. I always remain professional, cool under pressure. I guess I’ve never found anyone who rattles me quite like Slash. It’s a good and bad thing. He brings me more peace than I have ever known but losing him would absolutely destroy me.
✽✽✽
 
My team and I pull into the Chaos clubhouse, and immediately I can tell something is wrong.
Nothing looks out of place, there are no strange vehicles, no strange people lurking, nothing but the same old building with the same old people inside. But I know. I feel it. Something is terribly off.
I get out of the SUV just as the rest of my team is piling out too.
“Hang back for a second. I need to go in and check something out, I don’t want these guys getting spooked with all the law enforcement.”
I get a few strange looks and a questioning glance from my boss, but everyone agrees to let me go in first.
Once inside, I see River talking with some of the younger guys in the club. He sees me and nods at the guys he’s sitting with, dismissing himself before heading in my direction.
“River,” I say once he’s within ear shot. “Is everything—”
I’m cut off by a flash and deafening roar. My body is slammed into the ground, knocking the air out of my lungs. The scene plays out in slow motion. The clubhouse is a mess of rubble with a few fires scattered about. All I can hear is a steady, piercing ring in my ear.
I’m momentarily paralyzed, the pounding in my head indicating I hit it pretty badly during the impact. But then my training kicks in. There was a bomb.
I knew it was a fucking set up.
The missing pieces fall into place. Whatever confrontation they had earlier with Chaos prompted us to move the timeline up. They knew we’d go after Victoria. They fed her a line to get the most senior members away from the club so they could attack. Fuck.
No time to worry about that now.
Sound starts filtering back in. Screams mixed with gun shots. I have civilians I need to get to safety. I push my battered body off the ground. I know I’m going to be sore, stiff, and bruised, but the adrenaline is kicking in now and I can barely register and pain.
I crawl over to the bar and see Liv covering Mia with her body.
“Come on, let’s get you two into the back,” I yell over the noise surrounding us.
Mia has unshed tears in her eyes, trying to be brave, but scared all the same. Neither Liv nor Mia appear to be hurt, which is a small miracle. I cover for them as we shuffle our way towards the back.
I try convincing Liv to stay back with Mia, but she wasn’t having any of that. Instead, she helps me find and gather up Beth and Claire. I take them both back with Mia while Liv argues with Stacy, trying to convince her to get to safety as well instead of whipping out her gun and fighting alongside the guys. Gotta love her spunk, that’s for sure.
Once everyone is safe, I make my way out of the back door, hoping to reconnect with my team and figure out a plan to get this mess under control. I’m sure they are handling it well, but I need to be in the loop too. I left my walkie talkie in the car, seeing as I thought the dangerous part of our mission was over.
I keep my back pressed to the side of the building and my gun drawn out in front of me. Before I can register what’s happening, an arm snakes out from behind the corner of the building and grabs my wrists, swinging me forward and knocking the gun out of my hand. He pulls my back to his front, wrapping one hand over my mouth while squeezing my wrists behind my back with the other.
“This the bitch that tried to set us up?” The guy yells over his shoulder.
I take the opportunity of his slight distraction to bite down on the hand over my mouth.
“Shit!” He screams, dropping his hand.
I snap my head back and connect with his nose, hearing a satisfying crack before he drops me. Once free of him, I scramble towards the fleet of SUV’s, where my team is taking cover, no doubt assessing the threat and planning for the most efficient way to bring this under control. The guys at Chaos are keeping things at bay for now, but we’ll need to act together to minimize the damage. Who knows if they have another bomb or not? We’ll need to get the scene cleared as soon as possible.
I’m snagged again before I get to the cars, however. This time by two huge bikers from the Devil’s Knights, one on either side of me. They lift me off the ground, even as I twist and kick to get out of their grip.
“Feisty one, isn’t she?” One guy says to the other. They both give a sickening laugh and try to haul me away.
“She’ll go for a pretty penny. Who doesn’t want to fuck a cop?” The other one sneers.
Oh hell no. That is not happening.
“You motherfuckers are going down!” I spit at them. The heel of my foot connects with one of their shins, but he twists my arm, tightening his grip.
“Keep fighting, little lady. We like a challenge.”
I open my mouth to say something else, but then I hear the roar of motorcycles. Thank fuck. We could use all the backup we can get.
Thing One and Thing Two keep dragging me away, but I see Slash running towards me. God, I’ve never played the part of damsel in distress, and I’ve never wanted to depend on anyone to save me, but I can’t deny the fact that I feel safer now that he’s here.
“Look who it is,” Thing One cackles. “The infamous Slash.”
“Let her go, take me instead.”
“Sorry, you won’t sell like she will. Actually, I suppose there might be a market for you…”
Slash steps forward, but Thing Two pulls out a gun and puts it to my head.
“Keep coming, boy. And neither one of us will have a cop to fuck.”
Slash snarls, faltering a bit, trying to figure out his next move.
“I’m ok, Slash. Be smart about this,” I say, trying to break through the fog of anger I see gathering in his eyes. People ruled by anger don’t make smart choices, and right now more than ever I need him to have a clear head.
His eyes snap to mine and soften. I know I need to keep up my strength, but my body is growing weary, crashing from the events of the day.
“Does your girlfriend know about Spider?”
Slash’s face grows pale. What about Spider? Why does that matter?
“You think she wants to be with someone related to a monster like him?”
I don’t know what he’s talking about, but I can’t keep quiet, gun to my head or not.
“You’re one to talk. From where I’m standing, you’re the monster selling off women.” I’m trying to sound tough, but even I hear the weakness in my voice, my words slurred as I fight off the spots in my vision.
The man grunts and digs the barrel of the gun deeper into my temple. That kicks me into high alert again.
“Careful there, doll. From where I’m standing, I have the upper hand here. Might want to shut that pretty mouth of yours before I have to shove my cock in your throat to keep you quiet.”
Slash growls again, shaking with the need to fix this situation.
Thing Two addresses Slash again. “You know, we’d consider taking you on as a business partner. You could replace your dear old brother Spider, may he rest in peace.”
Oh, shit. No wonder this case means so much to Slash. Spider was his fucking brother. God, he must feel somehow responsible for bringing this kind of evil into Sausalito. His eyes flicker to mine for a brief moment. I’ve never seen him look so stricken, so completely broken.
I get a second wave of energy and catch Slash’s eye. I flick my gaze towards Thing One, trying to communicate that I can take him if he covers for me with Thing Two. He nods his head. It’s almost imperceptible, but I see it.
With synchronized movements, Slash and I work together against the two men. He knocks the gun out of Thing Two’s hand at the same time I’m hooking my foot around Thing One’s leg, dropping him to the ground. Slash gets off a shot, hitting Thing Two in the leg, while I straddle Thing One, grabbing his hair and smashing his head into the pavement till he passes out.
I crawl off of the body and try standing, only to crumple to the ground. Somewhere in the distance I hear Slash’s voice calling my name, but it sounds like I’m underwater. The last thing I remember is strong arms cradling me, and then everything goes black.




Chapter 13
Slash
I’m pacing around the hospital waiting room, going out of my fucking mind. The cops and the rest of Chaos were able to get control of the situation shortly after Kennedy collapsed. The Devil’s Knights who attacked us are either dead or in custody.
By the time the guys and I realized we were played, things were already out of control back at the clubhouse. I tried calling Kennedy with no response. Dom called River with no response. Finally, Carter called Liv, who told us about the bomb and the attack. She was with the other women in the back room, taking cover.
I hoped that Kennedy was in there with them, but I knew she wasn’t, even before I got there. I knew my little warrior would be in the middle of battle, slaying the dragons.
Seeing her being manhandled by those two dickheads was my breaking point. I wanted to put a bullet in their heads, but then Kennedy reminded me to be smart. Normally, that sort of comment would have pissed me off, like it did earlier in the day when she basically told me the same thing over the phone. But right then, it’s what I needed to hear.
The fucking bastards had to go and bring up Spider. Part of me wanted to keep that from her forever, but I knew it’d come out eventually. I had hoped to make her fall in love with me first, so that she’d have a harder time leaving me when she found out I shared the same DNA as a monster.
We didn’t get a chance to talk about it though. After going ape shit on the other guy who had a hold of her, she tried standing, but fell on the ground. I gathered her up in my arms and held her close. I’ve never known fear like that. I could feel her taking shallow breaths, but everything else about her made it look like she was dead. Her skin was almost grey, the gash on her forehead still bleeding. Her body hung limp in my arms as I scooped her up and carried her over to an ambulance parked nearby.
I tried climbing in after they loaded her, but the EMT stopped me, saying I wasn’t family. Fuck that. She was my family. But I didn’t want to delay her getting to the hospital by having a fight, so I backed off and followed them to the hospital on my bike.
They still won’t let me see her. I’m about to punch a fucking hole in the wall.
Just then, a nurse wanders into the waiting room. “Uh, Mr. Slash?” She asks tentatively. I’d laugh at being called “Mr.” but I need to see Kennedy and I need to see her right the fuck now.
“Yeah,” I grunt.
“Officer Martinez is awake. She’s been asking about you. Room 218.”
I don’t even stop to thank her, I just run down the hall towards the patient rooms and search wildly for room 218.
When I find it, I take a minute to collect myself. I’m on edge, the fear and anger still hot in my veins. That’s not what she needs right now. After taking a few deep breaths, I open the door and brace myself for seeing Kennedy. Will she be pissed that I didn’t tell her about Spider? Will she be disgusted? Will she hate me?
Only one way to find out.
I look up and see Kennedy fully dressed, sitting on the edge of the bed. She tilts her head up, meeting my gaze. I don’t see fear or anger or disgust. I see relief.
“Slash!” She cries, getting up off the bed and running into my arms.
Fuck, I’ll never get tired of holding her. She nuzzles her head into my chest as I slide a hand up her back and massage her neck.
“Take it easy, baby, shouldn’t you be resting?” I whisper into her hair, although now that she’s in my arms, I’m not letting her go ever again.
“Fuck resting, I just need you,” she sobs.
She needs me.
“Are you crying, sweetheart?” I tease, knowing she never admits to her tears.
“Damn right I am!” Well, never mind, then. I chuckle and tighten my hold on her. “I passed out before everything was over. I didn’t know if you were ok or not. What if I lost you? Fuck, Slash. What if I lost you?” She repeats.
“Shh, baby, I’m right here,” I try soothing her, but truthfully, I’m feeling just as desperate, just as thread-bare as she sounds. What if I fucking lost her? I’d never recover.
“You’re ok?” She sniffles.
“Yeah, I’m ok now that I have you here in my arms. You scared the shit out of me.”
I gently cup her neck where my hand is resting and pull her head back so I can get a good look at her. There’s a bandage over the gash on her forehead, which appears to be the worst of her wounds that I can see. I kiss away the tears drying on her cheeks, and then trace my lips down her jaw and chin before gently brushing them across her soft mouth.
She sighs and melts into me even more.
“Can you take me back to my motel? I’m tired and I hate hospitals.”
“Nope.”
Kennedy jerks her head back, but then winces.
“Careful, sweetheart.”
“What do you mean, nope?”
I grin. “I’m not taking you to your motel. You’re coming home. With me.”
“You have a house?”
“Yup. With a bed and running water and everything.”
“Oooh, fancy,” she giggles.
“God, it’s good to hear you laugh, baby girl.” I dip my head down to nuzzle into her hair, breathing her in.
✽✽✽
 
Half an hour later, Kennedy is checked out of the hospital and I’m just pulling up to my house. It’s not much – a little three bedroom ranch style house on the edge of town, but I have a feeling Kennedy will make it more of a home just by being there.
I get off the bike and turn just in time to catch Kennedy as she stumbles off.
“Shit, baby, I knew we should have waited for Carter to come pick us up in his truck.”
“No, no, I’m fine. I like riding your big, fat… bike,” she winks, remembering my line the first time I took her for a ride.
Kennedy takes a step towards the house, but sways.
I don’t wait for her permission, I just scoop her up in my arms and carry her into the house, also not unlike that first night I gave her a ride. She curls up into my chest and I hold her close as I walk us straight back to the bathroom.
“Do you think you can stand up for a shower?” I ask, setting her down on the counter.
“Mmhmm… Under one condition.” She gives me a devilish grin, making my cock jerk.
Not tonight, buddy.
Kennedy needs to rest, and I’ll always give her what she needs.
“What’s that?”
“You join me.”
I groan and tilt her head up to capture her lips with mine. I pull away all too soon, not wanting to get too carried away while she’s still hurting. Kennedy pouts and then grabs my shirt and pulls me back into her.
“Kiss me like you mean it,” she whispers against my lips.
I do as she says, thrusting my tongue inside of her hot, wet mouth and swallowing her moans as she meets me stroke for stroke. I nibble on her bottom lip, dragging it through my teeth before pulling back.
She’s panting, her eyes still closed. Kennedy smiles. “That’s more like it,” she laughs.
“Let’s get you in the shower,” say as I start lifting her shirt off of her body.
Soon we’re both naked and stepping into the warm stream of water. I take a minute to look her up and down, trailing my fingers over a few scrapes and bruises. Each one pains me and reminds me that it could have been so much worse.
Kennedy gathers up my hand and kisses my palm. It’s probably the sweetest thing anyone has ever done to me. She places my hand over her heart, the steady beating pulling me back into the present.
I kiss her forehead and then rest mine there.
“Kennedy,” I whisper. I don’t have any other words. I can’t think about how this day could have ended. It didn’t feel real, none of it, until this moment. I feel like the whole day, all of the fears, the anger, the relief, all catch up to me at once. I’m impossibly tired, and I can only imagine how exhausted she is. But fuck, I need this. Need to feel her skin on skin.
“I know,” she whispers back. She gets it. She gets me.
After a few minutes, I grab a wash cloth and load it up with body wash. I carefully run it over her soft curves with one arm, as the other holds her up by pressing her against me. The poor girl can barely stand, she’s so worn out.
I turn her around so her back is against my front. She leans into me while I massage shampoo into her hair and then rinse it out, repeating the process with conditioner.
When I’m done washing every inch of her, I wrap my arms around her waist and pull her back into me. I press soft kisses on her temple, her shoulder, and the back of her neck.
“Thank you,” she whispers.
“Any time, baby girl. Let’s get you in bed, ok? I think we both can use some rest.”
She nods, and I help her out of the shower, gently drying her off. Without getting dressed, I scoop her up in my arms and settle us down in my bed before pulling the covers over us. I still need to feel her skin on skin. Need her warmth. Need to remind myself we’re ok, and we’re here.
Kennedy adjusts herself so she’s snuggled up to my side, resting her head on my chest. I wrap an arm around her and rub her back.
We’re both quiet, but not sleeping. I’m physically exhausted, but my mind is still racing. I wonder if it’s the same for her. Finally, she breaks the silence.
“Can you tell me about Spider?”
I wince at his name, and at the idea of telling her anything about that part of my life. But she has a right to know, and I might as well come clean.
“Our parents died when I was six. Stacy was sixteen, and Brad, or as you know him, Spider, was twenty. He was granted custody of us and… well, long story short, he was an abusive asshole. He was a dealer and rose through the ranks of a local gang. When Stace turned eighteen, we fled. He never came looking for us, and we thought that was the end of that.”
I look down into her brown eyes, searching for any hint of judgement, or worse, pity. I only find understanding. She even gives me a small smile to encourage me to continue.
“A few months ago, Stacey and I found out he got wrapped up in some nasty shit with a gang. He was an enforcer of sorts, and he needed to prove himself. He needed to bring in some sort of income, some new revenue. And, well… he got hooked up with the Devil’s Knights. Liv and him actually were together for a while. He did some fucked up stuff to her. It’s not my story to tell, but fuck. Kennedy, he was a monster. And I…”
I can’t even finish the sentence. I rub my eyes with my free hand.
“You’re not him, Slash.”
“I know, but I… we… I could be, you know?”
“What do you mean?”

“We share the same blood, the same DNA. What if I snap one day?”

And there it is. My greatest fear. I don’t know what made Brad the man he was, or what made me the man I am, but I’m terrified that I’ll reach a breaking point and turn into him.
“You aren’t him,” Kennedy repeats. “I know you, Slash. You’re a cocky bastard half the time,” she grins, “But you are good. You are kind and surprisingly gentle when you want to be. I know bad men. I’ve experienced them my whole life, and I’ve put my fair share away in prison. You are nothing, nothing like those men. You are nothing like Spider.”
I don’t miss the fact that she said she’s experienced bad men her whole life, and I will get to the bottom of that sooner or later.
“Maybe I’m not bad now, but what if I snap one day?”
“That’s not how it works, love.” Just hearing her say that word soothes me. “Evil people have that seed deep inside of them from day one. Sure, sometimes trauma and hard times water it and make it grow faster, but the truth is it’s there regardless. It would come out one way or another. But you, Slash, you have been through hell. I don’t even have to know the details to know that. I think we recognized that pain in each other from the start, yeah?”
I nod, hanging on her every word.
“But you never chose darkness. You may hide behind humor and sarcasm, but underneath that you are good.”
“Kennedy…”
“Nothing you can say will convince me otherwise.”
“I might regret telling a cop this, but you have to know we do some less than legal things at Chaos.”
“I know,” she sighs. “But even so.”
Kennedy twists in my arms and props herself up on my chest. She leans in close and brushes her lips against mine.
“I love you,” she whispers.
She kisses my forehead, my cheeks, my nose, telling me she loves me in between each kiss. Somewhere along the way, tears leak out of my eyes. She kisses those too.
“Are you crying, Slash?” She teases.
“Happy tears,” I smile.
Kennedy kisses me deeply, solidifying her words. I pour out everything into this kiss, cupping her face and breathing her in, drowning in whatever she’s willing to give me.
“I love you too,” I tell her before diving in for another kiss.
“You better,” she giggles.
Fuck, how can she make me spill my deepest fears one minute and then have me grinning like a fool the next?
Kennedy lays back down and nestles back into me side.
“Can you tell me about growing up? What happened in foster care?”
It’s her turn to sigh. “I suppose that’s only fair, huh? You showed me yours, now I show you mine?” She’s going for one of our jokes, but I can hear her hesitation.
“You don’t have to tell me anything you don’t want to, sweetheart.” I desperately want to know everything about this incredible woman in my arms, but I know better than most not to push for information.
“No, it’s ok. I don’t talk about it much. Just another sad story, you know?”
I kiss the top of her head, hating that she has any sad stories, but wanting to hear whatever she has to say.
“I never knew my dad. My mom died of a rare and aggressive type of cancer when I was nine. I remember going to the doctor with her one day, and then a few weeks later everyone was dressed in black. I saw mom sleeping in a box before some middle-aged lady shoved me in a car and dropped me off at a stranger’s house.
“Mr. and Mrs. Pullman were my first foster parents. Then Mr. and Mrs. Grant, followed by Ms. Hawthorne. And that was all within the first six months. The grief of losing my mother was drowned out by confusion, chaos, and crippling loneliness. I didn’t talk for almost a year after my mom died.”
I hug her closer to me and kiss the top of her head again, trying to offer any sort of support I can, but failing miserably.
“I finally found a use for my voice when one of the foster dads raised a hand to the new kid, Daniel, a little boy about seven years old. I shouted for the kid to move. My foster dad was stunned that I said something, momentarily stopping his hand mid-air. When it came down again, the blow landed on me.”
“Jesus,” I mutter, unable to help myself.
“Yeah. Well. Anyway, we were removed from that home and I never saw Daniel again. It wasn’t the last foster home like that, and not the last time I used my voice to protect others. I know it was a fucked up situation, but it made me feel like I had a purpose. From early on I knew I wanted to be a cop. Now I can protect people, but I have more resources. More power, you know?”
I can’t quite form words just yet. I knew Kennedy was a fighter, but shit.
“But I’ve never felt protected, cared for, really. Not until I met you.”
Well, fuck. I might just cry again.
“Baby, I will always protect you, even when you don’t think you need it. I don’t even know what to say, Kennedy. I think I just fell more in love with you. You’re this stunning, kind, selfless woman and I have no idea how I got so lucky as to call you mine,” I tell her honestly.
“Why, Slash, if I didn’t know any better, I’d say you’re a romantic,” she teases.
“You kind of bring it out in me. You bring out a lot of things I didn’t know I was capable of.”
Kennedy sighs. “I know what you mean.” After a brief pause, she turns her head to kiss my chest. “Mine,” she whispers.
She lets out a huge yawn and then curls up on my chest like a cat. So fucking adorable.
“Get some sleep, sweetheart,” I chuckle. “I’ll be right here when you wake up.”
“Mmhmm. Night, love,” she says, half way asleep already.
“Night, Kennedy.”
I wait until her breathing evens out, and then I follow her off to sleep.




Chapter 14
Kennedy
It’s dark when I open my eyes. I’m not sure where I am at first, but then it all comes back. The bomb. Almost being kidnapped. Passing out. Slash taking care of me, telling me about his past. He said he loved me.
We’re naked, wrapped up in each other under the covers. I twist in his arms and look up at the gorgeous man who has made me feel so many things I never knew I could. Safe. Protected. Loved. Treasured. Wanted.
I have a need to be closer, to connect with him in the most intimate of ways. I need him inside of me, need to feel it, need to breathe him and touch him and taste him.
Slash is still asleep, so peaceful. I almost feel bad waking him up, but I don’t think he’ll mind. I reach out and touch his face, tracing along the strong line of his jaw till I get to his soft lips. I scoot up and kiss him, rubbing myself against his hard body.
He’s not quite awake yet, but his body responds to me. I feel him getting harder, so I reach down and stroke his cock, getting him ready for me. I kiss down his chest, licking his tattoos and grazing my teeth over one of his nipples.
That gets his attention.
“You need something from me, baby girl?”
“Yeah,” I whisper into his chest, stroking his huge shaft in earnest now.
Slash hisses and nudges my head up to capture my lips in his. It starts out slow, his tongue tracing over my lips, tentatively seeking entrance. I moan when he slips his tongue inside and cups my neck to pull me further into him.
“Are you sure?” He asks once we break for air. “You’re not too hurt?”
“I need this. I need you,” I whisper, looking into his eyes, silently pleading for him to take control, to give me what only he can.
He nods and tucks some hair behind my ear. “I’ve got you, sweetheart. I’ll always give you what you need.
With that, he rolls me on my back and kisses me, more fervently this time. He pulls away from me, only to trail his lips down my neck, sucking on the sensitive spot between my neck and shoulder. He goes lower, scraping his teeth on my collarbone before taking one of my breasts into his mouth. I feel his tongue lash at my nipple, licking it into a stiff peak. Slash kisses in between the valley of my breasts and gives the other one the same attention.
I writhe beneath him, a wet and needy mess.
“So fucking beautiful,” he says, more to himself than to me. “Mine,” he grunts, kissing me again.
“Please, I need you, Slash,” I moan.
The next second, I feel his hardness glide through my folds, gathering up my juices. He bumps the head of his cock against my clit again and again, working me up. I grip his shoulders and buck my hips, trying to get him where I need him most. Each stroke makes me more sensitive. My pussy flutters around him, trying to suck him inside of me.
I whimper as he continues teasing me, making my legs quiver and tense. I’m so close, but I want him inside of me.
“Please, please, I need… Oh god, please, I need…”
Slash thrusts inside of me and I cum instantly, crying out his name.
He doesn’t let up, fucking me right through my orgasm. My legs wrap around his hips as I encourage him to go deeper.
He pulls almost all of the way out before slamming into me. I feel his heavy balls slapping my ass, making me gush for him.
Slash rests his forehead on mine, sweat dripping down his forehead and mixing with mine.
“I love you,” I tell him.
“Fucking love you too. Goddamn, baby, love you so much.”
He picks up speed and I tangle my fingers in his hair, pulling him in for a punishing kiss. I feel myself close to the edge again, my body tingling, humming, and strung so tight. I tense, trying to hold it back. I want us to cum together.
Meeting him thrust for thrust, Slash groans and buries his face in my neck. One hand drops to a fist next to me, while the other grips my ass hard and possessively, fucking me with wild abandon. I scream my out my release, one orgasm rolling into another as he continues rutting and thrusting and roaring into my skin, before suddenly he pushes his cock so deep inside of me I feel him let go with a final roar.
Slash collapses on top of me and rolls over, gathering my sweaty, limp body into his arms. He presses me into his chest like he can’t get close enough.
When our breathing finally evens out, I feel him nuzzle into the top of my head.
“Jesus, Kennedy. Every time with you is incredible. “
I nod and kiss his chest.
Slash whispers into my hair how much he loves me and how he’s always here for me. It’s the last thing I hear before drifting off to sleep.
✽✽✽
 
A loud bang wakes me up with a start. I instinctively reach out for Slash, but the bed is empty. More rustling and clanging come from outside of the bedroom, and I realize the noise is Slash banging around in the kitchen.
Thinking of the tall, tattooed biker with muscles for days cooking me breakfast brings a smile to my face. I hop out of bed and put on a shirt of his before padding out to the kitchen.
I’m greeting with a shirtless Slash, bending over the counter whisking something in a bowl. He doesn’t see me standing in the doorway just yet, so I get my fill of looking him over. Slash is seriously the sexiest man alive. No joke. Those rippled muscles swirling with ink, his broad chest and slim waist leading to the monster between his legs. God, just thinking about his thick cock has me embarrassingly wet. I love the way he fills me up, hitting me in all of the right spots.
Just then, Slash turns around, giving me the most endearing, lopsided grin. It’s different than his sexy grin, and I find I like it just as much. He seems lighter, happier. Kind of like me right now. I suppose purging your soul will do that.
“Morning, sweetheart,” he greets me, walking over to pull me into his arms.
“Morning, love,” I smile, getting up on my tip toes to plant a kiss on those ridiculously delicious lips of his.
“You look so fucking sexy wearing my clothes,” he says, his voice gravely and dark.
Fuck, how can I want him, need him so badly right now? It’s only been a few hours since we’ve made love, but I feel achy and empty all the same.
As if reading my thoughts, Slash presses his hips into me, letting me feel his need as well. He backs me into a wall and licks the shell of my ear before pulling my earlobe through his teeth. My breath catches in my throat and my pussy grinds down on his hard length.
“I’m gonna fuck you against this wall if you keep that up. Is that what you want?”
I nod as he sucks on my neck, leaving little love bites on the tender skin there.
“Need your words, baby. Tell me what you want,” he growls into my skin. I’m lost in the feel of his teeth, his tongue, the way he’s devouring me. His hand drops from my hip to my inner thigh. I part my legs for him as he skims his fingers up, up, up.
“Jesus, you’re dripping for me,” he groans, sliding a finger up my slit. “Say it, Kennedy. Tell me what you want.”
“I… oh god, I… want… ah!” He presses one finger into my slick entrance, slowly thrusting in and out. “Fuck me, Slash, fuck me so hard…” I moan.
“Whatever you want, baby girl,” he grins.
I hook my thumbs into the waistband of the basketball shorts he has on and help him pull them down. His cock springs free and my hand automatically wraps around it. I feel his shaft throb in my hand, growing impossibly harder as I stroke up and down.
Slash grabs my hand and lifts it away.
“I’m not gonna last if you do that. Need inside your perfect pussy.”
He grabs my thighs and lifts me up. I wrap my arms around his neck and my legs around his hips. Slash thrusts into me in one swift motion, pushing all the air out of my lungs. I breathe him in, letting the smell of sweat and sex fill me up.
His dick hits the end of me with each stroke, tearing me apart in the best way possible. It hurts so fucking good, his cock destroying my cunt, both of us groaning, crying out, grunting our pleasure.
My muscles tighten, my pussy pulses, but I hold off my release. My whole body arches, my throbbing clit aches, but still I hold on. Desire, pleasure, sweet pain push me into a new place. My world drips into a pinpoint of pure pleasure.
My orgasm hits me hard as Slash rams his cock deep inside. I bite down on his shoulder and he roars his release, bucking his hips into me to prolong our pleasure.
I open my eyes and realize I must have passed out for a second. My head is resting on Slash’s shoulder, and his body vibrates as he chuckles.
“You ok, baby?”
I lift my head and smile up at him, still a little dazed. He places a chaste kiss on my lips and slowly pulls out of me, gently setting me back down on the floor. I lean into him, my legs still not working right.
“Shit,” I manage to say when I catch my breath.
Slash chuckles again, stroking my back and kissing the top of my head.
“Yeah,” he chuckles again.
My stomach chooses that exact moment to growl loudly. We both laugh.
“Let’s get you some food. Gotta keep your energy up,” he winks at me. I walk over to the kitchen table while he puts his shorts back on.




Chapter 15
Kennedy
Amanda asked me to come in the next day to debrief, but then she strongly encouraged me to take a few weeks off for myself to regroup. I fought her on it at first, but she eventually convinced me. She told me taking down the Devil’s Knights was a huge case and that while I’ll still need to be available to give a testimony in court if asked, I should take time off to regroup before my next assignment.
Ok, I suppose another thing that convinced me was the idea of being with Slash for a month, unhindered by my job or by having to work on the case. I’m not sure exactly when it happened, but after the first week of my month-long leave, I realized all my stuff from the motel was at his place and I had stopped paying for the room altogether. It wasn’t even a big deal, we just both sort of fell into it, and suddenly I was living with him.
I have no idea how long he wants me here, though. I kind of assumed I’d go back to San Francisco once my leave was up, but now that the deadline is a week away, I’m dreading it. My career has always been the most important thing to me, but somehow over the last few weeks, Slash has become my everything.
“What are you thinking about so hard over there, mamacita?” Mia’s sweet voice filters through my thoughts. I’ve been spending more time with the ladies, or old ladies as they call them, of Chaos. I’ve never had friends before, but the eclectic group of women and I seem to click. Like we’ve known each other forever. Mia is with me at Slash’s now while the guys are out on an assignment.
“Oh, you know. Just job stuff, I guess.”
Mia nods, but gives me a look like she knows my answer is half bullshit.
“Uh huh… Aaaannnnnd?”
I roll my eyes, but grin at her. She’s really quite perceptive when she wants to be.
“I don’t know. I’ve never had a relationship before… and I don’t really know where Slash and I stand.”
“Um, well, he’s pretty smitten with you, so I don’t think you have to worry on that front.”
“Slash? Smitten?” I laugh. “I have a feeling he wouldn’t appreciate that description of himself.”
Mia shrugs. “Oh, I don’t know about that. When it comes to you he’s all mushy and sweet. It’s weird. But good. He deserves to be happy. You both do,” she smiles.
“Well… thanks. But there’s still the logistics to work out. Plus, what if I overstay my welcome? We just haven’t talked about any of it yet. We’ve been in a little bubble ever since all of the shit went down at the clubhouse, but now it feels like time is running out.”
Mia opens her mouth to say something, but I have a sudden wave of nausea. Dashing to the bathroom, I make it just in time to dry heave into the toilet.
Weird. That’s the second time it’s happened this week. Am I really that nervous about talking to Slash? We love each other, we say it all the time. So it’s not like he’s just going to dump me if I decide to go back to San Francisco.
Woah, hold up. If? Since when did staying here permanently become an option? I mean, I could put in for a transfer. Sausalito isn’t quite as glamourous as San Francisco, but these people need protection too, which is the whole reason I become a cop in the first place. Plus, the biggest case we’ve seen in a while happened right here, so it’s not like it’s all boring.
Those thoughts fly out the window when I start dry heaving again. Oh, wait, no, I’m throwing up now. Fuck. I don’t want to spend what could potentially be my last few days here with a stomach bug.
Oof. Even thinking about only having a few more days with Slash has my eyes filling up with tears.
“You ok in there?” Mia asks.
“Yeah, give me a sec.”
I rinse off my face and brush my teeth. Huh. I don’t look sick, and I do feel better. Maybe it really is just nerves.
“Can I get you something? Water? Tea? Crackers?”
“No, no, I’m ok. That’s the second time I’ve felt sick this week, but then I feel fine after. No fever or anything.”
Mia stares at me. For way too long.
“Uh, hello? You ok?” I ask her.
She bites her lip and looks me up and down.
I raise my eyebrow in question. Finally, she takes a deep breath.
“Kennedy, do you think you could be pregnant?”
“What? No, definitely not. I’m on birth control.”
Mia nods slowly, like she doesn’t quite believe me.
“I mean, I had my period…”
Oh shit.
Mia must see all of the color drain from my face. I’m late. Like… three weeks late.
“Hey, we don’t know anything yet, ok? I can run to the store, get a test. Then we’ll figure it out from there.”
I can’t really process what she said. Something about the store. A test. Yes, yes, a test. I need that.
“Yeah,” I nod, still stuck in my head.
What if I am pregnant? We’ve never talked about kids, I mean, why would we? This whole thing is so new. I guess part of me thought I’d have kids eventually, but my career always came first. What if Slash is mad? What if he doesn’t want kids? Am I strong enough to be a single parent? What if…
“Kennedy,” Mia says softly, putting her hand on my shoulder. “Take a pregnancy test first, spiral second, and regroup third, ok? No matter what, we’re here for you.”
“Are you?”
“Am I what?”
“Here for me? What if Slash doesn’t want anything to do with me? I won’t be around anymore, I’ll go back to San Francisco and I’ll be all alone again—”
Mia cuts me off with a hug, her little baby bump just starting to show. For some reason that makes me cry.
“Of course we’re here for you. If Slash is a dumbass and steps out on you, we’ll kick his ass. Don’t underestimate a pissed of pregnant lady. Plus, Liv took out a drug dealer, so you know she can pack a punch. And Beth and Claire escaped a fucking cult, so they obvs know how to fight. We’ll have your back always.”
This makes me cry even harder. I’ve been completely accepted by these people, I’m a part of their family, and if Slash breaks up with me, I’ll be completely destroyed. How did all of this happen?
“Buuuuuut, I think you need to have more faith in Slash. He’s a good man, he really is. And anyway, like I said. All this worrying is pointless when we don’t even know for sure, ok?”
I nod and pull away from her embrace, wiping my tears away.
“Yeah, yeah, you’re right.”
✽✽✽
 
An hour later, I’m staring at four blue plus signs. Yeah, after the first one I made Mia go back and buy me three more. Just in case.
I don’t even know what to think. I’m so fucking scared of what this could mean for my future. Don’t get me wrong, I will love my kid no matter what. I’ll always put them first. My career seems insignificant in comparison to taking care of a little life.
But I don’t want to do it alone. Could Slash and I make this work? Could we actually have a family? I’m not sure what would be worse – if he left me or if he stayed because he felt trapped. Fuck. Fuckity fuck fuck.
“It’s gonna be ok, hun,” Mia says gently, sitting down next to me where I’ve collapsed against the wall outside the bathroom.
“I know. I know,” I tell her, although I don’t know at all.
“This is something to be happy about, even if the circumstances are not the best. You created a life! That’s pretty incredible if you think about it. Plus, our kids will be close in age, and Beth and Dom’s little baby too. I’m sure they will be the best of friends, you know?”
I want to be excited, I do. But I can’t ignore the feeling of dread sitting heavy in my stomach. I look over at Mia. She’s beaming at me, this little ray of sunshine. I want my kid to have friends, to have the family I never had. I want every good thing for him or her. But I know if Slash doesn’t want me anymore, I won’t stick around. How could I? Being close to him but not actually being with him would be too painful.
“Okay,” Mia claps, getting my attention. “This calls for ice cream. And maybe… Grey’s Anatomy?”
This pulls a laugh out of me. “You’re not going to get me hooked on your medical drama!”
“There she is,” Mia grins. “Just so you know, I’m not giving up hope. McDreamy will get to you one of these days,” she sighs.
She gives my shoulders a little squeeze and then stands.
“Cheer up, buttercup. No use worrying till the guys get back tomorrow. Then you’ll talk to Slash, and we’ll make a plan. I’m here for you. We all are.”
Yeah, don’t worry. Easier said than done.




Chapter 16
Slash
The last few weeks with Kennedy have been incredible. She’s everything I never knew I wanted. At first glance she seems all repressed and stuck up, but I know just how to get her all riled up. I know how to make her lose control. And god, how I love making her lose control.
Kennedy can be serious with me one minute, and then make me laugh the next. She also makes me all soft and warm, which is ridiculous. But I don’t hate it. In fact, I like being that way with her. She deserves someone who will cherish her always, and I’m damn lucky to be the one to do that.
We haven’t talked about what the future holds, and to be honest, I’m kind of nervous for when that conversation happens. I’ve been waiting for her to bring it up, since she’d be the one leaving. I can’t ask her to give up her job in San Francisco to move to this little California town. But can I really see myself moving up to the city with her? Sure, it’s really not that far away, about a forty-five-minute ride on a good day, but it would complicate things with the club.
Who the hell am I kidding? If she asked me to move in with her, I’d do it in a fucking heartbeat. Nothing else matters. Everything came into sharp focus for me when I held her limp body in my arms after the bomb went off. Fuck if I know how one person became the center of my whole universe in just a few short weeks, but it’s true. I’m pretty sure I’d do anything for that woman.
“Ready to be home?” Dom asks.
“Fuck yeah,” I answer. We’ve been out on an assignment these last few days, but we’re on our way back home now. We just stopped to fuel up in a little town about two hours away.
Dom chuckles. “Are things good with you and Kennedy?”
“Hell yeah they are.”
“Are you gonna lock it down?”
“What, you mean like marriage?”
He shrugs. “It’s something to think about.”
I nod. I guess it is. I never saw myself getting married, but if Kennedy wants a ring and a fancy dress, I’ll give it to her. She’s already mine forever, so why not sign a piece of paper? I don’t really care about all the formalities and fancy shit, but I’ll put on a tux and eat some cake if Kennedy sees that as more official.
Shit, I’m so far gone for her.
Dom seems to read my mind and agree.
“Women make you do fucking crazy things, huh? I never thought I’d propose, or be a dad, but here I am, engaged and starting a family,” he chuckles. Dom has a shit eating grin on his face, and he’s not even trying to hide it.
Family, huh? That should scare the shit out of me. I don’t know the first thing about being a good role model, let alone being a dad. But I want Kennedy to have a family more than anything in the world. I know she has me, and she’s been getting close with the other old ladies in the club, but I could see her being a great mom. I don’t know if I’m ready for all of that, but for the first time in my life, I’m seriously considering it.
Shit, I hardly recognize myself anymore, but I wouldn’t change a goddamn thing.
“Time to get a move-on, boys,” River yells. “Let’s haul ass and get back home.”
I grin, knowing he’s missing Stace as much as I’m missing Kennedy. Three days is far too long to be away from her, which just solidifies my decision to follow her anywhere she goes. I couldn’t do the long-distance thing. I like holding Kennedy in my arms while she sleeps and waking up to her cute little grumpy face in the morning too much.
Fuck, I can’t wait to see her.
✽✽✽
 
Several hours later, I burst through my front door and find Kennedy standing over the sink in the kitchen. I practically run over to her and pull her in my arms, crashing my lips over hers and taking what I need from her. God, just the taste of her lips is enough to make my cock stand at attention. I have exactly one thing on my agenda for the rest of the evening: fucking as many orgasms out of my woman as possible.
All too soon, Kennedy is pulling away from me. She looks up at me with glossy eyes rimmed in red and a tentative smile. I notice her little red nose and blotchy cheeks. Has she been crying?
“What’s wrong, baby girl? What happened? Who made you cry? Your boss? One of the girls? Who do I need to talk to?” My mind swirls with the possibilities. Maybe she decided to move back to San Francisco without me. Yeah, no way in hell will I let that happen.
“No, no, nothing like that,” she sniffs.
I pull her in for a hug and kiss the top of her head, breathing in her rose and honey scented shampoo. Who knew that would become one of my favorite smells?
“Talk to me, sweetheart. What happened?”
I tilt her head up and kiss her again, more gently this time. I pretty much fucked her with my tongue when I walked in the door, but I realize now that’s not what she needs.
“Come on, let’s go talk on the couch,” she says, taking my hand and leading me towards the living room.
Fuck. This sounds a lot like she’s about to break up with me. Too bad. Not gonna happen.
She sits down on the couch and faces me. Her hands are fidgeting in her lap and she won’t look at me.
“Talk to me, baby. Tell me what you’re thinking about. I can’t fix it if I don’t know what’s wrong.”
Finally, Kennedy looks up at me, tears streaming down her beautiful face. I reach out and wipe her tears away with my thumbs.
“No more crying, please. You’re killing me here, sweetheart. “
“I’m not crying,” she sniffles.
“Of course not. I don’t know what I was thinking.” I try to smile at her, but I know it doesn’t reach my eyes. I’m too worried to give her a real smile. I take her hand in mine and trace my thumb over her knuckles.
She takes a deep breath and blows it out.
“I’m pregnant,” she whispers.
What? I can’t possibly have heard her right. I’m probably just filling in the blanks, considering the conversation I had earlier with Dom.
“You’re…”
“Pregnant,” she says again, a little louder this time. “I’m on the pill, but I know that’s not guaranteed. I just… I didn’t plan for this, I didn’t mean to trap you or whatever. And you’re not obligated to do anything. I don’t want anything from you. I can do this on my own.”
Now that pisses me off. Does she really think I’m the kind of guy that would leave her? Or is she trying to use this as a reason to leave me?
“You don’t want anything from me?” I grit out. “You think you’re doing this on your own?” I know my tone is angry, but I can’t seem to help it. As soon as I see her face fall and shoulders slump, I feel like an asshole.
“I… I just… I…” she chokes out a sob and I pull her into my arms.
Wait. Holy shit. She’s pregnant.
“I love you so much,” I say while stroking her back. “We’re having a kid,” I whisper in awe.
I pull back and tilt her head up.
“You thought I’d be mad? You thought I’d leave you?”
Fresh tears pour down her cheeks and it fucking guts me. “I’m sorry. This is all so overwhelming. We never talked about it. About any of it. I don’t even know if you want me to stay here when my leave is up, so I didn’t know how you’d react to something as permanent as a kid. I—”
I cut her off with a kiss. I can’t hear any more of her doubts, each one pains me. At first, Kennedy doesn’t kiss me back, which hurts like hell. But then, tentatively, her lips move against mine. I seek entrance into her heavenly mouth, and she lets me in. I cradle her head in my hands and break the kiss, resting my forehead on hers.
“I want this, Kennedy. I want you. I’m keeping you, sweetheart. Forever and always. I don’t care where you go, I’ll be with you. You can’t get rid of me now.”
“Really?”
“Fuck yeah. You and me, baby. And our kid. We’re having a fucking kid!” I say with more excitement this time. It’s finally sinking in.
I kiss her again briefly, then trail my lips down her jaw, her neck her collarbone. I gently push her back so she’s laying down on the couch and continue my trail of kisses down between her perfect little tits. I can’t wait to see them swell up. Fuck, now that I’m thinking about it, I can’t wait to see her pregnant.
My lips trail down her ribcage and then I lift up her shirt and kiss her belly. Resting my forehead there, it finally clicks into place. This is everything. We’re starting a family together. She’s fucking mine, all mine, and now she’s tied to me in every way. Well, almost every way. I’ll go out and get a ring tomorrow.
I didn’t even notice I started crying. Her hands are in my hair, her fingers massaging my scalp.
“You’re growing my baby in there,” I whisper against the soft skin of her belly before kissing it again.
“Yeah,” she giggles.
I look up, hoping to see that sparkle in her eyes again. I hate that I ever made her think I would ditch her, for any reason, let alone something as life-changing as this. To my delight, she’s smiling down at me, a real, genuine smile that warms me up.
“That’s so fucking sexy,” I growl. And it is. Jesus, I want nothing more than to be inside of her right this fucking second.
“It is?”
Instead of answering her, I hook my thumbs into the waistband of her yoga pants and panties, peeling both of them down her legs to reveal her perfect, pink little pussy. Without any warning, I dive into her sweet perfection, licking up her slit and circling her clit.
Kennedy cries out in surprise at the unexpected invasion, but soon I taste her arousal. I suck and lick and nip at her folds, her thighs, her hard little clit. She’s soaking me, my face sloppy with her juices. I fucking love it. Her pussy pulses around my tongue as I spear it deep inside her entrance, lapping up her release.
“Again,” I growl into her tight, hot cunt.
Kennedy moans as her hips buck, grinding herself against my mouth. I grab her hips and pull her even closer, till I’m suffocating inside her sweet heat. I lick her clit again and again, until my tongue is numb. She sucks in a huge breath and then cries out her climax. I crawl up her body and kiss her, hard and deep. She takes everything I give her, moaning at her taste in my mouth.
Not wasting any more time, I rip her flimsy t-shirt down the middle, loving the fact that she’s not wearing a bra. Kennedy giggles at first, but then moans as I suck one tit into my mouth. She bows her back off of the couch, thrusting her chest further into me. I kiss and lick my way to her other breast and give it the same attention.
I leave her briefly, only to unbuckle my belt and pull off my jeans and underwear. I grab one of her ankles and place it over the back of the couch while the other one rests on my shoulder, spreading her wide open for me. Looking down at this stunning woman, chest heaving, pussy dripping, eyes fogged over with lust, I can’t help but groan. She’s everything.
“So fucking beautiful. God, you’re perfect, Kennedy.”
I line myself up and enter her tight little channel in one long thrust. I growl, just feeling her silky heat against my aching cock. Kennedy throws her head back and claws at the couch cushions. She gushes for me, making it easy to slide in and out of her. I pick up my pace, needing her to cum again, needing to show her how much I love her, how I’m never leaving her.
“Mine,” I grunt as I piston in and out of her.
“Y… yours… oh, fuck, fuck, Slash, I can’t hold on…”
“Let go, Kennedy. I love watching you cum. I love hearing you cum. I love feeling you cum all around me. So cum for me, baby girl.”
Her orgasm slams into her, causing her whole body to shake and convulse beneath me.
“Goddamn, Kennedy, Jesus Christ, that’s it.”
I fuck her through her orgasm as she whimpers and writhes. I can’t hold off much longer, but I don’t want this to end. I want to be inside of her forever.
I pull out of her as she moans, snapping her eyes open and searing me with her lustful gaze. Standing up, I pull her into me and spin her around, guiding her to lean over the arm of the couch. I grab her hair and push her forward onto her elbows. I press my cock against her soaking wet pussy, her previous releases dripping down her thighs. I tease her as I wait for the exact, right moment.
My cock spurts cum at the sight of Kennedy bent over the couch for me. I grit my teeth and take a calming breath, trying to keep my shit together. I need her to cum one more time. Ten more times. A thousand more times. But for now, I’ll settle for her fourth orgasm of the day.
“Slash, please, please get inside of me.”
“Fuck, baby, you know I’ll always give you what you need.”
I tease her a little longer, rubbing my cock up and down her slit. When she starts shaking and whimpering, I slam my thick dick deep inside of her, triggering another orgasm. I roar with pride over how much pleasure I can give my woman, and how well she takes all of my many inches. My hips snap as I buck and thrust, my heavy balls slapping her pussy. Every time we join together, we make the most obscene and glorious wet smacking sounds. It makes me impossibly harder.
I can’t tell if she’s having one long orgasm or if she’s had five more, but her pussy has been squeezing and snapping around me the entire time. I loop my arm around her waist, holding her up right as she starts to collapse. I give one more hard thrust before fucking exploding inside of her.
It’s so intense, so fucking everything. I keep emptying into her, coming harder than I ever have. Each rope of cum feels like it’s taking a part of my very soul, draining me and pouring more of me into her. I’ll give her everything. There is no me without her.
Finally, fucking finally, I’m completely spent. I curl my body over hers, cover her back with my front as I kiss the back of her neck, loving the salty taste of her sweat.
Kennedy is shaking in my arms, panting and sweating and well-fucked.
“You ok, sweetheart?” I whisper into her ear.
“I… fuck,” she breathes out. “So… good… Can’t feel my legs.”
I chuckle and then stand up, regretfully pulling out of her perfect pussy. Spinning her around again, I scoop Kennedy up into my arms. She’s a fucking rag doll, and I chuckle again, kissing her forehead before collapsing on the couch with her in my lap.
She curls up into my chest and rests her head in the crook of my neck.
“I fucking love you, baby girl. Nothing, no fucking thing will ever change that. You are my family, my home, my whole goddamn world. I’ll do whatever I can to prove that to you.”
She nods and kisses my neck. “I know,” she whispers into my skin. “You’re… family.” Her voice cracks on that last word, making me hold her even tighter. “I’ve never had one before, you know? I was just scared. But I want this more than anything. And I want it with you.”
We sit like that for god knows how long, the air thick with sex and promises of forever. It’s the most perfect moment.
I feel Kennedy shiver in my arms, and I know she’s probably cold from the sweat drying on her body.
“Think you can stand up long enough to take a shower with me?” I tease.
“I think I can manage that,” she smiles up at me. “But I don’t think I can cum again. Jesus, Slash, you wore me out.”
“Mmm… you too, baby. Every time with you is fucking incredible,” I tell her honestly before kissing her forehead.
“Yeah,” she agrees. “But that was… it was…”
I tilt her head up so we’re eye to eye.
“That was me showing you how much I love you, how perfect we are together. That was me claiming you from the inside out. I want every part of you. Your laughter, your tears, your pain, your joy, your light, your dark, your orgasms, your goddamn soul. That was me giving you all of that in return, all of me.”
She leans in, our lips barely touching. “Mine,” she whispers.
Kennedy gives me a sweet kiss, tender and gentle and perfect.
She shivers again and I chuckle, kissing the tip of her nose.
“Come on, sweetheart. Let’s take a shower. I promise I’ll be good.”
She raises one eyebrow, giving me a dubious look.
“Ok, I’ll try to be good.”
She giggles, then squeals as I stand, lifting her up in my arms and carrying her to the shower.




Chapter 17
Kennedy
Today is the last official day of my leave, but I put a call into Amanda yesterday officially requesting a transfer. I thought she would give me a hard time or convince me to stay, but something about her tone made it seem like she wasn’t shocked at all. She even asked how Slash was doing at the end of the call. So… apparently, she’s a good detective, too.
Amanda said it was actually a great time to transfer, if that’s what I wanted. Things wrapped up with the Devil’s Knights a few days ago – it didn’t take very long for the members to crack and spill out club secrets for minimal plea bargains. The fuckers were involved with all sorts of illegal sex trading activities, so regardless of plea deals, they’ll be going away for a long time.
Not only that, but the huge lawsuit that gained national attention against The Guardians is coming to a close soon. The Devil’s Knights were able to provide some missing pieces of information that will put the cult leaders away for life. I know Claire and Beth will be happy to hear that after all they’ve been through.
Slash has been so amazing this last week, since I told him I was pregnant. I mean, he’s always kind of amazing, but me being pregnant has brought out this protective, possessive side to him. I saw a glimpse of it the day the bomb went off, but he’s really upped his game. Plus, he’s been totally adorable in a way I didn’t expect.
I’ve seen cocky Slash, playful Slash, goofy Slash, serious Slash, and sexy as fuck Slash, but the Slash that kissed down my chest and cried into my belly when I told him I was pregnant might be my favorite. Ok, top three.
He’s been following me around and pampering me and making me “sit and put my feet up” even though I told him I won’t be getting swollen ankles for several more months. He’s even been coming up with nicknames for the baby, which is so fucking endearing. Slash might not know how to be a dad any more than I know how to be a mom, but I know he’s going to be the best.
“Honeeeeeeey! I’m hooooome!” Slash bellows as he walks in the front door.
“I’m in here!”
Slash comes into the bedroom where I’m finishing putting on my dress. His eyes go dark, causing me to blush and my lady parts to tingle.
“A little help?” I ask, motioning towards the zipper on the back of the dress.
Slash closes the distance between us in three strides. He spins me so I’m standing in front of the full-length mirror, with him behind me. I feel his fingers trail up my spine, teasing and tickling my skin. When the zipper is all the way up, Slash brushes my hair to the side and kisses the back of my neck, my shoulder, my pulse point, and finally my temple. He’s so sweet and sexy, my panties never stood a chance.
He wraps his arms around me and rests his chin on my shoulder looking at me in the mirror.
“You’re fucking gorgeous, baby.”
I don’t do well with compliments, no one has ever really given them to me before, but I’m trying to accept the kind words Slash seems to heap on me in waves.
“Thanks,” I smile. He gives me that devastating grin, dimple and all, and smacks a wet kiss on my cheek.
“You ready to go out to dinner? I’m just going to change my shirt.”
“Yeah. You know, you really don’t have to take me out on a date. I mean, we’re practically living together, you’ve ravished my body more times than I can count, and I’m having your baby. I don’t really need the wining and dining,” I tease.
Slash stops mid motion, his shirt halfway off his ripped chest. God, I’ll never get tired of seeing his hard, chiseled muscles on display. He takes his shirt off the rest of the way and then turns to me, looping his arms around my waist and pulling me close.
He’s suddenly so serious, his blue eyes peering into the very depths of me.
“What did I tell you about being worth all of my effort?”
“Um, I believe at the time you told me I would be sore from your teeth, fingers, and cock,” I smirk.
Slash grins, but then goes back to his serious face.
“You are definitely worth that kind of effort too, but you have to know I want more than that with you. I want everything. Date nights, lazy mornings, family vacations, all that shit.”
“Oh yeah? That’s very domestic of you,” I smile, placing a kiss on the center of his bare chest. I can’t help it. The man can’t just stand there, all shirtless and sexy and not expect me to do something about it.
He chuckles. “I guess it is.”
“I don’t want to change you. I like you just the way you are. You don’t have to put your life on hold for me or do things you think I want.”
“I’m not putting my life on hold. I’m changing the whole fucking thing. I’m still me, but better. You make me better. Your needs are my needs, your wants are my wants. There’s nothing and nobody I desire more than you. Than our family. I fucking love you. You’re it for me. You’re worth everything. I didn’t know it at the time, but when you walked into the clubhouse that first day, my life would never be the same. In all the best ways. You are the best thing that ever happened to me, and I’ll do anything to keep you.”
His words spark a flood of emotions deep inside of me, so powerful they threaten to leak right out of my eyes. For someone who doesn’t cry, Slash has sure seen a lot of tears from me in the short time we’ve been together.
“You’ve become quite the romantic, you know that?” I give him a watery smile.
“I just want to do this right.”
“Do what right?”
“Shit. I… I planned to do this later,” he mutters, releasing his hold on me to rub the back of his neck. I don’t think I’ve ever seen him nervous before.
“Do what later?” My brows knit together in confusion.
He looks at me so intensely, such love and devotion swimming in his eyes.
I watch almost in slow motion as he gets down on one knee in front of me.
“Slash, are you—”
“Let me do this, baby,” he grins, still shirtless and sexy and charming. Somehow, it’s totally perfect.
Slash digs in the pocket of his jeans and pulls out a small, velvet box. I know what’s coming next, but I still can’t believe it.
“Kennedy, will you—”
“Yes!”
I tackle him in a hug, knocking us both to the ground.
“Wait, I didn’t even ask!” He laughs.
“Don’t care,” I smile and kiss him over and over again.
“What if I was going to ask you to be my karaoke buddy? Or my partner in crime?”
“Yes to both. But I’m also telling you I’m going to be your wife.”
“Oh yeah? You calling the shots now, officer Martinez?”
“Yup. You’re gonna be my husband. The father of our child. Forever.”
“Fuck. I like the sound of that, baby. Like it a whole hell of a lot.”
With that, he rolls so I’m underneath him, caged in by those strong arms of his that always make me feel so safe. So wanted.
He kisses me then. Softly at first, but then he grows more desperate in his need to consume me. I match him stroke for stroke, needing to show him how much I need him too.
Slash breaks the kiss and rests his forehead on mine. We stay connected like that while getting our breathing under control. It’s such a small, intimate gesture, the way we’re connected right now, but it makes me feel so loved.
I reach my hand up to cup his face, nudging him to lift his head up and look at me.
“I have some news too.”
“Oh yeah? Trying to steal my thunder here?”
“You know it,” I tease, kissing him on his nose. “I was approved for a transfer. Starting next week, I’ll officially be a Sausalito cop.”
“Really? You’re staying here?”
I nod. We hadn’t talked about it much, and I know Slash would never ask me to deter my career, but I want to do this. I want to be here with him. Slash moves to his side, resting on the floor and pulling me into him so we’re facing one another.
“Will you be happy here? Sausalito is no San Francisco.”
“I’m happy wherever you are,” I tell him honestly.
“I appreciate that, baby. But I don’t want you to regret this later on. You know I’d follow you anywhere, right?”
“I won’t regret this. I promise. The whole reason I became a cop was to help people. I can do that anywhere, and I want to do it here. With you. With my family at Chaos. The only one I’ve ever known.”
“Yeah?” He asks again.
“Fuck yeah,” I smirk, and then go in for a kiss. It’s tender this time, slow and sweet.
“Kennedy…” Slash looks up and away from me, like he’s going to say something I won’t like.
I stroke his cheek and guide his face back towards mine.
“Kennedy, you know we are a bit… beyond the law at Chaos, right? We aren’t as clean as we may have presented ourselves when you came to work with us.”
“Um, yeah, I’m a detective, remember? A damn good one at that.”
He smiles, but it doesn’t reach his eyes. I can tell he’s worried. Honestly, it took some wrestling with on my part, trying to reconcile the love of my life actively participating in things that I could easily take him and his whole club down for. I don’t know the specifics, but I feel like it wouldn’t be hard to figure out if I tried. But I trust him. I trust all of them. My family.
“I love you,” I tell him. His shoulders visibly relax. “I know there are things you can’t tell me, and I know they involve illegal activities.”
“I’ll tell you anything. Everything,” he says without hesitation.
That makes me trust him, love him even more, if that’s possible. He’s giving me every single part of him, offering his freedom, his family up, all for me.
“I don’t want to know. It’s better this way. I know you, Slash. I see you. You’re good.”
He looks away from me, unable to meet my gaze.
“Hey,” I say softly. “You are good. I’ll remind you every day of what you are, who you are to me. To us,” I tell him, putting a hand on my belly where our baby is growing.
Slash nods, his face so full of emotion.
“I love you, Kennedy,” he whispers against my lips before kissing me.
We stay wrapped up in each other on the floor for what feels like forever, and yet not long enough at the same time.
“Gotta stop tempting me with that mouth of yours, sweetheart,” he grins, finally pulling away from me. “I need to feed you. Take you out on that date I promised you. I’ll treat you like the queen that you are, and then come back here and bow before you, worshipping your sexy little body.”
My hips jerk at his promises, a whimper escaping my lips. Slash growls and kisses me again, one hand on my hip pulling me closer.
“Damnit, woman. I’m trying to take care of you,” he groans when we break apart.
“I can think of a few ways you can take care of me right here, right now,” I say all breathily.
But then, my stomach growls, effectively ruining the mood.
Slash chuckles and places a chaste kiss on my lips.
“Taking care of you means feeding more than just your insatiable sexual appetite, you know,” he grins. “We have someone else to think about too.” He rests his hand on my belly, massaging the non-existent bump there.
I relent, letting him help me to my feet. Slash hugs me close, leaning down to whisper in my ear.
“I promise we’ll have plenty of time for more of that later. We have forever.”
My heart squeezes in my chest, sending another wave of emotions through my body.
“Forever,” I confirm.
                     
                                                   THE END
I hope you enjoyed Keeping Kennedy! As an indie author, it’s hard getting noticed. If you have a few minutes to leave a review, I’d be forever grateful!
** Look out for my next series, Bear’s Tooth Mountain Men! **
All my love,
Cameron Hart
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