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 Chapter One 
 
      
 
    ***Xerox*** 
 
      
 
    Another look around the table, and yet again I can taste my own blood. I’ve been using the inside of my cheek as gum for the last hour or so. ‘What the hell was I thinking?’ keeps flowing through my brain. It really doesn’t fucking matter now though, because the problems I took on need to be handled, and I’m gonna damn well take care of them. 
 
    “This is how it’s gonna be. Marcus, you’re with Barlow. Maximus, you’re bunking with Quill. Morgan, Beecher is going to be your shadow, and last but not least…Michael, you’re with me.” I give the four young boys a stern look. 
 
    The two youngest of the four brothers, Marcus, who’s twelve, and Maximus, who’s fourteen, both have their heads down and nod. Morgan, who’s sixteen, glances around the room, curiosity written all over his face, while the oldest of the bunch, Michael, is shooting a deadly glare at me. Go ahead, buddy, glare all you like, ‘cause in the end…it’s not going to make a lick of difference. 
 
    These four brothers are now my responsibility. When I woke up this morning, I had a whole other day planned, but there it is; plan all you like ‘cause life has its own way of stirring shit up. This time a gang called the Eastside Posse is doing the stirring. Their leader, Nero Mills, tried to dig his claws into these young kids.  
 
    He wants them on the streets, selling his drugs and running his errands. The guy thinks he’s smart to use these youngsters, because they can saunter through town unnoticed to distribute or bring in new customers. 
 
    I have an instant hatred for people who taint our turf with drugs and other gang related bullshit. Needless to say, I want the streets of our town clean and safe. And that means for everyone, including Maci. The one Nero wants as his woman; whether she wants to be or not. 
 
    Shit. Maci. Maci Meyer, the hot as sin older sister of these four brothers. She was taking care of them all on her own but the little punks are proving to be more than a handful to bring up, especially when a piece of slime like Nero is added to the mix.  
 
    I need to cut out my wicked thoughts concerning Maci, because I need my head, the one on my shoulders, fully functional. Not the one underneath the table that’s trying to rise up. I’ve been sporting a raging hard-on ever since I met her a few weeks ago. Painful, believe me, but I’ve tried to get rid of it. Nothing seems to work because her image is burned into my brain.  
 
    The image of her almost naked and slick, dripping even. Dammit, see? That’s how she was when I met her. She was a stunning sight; barely dressed because she was working out. Tiny as shit, skin slick with sweat, dirty blonde hair wrapped up in a high ponytail. Strands fallen loose, cradling her face, sitting atop a tight and toned body.  
 
    Every woman I’ve met has some kind of flat ass syndrome, but not Maci. That ass…it’s something to grab hold of with both hands. It’s like a juicy pear. She makes me all hungry and horny and…shit. What was I sayin’? Hard-as-a-fucking-rock. 
 
    Forcing an image of Nero Mills through my head has my blood pressure spiking a whole different way, transferring my horny desire into full blown hatred and a hunger for bloodlust. I need that fucker dead.  
 
    Maci put up a good fight trying to keep her brothers’ noses clean. But in order to do that she needs to keep a roof over their heads. She works as the admin at an art and antique restoration company. She deals with all the paperwork and customers so that the conservators can repair and or restore what comes in. It’s a good job but it’s nine to five, so she can’t keep an eye on her brothers all the time.  
 
    She pays for everything for all of them and it’s a struggle for her. Using her struggle to his advantage, Nero has tried his hardest to come out on top. Meaning he gave the brothers money and expensive gifts behind Maci’s back trying to lure them into his lifestyle and evolving those boys into gang members. 
 
    There is no fucking way I am ever going to allow that shit to happen, not when I can do something about it. My VP’s Old Lady owns a fruit and veggie store in town.  Even though she’s been known to gift Maci and the boys groceries, two of them decided to try and rob and trash the store. When Maud’s employee Eugene caught them, the call for assistance worked its way to me.  
 
    I was three minutes away when I got the call and was one of the first to get there when it happened. I saw two of Maci’s brothers on their knees, detained by Eugene. All signs were there that Nero put them up to it, as it was clearly written all over their faces. From the corner of my eye I caught movement behind the bushes near the store. When I took one step forward, I saw a third brother making a run for it.  
 
    Since I work out twice a day, I didn’t even have to put in an effort to grab Maximus by the shirt and push him down next to his two other brothers, Michael and Morgan. That’s when Maci got to the scene, the youngest brother trailing behind her. I’m sure it looked like I was assaulting her brother because she got right in my face about it. 
 
    And fuck. It was the second time we collided in an ‘in your face confrontation’. The first time we met? Corban and I went over to her house, coincidently also because of her brothers acting out at the store. We got physical, meaning I had a very hard time defending myself because this girl can fucking move. I might not be right in the head, because her punching my eye shut was a huge turn on. 
 
    As the president of Wicked Throttle MC, a motorcycle club that’s basically known for our claims, I am very aware of the fact that there’s an old legend of love and claiming at first sight. A Wicked Throttle heart connects only once and beats solely for that woman.  
 
    Either she knocked my brain into overdrive, or it’s the legend, or both for that matter, but since that day I’ve been sketching like never before. I’d been stuck for months but now the creativity is flowing freely, just like the craving to have her and make her mine. 
 
    A few weeks ago I would have laughed it off, all that love at first sight shit, but then I watched it happen to my VP, Corban. All this time I thought the legend was bullshit. Until I saw her. Maci. It was as if I could see and feel the bolt of electricity that sparked between us. Like we connected at first sight on a whole different level. There’s no way around the righteousness that flows through my veins when I’m near her, and yet…I’m not ready to surrender. 
 
    Because her being my Old Lady means pulling her into my world that’s filled with rough guys, and incidentally some serious fucked up shit. Being the president’s Old Lady isn’t a fluffy title; it demands a strong, stable, and reliable female that can live up to it. My gut tells me she fills the position to a T.  
 
    How come I’m not ready to claim her? Because if someone would come after the club, I would be putting her at risk. My heart feels like it’s ready to be torn out of my body at just the thought of her getting hurt. 
 
    Except, she’s already at risk due to this Nero fucker. He’s got the DEA so far up his ass, he’s either numb from the pain or the fucker is enjoying playing with them a little too much. Either way, I’ve got so many things going on that I need to divert what’s between Maci and me. Oh, and shall we add the fact that she seems to hate my guts? Remember her giving me a black eye the first time we met? Yeah, complicated is stating it kindly. 
 
    Beecher’s voice pushes me out of my thoughts. “How long do we need to put up with this? I don’t like sharing my room with a teenager. Or can I lock him up in the closet when I need to fu…” 
 
    “There will be no fucking around minors,” I snarl at the idiot. 
 
    Beecher glances over at Morgan then back at me. “It’s all part of educating them. You did bring them into our club. Taking them in means they’re gonna be prospects, and eventually they get patched in, right?” 
 
    Great. The four boys’ faces do a one-eighty, wide eyes and excitement radiates from their faces. Come to think of it, this might be just the thing to keep them straight. Give those little stray cats something to look forward to; a home, a family, a commitment. 
 
    “That’s only if they do their time and follow the rules,” I state. 
 
    It’s a give and take thing. I need for them to visualize a future and give them a promise to ensure it, leaving said future in their hands; making it their decision, their responsibility. Being responsible means making sure there is no one else to blame but yourself for the mistakes and sins you make in life. They need this and so does their sister. She’s done enough for them, now they need to step up and be there for themselves. 
 
    I rise and place my hands on the table in front of me. “Take a good look at the guy you’ve been partnered up with. That’s the one who will take action if you slip up. And believe me, you don’t want to test them if you’re not up for the consequences. Now, I’ve got…” 
 
    “You can’t leave my sister unprotected,” Michael snarls beside me. 
 
    I gotta appreciate the rebel in this one, especially since he reminds me of myself when I was that age. If only I had a sister like he does, or anyone else for that matter, who would have stepped up for me when I needed it back then. 
 
    Slowly, I guide my head to the left and stare him down. “We’ll either be living with her or she’ll be here too. I’m going to leave that choice to her.” 
 
    Michael snorts. “Seeing I owe you one tiny favor for stepping up for us, I’m gonna let you in on a little secret…you can never give my sister a choice. She hates it, and never gives someone else the pleasure of a choice either.” 
 
    “Noted,” I snap and turn my attention back to the table. “I’m going to head over to Maci’s house and get her up to speed. Ryland, take my truck and bring Michael over to his sister’s house when I send you a message. Make Nancy follow you in your SUV so you have a ride back.” 
 
    Ryland’s beard tips down a few times. “Sure thing, Prez.” 
 
    “Okay, that’s it for now. Oh, no wait…one more thing. Beecher, make sure the new prospects get their cut.” I slam a flat hand on the table. “I’ll be back tomorrow. Call if something’s up. Otherwise your VP will handle shit.” 
 
    Leaving church, I head for my room. I take out a large green backpack and stash a few changes of clothes in there. After that I add my pencils, a sketch pad, and my glasses. I only use those if I’ve got a headache, or if I’m fully consumed with sketching. When I’m about to leave, I see the youngest of the Meyer brothers standing in the doorway. 
 
    Marcus swallows before his eyes drop to the floor. “What’s going to happen now?” Worry is a loud presence in his timid whisper of words. 
 
    “Now we’re going to handle one thing at a time, prospect.” I make sure not to use his name, as a reminder he’s part of an MC where we look out for and take care of each other. “You and your brothers are under the protection of the club. It’s my job, and all of your new brothers’ to keep you guys safe. That extends to your sister. Your family just got a whole lot bigger.” 
 
    I tighten my grip on the backpack that’s slung over my shoulder, before I reach out and ruffle the kid’s hair. “Don’t overthink it. I stepped up because we all feel you guys deserve better. Together we’re gonna make damn sure nothing interferes with the chance at a good future for every single one of you.” 
 
    The kid sighs in relief and gives me a tiny smile. “Thank you.” 
 
    When I pass him to head for my bike, I hear his voice trailing after me. “Don’t let my sister’s mouth scare you off.” 
 
    I look over my shoulder and shoot him a wink. “I’m not easily scared, prospect,” I add, before I stroll out of the hallway, heading for my bike. 
 
     I’m about five minutes out from Maci’s house when my bike tells me to walk the rest of the way. I don’t know what the hell is wrong with it, but it’s now parked alongside the road, and there’s not a spark alive in the damn thing. I pull out my phone and message Barlow to come get the bike and get it fixed. 
 
    That leaves me to walk the rest of the way to Maci’s house. Walking up the driveway, I decide to go around back. I check my watch for the time. She got off from work over two hours ago and I’m hoping that she might be working out in the backyard. Her brothers told me that’s something she does a lot to blow off steam. With the confrontation she had with her brothers and the stress that goes with it? Yeah, I’m guessing she’s punching the bag. ‘Cause that’s exactly what I would do too. 
 
    Every house on the block has their backyard lined with a fence. Except hers. There’s nothing marking off her terrain. When I come near her yard, I see the path behind the property switch to grass. My blood boils when she comes into view. Maci is indeed punching the bag. Tight black shorts are molded on her toned body topped with a gray shorts bra. Her skin is glistening with sweat and her hair is bouncing in a ponytail high on her head. 
 
    “What the fuck?” I growl. 
 
    Her glove covered hand connects with the bag in a solid thud as she spins around at the sound of my voice. Maci’s gaze connects with mine for a few rapid breaths before she brings her right hand to her mouth and rips off the strap. Placing the glove between her arm and the side of her body, she rips it off before discarding the other one. 
 
    “Go away,” she grunts before she strides inside the house, clearly dismissing me. 
 
    I follow her inside and drop my backpack on the couch. She heads for what appears to be the kitchen. When I step inside, I feel the need to brace myself because she’s bent over with her head in the fridge. Dammit. Her tight ass is thrown back, just pulling my eyes in. All I need to do is slide that spandex down before I can bury… 
 
    Rapid knocks on the front door rip away my very vivid daydream, switching it into a new one when she turns around, giving me a view of her perfect rack that’s bundled tight in that sports bra. She strolls past me, ready to open the goddamn door wearing close to fucking nothing. 
 
    Ripping off my cut, the leather hits the floor at the same time I have the shirt I was wearing over my head and in my hand. I throw it over Maci’s head. She wrestles her arms through the holes because I don’t give her a chance to push it away. Cursing loud, she opens the door before checking the peephole. Lo and behold, it’s Nero himself standing on her fucking porch.  
 
    My fury seems to add to hers that was already running through her body. “Go away,” she seethes. 
 
    A chuckle slips from my mouth before I lean in next to her ear and murmur, “You greet everyone the same way?” 
 
    Maci doesn’t react to me, she only puts her hands on her hips. My chest is a few inches away from her back. I can basically lean my chin on the top of her head; she’s the perfect size woman for me. 
 
    Nero glances up and down, taking in the fact that it appears she’s only wearing my shirt while I’m standing behind her, bare chested. 
 
    His mouth pinches like he ate something sour. “Screwing around and rubbing it my face.” Nero shakes his head and his whole demeanor seems to suddenly morph, a smile taking root. “I’m going to forgive you for this tiny slipup, Maci. But you either kick him out, or I will.”  
 
    It takes only a split second before Maci’s head rears back and she glances over her shoulder at me. Her eyebrow raises as if she’s voicing my thoughts ‘Is he fucking kidding?’. Who the hell does this guy think he is? I’m about to sidestep Maci and throw this guy in the dirt, face first, before I kick the ever-loving-shit out of him.  
 
    Except I’m prevented from doing just that when I feel Maci’s hand on my chest. A jolt goes through my body as her fingers spread out, nails digging in. Fuck. That feels good. 
 
    “Okay, you know what?” Maci addresses Nero. She doesn’t even add something like ‘you have no right coming here’, nope, nothing else, before she pushes me back into the house with her and slams the door shut in his face. 
 
    I have to reign in my laughter at the way she just cut him off. It’s a fleeting feeling though. “You know that will only piss him off more, right? It’s bound to blow back. This guy is straight out of the loony bin, and comes with guns and the fucking DEA trailing behind him.” 
 
    I grab my phone and shoot a message to my VP, Corban. When my eyes leave the screen, I find Maci glaring at me. 
 
    “What are you doing here?” she snaps. 
 
    Ignoring her question, I decide to admire the vision before me some more. “You look good in my shirt.”  
 
    It’s a light gray T-shirt with the Wicked Throttle patch printed on the right breast and there’s a large version on the back. 
 
    “I know.” She glances down and takes the fabric that’s draped over both shoulders into her thumb and index finger, pulling it slightly up. Did she just sniff it? Fuck yeah, she did. 
 
    Her hands fall away. “That’s also the reason you’re not getting it back. Now, tell me why you’re here, so you can run along. I have things to do.” She waves her fingers dismissively in front of her while she strolls toward the kitchen. 
 
    Maci grabs a bottle of water, twists open the lid, and gulps it down. My eyes trail a drop of water that slips from her lips and finds its way down to her neck, going for her goddamn breasts. But I can’t see because it’s being absorbed by my shirt. Can someone be jealous of a shirt? Yes. The answer is hell yes, ‘cause I sure as fuck am. 
 
     I’ve still got my gaze pinned on her rack when I hear someone knocking on the door…again. Bet that Nero fucker is still standing on the porch. This time I’m faster than Maci. I grip the doorknob and swing it open, while my other hand tightens into a fist, ready to pounce. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    ***Maci*** 
 
      
 
    I barely manage to wrap my arms around his waist. His hot muscled, great smelling, solid six-pack, very drool worthy, and toned body I might add. Focus, that’s hard enough as it is with the electricity that seems to vibrate between us.  
 
    He just stalked straight to the door, his sexy body getting ready for war with every step he took in that direction. I’m holding him back. Well, I’m trying like hell that is. Good thing too because my friend, Maud’s Old Man, Corban, is standing there. Xerox was about to connect his fist with his own VP. 
 
    Corban on the other hand, doesn’t even blink. “Damn, dude. What did I tell ya? No denying the legend, Prez. Didn’t expect you two would go at it the second you got here, though. Fuck, I barely managed to get my ass here after you left and you two clearly got naked together.” Corban chuckles. 
 
    Shit. I’ve got my arms wrapped around his naked torso, with me wearing only his shirt…one and one is two, by the looks of it, right? Shit, Nero and Corban both had the same visual in front of them; the after-sex portrait of Xerox and me. And why am I annoyed? Not that they all assume that it did happen, but more about the fact that it didn’t? I feel like I’ve been cheated out of what I’m betting would have been mind-blowing-sex. 
 
    “Shut it, VP,” Xerox growls. 
 
    Kinda soothing to hear his voice sounds as annoyed as I feel, although I have no clue if it’s for the same reason. Wait, what was that about a legend? 
 
    “No denying the legend?” I ask. “What the hell is he babbling about?” I look up at the side of Xerox’s face, before I glance around his biceps back at Corban. “And for your information, we didn’t get naked. This baboon here forced his shirt over my head, that’s all.” 
 
    “Riiiight. That’s why you’re still holding on to the naked guy in front of you. Gotcha.” Corban chuckles. 
 
    Damn. He’s right. Shit. My hands leave Xerox’s body as if I got burned, and I step back, instantly regretting the distance between us.  
 
    Great, I could use the frustration to put some anger back in my voice. “Let me pop out the same question I was asking this baboon here before you came knocking. What are all of you doing here?” 
 
    Xerox rubs his hand across his sexy sharp jaw. “Your brothers…” 
 
    My brothers? The ones who’ve grown up way too fast. The ones I failed to protect, care for, and raise into good young men. The ones who defy me and throw all my good intentions right back in my face. Ah, those brothers, right. Well, when Xerox caught them, stirring up shit, he told me he would take them off my hands. In a wave of fury and despair I agreed.  
 
    “They are your problem now. You wanted them, you got them,” I snap and switch my gaze to Corban. “Leave, and take the baboon with you.” 
 
    The moment I spin on my heels to leave the room, I feel Xerox’s fingers wrap around my upper arm.  
 
    “Hang on there, Captain Cookie,” he tells me with a firm voice. “You’re not going anywhere and neither am I. As for your brothers, they are indeed under my care. Prospects. That’s what I wanted to explain to you some more. They’ve been assigned to members to buddy up, to make sure they are watched and protected. That’s not a normal situation for a prospect, but with everything going on, that’s the best option I can give them. As for you…” 
 
    My fingers are splayed on his hard abs, pushing him away from me. “What about me, huh? I need to buddy up too? Lemme guess, you applied for the job.” 
 
    Please say yes. Ugh, I swear that was my vagina speaking, not me. My body locks down completely when he inches closer. 
 
    A breath away from my lips he collides his amazing eyes with mine. Heterochromia. One brown, one blue, both gorgeous, both solely focused on me. “There’s no job. There’s no buddy. There’s me, and there’s you. Now…” 
 
    Gunshots blast through the window as Xerox yanks me down to the floor and covers my body completely.  
 
    “Stay down,” he growls as his head flashes back to where Corban was standing. 
 
    Corban crawls toward us. “I’m okay, you hit?” 
 
    “Nah.” Xerox shakes his head. “Fuck man, that’s Nero. Or he let someone else do his dirty job. The fucker was just here and he saw the same thing you did. Me shirtless, her wearing my shirt.” 
 
    “Nothing happened,” I mutter, trying to wrap my head around the fact that they’re shooting up my house. All of this makes me glare at both of them, who in fact are ignoring me all together. 
 
    “Fuuuuck. Yeah, safe bet it’s that Nero fucker. Come on, let’s slip out the back,” Corban mutters while he moves forward. 
 
    Xerox holds up his hand. “No, wait. I’m not trusting this shit. There’s no gate, fence, or nothing to take cover behind. We’d be sitting ducks when we go out back.” 
 
    Again, shots ring, except this time they’re not hitting the house, sounds like it’s... 
 
    “Hell yeah, Ryland’s here, Nancy is with him. Dammit…Michael is out there too,” Xerox grumbles. 
 
    Michael is here? Oh, no. Dammit. I walked away from my brothers because they are way more than I can handle on my own. Clearly those four boys need some manly direction. I was so angry, and when Xerox told me he would take them so they would have the support and guidance of the whole MC, I basically told him that he could have them. 
 
    Doesn’t mean I don’t care about them, it just means I can’t handle four boys who are growing up too fast. It was the safest choice because Nero wants to drag them down and then today at work I had this visit from… 
 
    “You guys okay in there?” A voice barks from outside the door. 
 
    Xerox jumps up and opens the door. Two guys step inside. Behind them is my brother, Michael. Rushing over, I worm myself around the guys and grab him tight. After a few deep breaths, I push him away.  
 
    “What the hell were you thinking? You could have been shot!” I seethe. 
 
    Michael crosses his arms in front of his leather covered chest. “Not a chance. My brothers were there…” 
 
    “You took Marc, Max, and Morgan with you? What the hell, Mike?” Why do I always have to yell at my brothers, every single one of them? And really? Are they completely…  
 
    I’m being pulled back with a strong arm around my waist, plastered against a very hard and naked chest.  
 
    “Did you see how many? Who?” Xerox asks one of the guys that’s standing next to Michael. 
 
    Seriously? I’m literally being pulled out of my own goddamn discussion? Is this ape for real? 
 
    I dig my nails in the solid arm and rip it away from me, directing my fury at the guy standing next to my brother. “Do not answer his fucking questions.” 
 
    Spinning around, I jab my finger against Xerox’s chest. “Now you listen here, baboon. I am not some bimbo you can just shove on hold at your convenience. I was having a discussion, you idiot.” 
 
    My chest is heaving and I’m frustrated with myself that it’s both from fury and annoyance. While I’m trying to ignore the desire that’s trying to take control because of the fact that he’s still shirtless.  
 
    Xerox leans into my personal space. “From what I’ve heard your brother state, he’s catching on real fast. Our brothers were there. He didn’t mean your three brothers because they are over at the compound. Now let me handle this, because it concerns club business.”  
 
    Let me handle this? He’s seriously dismissing me again? Hell no. “Fuck your club business, pretty boy. It’s my house, goddammit. So it’s my business too. Wait…”  
 
    I direct my attention at Mike. “Tell me you’re not carrying a gun.”  
 
    Michael shakes his head. Thank you, Lord. 
 
    Switching back to Xerox, I growl, “He’s not getting one either, right?” 
 
    He licks his bottom lip, clearly thinking how to answer me. What the hell? 
 
    I place my hands on my hip and press him. “Right?” 
 
    His gaze is still locked on mine. “I never lie. So I’m gonna ignore your question at this moment because we’ve got bigger things going on.” 
 
    My eyebrows shoot for the ceiling. Really? That’s his answer? I place two hands on his chest and push him backward.  
 
    He’s not expecting it so it’s just one step to catch himself, but still, I think I made my point. “You come here. Nero comes here. Bullets fill in the air and you manage to dismiss me three times. Bad. Fucking. Move. Baboon. Get out,” I growl and spin around. “All of you, get the fuck out of my house.” 
 
    Only silence greets me. Everybody’s got their eyes pinned on Xerox. Did they not just hear me? 
 
    I take a few steps and grab hold of the door, glaring at every single one of them. 
 
    Xerox chuckles and shakes his head. “Pack a bag. We’re leaving in five minutes.” 
 
    “You sure about that, Prez? Bringing her into the compound…around…you know…might get ugly.” A guy with dark hair and brown eyes questions out loud. 
 
    What the hell is this guy talking about? Things didn’t get ugly mere seconds ago? 
 
    “You heard the boss-lady,” Xerox answers matter-of-factly. 
 
    “Boss-lady? That an official claim there, brother?” Corban asks. 
 
    Shit. Is he for… 
 
    “Yes. She’s my Old Lady. Did you not hear her a moment ago? I think she’ll do just fine. Can’t think of anyone who can put a ho in her place better. Or one of my brothers for that matter, don’t you think?” There’s a smug smile on Xerox’s face, his eyes are locked on mine. 
 
    How can I feel flamed up with dual emotions? One desire, the other anger for yet again dismissing me. “Now you wait a minute. I can’t be claimed.”  
 
    “That’s ‘I can’t be tamed’, Captain Cookie…and I kinda like that little fact.” The baboon has the nerve to freaking wink at me. 
 
    I’m sure all my teeth will turn to dust at the force of my grinding. Anger fuels my veins. I’m about to explode when Xerox slowly shakes his head. 
 
    His eyes are still pinned on me. “You heard the boss-lady…everybody out.” 
 
    I narrow my eyes at the annoying man. “If you think that will smooth things over to get me to come with you…you’re seriously mistaken. Besides, I have an appointment in two hours that I need to go to.” 
 
    “Where?” Michael and Xerox ask at the same time. 
 
    Shit. I absolutely don’t need this. I can’t tell either of them.  
 
    “None of your damn business,” I snap. 
 
    Xerox takes a step closer to me. “Mike, any clue what she might be talking about?” 
 
    “Nah, she never has appointments. Other than for her job, but she’s off tomorrow, the weekend, and Monday.” My loving brother informs the annoying man. 
 
    Double shit. I can’t have them tag along…panic makes me swallow. 
 
    My fingers slide in my hair and I pull it and scream out my frustration at the same time. “Just leave me the hell alone. You, your annoying new biker buddies, Nero, the fucking DE…fuck. Just go the fuck away, all of you.” 
 
    “Fucking hell. Are you fucking serious?” Xerox growls. “When and where are you supposed to meet with them or are they coming here?” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” Michael asks, confusion lacing his voice. 
 
    “Mike, outside. Now,” Xerox snaps. 
 
    My brother gives a curt nod and hightails out of the house. Excuse me? When did my brother become a compliant guy? 
 
    “Prez?” Corban quips. 
 
    Xerox is too close. When did he move? His nose is pressing against mine. “When did they come to you? At work? What did they want? What did they say?” 
 
    “Fuuuuuck,” Corban growls low in his throat. 
 
    They know. He knows. Shit… 
 
    Xerox closes his eyes. His hands are now cupping my face. “Come on, darlin’. We’re on the same side here. Let me in.” 
 
    The sweetness in his tone makes me cave and spill the words. “At work. My boss was standing right there. He flashed his badge and told her he was working on a case…that it was vital that he speak with me. That I was involved in an ongoing investigation.” Soft brushes of his thumbs on my cheeks give me the comfort to continue. “With all the things over the last few months; emergencies concerning my brothers, taking sick days, having them run in for every tiny little shitty thing, having me run out of the office for every little shitty thing…I lost my job, and I have to meet this DEA fucker in two hours.” 
 
    Before I know it, my cheek connects with a very solid, naked chest.  
 
    Strong arms hold me in place while I hear his chest rumble as his words flow through the room. “Corban, call it in. Meeting in thirty minutes. Get Mike back in here and let him grab some vital shit from the house and put it in my truck.” 
 
    Why am I letting him hold me? I was mad at him. Dammit. How does he do that? Flip my feelings back and forth like that, as if he has the ability to control my body. 
 
    “Come on, Captain. Let’s pack some shit and get out of here. We’ll handle it, and I’m gonna…” 
 
    Stepping away from his distracting embrace, I shake my head. “You’re gonna what? Take over again? Handle things? I don’t know if you’re aware, but this is my fucking life, baboon. Me and my brothers and…”  
 
    His damn mouth twitches. “I was going to say, I’m gonna fill you in on everything.” 
 
    “Oh.” Shit. Me and my big mouth. I grab my bottom lip between my teeth. 
 
    “Yeah.” Xerox chuckles, and the sound is too damn sexy. 
 
    I rub the fingers of my right hand along my forehead and close my eyes. I feel so freaking drained these last few months. It’s like I’m losing my grip on everything. My job, my brothers, my life. Shit, what job? I even lost that. Maybe it is time for a change. Seeing as my brother listened to Xerox without even one peep back, it might not be so bad for me to surrender under his care too. Maybe that will allow me a moment to breathe for once. 
 
    “This is exhausting,” I grumble. 
 
    His arms are around me again, one hand slides up and when it finds its way into my hair, his fingers tighten and pull my head back. 
 
    “Open your eyes, Maci.” His voice is enthralling. 
 
    My body betrays me by listening to him without a second thought. 
 
    “Thank you, gorgeous. Now listen and don’t interrupt.” The corner of his mouth twitches again and his eyes freaking twinkle as if he’s expecting me to fire words back in resistance.  
 
    Tough luck, biker. It’s no fun when you’re expecting it. So instead I stay silent and wait for him to continue. Shit. The smile he gives me make my nipples harden. 
 
    “We’re gonna handle this. You and me. Since I just claimed you as my Old Lady, you’re gonna be right there next to me. As the Prez’s Old Lady, you’re ranking a bit higher than the rest, but you’ll also be carrying a bigger load. Now each person is different so there’s a choice. An Old Lady will either get all the information or she chooses to stay away from it. The last one is…” 
 
    “I’m gonna need to know all of it,” I state, without even giving it another thought. 
 
    He gives me a curt nod. “Wouldn’t have it any other way, and I didn’t even doubt it.” 
 
    “Yeah well, don’t expect me to roll over and have you scratch my tummy,” I grumble. 
 
    Shit. Now I’m imagining him doing just that as he covers his delicious body with mine while he starts to pound inside…dammit, why does he flame up these feelings inside of me? Claiming me is one thing, jumping in the sack is another. Although my body is already craving his attention. 
 
    His eyes flame up as if he’s following my train of thoughts. “I will be expecting that.” 
 
    I want to smack some words of defiance in his face, but instead…the truth flows out. “You’re exhausting. I want to fight you, not only with words I might add, at every turn, but it all leads to more frustration. Besides, it’s hard to ignore the pull between us…so I’m just going to pack a bag and come with you.” 
 
    “Fucking perfect,” Xerox mutters just before his lips cover mine. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    ***Xerox*** 
 
      
 
    I can still feel her lips on mine, even now, when I look across the clubhouse. She’s standing in front of the table where Beecher, Barlow, Quill, and her brothers are seated. Maci points her finger in each of their faces before she swings her arm back in the direction of the bar. 
 
    Yeah…I need to keep a straight face, but on the inside I’m in full blown laughter mode. Why? Because she’s lecturing all of them about the hos that are sulking against the bar with their shoulders slumped and arms crossed in front of their chests. 
 
    Again…why? Because they got the first wave of her rant. For the record, there are only two hos left. Four others walked out the moment Maci stepped inside the clubhouse. From what I’ve heard, that was the moment reality set in for most of them. Seems like there’s been talk amongst the hos.  
 
    Fist Corban, my VP, now me, the Prez. Both making the legend plausible. Draining their hope to become an Old Lady. Because clearly, none of them fit the bill or the connection would have been felt at first sight. Each and every ho is aware that they are most definitely not Old Lady material. 
 
    I’ve been holding off myself, not ready to surrender, but it’s useless. The legend is as strong as the connection between us, it’s rooted deep and the craving only intensifies. When I voiced the words, claiming her as mine, a soothing feeling settled within me. Even if she fights me, her body language doesn’t lie. She’s right there with me. 
 
    Maci seems to be satisfied with the reaction the guys give her when she’s done reprimanding them, as she turns and strolls to me. “I have to go.” 
 
    Looking over her head, I whistle quick and loud. Beecher connects with my gaze. “I’m heading out, call if something’s up.” 
 
    “You got it, Prez,” Beecher assures before he takes a deck of cards in his hands and starts to shuffle them. 
 
    I tip my head in the direction of the door. “We’re taking my truck.”  
 
    “Your truck.” Maci snorts. 
 
    “Yes, my truck.” Glaring at her, I explain further. “I feel safer with you sitting next to me, instead of behind me on my bike where I can’t protect your back. Oh, and I got stranded on my way over to you so the damn thing is getting repaired.” I sigh in frustration. 
 
    Dammit, I would have loved the feel of her body pressed tight against me. To my surprise, Maci laces her fingers with mine and pulls me with her. When I glance to my right, I see her shoot a glare over her shoulders. The angle? I’m sure she’s directing it at the two hos. Damn. So fucking appealing the way she openly claims me.  
 
    I don’t even give a shit if she’s only doing it to get her point across. Maci wants to disconnect our hands the moment we step out of the clubhouse. Tough shit, because I tighten my grip for a moment longer, and regretfully release her hand when I open the truck door for her. When I walk over to the driver’s side, I catch her hint of a smile through the front window before I get behind the wheel. 
 
     “I agreed to meet him at Bettie’s. You know, the diner off route 425,” Maci informs me before she straps the seat belt. 
 
    Turning in my seat, I looked straight at her. “There was just one DEA agent?” 
 
    She shakes her head, making the braid that’s draped over her left shoulder move up and down. “Nope, there was a woman with him too. Agent Tracy Neeson and Agent Ronnie Flegg.” 
 
    “Good to know,” I mutter and start the truck. “What exactly did you say to my brothers in there?” 
 
    I couldn’t care less about the lecture she gave them in the clubhouse, and I can imagine it had something to do with the hos, but I am kinda curious. 
 
    She gives me a cheeky grin. “That they’re not allowed to have sex until I give the all clear.” 
 
    My head falls back and laughter fills the truck. “For real? Do you think they will listen to that?” 
 
    “You bet your ass they will. Or there will be consequences. I’ve warned them to honor the Prez. Old Lady’s demands, because those are the rules,” she tells me in a stern voice. 
 
    “Those are the…” I’m still laughing. Is she kidding me? “Living up to being the Prez. Old Lady already, huh?” 
 
    Her chin raises and I fucking love her feistiness. She might not be on board fully with being mine, yet she’s already owning all the perks. My hand drifts to her knee, giving it a little squeeze before I let it rest there.  
 
    I’m trying to concentrate on the road but it’s like our energy mixes where I’m touching her. Doesn’t even matter that her knee is covered in snug jeans. The fabric does nothing to mute our connection. 
 
    While I don’t feel any resistance between us, I do sense some tension. It’s the diverted look out of the window while biting on her bottom lip that solidifies that thought.  
 
    “What’s your worry, Captain? Seeing you’re talking about rules of the club, that gives me the impression you’ve got all the inside knowledge. Lay it on me, whatever it is. Truth and respect works both ways,” I tell her and keep my gaze straight ahead. 
 
    Maci releases a deep sigh and lets her head fall into her hands. “I’m just so freaking tired of all of it. When is it going to end, huh? Doesn’t matter how high I keep my nose, or how hard I work. No matter what I give…” The heavy breath that slips free is tainted with misery. “It’s …such a contradiction.” 
 
    “From what, darlin’?” I ask hesitantly. 
 
    “My mother. She was so strong, always in control. I remember how she worked hard. When she gave us a job or told us something…my brothers and I would listen, no questions asked. She gave it all and made it look so gracefully easy. She used to tell me to keep my nose up with an open stance so you’re braced for whatever’s coming, one eye on the enemy, one on your surroundings while keeping your fists raised.” Her fingers slide down her face and she directs her gaze out the window again. “Well…I basically learned to never rely on anyone. My mother always made me promise to look out for my brothers. Guess I failed, huh?” Her voice cracks and she swallows. “I’m so freaking tired.” 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    Fuck. It. All. 
 
    Checking the rearview mirror, I guide the truck to the right and come to a stop. Reaching over, I grab her face in my hands and swipe my thumb beneath her eye. How I wish she would have a tear for me to catch and yet there is none. This strong, fierce woman gave everything she had for years. While there was no one there for her. 
 
    She leans into my touch. For a moment, I expect her to close her eyes and accept the touch of comfort I give her. That is until her eyes bounce from left to right and a slight tension vibrates through her body. It’s as if she’s panicking in front of me, right in my own fucking hands.  
 
    Then she surprises the fuck out of me when she unbuckles and is straddling me the next instant. I try to push out some words, but she swallows them with a violent kiss that has our teeth clashing. 
 
    I’m going for a growl but instead it comes out in a rumbling moan. Maci nips my bottom lip before her tongue tries to take ownership of my mouth. I’m fucking multitasking here, because she’s grinding her hips against my dick. The massive hard on she’s created is painfully trying to find its way to her cunt, clearly feeling the heat that’s radiating through the two layers that’s preventing us from fucking. 
 
    And believe me…it would be fucking. Raw, hard, and earth shattering. No making love, no sex, no going slow, or enjoying the other person’s body. Nope. Full force, full orgasm. Unload the tension…that kind of fucking. 
 
    She might need this right now, but when that orgasm high fades she will be filled with regret. Besides, she deserves so much more than a quick fuck in a truck. My hand slides to her head while my fingers dig into her hair. Tightening, I deepen the kiss first before pulling back. 
 
    Clutching her hips with my other hand, I prevent her from grinding. “You’re damn lucky to be wearing jeans. If you were wearing a dress or skirt, I would have ripped off your underwear and would had us both coming in the next breath.” 
 
    I don’t give her time to answer. I’m taking responsibility. She’s been the one that has taken the lead for years. This is something I can do for her and I’m damn well going to do it.  
 
    Pulling her forward I slam my mouth over hers once more in a fleeting hard kiss before tearing our lips apart. “Get back in your seat, darlin’. We’re not having sex until I give the all clear.” 
 
    Her eyes go wide before they narrow. Her beautiful tits are rapidly rising and falling underneath a tight, dark blue V-neck shirt. She slowly leans forward, a hair away from our noses touching. 
 
    “Is that a challenge, Prez? Because,” she fucking swirls her hips against my rock-hard boner and fucking moans, “I have a feeling the words you just voiced were a waste of breath.” 
 
    Yeah, my dick just twitched in agreement, already a slave to her every word, or movement for that matter. 
 
    “Sit, Captain Cookie,” I snap, before I can take a breath to calm myself and steady my voice to add, “We just started and I’m in no hurry to get my dick wet, because I intend to be wrapped in your tight heat for a long fucking time to come.” 
 
     A sly smile appears on her beautiful face before she leans in to diminish the fragment of space that was keeping us apart. My eyes fall closed to the addictive taste while our tongues battle. She licks in my mouth one last time before her teeth hold my bottom lip hostage for way too short before her weight lifts off me. 
 
    Oh, yes. I’m debating on giving the all clear right the fuck now. The soft giggle that comes from my right make my eyes fly open. I try to glare but with her giggle flowing into full blown laughter, I have to look away.  
 
    Adjusting my dick while the little horny hotness to my right takes in a breath, I check the mirrors, glance to my left, and ease the truck back on the road. We don’t speak until I guide the truck into a parking spot in the back.  
 
    “Don’t touch the door until I come around and open it,” I growl. 
 
    Walking around the back of the truck, I open the passenger door. Her eyes widen when I lean in and unbuckle the seat belt before I do the same with her jeans. With one hand bracing on the seat above her shoulder, I lean in to block the view for the outside, in case someone might stroll by. 
 
    My fingers slide into her panties, making her gasp and allowing my tongue access to swirl around hers. The hunger she creates inside me is barely contained by the way she lets me feed off of her, both devouring each other’s mouths as if our next breath depends on it. 
 
    I have to grip the seat tighter when my fingertips reach a tiny strip of curls on my way down to what I swear will be a heavenly drenched cunt, before I feel something else.  
 
    A growl builds down deep in my chest. She’s got a fucking clit hood piercing by the feel of it. She keeps surprising me in every godforsaken way. I can’t wait to have a closer look and flip that sucker with my tongue, but that will have to wait. I slide two digits inside her tight heat. Pressing my thumb down on her nerve bomb, she goes off like a light.  
 
    Fuck. Talk about built up tension. She gives to me so open and freely without thinking. I pull my head back to watch her face that’s filled with pleasure as her eyes roll back. Her lips, swollen and red, part as she moans out my name while her walls keep clenching around my fingers in rapid waves. 
 
    Daaaaamn. This moment right here might be the most enchanting visual my eyes have ever experienced. I softly pump my fingers to extend her pleasure while I wait until she’s slumped into the seat.  
 
    Maci’s eyes flutter open and she gives me a sheepish grin. “Was that your way of giving the all clear?” 
 
    Her words make me snort. Brilliant woman. My thumb gives one final rub over her piercing before my hand slides out of her pants.  
 
    “Sometimes you need a good rub, before it’s all clear. So let’s just say this was a little taste of what’s…to come.” I guide the two fingers that were inside her underneath my nose and inhale deep. 
 
    My knees almost buckle at the scent of her arousal. So fucking good, my dick twitches in response. I can’t resist, my digits hit my tongue, leaving me to close my eyes and moan. 
 
    “I need my mouth on your cunt and your cum on my tongue. But that’s got to wait until we get this meeting over with. And we need a bed in a room with a door we can lock without getting interrupted because there’s no way we can be done enjoying each other’s bodies for hours and hours to…” 
 
    “To…come,” she finishes. 
 
    “Yeah,” I croak. “And I need to see that piercing I felt that’s pressing on your clit.” 
 
    And yet again I adjust my dick that’s been battling my pants for what seems like decades already.  
 
    Maci eyes what I’m doing before she jumps out of the truck, and starts to adjust her clothes as she closes the truck door. “Do we need to talk things through first?” 
 
    I raise my right eyebrow. “I thought we were on the same page a moment ago.” 
 
    She rolls her eyes. “About the DEA, those agents inside of the restaurant, X. What should I tell them?”  
 
    Again, my eyebrow raises. “X?” 
 
    Maci tries to keep a straight face. “Yeah…X…definitely marks the spot.” 
 
    “Inside, now,” I growl. 
 
    Damn…what she doesn’t know yet, is the fact that I have an Apadravya and an Ampallang piercing. This combination is also called the magic cross. So with those two bars going straight through my dick…she’s bound to feel X marking the spot in a whole different way. 
 
    She bites her bottom lip before letting go. “Fingers…or…” 
 
    “Oh for fuck’s sake,” I mutter and grab her elbow to guide her across the parking lot to head for the restaurant. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    ***Maci*** 
 
      
 
    How in the hell am I supposed to concentrate when he’s sitting this close to me?  
 
    “Can you maybe move and sit across from me?” I grumble. 
 
    Xerox’s head turns and the corner of his mouth twitches before his gaze hits mine. “Not a chance, darlin’. I need you at arm’s length so I only have to reach out to touch what’s mine.” 
 
    “Uh, huh…and that would be the very reason you should move.” I need to swallow before I bat his hand away.  
 
    “We’re going to have a no touching rule.” I bite my lip before I let go and continue. “Hands off when others can see...” 
 
    “Maci Meyer. Sorry we’re a little late.” A voice from my left states. 
 
    See? Xerox consumes me to a point where I totally ignore my surroundings the second he touches me. It’s intense. I’m always in control, yet he seems to be the only one who can take leadership over me without feeling like I’m losing myself or the world around me. 
 
    “We were enjoying each other’s company, so we didn’t mind waiting.” Xerox shoots a wink at me before he stretches out his hand to the DEA agent. 
 
    “Ronnie Flegg,” Ronnie says before he shakes Xerox’s hand and sits down across from him. 
 
    When his colleague steps closer to the table, a sudden urge to warn her off fills me. Pure green jealousy. It’s a feeling I’ve never experienced, one that makes me almost possessed when I growl, “That’s my Old Man, Xerox. Sit your ass down so we can get this meeting over with.” I’m absolutely shocked that it’s my voice I’m hearing, making the words flow through the air in utter anger. 
 
    The woman smiles at me, nods, and clearly addresses Xerox but keeps her gaze locked with mine. “Xerox Vallentine, nice of you to accompany Ms. Meyer. I’m Agent Tracy Neeson.” 
 
    Her reaction weirdly calms me down somehow. I barely manage to give her a tiny smile.  
 
    Wait… “How do you know his name?” 
 
    Xerox’s hand sneaks around my waist before he pulls me against his body. “I’m sure Agent Neeson is good at her job. She clearly did some digging around.” 
 
    He leans in next to my ear and whispers, “I’m ignoring the no touching rule because you, darlin’, are fucking sexy when your jealousy comes bubbling to the surface.” 
 
     Oh, shit. It’s that obvious? My jealousy is full blown and out in the open for all to witness. All of this is very confusing. I mean, I can literally count the hours we’ve been together and while everything might seem so right, it’s in overdrive.  
 
    Okay…deep breath…first these two in front of me, then the relationship thing. Relationship. Holy shit. Old Man. Old Lady. That’s married biker style, how did that happen? I need to… 
 
    “Breathe, darlin’,” Xerox whispers again. 
 
    Leaning forward, I place my elbows on the table and address the woman now sitting across from me. “Okay, let’s get to the point. You’re here about Nero, right?” 
 
     “We are. When was the last time you saw him?” Tracy asks. 
 
    “A few hours ago, when he showed up at my house for no reason at all.” Even the thought of that annoying asshole, the initial cause of most of my problems, makes my anger flare. 
 
    Both of the DEA agents sitting across from me nod before they look at each other.  
 
    Tracy turns her attention back at me. “What time did he show up, and what did you do after he left?” 
 
    “What am I stupid? I don’t owe you an explanation or anything. I don’t even know why I came here, oh…no, wait. I do know…you two interfered with my life just like Nero does. You two showed up at my work, and the minute your asses left the building, they demanded mine followed. That’s right, you two were the last fucking drop in the bucket and got me fired. Awesome, huh?” I seethe and I’m about to get up but Xerox keeps me pinned against his body. 
 
    “I think it’s safe to say you two upset my woman. I’m not gonna beat around the bush here, so listen up. We’re all aware of this Nero scumbag and it’s your job to take care of him. Now do your fucking job, and leave Maci and her brothers the hell out of this.” His voice is steady, but oh so cold. 
 
    “I can have you arrested right this second.” Ronnie sneers before he adds in a very low voice, “Fucking biker scum.”  
 
    Now I’m the one who is trying to keep a very angry biker in his seat. 
 
    I’m thankful when Tracy’s voice verbally smacks the asswipe across the face. “That was uncalled for, Ronnie. Keep your judgmental insanity out of it and go wait in the damn truck.” 
 
    Ronnie raises his upper lip in disgust, eyes Tracy for a few more breaths, and rises from his seat. He looks back and forth between us and his partner before he storms out of the restaurant. I feel some of the tension leave Xerox as I slide my hand up and down his leg.  
 
    Tracy gives me a tight smile. “Sorry about that. And yes, we’re very aware of Nero. Needless to say, we have eyes on him at all times. In fact, that’s what led us to you.” 
 
    “To me?” I ask in confusion. “You mean to my brothers, who he tries to pull into his dirty business?”  
 
    “We noticed your brothers are involved, but Nero seems to treat them different. We have reason to believe it’s his second in command that pulls them in. But that’s another matter. He led us to you. At first we thought you were his girlfriend, but it soon became clear you weren’t. What worries us most is that he fell into a pattern that clearly displays stalker-like behavior, tracking your every move.” 
 
    I feel Xerox peel my fingers off his leg.  
 
    “Shit. Sorry,” I mutter, because I might have had a death grip on him. 
 
    He laces his fingers with mine. “That sounds about right, we’ve known for a few days. Question is…what are you guys going to do about it? Keeping both Maci and her brothers safe that is.”  
 
    Wait…what?  
 
    Ripping my fingers away from his, I stand up to face Xerox fully and snap. “You knew?”  
 
    I can’t believe he knew and didn’t tell me. I’m about to flip my shit when Xerox beats me to it. Flashing up, he’s invading my personal space in the next instant. His fingers wrap around my throat while his gaze connects with the agent sitting across us. “Look away, shut it, and stay in your fucking seat.”  
 
    Both my hands are curled around his wrist, digging my nails in, trying to tear his grip away from my neck. He leans in close, his nose almost touching mine. Fury is flowing through me, I see it mirrored in his eyes. I’m about to sink my teeth into his nose. Somehow this feels like a betrayal, although it might be anger and disgust from becoming aware Nero has been following me. 
 
    “Not the time or place,” Xerox growls, quickly rearing his head back to avoid my teeth. 
 
    His hand disappears from my throat as he tries to catch my fists that I’m now trying to connect with his jaw. Yes, I’m fighting him in a fucking restaurant. Or trying to at least, except I can’t even manage to get a single punch in. He’s got both my arms pinned behind my back.  
 
    He clicks his tongue in dismay while he slowly shakes his head. “Don’t fucking dare go full force over a piece of information I didn’t get a chance to discuss with you yet. We’re gonna put a pause in this discussion and hash it out the second we’re home. As for right now,” he leans in close to my ear, his voice barely a whisper, “there are no kids around, only adults. Three people at a table on the right, four sitting two tables away. Fuck them and the agent sitting at our table, because if you keep this up…I will bend you over this table and spank some sense into that tight ass of yours. You, little hot head, make my blood pump harder. It’s a one-way stream to my dick when your mouth and fists start flying. You’d best remember that when you have another one of your outbursts.” 
 
    Great. How does he do that? I was so angry at him and here he goes, wrapping me in his scent while holding me tight and telling me these things, clearly voicing an image to visualize inside my brain to distract me. He makes me all hot and desired by him. My chest is heaving and my heartbeat has gone haywire.  
 
    A few breaths ago, fury was the driving force behind it. Now? It’s the seed of desire that’s taken root, growing full force into a yearning that can only be harvested by the man who put it there. Xerox. I want him. No. I need him. Right this second. I hear someone clear their throat behind us. Shit. I can’t believe I’m picturing him bending me over this table and… 
 
    “Okay. Later,” I growl, anger back full force. 
 
    Yet again I can’t pinpoint the source of my anger. Is it about him reacting this way? About Nero, that asshole disrupting my life? Or at myself, the way I handle things…or better yet…how I can’t seem to handle my own freaking body when Xerox is around? 
 
    With a smirk on his face, he nods. “Later. But first…taste the fire you light up, ‘cause that’s only meant for you,” Xerox says, before his mouth covers mine in a kiss that’s filled with promise. And too damn short to fully enjoy his mouth. 
 
    He guides me back in the booth we were occupying and slides in next to me. Xerox’s arm is around my waist and his finger sneaks underneath my shirt and gently moves back and forth feathering over my skin, soothing my agitation about this whole situation. 
 
    “We’re ready to continue,” Xerox tells the agent, Tracy, who’s got her eyes glued on her phone. 
 
    She lays it down on the table and connects her gaze with mine. “Your man cares about you.” The corner of her mouth twitches in amusement. “You might not want to fight him all that much.” 
 
    I release a deep sigh and reluctantly nod at her statement. “Yeah, well…he claimed me only a few hours ago. So…” 
 
    “Wow. Just a few hours and already so intense? Where can I get me one of those?” Tracy chuckles. “Never mind, I’ve got no place in my life for a man right now.” 
 
    “Definitely not if you’re surrounded by idiots like the one you just told to wait in the truck,” I tell her. 
 
    Now she laughs out loud. “Yes. That’s it exactly. Wieners, without swag. Boring as hell. Ugh, sorry…I’m complaining about things I should…” 
 
    I reach out and tap her hand. “I embrace the switch of topic. Feel free to drop by my house…” 
 
    Shit. 
 
    Xerox chuckles. “My woman means, feel free to drop by the compound. I’ve got enough brothers without an Old Lady to spice up some…” 
 
    I slap my hand against Xerox’s chest. “Shut up already, we need her to feel welcome. Don’t treat her like one of those…” 
 
    Dammit. I can’t finish my sentence and it seems none of us at this table are able to because Tracy’s iPhone gives a buzz. She touches the screen and turns her eyes on me. “Thank you. Now, to get back to the invitation concerning your house…I was informed about a shooting.” 
 
    Nodding, I explain my experience with the situation by giving only the headlines. “Nero showed up at my doorstep. I heard a knock on the door and didn’t bother to look through the peephole. Xerox came up behind me when I opened the door. We had some words and I closed the door in his face. Then Xerox and I were talking for a moment and bullets start flying.”  
 
    “A few of my brothers showed up a little later and appeared to have chased them away. Them meaning Nero and his guys, obviously,” Xerox adds. 
 
    “No, not Nero.” Tracy shakes her head. “We had confirmation he paid a short visit to her house but didn’t get further than the porch, then he left but drove around and returned an hour later. That’s when he went a little crazy.” 
 
    “Explain crazy,” Xerox bites out. 
 
    “He walked up to the house and we’re guessing that’s when he saw the bullet holes. He got on the phone and started yelling, pacing up and down, pointing at the house. Then he got in his truck and drove away.” 
 
    “So glad you guys tailed him, not the crazy person who came to my house when Nero left,” I mutter. 
 
    “Like I said, we have reason to believe it’s his second in command who doesn’t agree with the way Nero’s obsessed with you.” Tracy softens her voice but the words hit me hard. 
 
    “Maybe you should put a trail on his ass too, you know…for the sake of my safety and all.” I can’t help but snap out those words. 
 
    “I already made sure of that before I stepped foot in this restaurant…” Before Tracy can continue, her phone starts to ring.  
 
    She holds up a finger and takes the call, clearly listening to the person talking on the other line. Her eyes connect with mine for a moment before she directs them toward the door of the restaurant.  
 
    Xerox’s thumb is still stroking my skin underneath my shirt. “Relax, darlin’. We got this. We’re all looking out for you and your brothers.”  
 
    “Sorry. I’ve got to go.” Tracy stands up and reaches over to shake my hand. “If something comes up, I’ll contact you, and be sure to give me a call when you need me.” Tracy takes a card out of her blazer and hands it to me. 
 
    “Thank you, I appreciate it,” I tell her, meaning every word. 
 
    “Here.” Xerox hands Tracy a piece of paper. “That’s got three cell numbers on there, if something’s up, call one of those numbers. Oh…and feel free to drop by the compound.” Xerox winks. 
 
    Tracy chuckles and shakes her head before she connects her gaze with me once more. “Don’t make it so hard on him, he means well.” 
 
    “Damn sure she’s making it hard,” Xerox mutters. 
 
    “And that would be my cue to leave.” Tracy smiles as she walks out of the restaurant. 
 
    I smack Xerox across the chest. 
 
    “What?” he asks in shock. 
 
    “Damn sure she’s making it hard,” I mimic his voice. “Real mature, baboon, real mature. Get that thick head of yours out of the gutter.” 
 
    “Thick head, huh?” He bursts out in laughter before he drags me out of the booth and smacks my ass. “Come on, Captain Cookie, we’re hitting the gym back at the clubhouse...you and I have some unfinished business.” 
 
    I glare at the baboon in return, acting furious, while on the inside my whole body lights up at the thought of the unfinished business. I hope the workout involves a thick head and something hard. Dammit, seems Xerox isn’t the only one with the head in the gutter. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    ***Xerox*** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Pay attention.” I can’t help but bite out my words. 
 
    Maci rolls her eyes and raises her fists at head level again. Dammit. I might as well take my own damn advice. Why the fuck did I suggest we should work out simultaneously? Tits pushed together tight in a spandex bra that’s…hell…it’s just a scrap of fabric keeping them together. The fucking hot pants are tight enough I can lip-read. 
 
    Pain slices through my head and my jaw throbs. My ass hits the fucking floor and yet I’m enthralled by the sexy giggles that flow through the air. I try to shoot her a glare but fail drastically when a bark of laughter slips from my mouth. She holds out her glove covered hand. Accepting, I push off the floor as Maci pulls me up. 
 
    “I think we’re done for today. Next time…” She’s got a bright smile on her face. 
 
    I cut straight through her sentence, because she needs to be aware. “Next time you’ll be wearing loose sweats and a damn shirt,” I grumble as I tear off my gloves. 
 
    Maci shakes her head. “Nope, not happening. I always work out in this because I get hot as hell when…” 
 
    “Darlin’...you're hot as hell every moment of the day, no matter what you're wearing. But being able to lip-read because of those tight as shit pants is too much of a distraction,” I state. 
 
    She rolls her eyes again, muttering how crude my mouth is as she walks to the door. We’ve been sparring ever since we got back from the restaurant, both now drenched in sweat and panting. Somehow this feels like foreplay; hard, sensual, predetermined, explosive, and aiming for release. 
 
    I grab my shirt off the floor and follow my woman out. Before she can take one step in the hallway, I’ve got my shirt over her head while she struggles to put her arms through the holes. 
 
    “What the hell? Again?” she bites out when her head appears. 
 
    I hold her gaze for a moment, to be sure I have her attention. “My woman, the Prez’s Old Lady, will not be walking around half naked.” 
 
    Maci steps closer to me as she throws her shoulders back, ready to stand up for herself, when Maud strolls down the hall. “Hey, Maci. Didn’t know you guys were down here.” 
 
    Maud, Corban’s Old Lady, and also a friend of Maci’s, ping pongs her glance back and forth before she releases a deep sigh. 
 
    Putting her hands on her hips, Maud asks, “Okay, what’s going on with you two?” 
 
    I’m about to growl, nothing, when Maci turns to Maud while jabbing a finger against my chest.  
 
    “This idiot here think’s my way of dressing is a suggestion for people to lip-read. Therefore, I can’t walk around wearing my workout clothes.” Maci raises her chin in defiance. 
 
    “What are you….lip-read? What does that have to do with…oh. Damn. That’s just…really, Xerox?” Maud shakes her head. “Nasty choice of words there, Prez.” 
 
    Maci smiles smug, as if she’s won some kind of fucking contest between us. 
 
    “As for you, Maci…clearly your man doesn’t want you showing off what’s his. Corban is the same way with me. You should really…” Maud shuts her lips when her eyes land on Maci. 
 
    “Right,” Maud states and throws her hands up. “Your choice. But don’t start to complain when he hauls you into a room and…” Maud’s eyebrows go up and her mouth shuts down mid-sentence yet again. A grin slides in place before she spins around and starts to walk in the direction she came from. “Carry on,” she calls over her shoulder as she disappears around the corner. 
 
    Something about all of it clicks in my mind. The last time Maci was dressed like this, I remember she also ended up with my shirt covering her. I take a step forward and back her up against the wall.  
 
    Leaning in, I feel the palms of her hands against my pecs as I nip her earlobe. “My woman gets what she needs when I think she needs it. And let me tell you that I have no boundaries when it comes to you. You’re the only woman walking this earth that has this effect on me. And although I want to bury myself to the hilt between your thighs as if our lives depended on it…I’m not ready to surrender myself to that kind of heaven. Because I plan to go to hell first, learning to embrace the heat of the flames we’re both creating.” My hand slides between our bodies, where I cover her cunt. “Are you ready to burn for me yet, darlin’?” 
 
    Her breathing picks up and she’s squirming in my hand. I feather my lips across her neck, my teeth gracing her jaw as I find my way to her mouth, hovering over it while our breath mingles. 
 
    “Please…” she begs me as she starts to tremble. 
 
    Fuck. Her voice is pleading, asking me. While at every turn, she’s the strong one that never asks or reaches out. This woman completely consumes me. I might appear to be in control on the outside, but the reality is…I would do anything for her without a single hesitation. 
 
    “What’s that, gorgeous?” I pierce her with my gaze, demanding she clarifies exactly what she’s begging for. 
 
    A growl of frustration leaves her lustful lips. “I need it…” 
 
    “Need what? This?” I increase the pressure of my hand that’s placed firmly between her legs. “Or this?” Releasing, I only place two fingertips on her clit piercing that’s putting pressure on her bundle of nerves, making circles ever so slowly. The scrap of fabric that’s covering her cunt is the only thing preventing my fingers from sliding down and sinking deep. 
 
    “X, please…” she begs again. 
 
    My dick is throbbing in the same rapid pulse as the breaths that leave her mouth. “Give me the words, darlin’.” My other hand sneaks underneath my shirt she’s wearing and wraps around her firm breast. 
 
    I give it a gentle squeeze before my fingers find her nipple and pinch it. She gasps before cursing underneath her breath.  
 
    “Make. Me. Come. Now.” Maci’s nails trail over my shoulders and neck before she grips my hair on the top of my head and pull me forward. 
 
    She bites my lip, demanding entrance. I growl as I increase the pressure and tighten the circles on her clit. Her tongue possesses my mouth as I claim the orgasm that rips through her body. 
 
    “Fuck. I need the last two minutes on a time loop,” I mutter while placing both hands on the wall beside Maci’s head. 
 
    With our foreheads touching, my vision is locked on her chest that’s still rising and falling in a rapid rhythm. I can feel her touch flowing down from my head, along my neck, down my nipple, heading for my dick. I try to snatch her wrist before she makes contact, but clearly I fail when her delicate fingers surround my junk. 
 
    My breathing comes to a complete halt while I mentally struggle to hold back my orgasm. Fuck. One damn touch and I’m ready to blow a nut. My legs get ready to step away as the sexiest moan slips over her lips. Shit. I thought she already let me hear the tunes her body releases from sheer pleasure, but holy fucking hell…this clearly sounds like pure longing.  
 
    Instead of backing up, I inch forward. “Do it again, darlin’. Let me hear how bad you want me.” 
 
    Aw, hell. The exact same sound echoes in my ears. I have to swallow due to the dizziness swirling in my head. I need to give it a little shake to clear the thought of fucking her hard right here, and straight through this goddamned wall. 
 
    Suddenly a screeching sound pierces through the air. A noise that definitely belongs in a horror movie. No…more like someone is grabbing a monkey by its tail and swinging it around. Yeah, that’s a much better visual for the sound that’s filling up every inch of space around us. 
 
    We both stop and run toward the main room of the clubhouse, where the noise is coming from. The vision before us is absolutely one I never thought I’d run into. 
 
    A hos eyes are pinned on Maximus’ hand while she’s holding her own head, shaking it in horror. Max is staring at his finger, his own brothers standing there, watching. Just as Quill, Beecher, Ryland, and some of the others are. No one is doing anything else but watching Max’s finger. Well, except for the ho, who’s clearly freaked out. 
 
    “Oh, for fuck’s sake,” Maci grumbles while she steps forward and smacks the ho across the face. “Snap out of it,” she bites out. 
 
    The ho shuts her mouth mid screech.  
 
    Maci reaches out and places her palm on the cheek she just hit. “You okay, hun?” Her voice is soft. 
 
    The ho gives a slight nod that Maci mirrors before she spins around, facing her brother. “How the hell did you do it this time, huh?” Maci sighs and takes his hand. 
 
    Maximus’ ring finger is standing in an unnatural angle.  
 
    Maci covers her hand with his. “Eyes on mine, Max. Right here.” 
 
    She waits for his head to come up before she moves fast and pops the finger back in place. 
 
    “Quill,” Maci growls. “He’s your responsibility. What the hell happened?” 
 
    The solid mountain of a man hangs his fucking head. I need to hold back a chuckle over how Quill clearly respects my woman and feels like he did a shitty job. 
 
    “We were messing around. I was showing him a move and he lost his grip on me and fell forward.” Hell, even Quill’s voice is filled with regret. 
 
    “Okay then.” Maci smiles and smacks his shoulder. “Thanks. The last time it happened with his other finger, he fell off his bike. I’m thinking this one is way cooler. What do you think, Max?” 
 
    Max has a huge grin on his face while he nods in agreement. Quill’s face brightens, clearly relieved by their reaction.  
 
    Maci turns her attention to Max one more time and waves a finger in his face. “Pay more attention next time.” 
 
    “Sure thing, sis.” Max grins while Maci stalks off in the direction of my room. 
 
    “Damn, she’s hot.”  
 
    I hear the words coming from my left as I turn to see the person who voiced those words. It’s the ho who’s got her eyes locked on my Old Lady’s bare legs. What the fuck? 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Six 
 
      
 
    ***Maci*** 
 
      
 
    I find my way to Xerox’s room and grab a few things from my bag. I’m dying for a hot shower to relax my muscles and to shut everything out. I can’t believe how things bounce from one thing to the other and then flow together, moving at lightning speed. 
 
    I’ve been struggling for years raising my brothers. First helping out my mother, because our father moved out the day Marcus was born. Trust me, he had valid reasons to do so. Then our mother died a little over nine years ago, and since then it’s always been me and my brothers.  
 
    Do I regret putting my life on hold to give them everything? Not one freaking bit; they are my blood. And although we fight a lot, our bond is strong and solid. Except the last few weeks it felt like things were slipping. Then Xerox came into my life, and it seems I’m suddenly very aware I have a life to live for myself too. 
 
    It’s not just realizing I can reach out for help from others and I don’t have to face things on my own…okay, it’s been more like he forced his way in, but whatever. What I meant to say is…my heart is soaring with the fact that my family got a little bigger with the guys of Wicked Throttle MC. 
 
    The agent telling me about Nero’s stalker behavior? That they suspect his second in command is responsible for the bullets flying around at my house and trying to bring my brothers into the gang and so on? To be honest…it’s all starting to close in on me, taking its toll. The only time I feel safe is when I’m with Xerox. Then, strangely, it’s like I can face anything with him, knowing he will have my back. 
 
    The hot water pours down my body while I place my hands on the tiles in front of me, bracing myself to enjoy the heat. My head is underneath the stream. It’s in these moments that I can let go for a very tiny fragment in time, letting my guard down. The water flows freely, over and from my body while sobs escape me. 
 
    “Aw, fuck, gorgeous.” I hear Xerox’s voice fill the bathroom before I feel strong arms surround me from behind. 
 
    My body freezes as adrenaline courses through my body from the shock of, what feels like getting caught. I never let people see me with my guard down and it feels like I’ve been caught doing something I shouldn’t.  
 
    “I’m right here, I’ve got you.” His voice and touch are so tender that I practically melt against him. 
 
    Xerox spins me around in his arms as he tenderly moves the hairs from my face. He peppers my skin with kisses. Stepping back, he removes his sweatpants. This action makes my eyes slide down, following the movement. 
 
    Ho-ly-fuck. His dick is pierced. As in two bars going straight through creating an X. Sucking my bottom lip into my mouth, I bite down on it, imagining how those piercings will feel when he’s sliding in and out of me. 
 
    “Eyes, Captain Cookie. Up here,” Xerox snaps. 
 
    The demand in his voice makes a delightful shiver run straight up through my spine. I hear him curse a few times before I finally manage to drag my gaze away from his dick. 
 
    “You’ve got…there’s a…Jesus…” I grumble. 
 
    Xerox smirks. “It’s called a magic cross, or were your eyes on the Jacob’s ladder? You’ll be getting acquainted very soon, gorgeous. Very soon. But it won’t be today.” 
 
    His words might as well be static to my ears, because the visual of his dick is taking over my brain. Damn. Long, thick, hard, and decorated for pleasure…wait…did he say won’t be today? 
 
    “Stop looking like that,” he growls as he reaches for the shampoo bottle. 
 
    Instead of using my stuff I brought with me, he simply uses his and starts to massage my head. 
 
    “Lean back.” Xerox’s voice is soft while his fingers tighten and pull my head back underneath the water. 
 
    He takes his time rinsing my hair and after that my body. Every single inch of me is vibrating from his touch. After he lingered around the sensitive areas, I felt like he placed live wires all over my skin. So here I am, naked, standing on a towel because I’ve been told not to move until he was done drying me off. 
 
    Xerox returns with a gray hoodie, holding it up, the patch of Wicked Throttle on the back. Sliding my arms into the soft fabric, the size of the thing swallows me. Wrapping me in the masculine mixture of lime, rosewood, and a hint of cinnamon that kicks every single fiber in me into sensual overdrive, I raise my shoulders, turn my head, and dig my nose into my right shoulder to breathe it all in. 
 
    When I open my eyes again, I see Xerox studying me. His pupils are dilated, almost black from the desire he’s visibly consumed with. 
 
    It doesn’t make a lick of sense. “Why do you keep turning me down when we’re so freaking close to having sex? Not to mention you’re ready to fuck me this instant, it’s practically screaming from your eyes.” 
 
    His face switches from desire to frustration as he drags a hand through his wet hair. “Because I want to savor you, goddamnit.” 
 
    Stepping closer, he fists the hoodie and pulls me against him. Leaning in, his gaze locks with mine and it’s like an open window that’s inviting you to see and climb through. Opening up and letting me in. 
 
    “I’ve never had this…these feelings. Just that, feel.” He swallows hard before his words continue. “You make everything around me come to life while my body is the centerpiece that’s been rebooted. There’s nothing more that I want or need right at this very second, then to sink my cock into the tight warmth of your delicious cunt. But fuck…the stuff going on around us is a weight on your shoulders I want to lift off your gorgeous body and take it on as my own. Before I fucking destroy it. Never think for one damn second that I’m turning you down, because that’s not what this is about. I’d fucking marry you on the spot if I had the ring and the priest in this very bathroom. But when it comes to you, I want the important thing to be the most rewarding gift that needs to be unwrapped slowly.” 
 
    Never, in my whole existence, did anyone even think of putting me first. My mother, and yes, even my dad when I was young, showed me I was loved. But with five kids growing up and me being the oldest, things needed to be divided. And now I’m being placed first, above everything else. This hot as hell biker, president of a motorcycle club, is showing me how special I am.  
 
    Placing me on a throne, to worship and treasure…damn…those eyes. He’s got all his desire locked behind bars and it’s threatening to break out. Screw savoring me. Oh, yes…I can totally see us having dirty sex on that throne, if he keeps looking at me like he wants to devour me. 
 
    “I’m a girl who used to go ballistic with gifts, tearing off the wrapping paper as if my life depended on it. I get what you’re saying, and yet in the meantime…I want to have sex as if my life depended on it.”   
 
     Yes. There, right there. His pupils go black, carnal passion overflowing. A growl rumbles through his chest, his lips are an inch away. My whole body feels heated in anticipation. 
 
    His mouth covers mine at the exact same time someone knocks on the door. “Prez. Prez. You better get out here.” 
 
    “Why the hell do we keep getting interrupted? I’m done. I was waiting for the right time, but seeing we’re on the same page and time is precious…next available moment I’m going to make you, or better yet, your pierced cunt, feel precious.” Xerox closes his eyes and takes a few deep breaths. 
 
    Sliding my tongue over his bottom lip, I let him know. “You already make me feel precious. Knowing how much, it fills up my heart yet it leaves my pussy empty. So, you better hurry up and fill that too.” 
 
    The next instant, there’s a raw and intense growl. My back hits the wall and I can feel Xerox’s fingers gripping my ass to hold me up as he literally devours my mouth. My legs wrap around his waist as I grind myself against him. 
 
    The loud knocking continues, the person on the other side is now barking out his words. “Prez. We need you. There’s been a hit on the gallery.” 
 
    Those words make us both freeze. Xerox steps back and lets me slide down his body. Stalking over to the door, he opens it to Barlow who’s standing in the hallway.  
 
    “I just got a call from an agent named Tracy Neeson. I don’t even fucking know how she got my number.” Barlow’s eyebrows go down and his words halt while he thinks things over. 
 
    “I gave her yours, mine, and Corban’s. Yours might have been at the top of that list,” Xerox mentions matter-of-factly. 
 
    “Makes sense…anyway…we need to get down to the gallery. Oh, and Prez…two favors.” Barlow stares at Xerox, who gives a tight nod, indicating him to continue. 
 
    “First…at least put on some pants before you open the fucking door, man. You’ve got an Old Lady now, dick on show is for her, exclusively.” Barlow chuckles as he shakes his head. 
 
    “What’s the second one?” Xerox snaps. 
 
    Barlow’s face turns serious again. “No new pussy in the clubhouse. Us guys talked about it and we want to vote on it…” 
 
    Oh. Seems me talking to the guys about my brothers being here and not wanting them exposed to… 
 
    “First our VP, now our Prez…we don’t want our dicks tied. I’m not answering my own damn phone anymore either, or you make that woman lose my number next time you see her, because that voice, Agent Tracy’s? She could talk about whatever the fuck she wants, hell…sing the fucking alphabet and I’d come in my fucking pants. See? No new pussy. I’ve said it before and I’ll say it again; my dick is made to rock and shock. Like hell some bitch is going to stroll into my life and put it on a leash.” Barlow takes a step back. “Clothes, man. I’ll inform Corban and…” 
 
    “You, Corban, and Ryland are coming with us. Leave Marcus with Tyren, and have Nancy tag along with us. Michael is coming with us too.” Xerox doesn’t wait for an answer but instead closes the door. 
 
    “We can’t bring Michael…” I throw over my shoulder as I grab my panties and slide them on. 
 
    “We can, and we will. He’s under my care and he’s the oldest, Maci. You’re the big sister, but he has to step out from under you and show his brothers how to take the lead. While he gives me the chance, and experience up close; how I prove myself to you, and him to himself. We’ve got our guys surrounding them with every move they make. So…” 
 
    Suddenly it clicks. Xerox didn’t just shove my brothers in the care of a biker, any biker for that matter, he handpicked them for a purpose. “You linked them up not just for the sake of my brothers, but also to knock some sense into the other guys.” 
 
    His smile is bright as he buttons up his jeans. “Bingo.” 
 
    When I’ve put on blue, ripped jeans, a gray halter cropped tank top, and my favorite black leather biker boots, I grab Xerox’s gray hoodie and slide it back on. Turning to face him, I see he’s wearing a black wife beater. He grabs a gun holster from the table in the corner, putting it on before he covers it with his leather cut. 
 
    “Ready?” he quips while holding out his hand. 
 
    My heart skips a beat when I lace my fingers with his. Seems like I’m not nervous or afraid anymore. Feels more like I can face anything, as long as he’s with me. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
    ***Xerox*** 
 
      
 
      
 
    It’s gone. All gone. Flames are bursting through the gallery like it’s been hungry for weeks. I can’t believe what I’m seeing right now. I slam on the brakes and jump out of the truck. 
 
    Corban and Ryland’s chests both hit my shoulders as they catch me. I fucking need to get in there. I know it’s stupid, but that’s my first reaction. This gallery holds our main source of income. Some of my work is still in there and also most of…fuck. 
 
    “Let go of me, you assholes, and grab Barlow. It’s only five or six fucking pieces of mine but all of Barlow’s work is in there,” I growl and turn just in time for me to tackle Barlow to the ground. 
 
    The three of us wrestle until the crazy asshole is pinned underneath us.  
 
    “Get him in my truck and get him the fuck back to the clubhouse. Then get back here with my truck,” I order Ryland and Corban. 
 
    They grip his shoulders and drag him off. Corban takes the wheel while Ryland is struggling to get Barlow into the backseat. Michael, Nancy, and Maci are standing at a safe distance watching us. Maci’s eyes bounce from me to the flames and back.  
 
    Stepping toward them, I make eye contact with Nancy. “Eyes on her at all times. I need to talk to some folks.” 
 
    I inch closer and wrap my hand in Maci’s hair before I pull it back. “Stay with the prospect. I’ll be right back, yeah?” 
 
    My mouth covers hers for way too briefly before I connect my lips one final time to the top of her forehead. 
 
    “Mike,” I snap at Maci’s brother. “You’re with me.”  
 
    He nods and falls in step behind me. Even though the boy has been with us for a very short time, he’s managed to clean up his act in rapid speed. Like he’s grabbed this chance with both hands. Or he finally found his place and purpose because I gave him a cut to wear and a bike to ride.  
 
    The agent, Tracy Neeson, comes up and offers me her hand. “Sorry to see you again so soon under these circumstances.” 
 
    I wave the small talk away with my hand, signaling to speed this shit up. “Just gimme the damn details. This fucking sight hurts my eyes. The gallery was filled with art. Mainly wood carvings by one of my guys, Barlow. Some pieces were going to be solid income for us for months. Not to mention I lost a few pieces, sketches, of my own. And let’s not forget the fucking gallery itself. We have a large exhibition coming up in a few weeks. This thing is screwing us up and slicing straight through our club.” 
 
    She gives me a curt nod. “A witness saw two guys running off right after a small explosion. That’s what set the fire. I’ve got the witness already at the station with a sketch artist. But, Xerox…with what we discussed at the restaurant earlier today? I sense this is some kind of payback.” 
 
    “No kidding, genius. Fuck.” I glance back at Maci, but come up empty. 
 
    Turning around, I glance in every direction. What the hell? She was standing near the bikes of Corban, Ryland, Barlow, and Nancy. 
 
    “What is it?” Mike questions from behind me, but curses right after his question. “Where the hell is my sister? Or Nancy for that matter?” 
 
    My feet push the ground to pick up speed. Hearing footsteps behind me, I know Mike is following me, or fuck, maybe the agent too. I round the corner and come to a stop. My hand moves underneath my cut and with my next breath, I’ve got a solid aim. I’m about to squeeze the trigger when I hear a voice coming up next to me. 
 
    “Freeze. Federal Agent. Step away or I’ll shoot.” Tracy is pointing her gun in the same direction as me.  
 
    I don’t fucking care about the fact that she’s an agent, or the fact that she’s an inch away from me. That’s not going to keep me from killing this guy in the next… 
 
    A shot rings out as I see the fucker fall back, red soaking the front of his shirt while he stumbles backward and crumbles to the ground. The other figure who was in the alley had been slowly backing out of it, but he now takes off running and disappears around the corner. 
 
    “Get a fucking ambulance here, right fucking now!” Mike barks from behind me. He shoves my shoulder. “Come on, dude, snap out of it.” He starts to run forward.  
 
      Snap out of it? What the fuck? He’s the boy, I’m the fucking Prez. But right now that means shit as I stare down at Nancy. He’s got a tiny hole right between the eyes. Eyes that stare straight to the sky, locked on heaven until the end of time. Dead. No longer among us. 
 
    Switching my gaze, I swallow hard. I’ve seen a lot because of my fucked up childhood and my years being Prez of Wicked Throttle MC, but this? My heart has been ripped out of my chest and shredded to pieces in front of my eyes. 
 
    I can hear Tracy talking behind me, commanding people around me while I watch in horror as Mike falls to his knees in front of his sister. Her wrists are tied with rope to a drain pipe above her head. My gray hoodie, the one she was wearing, is laying on the ground. Her jeans are half way down her knees. 
 
    “I can’t find a pulse, fuck. Dammit, sis, come on. You can’t leave me,” Mike begs, frantically putting his fingers on her neck. 
 
    If she’s gone, there’s nothing left for me in this fucking world. In a split second I debate if I should kick the dead body on the ground to a fucking pulp to release some of the anger inside me, but I push it down and then shift Mike out of my way. I grab the pocketknife from my jeans pocket and free her wrists. She crumbles into my arms as I gently place her on the ground. 
 
    I shrug off my cut and drape it over her lower body before my fingers slide to her neck. Closing my eyes, I try to focus. Come on…gimme a fucking pulse. 
 
    “Nothing, there’s nothing. Fuuuuuuck.” My eyes flash open at the sound of Mike’s desperate voice. “She’s dead, isn’t she? No…fuck. No.” His hands are gripping his hair. 
 
    “Hey,” I growl, before throwing his exact words back at him. “Snap out of it.”  
 
    His eyes bounce from me to his sister and back. 
 
    There. Hell yes. “I got a pulse, it’s weak, but it’s there.” 
 
    Maci is still unconscious, but she’s got a fucking heartbeat so I’m gonna make damn sure she’s going to pull through. 
 
    “I found this.” Tracy’s voice makes me switch my gaze to her. “They probably drugged her the second they got the chance to.” She’s holding up her phone showing us a picture she took of a syringe that’s on the ground near Nancy’s body. 
 
    Got a chance to do so. Right. Because my Old Lady fights like hell. The first time I met her she punched my eye shut. My gaze slides over her battered body. Several cuts litter her face where blood has been flowing freely, showing those guys got a few punches in. Her hands show signs she gave back just as good.  
 
    Fuck. Two guys. She faced two guys on her own, probably witnessing Nancy getting liquidated in the process. Hearing footsteps and more shouting, I watch as EMTs come rushing toward us. Stepping back, I take Mike with me to give them the room to help his sister. My woman. 
 
    I grab my phone from my pocket and shove it in Mike’s hand. “Call it in. Get Corban to come over here with a few other guys. ASAP. Tell him to set up a meeting. I want everybody at the fucking table tomorrow morning.” 
 
    Mike tears his eyes away from his sister. The boy has been through enough already and to face this? Fuck. He needs his mind working on other stuff. Although he seems to handle it like a strong man standing tall, he’s bound to be tearing up inside. 
 
    Tracy steps toward me. “Can we talk for a sec?” 
 
    I glance to Mike, who’s firing off words into my phone. We both stalk a little further down the alley, away from prying ears.  
 
    Tracy starts to talk, keeping her voice low. “The one that got away was Nero’s second in command. Did you see?” 
 
    “Fuck,” I growl. “No. I had my eye on the other guy.” 
 
    “Just so we’re on the same page and all…that guy raised his gun first, okay? That’s why I took the kill shot.” Tracy pins me with her gaze. 
 
    I glance behind me to see the dead guy she’s talking about, his gun lying on the ground next to him. “Damn straight. That’s the only fucking truth and you know it. He was gonna kill all of us if you didn’t react like you did.” 
 
    The fucker wasn’t pointing, let alone holding his gun. It was tucked in the back of his jeans because he was holding his fucking dick in hand, ready to rape…. 
 
    “Hey.” Tracy grabs my forearm. “We got there in time. That’s what matters.” 
 
    I stare at her hand. Damn. I can’t even let my mind trail off what would have happened if we didn’t intervene or stumbled into the scene minutes later. 
 
    “I’m gonna get him. No worries,” Tracy vows, yet her voice is barely a whisper.  
 
    I’m sure I wasn’t even supposed to hear her words, but when my gaze hits hers, I see the venom swirling around in there. 
 
    “That we are.” My agreement, and the emphasis on the ‘we’ makes her nod. 
 
    Good. She got the message, because I’m not gonna play by any fucking rules involving the law. Fuck the rules. Retaliation is what I live for.  
 
    “Now go and hop in the ambulance with your woman. I’ll call if…” 
 
    A thought comes to mind from the last time she reached out to us, picking the top number of the three listed phone numbers of the card I gave her. Agent Tracy stepped up just now, giving me a side of her that makes me appreciate her on a whole other level. Might be good to tie her to the club.  
 
    Time for a little matchmaking. “Make sure you ask for Barlow. He’s the one you called earlier, he’ll be your contact from now on.” 
 
    A man jogs our way and leans in to tell Tracy something. She gives me a quick nod as a silent acknowledgement before she gives the man her full attention, allowing me to get back to my woman. Just in time because they are loading her into the ambulance.  
 
    Stepping inside, I glance at Mike one more time. His face is filled with worry. “You okay to handle it here?”  
 
    He throws his shoulders back, his face turns serious, and he gives me a tight nod. “Yes.” That single word is filled with determination. Mike swallows. “Take care of her.” His voice cracks at the end. 
 
    “She will never leave my side again,” I vow. To him, but mainly to myself. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
    ***Maci*** 
 
      
 
    My brain is so fuzzy, it’s a struggle to open my eyes and escape from my sleep. The first thing I feel when I wake up isn’t pain. I feel powerless. Everything happening around me is out of my hands. There’s nothing I can do that allows me to get a grip on things. It’s like oil. Spreading everywhere while my control slips. Fear grips me while I fight like hell, fight whatever this is. Then suddenly the pain hits and it makes my head throb.  
 
    “Lay back down, gorgeous.” I hear Xerox’s voice soften before I feel a gentle touch on my shoulder. “That’s it.” 
 
    That’s it. Those words echo in my head. Except they were voiced by a different person and with a sneer. They were the last thing I heard before the sharp sting in my neck…everything is fuzzy…panic sets in. Flashes fill my brain with what happened before those words were said. Fight or flight slams through me as a scream rips from my lips as my arms swing, my body moves, and my ass hits the floor. Hard. 
 
    “Goddammit. Why do you always have to hit my brown eye, huh?” Xerox. That’s his voice that makes words laced with a hint of anger flow through the air.  
 
    I’m safe. He did come for me. When those two guys grabbed me and Nancy and pulled us into that alley, I kept telling myself that he would somehow know they took us. That he would be there. 
 
    “Come closer and I’ll gladly shut that blue one too,” I mutter, and add. “damn baboon.” Internally, I’m smiling.  
 
    This is exactly what I need instead of the soft treatment he gave a moment ago. Xerox scoops me up and places me back in bed at the exact moment a nurse enters the room. 
 
    “What did you do?” The nurse scowls as she checks my IV and vitals. 
 
    The dirty looks she gives Xerox indicates the question was for him, not me. 
 
    His left eyebrow raises. “Hey, she punched me in the eye and jumped off the bed, even wants to shut my other one too.”  
 
    “I like it when my guy has blue eyes…I keep trying to change the brown one but it only stays blue for a very short time.” I wink at the nurse when she gasps at my words. 
 
    “You know,” the nurse addresses me as she throws her stethoscope around her neck. “Couples who have those kind of heated discussions tend to flame between the sheets. I don’t want any fire in this room. Get my drift?” 
 
    Shit. Did she just…? 
 
    Xerox snorts but his face flashes to serious with his next breath. “A quick fuck in the hospital isn’t something I’d do to my Old Lady. Get my drift.”  
 
    I shake my head. “Oooookay. I think you need to leave.”  
 
    The nurse puts her hands on her hips and clearly waits for Xerox to leave the room. 
 
    “I meant you, ma’am. No offense, but my man isn’t leaving my side.” Okay. I sound pathetic. Like a girl clinging to her man. 
 
    The nurse gasps and stomps all the way out of the room. I have to swallow. Dammit. My fingers tremble and I’m getting slightly nauseous. My emotions are clearly an added impact on my body, and yet I’m more worried to look Xerox in the eye after I went all clingy girlfriend. 
 
    Fingers slide underneath my chin, tilting my head so our gazes lock. Instead of letting him guide my head, I rip it away. A growl rumbles through the room as I feel both sides of the bed dip. Shit. His hands are on both sides of my head while he leans in close. I have no other option but to face him. 
 
    “There’s nothing that makes my dick harder than to hear my woman voice her thoughts, claiming me the way you did just now. Don’t ever hide your feelings or your face from me.” He keeps staring at me. His pupils are starting to fill up, swallowing everything and only displaying the black swirl of desire. 
 
    “Remember now,” I breathe. “No fire in this room.”  
 
    “Darlin’,” he brushes his nose along mine, “we’d burn down the whole damn hospital if we’d flame up these sheets. But I need for you to rest up. Those fuckers injected you with some kind of drugs. They’re still running tests. And you took quite a beating defending yourself…” 
 
    He pushes off the bed and shrugs a hand through his hair. 
 
    “Nancy…” I whisper. 
 
    Xerox’s gaze hits the ground, his shoulders sag. “Yeah.” 
 
    “I couldn’t do anything. They dragged us into that alley…I didn’t even get a chance to help him…they…” My throat closes up. Dammit. 
 
    I close my eyes and I can still see it happening. I was kicking and trying to free myself. His grip slipped and I got a few good punches in before he clocked me in the eye. Spinning, my gaze went to my left and I saw how that guy threw Nancy to the ground and fired his gun. It was unreal. I was so shocked it made me freeze up for a second. That’s when I heard the guy talk and the sharp sting in my neck. Then everything faded away. 
 
    Xerox shakes his head. “I should have been there. I should never have…” 
 
    “Yeah, well…shoulda, coulda…backtracking doesn’t get us anywhere else but where we are now. So, like I said, you’re not leaving my side. Somehow, I knew deep down you’d come for me. And if something would have gone terribly wrong, then you’d be there for my brothers. That’s what gave me the strength…” 
 
    He steps closer and leans back in. “Darlin’ you already possess every fucking bit of strength your body can hold. You’re the strongest woman I know, and I’m damn proud to call you mine.”  
 
    His lips brush over mine when I hear the door open.  
 
    The nurse’s voice from before fills the room. “I said no…” 
 
    “Suck it,” Xerox growls against my lips. 
 
    “Pretty sure that she just said I can’t.” I wink at my man…and shit, that hurts. “Ouch.” I bring my hand to my face. 
 
    “Move.” The nurse slaps Xerox on his biceps. “Let me see you before the doctor comes to check on you. I’ve informed him you were awake, so he’ll be here soon. He can order something for the pain.” 
 
    “No,” I snap. “No more drugs.”  
 
    The nurse shrugs her shoulders. “The doctor will be the…” 
 
    “I said no. I’m my own freaking boss, and I’m fine. In fact, I’m ready to get out of here, get myself a nice hot shower, and get into my own bed…well, my Old Man’s bed, and get a few hours of sleep.” I seethe at the annoying nurse. 
 
    “Well, sounds like someone feels better,” a voice from the doorway states as all our heads turn. 
 
    “Doctor Webbers,” the nurse greets with a sweet tone. 
 
    The man in his late fifties steps into the room. His hair is a salt and pepper version of Elvis’ hair. With a strong jaw and his appearance he looks more like someone you would find in a garage fixing cars, trucks, or motorcycles, instead of spending his time in an OR fixing…uhmmm…people. 
 
    “Jake,” Xerox greets the doctor as they shake hands. 
 
    “Xerox. I finished your bike this morning. When are you going to swing by?” 
 
    Wait…what?  
 
    My eyes widen as the words automatically stumble from my lips. “So, you do fix bikes and people?”  
 
    Both males in the room chuckle.  
 
    Shit. “That was supposed to stay inside my head.” 
 
    The nurse leans in and whispers, “Dr. Webbers has that kind of effect on people.”   
 
    This time she doesn’t seem so annoying and I reward her with a smile. I’m the one who’s been cranky while she was just in here doing her job, putting me first and looking after my needs. 
 
    “Okay, let’s check out your other girl,” Jake says, strolling over to the left side of my bed. 
 
    Cranky spiking back into my system. “His other girl?” I growl. 
 
    “My bike, gorgeous,” Xerox tells me with a smirk on his face. “My bike is my other girl.” 
 
    “Call it a bike then, dammit,” I snap. 
 
    Jake raises his eyebrow. “Bad time to mention he named her Gloria then?”  
 
    “What?” I growl, yet again. “She’s got a freaking name?” Holy shit. I’m jealous about a bike? Seriously, Maci? Ugh, get a grip. 
 
    “We’ll discuss it later,” Xerox snaps. 
 
    “No, we won’t.” I glare at him. And that takes some effort because my face hurts and Jake is poking me, well…checking me, but it feels like poking. 
 
    After a moment, and some more poking around, Jake seems to be done examining me.  
 
    I try to put up my sweetest voice and address Jake. “Can I go home now?” 
 
    Jake grabs the file that was lying at my feet and glances over some papers. “If Xerox will keep an eye on you, then yes. But only if you stick with your own advice; get in bed and get a few hours sleep.” 
 
    I release a deep breath, glad to hear I can get out of here. I feel icky, my head throbs, as well as my hands…like I said, a hot shower, a bed, and some hours of sleep. That’s what I need. 
 
    It takes some time to get everything set and it’s close to midnight before we finally arrive at the clubhouse. Xerox opens the passenger door and lifts me out of the truck. 
 
    “I can walk on my own, you know,” I grumble, while making no attempt to remove myself from his grip. Instead, I snuggle tighter against him and nuzzle his neck. 
 
    “I know, gorgeous, I know. Indulge me for a day or two, okay?” I hear his voice rumble through his chest. 
 
    The door of the clubhouse opens. There’s no music, or other people, around for that matter. It’s completely empty. Well, except for Barlow, who opened the door for us. 
 
    “Where is everyone?” I ask while glancing over the room. 
 
    Xerox places a kiss on my head. “Everyone turned in early. I told Corban to make sure no one’s alone.” 
 
    “What about Barlow?” I wonder, as he walks toward the bar where a lone bottle of beer is waiting on him. 
 
    “He’s on watch. Don’t worry about him. And your brothers are taken care of too. Let me spoil you for tonight so we can face tomorrow well rested. We’re gonna need it.” Xerox pushes the door to his room open with his back before he turns and walks over to the bed. 
 
    My ass hits the mattress as Xerox walks back to close and lock the door. “I’m gonna run a bath for you.” 
 
    “No…thanks. I think I’d go for a quick shower instead. I’m so damn tired.” I sigh as I strip out of my clothes. 
 
    Xerox stalks over to the bathroom. Another breath later, I hear water running. I make my way over and see he’s already naked underneath the shower. 
 
    “Come here, darlin’.” His hand goes around my wrist, giving it a slight pull to guide me flush against his delicious body. 
 
    His fingers are the softest of touch when he takes care of me. I feel safe, treasured, like I can leave everything to him. I gladly surrender to the trust and love he surrounds me with. It’s like a dream that’s over way too soon when I find myself between clean sheets, washed up and dried off, tucked into bed. Strong arms move my body so I’m being pulled flush against him. I feel Xerox’s lips on the top of my head as I drift off to sleep. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
    ***Xerox*** 
 
      
 
    I should be swallowed by guilt. Guilt because of the fact that I was the one who told Nancy and Maci to stand there. Allowing for them to get taken…for Nancy to die…for Maci to get hurt. Fuck. If we were a minute or two later…I can’t even think what would have… 
 
    So, fuck guilt. I am fueled with anger. Nero, his second in command, his whole damn crew is going down. In. The. Fucking. Ground. Retaliation will come with a magnitude that will make this whole town shake on its foundation. 
 
    Anger ebbs away when I feel her fingers slide over my abs. Damn. One touch and this woman can diminish the negative and fuel a whole lot of different emotions through my body. Maci snuggles tighter against me. Her leg shifts and because she’s now draped over my body, my dick is pressing against the inside of her thigh. 
 
    Shit. I knew I should have put some clothes on her when I carried her to bed after our shower. I had her delicious body curled tight against me all night. I only had a few hours of sleep, but it was enough rest for my body. My mind is a whole different matter. Seems the only thing that can distract it is the precious woman that’s covering me. 
 
    But shit. She needs to stop grinding her hips. I’ve been waiting too damn long to bury myself deep inside her and claim her the right way. Add the stuff she went through yesterday? I could have fucking lost her. I have to keep myself in check. At first I wanted to get to know each other before we added the sex part. The pull we have, the reaction of my body with just one glance…damn. I know I won’t be able to contain myself the first time my cock enters her cunt. It will be raw and intense. 
 
    Dammit. That exact thought is what I’ve been battling every damn time she’s close. It’s even worse when I taste her. She melts against me, perfectly, as if she’s been put in my arms to complete me. 
 
    “Gorgeous. Stop humping me,” I groan and spread my fingers across her ass to keep her in place. 
 
    “But you feel so good,” she mutters. 
 
    My hand slides over that tight ass and up her spine, then returns to slide back and dip down in the heat between her legs. Soaked.  
 
    “Ah, that’s the reason you’re dry humping me, darlin’? Trying to find release? You know what the Doc said, right? You have to take it easy.” One of my fingers enters her and I have to bite the inside of my cheek. “Damn, you feel perfect. Even the thought of having you wrapped around my cock has my balls drawn up, ready to burst and wanting to brand you on the inside with my cum.” 
 
    Her lips travel over my nipple before the sexiest of moans tumble from them. I’m about to slip out from underneath her, escaping the compulsion to ravish her, when Maci pushes her upper body up so she’s straddling me. 
 
    She reaches between us, wraps her tiny hand around the base of my dick, the tip nudging her entrance. “I’m on birth control. I’m clean, you?” 
 
    My head automatically nods while I keep my eyes locked on the vision in front of me. Her knees, one on each side of my body, a slight strip of dark curls lining up toward what feels like the tightest place the head of my cock has ever experienced. 
 
    The tiny gasp that leaves her is the same amount of air I suck inside my lungs and hold. Just the fucking tip entering her gives intense friction to my piercings. The magic cross is fucking extraordinary and has never brought up this intense flow of lust inside my veins.  
 
    Remember that I kept stating how we would be fucking? Raw, hard, all consuming. Our minds miles away, chasing our orgasm to feed the feeling our bodies is creating? Yeah, the gates are open, here comes the flood, and it’s put time on hold long enough to consume the both of us. 
 
    I watch how Maci’s eyes close and her head tips back. My gaze slides to her perfect tits, nipples hard and standing to my attention. I fist the bedsheets while my eyes travel down to where we’re connected. Moans fill the room that are ripped from both of us as she sinks down one motherfucking slow inch at a time to savor the intensity. Or you might say she’s going from nudge to nudge, down the Jacob’s Ladder. Clearly, I got that one for the sole purpose of this moment, and this moment alone. 
 
    “Fuuuuuck,” I gasp, trying to get more oxygen into my brain.  
 
    My eyes involuntarily roll into the back of my head when my dick is fully lodged. Hell, in all my life I’ve never felt something similar as being strangled by the tight embrace of her welcoming cunt.  
 
    She still hasn’t moved. I can totally blow a nut even if she keeps herself rock solid, impaled on my cock. I force myself to look at her, expecting her to take her time to accommodate to the size of my dick, but instead I find her biting her bottom lip, her eyes searching. 
 
    Reaching out, I raise my upper body and meet her halfway. I cup her face and bring her down until we’re staring at each other intently. “What is it, love? Talk to me.” 
 
    “You might say I’m a little rusty.” Her voice is timid, before she rushes out the rest of the words in a rambling breath. “And maybe even a little inexperienced because the one time I had sex, it was years back and he took me while standing behind me, so to be honest…I have no clue what to do next. I only know where your dick should be, I guess I had that part right, huh?”  
 
    “Fuck, yeah,” I growl. “Not only should be, darlin’, but it’s where my cock belongs.” I trace her bottom lip with my tongue before I add, “Forget about your first time, that test run was a fluke. You’re mine, Maci. Everything from here on out will be something we determine together. We’ll create, decide, fucking obtain, and especially conquer. Together.” 
 
    Lying back down, I take her with me. The moment my back hits the sheets, her cunt slides up. Raising my hips, I push back in. Maci gasps as I groan and lick my way inside her mouth. She bites down on my bottom lip while finding a slow rhythm for moving up and down my dick. 
 
    My hands skim down her delicious body, already slick with sweat from the intensity of our lovemaking. Yes. Again, I was wrong. This is no raw fucking, instead it’s a collaboration of souls. Finding the one piece you’ve been searching for your whole life. This moment right here is what completes us. Our bodies connecting, our fluids entwining, our essence is a unity. It feels like nothing can come between us. 
 
    My fingers lock around her thighs, guiding her, as my hips bounce off the mattress. “So good,” I groan. 
 
    “Yes!” She manages to pant between gasping breaths. 
 
    Rapid pulses start to strangle my dick. 
 
    “You’re close, darlin’, come for me. Give me your pleasure and I’ll give you mine,” I growl.  
 
    That’s it for the sweet lovemaking, didn’t last long. Here comes the raw fucking love version we both need right now. My hand leaves her thigh and finds her hair, wrapping it around my fist, pulling her face closer.  
 
    “Give me the taste of your love,” I state as I connect my mouth with hers right before she screams through her orgasm. 
 
    An intense tingling starts in my spine, my balls draw up, and I know it’s a done deal. For the first time in my life, cum pumps straight from my cock into a cunt. Not just any cunt…my cunt. Fuck. Best orgasm of my life. 
 
    It’s a struggle to catch my breath. Maci collapses on top of me, giving me her full weight. There’s not one single thing that comes to mind on how I can describe the emotions that are coursing through me. I don’t think I can ever live without this woman in my life. She’s as much a necessity as the blood in my veins. 
 
    “You belong to me, now and forever.” The words slip out on a breath that mingles in her hair. 
 
    She doesn’t give me the words and yet the grunt she releases is a sound of agreement. Time passes and yet we’re still in the same position. My dick finally decides to soften and slides out. 
 
    “Shower,” Maci mutters and slides herself off me and heads for the bathroom. 
 
    Shamelessly I watch her naked ass sway across the room. I can’t wait to make a lifetime of memories that will make us feel like the moment we just shared; like we belonged. I fully understand the Wicked Throttle legend. There is no higher recognition of existing than when you connect with a person who grounds you. It’s like she makes me function, the reason why I was put on this earth. She’s my life, every breath I take, she fills me with her love, every exhale surrounds her with my love. Balance in its purest of forms. 
 
    I shake my head to clear the stunned thoughts while a smile spreads across my face. Strolling over to the bathroom, I follow my woman. I’m going to enjoy a hot shower and take that fine, tight cunt again. Shit. I’m already an addict and want to be surrounded by her every second of the day. 
 
    It’s a good thing the clubhouse doesn’t have the luxury of unlimited hot water, it forces us to slip out of the shower long before we had any intention of leaving. I grab some black jeans and put them on as I watch Maci slide into skinny, light blue jeans. She puts on a cropped, white hoodie, and white sneakers while I step into my biker boots and put on my cut after I’ve tucked a white shirt into my jeans. 
 
    I love the fact that Maci doesn’t bother with makeup but only brushes her hair and ties it up, not bothering doing all of this in front of a mirror. She’s probably unaware that she’s stunning as fuck like this. Even with the black eye from the beating she took. Leaning against the wall, I cross my arms in front of my chest and enjoy the view.   
 
    Her eyes connect with mine. “What?” 
 
    I push myself off the wall and stalk toward her, scooping her into my arms, hoisting her up in the process. “You’re fucking perfect, did I tell you that already?” 
 
    She fucking giggles adorably and cradles my face in her hands while she looms over me. “You ain’t so bad yourself there, baboon.” 
 
    Her gaze slides to my mouth. Ever so slowly, I slide her down my body till our faces are on the same level. Maci leans in and catches my bottom lip, biting down before releasing it.  
 
    “Thank you,” she breathes in all honesty. 
 
    I’m slightly confused. “For what?” 
 
    “I can’t say it enough, but it’s really like my whole world shifted. It’s been ten years…ten years and I suddenly wake up with the knowledge that the weight on my shoulders can be divided. You don’t know how much it means to me. My mother’s death…my dad moving out, getting himself killed, just like he…” She swallows the rest of her words. 
 
    “Wait…you know your father is dead?” I ask, confused.  
 
    When her eyes widen and then narrow, I feel the need to add more before her thoughts go haywire with some kind of betrayal bullshit. 
 
    “Don’t freak out on me, darlin’. A while back we kicked the Eastside posse out of town, but when we found out Nero was still active, and with the run in with your brothers…we did a background check. We got the info that your dad was shot during an armed robbery. We assumed you guys didn’t know because he ran out on you guys right after Marcus was born.” 
 
    Her shoulders sag and she steps away from me. “Don’t freak out on me,” she mimics my voice and adds a tiny smile. “I might as well share something I haven’t told a soul. Seeing you’re my Old Man and this Old Lady thing is trust back and forth and no lies between us, right? You keep my secrets as I will keep yours.” 
 
    My head goes slowly up and down. “You have me, Maci. In good, bad, now, tomorrow, forever, for whatever. So yes to all of that.” 
 
    A soft chuckle slips from her sexy plump lips. “Jeezzzz, you make it sound like we’re married or something.” 
 
    I’m sure to fill every word that comes next with a huge dose of seriousness. “Not or something, darlin’. We are. Biker style already, for the law as soon as possible.” 
 
    There’s a sharp intake of breath before she gives me a tight nod. “Well…in that case…I owe you the full version.”  
 
    She takes my hand and guides me toward the bed.  
 
    We both sit down, letting a few seconds pass by before her voice fills the room. “I was barely seventeen when my dad had to leave us behind. He didn’t have a choice back then. He did it to save us. Or try to anyway. At first, he had hoped he could prevent all of us from getting hurt, but when Nero’s father killed our mother…” 
 
    “What?!” My ass is off the bed, turning and leaning fully into her personal space. “Spill the rest and make it fucking fast,” I growl, definitely losing my temper here, because I have no idea what all of this entails. 
 
    “My dad made some mistakes in life. Money was always a struggle, so when he was offered a quick deal, he took it. Thinking it was a one-time deal. Turns out, he made a deal with the devil…or so to say.” 
 
    “The devil being Nero’s father?” I state as I rub a hand across my face. 
 
    “Yes. Dario Mills, Nero’s father, threatened to kill his firstborn, or worse, when my dad told Dario he wouldn’t do another heist.” Her eyes meet the floor when she whispers the words. “My dad discovered what it entails to go against the head of the Eastside posse. Dario ripped our family apart forever.” 
 
    The hurt and loss in her voice is crushing my heart. Closing the distance, I wrap her in my arms. The need to comfort her is stronger than the demand for her to finish the whole story, because I have a feeling this is only the tip of the iceberg. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Ten 
 
      
 
    ***Maci*** 
 
      
 
    I don’t think I’ve ever cried as much in all these years in comparison to the tears I’ve shed since I’ve been with Xerox. Yet it has never felt so right. The words I just voiced about my father and my family have never been spoken out loud. It was my best kept secret. Even from my own blood, who I’ve been protecting ever since I was the only one left to do so. 
 
    Xerox cups my face. “Tell me the rest of it, love. Give me the burden of it all, and let me help. You’re not alone anymore. I’m here, and we’ve got a whole family that resembles an army to the outside world. I won’t ever let anything happen to you or your brothers.”  
 
    I nod slowly and his arms loosen a bit before they tighten around me again. He gives me his strength that allows me to feel safe in his embrace and spill something I’ve been dreading to tell anyone. “My father signed a contract on the day they killed my mother. He traded his life for ours. That was the only way he could get out of Dario’s office. My dad figured he’d skip town and run from Dario, the second he walked out of the office. He came to us and rushed my mom to pack a small bag. He was going to take all of us with him, even though he wasn’t living with us at the time, to make it safer for us. My father always tried to put us first, by walking away, making it seem he wasn’t in our lives. Yes he was, only from a distance…his intention to do the right thing, make it seem we weren’t a family anymore so they wouldn’t harm us if something happened to him.” I swallow at the huge lump in my throat. “I never told my brothers that our dad didn’t leave us. It was his choice to keep us safe from the shit he got himself into.” 
 
    Again, I need to swallow for adding the next part. “Didn’t help one damn thing in the end, because life has a way of catching up to you, you know?”  
 
    I feel Xerox’s cheek slide along mine as he gives a slight nod. 
 
    For a brief moment, I close my eyes before I continue. “My brothers were fast asleep in the bedroom they all shared. Dad told us to leave the boys sleeping for another ten minutes so we could pack and then wake them when we were ready to leave…but it was too late. Somehow the gang knew and they kicked in the door. Men came in, weapons drawn, checked every room, and closed the door to my brothers’ bedroom because they were still sleeping in their beds. Two guys grabbed a hold of me and my mom. Dario strolled into the house…” My fists dig into Xerox’s shirt, holding on tight. 
 
    Memories of that night crash into me, vivid images that I’ve suppressed for years are now flashing before my eyes. I need to swallow back the pain, get it all out. 
 
    “Dario walked up to the guy who was holding my mother. He nodded once, the guy placed his palm on her forehead and an arm around her waist, pinning my mother against him. Dario pulled his fist back and crashed her windpipe in one fluid motion. I will never forget the look in her eyes. The arm around her waist went to her jaw as the guy laughed and snapped her neck. Pure terror shot through me, her body sagging lifeless against the idiot who was restraining her. He held out his arms, still laughing, and she crashed to the floor.” 
 
    A strangled noise comes from Xerox’s mouth and a growl rumbles through his chest right after. He pulls me tighter against him. Even if it makes it harder to breathe, it’s what I need. The struggle for air, the tight grip, it all means I can feel, it’s the fact that I’m still alive. 
 
    “I tried to scream, tried so hard, but the hand that was covering my mouth was smothering me. Fear gripped me and I froze. Dario strolled over to my father and told him that he was the one to blame for all of this. Dario told him he would make sure my dad paid his dues by giving his own flesh and blood, to make sure they fulfill the contract. Dario turned to me and told me to be smart. He said if I ran, he’d find me and my brothers and would gladly repeat what he just did to my mother.” I push myself away from Xerox’s chest and look him in the eyes.  
 
    “The guys who were with Dario dragged my dad out of the house…they took my mom’s body too…I never…my brothers never got to say goodbye. Michael woke up and walked into the living room…finding me standing there with Dario. When Michael asked me what was going on, Dario answered. He told him he was there to tell us that our mother died, and since our dad wasn’t in our lives anyway, that he never cared. He soothed my brother by telling him I was going to take good care of them, and that he would make sure we were looked after. Dario turned his gaze back to me and winked as if we had a little secret, before he walked out the door.” 
 
    I feel the same anger starting to take root in my body again. Creating distance between Xerox, I stand up and start to pace the room. 
 
    Coming to a stop, I point my finger at Xerox, who’s watching me. “Dario came back two weeks later. Just knocked on the door…one that didn’t have one of those freaking peepholes to check through. He was able to push it open after I answered it. He strolled right in. Luckily my brothers were asleep. He reminded me about my father’s contract. Then he casually told me my dad was shot by the cops during an armed robbery. Dario stated that all his hope was set on me and my brothers; four perfect soldiers and a nice wife for his son. His exact words were ‘you need to get them when they’re young, so you can mold them to suit your needs perfectly.’” Fury starts to boil inside me. “He was talking about humans like they were less than a dog he needed to train to follow his every command. Dario made sure I knew he was coming back when Michael turned sixteen. I was so scared. After he left, I cried for hours…by morning I was filled with so much hate for him. I vowed to change the future. I needed to be strong, needed to keep the boys away from Dario and his gang. I didn’t hear about him or his gang again until three years later, when the six o’clock news on the TV mentioned that the leader of the Eastside posse was eliminated. I thought that was it; we’re free. That was until Nero walked into our lives a few months ago.” 
 
    My breath halts, I don’t want to talk about it anymore. I’m hugging myself at this point. All those memories, ripped open, bringing immense feelings through my body. I’ve put the rawness of those memories behind me, or so I thought. Maybe it wasn’t the best decision to keep all of this inside and only to myself. 
 
    Dario told Michael about our parents…lies…I could have told them…but they would have been hurt either way. What’s the difference, right? Because it doesn’t change the fact that both of our parents are dead. They would have grown up with all the hate that consumes only me. Like how the truth weighs like lead on my shoulders. Carrying it with me for years, but I had to, I couldn’t bear to give some of that to my brothers. The way my mother’s life was ripped away is forever branded in my head. 
 
    “You’re the most amazing, strong, fearless, honest, and gorgeous woman I’ve ever met. With everything you just shared with me, it’s amazing that you’ve become the person that’s standing in front of me. Don’t doubt yourself, or your actions that lead you to this point in life.” Xerox’s tone of voice is gentle. Like the sweetest caress. Similar to his knuckles that slide along my cheek. 
 
    “I want to…no, I need to tell you about Nero, but I can’t right now,” I whisper. 
 
    Xerox cradles my face in his hands. “Whenever you’re ready, darlin’. I know enough and I trust you completely. I can see you’re drained. Come on, we’re gonna get some coffee.” 
 
    How does he do that? That phrase keeps popping up in my brain. All these years it’s like I’ve been rushing through everything, like being on a high-speed train. Now I’m taking stops and I’m allowed to get off and enjoy the scenery.  
 
    We stroll into the big room where tables are set along the walls. There’s a large door on the left wall that leads to church. The exit is on the opposite side, that leads to the front of the clubhouse where the parking sits. They’ve got a rather large space here with enough room for every member. A large iron gate completes the fence surrounding the place, but most times it’s open. 
 
    We stroll over to a bar sitting in the corner and a prospect puts a large mug of steaming coffee in front of Xerox. “There you go, Prez. What about you, Captain? How do you like your coffee?” 
 
    Captain? I look back at Xerox and it’s like he can hear my thoughts. 
 
    He leans in close, his breath stroking my ear. “Club name, darlin’. You’re the Prez’ Old Lady. Seeing I gave you that nickname, it kinda sticks. They’ve asked to use Captain to address you, and I’ve agreed.” 
 
     “Prez and Captain, how nice,” I murmur. 
 
    “That’s right.” Xerox pulls back and winks. “Both know how, and are capable, to taking lead.” 
 
    I give him a bright smile and turn my attention back to the prospect. “Just cream, and don’t be shy about it either.” 
 
    He nods and rushes off to make my coffee. Xerox grabs his mug, turns slightly, and places his elbow on the bar. He brings the steaming coffee to his lips. Yes, I’m watching the man, because every movement of his arms and muscles is a sight to be seen.  
 
    Xerox’s eyes widen, he’s got his gaze locked on something. I see the mug travel in high speed back on the bar, slushing over the rim. I follow his line of sight to a TV that’s pinned to the wall. 
 
    “Incoming.” I hear a voice bark through the room. 
 
    There’s rustling behind me. When I spin around to see what the fuss is about, I’m grabbed around the waist and pulled against a solid chest. Good thing too because I’m jolted with pure anger and revenge as I see Nero standing in the doorway. 
 
    That’s the only thing my mind registers as I struggle to move forward. I need to get my fingers wrapped around his throat and squeeze the ever-loving-fuck out of it. I want to pop his head like a zit that explodes against the mirror the instant you put pressure on it. 
 
    “Easy, darlin’…glance left, then right. Breathe, Captain Cookie.” Xerox’s voice breaks through my murderous thoughts. 
 
    Swiping my eyes in the direction Xerox told me, I see Barlow standing on one side with Mike next to him, Morgan and Beecher on the other side. All four of them have their arm raised, gripping their guns.  
 
    For a split second my brain flares with ‘why the fuck do my brothers have guns?’ before some sort of calming sensation flows through me. Nero’s surrounded. There’s no reason to go crazy. I’m safe here…I’m not the single person anymore who needs to handle things on her own. 
 
    “You’ve got quite the nerve, showing up here,” Xerox growls. 
 
    Nero holds up his hands, a white envelope in one of them. “I only came to give Maci something. I’m not carrying and I left my guys out front as a show of good faith. I’m not here to…” 
 
    Max walks up to Nero, rips the envelope from his hands, and strolls over to me. I take it out of his hands and snatch out the papers that are inside it. My whole body freezes up when I recognize what I’m holding. The contract Dario made my father sign. Nero brought the deal our fathers made, why?  
 
    My eyes meet Nero’s. “What? Do you think you could come here, wave these, and magically make me drop to my knees and start giving you blow jobs as your future wife or something?” I snap. 
 
    Xerox rips the papers away from me and glances them over. A growl rips from his lips and by the tightness in his shoulders and the way it flows through his body, I know he’s about to surge forward.  
 
    Stepping in front of him, I place my hand on his chest. “Easy, love.” I take a quick glance behind me, raising my voice so everyone can hear me loud and clear. “Everyone here knows I’m already taken. Seems Nero here wanted a public reminder.” 
 
    “Like I said,” Nero snaps. “I didn’t come here to start something…I came here to end something.” 
 
    “Like how your second in command ended Nancy?” I seethe. 
 
    Nero’s eyes widen. Shock clearly washing over his face. 
 
    “Didn’t know that little fact, did you now?” Xerox bites out those words before he closes the distance between them. “Are you even aware of the shit that fucker does behind your back? Not much of a boss…are ya?” 
 
    I walk up to both of them and place my arm around Xerox’s waist. He immediately tucks me underneath his arm.  
 
    Nero eyes our action, his jaw ticks. “Seeing I was clearly distracted by something I wanted for my own, I might have been neglecting other things.” 
 
    “I was never yours to begin with.” My hands clench into fists, itching to get a few punches in. 
 
    Mike steps forward, his gun still raised. “What’s this about, sis?” 
 
    “Step back, Mike. We’ll discuss it later.” Xerox’s voice is firm. 
 
    My brother backs up, surprising the hell out of me yet again. These last few weeks have been a struggle. Mike is getting older and has already become one hell of a tall guy. They grow up so fast these days. And yet…ever since my parents were killed, I’ve been working out. Getting into shape and learning how to fight, and I made damn sure my brothers followed me in this. Young boys, creating bulging muscles as years went by. Maybe because I needed them to be strong, knowing this day would come, sooner rather than later. 
 
    “Quill,” Xerox snaps. “Search the fucker.”  
 
    Quill steps closer as Xerox pins Nero with his gaze. “You carrying?” 
 
    “No. Like I said, I didn’t come here to start something, I came to end it. I wanted to return the contract because it never meant anything to me. Seeing she wasn’t at her house…” 
 
    “Because your second in command shot the place to hell,” Xerox snaps. “See a pattern here, fucker?” 
 
    Nero reaches inside the pocket of his black jeans and pulls out his phone. With this movement, he now has steel plastered against his temple.  
 
    “Not a very smart move, fucker. My finger is itching to pull the damn trigger,” Barlow says, his voice calm. 
 
    “I already told you I wasn’t carrying,” Nero growls. 
 
    “Well, excuse the fuck out of me, when I don’t believe your criminal, murderous, vendetta spree ass, motherfucker,” Barlow states, his voice still as calm as a lake on a summers day. 
 
    Nero works his phone and brings it to his ear. His gaze slides to the TV that’s pinned to the wall. I follow his line of sight and see three guys leaning against a truck. One of those guys, the one on the left, moves and brings his hand to his ear. 
 
    “Hank,” Nero addresses the person who’s standing outside. “You were right, he’s gone rogue. End him.” 
 
    Glancing around the room, I see all eyes are pinned to the black and white screen TV, zoomed in on the three guys standing against the truck. It’s like a damn movie playing out when the guy on the left reaches smoothly for his gun. The one in the middle catches the movement and works fast to take it away and blows the left guy’s brains out. The body hasn’t even dropped to the ground before the man that was standing in the middle, holding the gun, turns on the guy on his right, repeating the action. The only guy that’s left standing hops in the truck and speeds off. 
 
    It’s dead silence until Quill snorts. “Told ya we needed the full color instead of the black and white camera. That right there had some killer movie skills.”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eleven 
 
      
 
    ***Xerox*** 
 
      
 
    What a fucking mess. Two dead bodies on the edge of my property. The leader of a fucking gang still in my clubhouse.  
 
    “Barlow,” I snap. “Get that fucking DEA agent on the phone and get her over here.”  
 
    The clubhouse is somewhat remote, but this shit will attract fucking flies in the blink of an eye. 
 
    “Nero, sit your ass down at the table over there in that fucking room, because you’re not going anywhere.” I point in the direction of church. 
 
    Quill shoves him between the shoulder blades, making him stumble slightly before he catches himself. His upper lip curls in disgust but he throws his shoulders back and stalks in the direction I pointed. 
 
    Barlow steps up next to me. “She’s on her way. But Prez…I ain’t going near her.” 
 
    I cock my eyebrow. “What the fuck, Barlow? I need you out there. I’ve told you, you’re the connection of communication between us and the DEA, so you handle your shit. It’s fucking club business, you idiot.” 
 
    His face turns a shade of red and I can’t read him enough to know if it’s from anger, shame, or something else. 
 
    “Well?” I snap. “What the fuck is wrong with handling this? You scared of a piece of cunt, Barlow? That it?” 
 
    The fucker actually growls and leans into my personal space, his voice barely a whisper. “That fucking legend needs to be proven wrong. It’s got me all jacked up and thinking things that aren’t there. I mean…how the fuck can my fuckstick turn to steel from a fucking text or the sound of a fucking voice? You tell me that, man. You tell me right fucking now that I will go out and meet the broad and not get my fuckstick tied to that single slice of cunt for the rest of my life, man.” 
 
    Well, hell. 
 
    I bring my fingers to my temple and try to rub the upcoming headache away. I need my fucking glasses, that’s for sure. And how the ever-loving-fuck do I reply to that statement? Not to mention the fact that it’s kinda disturbing the way this guy always refers to his cock as a fuckstick…clearly stating the use of that particular limb. Seems like this club is wrapped in the full effect of the legend, conquering one heart after another in rapid speed. 
 
    “All I can say is…” I release a deep breath, because I’ve been there. “I tried to fight it too, man…but it’s useless. That being said? If it’s anything like how it is between me and my Old Lady? Fucking wished it happened sooner, man. Best feeling, best sex, best connection, best of everything life has to fucking give and then some.” 
 
    “I. Have. Issues,” Barlow hisses through his teeth. 
 
    “Your VP’s and my Old Lady were both captured with the same intensity, Barlow. Meaning they fall just as hard. I’m pretty sure your future Old Lady will be up to handling your issues. But what the fuck, Barlow?” I shove the guy in the shoulder. “You might be all worked up for nothing. Spooked to hell and spiking your body to react while there’s nothing going on.”    
 
    “Ah, like a fake pregnancy, I’ve read about that…boobs all sensitive and shit…it happens, you know, if you wish for something that bad, it can really screw with your…”  
 
    Maci is cut off by Barlow. “I’m not wishing for anything, nor are my fucking boobs all sensitive, let alone my fuckstick. Scratch that, my fuckstick is sensitive. But that isn’t up for discussion. What I meant was, I ain’t going near that cunt that has the potential to grab my…” 
 
    “Fuckstick?” Maci questions. 
 
    I’m done with this shit. “It’s a direct order, Barlow,” I growl. “Get the fuck outside and handle the DEA.”  
 
    “If she’s hot as hell, she might be fucking rotten to the core. I won’t make those mistakes any more. This is all on you, Xerox. A damn DEA agent for fuck’s sake. You know my fucking history.” Barlow’s head falls. 
 
    Maci grabs his shoulder. “Hey, a few tips…watch your tongue with throwing around the word fuck, for one. Second? I fell just as hard and just as fast for Xerox, and Maud told me it was the same for her with Corban. So, if she’s the one, she’s gonna be on the same page. Oh, and the last thing? Fuckstick? Really?” 
 
    Again, I’m done with this shit.  
 
    “Out. Now.” I grab Maci by the hand and drag her into the direction of church.  
 
    “Ryland, take two prospects, Marc and Max, and cover the front. Quill, go with Barlow and keep an eye on things. And don’t let him trick you into handling the DEA, that’s all him. The rest of you, church, now. Mike and Morgan, you too.”  
 
    Yes, I’m splitting up Maci’s brothers. I need the two oldest with us and the two youngest to keep their heads busy. We will fill them in later. The two oldest, Mike and Morgan, both handle their shit well and follow orders flawlessly. They deserve to be treated as equals. And for damn sure, Maci is going to need all the support in there. 
 
    “Sit,” I snap, once everyone is in the room and I close the doors behind me. 
 
    Maci saunters over to Mike and hands him the contract their father signed with Dario. She takes the seat in between Mike and Morgan. Mike reads the papers over and shoves them to Morgan, who proceeds to read them as well. Everyone is dead silent. I don’t want Maci to take the lead in this. She had a rough time voicing that shit to me, and all of them in here need to know I’m aware and we handle this shit my way. 
 
    “That contract was signed by their father, who was forced to do so by Dario. You’re aware of this whole fucked up situation your father created, aren’t you, Nero?” I snap in his direction and all he gives me is a tight nod. 
 
    Nero is leaning against the wall with his arms crossed in front of his chest. 
 
    “Mike, Morgan,” I address the boys so their attention is fixed on me, and I make them aware of the following fact as a firm reminder. “Your sister raised you and she did everything she could to protect you, yeah?” 
 
    Both boys agree silently, waiting for me to continue, and so I do. “The day that contract was signed, your father went home to get all of you to leave town. Dario caught up with him and killed your mother on the spot, forcing your father to stick to the contract. He didn’t leave you guys, at least not the way you thought. Even before that night, he chose to protect his family and by doing so create the distance that was needed. Didn’t help one fucking bit ‘cause in the end, he was killed during an armed robbery Dario forced him to pull. My gut tells me he set this up so he’d have four young men he could train as his own. That…and a wife for his son.” 
 
    My eyes slide to the fucker who thought he could get a woman through some kind of deal. “I don’t have any fucking clue what kind of fucking scum you are, but with a father like that…you coming here waving that piece of paper…I will gladly throw your body on that pile of corpses lying in the parking lot.” 
 
    Nero pushes himself off the wall, his hands tightening to fists. “The day my father died was the day I took over, swearing to lead the crew in a whole different way. I never intended to keep her to the contract. When you idiots forced us to handle our business outside of this town, I welcomed the idea of setting up roots somewhere else. It was needed. But my half-brother, Enzo, got wind of the contract when he was going through some papers that were locked in the safe. He looked her up and saw the same thing our father saw…perfect soldiers to train. I fought him on the idea, we agreed to move back into town but with the agreement that he was to leave them to me.” 
 
    “That still sounds like you were comin’ for us, asshole,” Mike growls. 
 
    Nero’s gaze locks on Mike. “Didn’t hear you complain when we were getting to know each other. I never forced you to do shit.” 
 
    “You were setting ground, winning us over, asshole,” Morgan pipes in. 
 
    My attention slides to Maci. She’s sitting in between her brothers, chin raised and sitting back in her chair. Looks to me like she’s either waiting her turn, or contemplating Nero’s murder right in front of us.  
 
    Either way, I’m not liking her being this quiet. She’s always fierce and throwing punches before words flow out. Her beautiful eyes land on me. I cock an eyebrow in a silent question and in return she gives me a slight smile. What the fuck is she up to? 
 
    “Oh, fuck…you’re the one who messed with her truck that day, almost making us crash against a fucking tree. The whole coincidental meeting, and asking her out bullshit, glad you were there…fuck that. I knew we were followed that day, I even asked you straight up when you parked behind us, and magically saved the day…fucking knew it…you mother fucker, I’m gonna…” Morgan’s words die as he scrambles from his seat, ready to lunge at Nero. 
 
    “Sit down,” both me and Maci snap in unison. 
 
    Maci smiles at me and gives me a small nod. She drags Morgan down, back into his seat. 
 
    “What was the plan, Nero?” I bark. “You’ve got nothing to lose, put the cards on the goddamn table. You mentioned that you were here to end something. So fucking end it, or all of us will be happy to end...” 
 
    “No one is going to end anyone. Because we have enough of that on your doorstep, isn’t that right, Mr. Vallentine?” a female voice states from the doorway. 
 
    Spinning around, I see Tracy, the DEA agent, standing there.  
 
    Barlow is close behind her. She steps inside and cocks her head to the side, eying Barlow. There’s a noise and I swear it sounds like growling coming from him. He stalks closer to Tracy, making her step into the room before he closes the door behind him. 
 
    “Well, hello there…who do we have here? You brought me a toy to tie up, Barlow?” Beecher eyefucks Tracy while he slowly leans forward in his chair. 
 
    Before I can utter a single word, Barlow has his arm wrapped around Tracy’s waist and has her pinned behind him. 
 
    “You don’t fucking touch any-fucking-thing on this goddamned fucking earth, Beecher. You sure as hell ain’t ever fucking touching what’s mine, ya hear? I’ll fucking punch…” Barlow’s words bounce off the walls. 
 
    “Barlow,” Maci snaps. “We discussed the tongue slip about the word fuck.” she scolds. 
 
    Tracy steps away from Barlow and eyes him for a moment longer before her eyebrows go down. “Put a pin in it.”  
 
    “I’ll put something in it alright,” Beecher mutters. 
 
    Fuck. These guys are about to throw punches around when Tracy moves her arm back and wraps it in Barlow’s shirt. 
 
    “Shut it, Beecher. Before I’ll put something in it. Meaning a 9mm. Now, if you don’t mind, I’m going to need to have a word with your Prez.” Tracy’s voice is filled with authority.  
 
    Beecher’s jaw hits the floor, saliva flowing freely. He adjusts his dick in his damn pants while all eyes are on him. Fuck. This is gonna be a fucking pain in the ass situation.  
 
    “Fucking nasty-ass-biker-idiot,” Tracy mutters before her hand slides away from Barlow. She adds in a sweet voice, “Okay, you big orc. Now you may punch him for me.” 
 
    “No one’s punching anyone.” I release a deep sigh. Shit. I need to handle this, and fast. It’s draining every inch of patience I have left. 
 
    Barlow walks over to a chair and pulls it out, raising his jaw and tilting his head at Tracy. He’s instructing her to sit? Damn Neanderthal. Something tells me it will be hilarious to watch them come together. It’s clear as day…these two radiate that shit; the legend is in full force. Barlow’s gut feeling was right…she’s it for him. 
 
    Tracy dismisses Barlow’s gesture and glances over at Nero. “You’ll be coming with us. My partner, Ronnie Flegg, is outside and will be here in a moment. The rest of you will give your statement…” 
 
    “I’ll give my statement, but I won’t be coming along,” Nero snaps and steps forward. 
 
    “You’ll do both, but the statement will have to wait because I’ve got other plans for you. First, there’s an arrest warrant, that little fact doesn’t give you another option. You’re coming with us, and you won’t be going anywhere any time soon.” Tracy’s voice thunders with authority.  
 
    Damn. She might look all high class with her black high waisted trousers, jacket, and white button down shirt but she’s tough. The black pumps she’s wearing might be kicked in the corner soon, because the look on her face states she’s ready for a good chase or barefoot fight, whatever might come first. 
 
    “You got nothin’ on me.” Nero sneers. 
 
    Tracy’s partner, Ronnie I presume, walks in with three police officers trailing behind him. 
 
    Barlow chuckles. “Yeah, she does. I made sure. You’re gonna be locked away for life, dipshit.” 
 
    Wait, what? That’s the first time I’m hearing it. I’ve asked Barlow to handle the DEA connection, and he’s our main intel guy when it comes down to digging into a background or getting the dirt in black and white. 
 
    My gaze swings to Nero. His entire features change as Ronnie steps up. Nero moves in a flash, his arms slicing through the air fluently. He’s got his fingers wrapped around Ronnie’s gun as he pushes the DEA agent to the floor, taking aim at the other DEA agent in the room. Tracy… 
 
    A single gunshot rings out as my head swings to Tracy. I watch as Barlow pushes her roughly to the side while firing one shot after the other. Taking steps forward, Barlow stops when his boots hit Nero’s body that’s on the floor and he empties the rest of his gun in the guy’s head. Total overkill. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twelve 
 
      
 
      
 
    ***Maci*** 
 
      
 
    I’m staring at Nero’s lifeless body and all my mind comes up with is, yeah, that’s not going to be an open casket, that’s for sure.  
 
    “Drop it.” Ronnie’s bark of words bounces off the walls of church. 
 
    Ronnie’s holding a gun in his hand. Most definitely his backup gun because Nero grabbed his other one. I bet that’s an embarrassing shitstorm to explain; how someone ripped away your service weapon and caused something like…well, something like what’s left lying on the floor. 
 
    The way Barlow terminated Nero just now wasn’t because he wanted to take out a threat in the room. It was to save a DEA agent. Not just any DEA agent though, because if it was Ronnie, damn sure he wouldn’t have stepped up like that. Nope, this was way more. He was fiercely protecting Tracy…wow, that’s…holy hell, the legend.  
 
    That’s some serious stuff. No wonder these bikers and the hos freak out. Because there is no avoiding this, when it hits, it’s full frontal. I can’t judge how the other Old Ladies feel, but the very first time I saw Xerox, it was a gut feeling. One you feel deep down in your toes and settles in your gut, makes your heart flutter. A new wave of energy that surges through your veins, it clicks, two souls who are meant to be together. 
 
    Barlow still has a death grip on the gun that’s pointing at what used to be Nero’s head. Yes, used to be, because it looks more like something out of a meat grinder. Ronnie barks out the same words again, but I’m sure Barlow’s gun doesn’t hold any more bullets. He emptied the whole clip, the clicks that followed when the shots were over were the proof of it. 
 
    Tracy steps forward and gently slides her hand over Barlow’s. Taking the gun from him, she leans in and whispers something in his ear. I watch how his whole features change.  Tension flows out as his chest puffs up.  
 
    His eyes find Tracy, the fierce emotions swirling in there are powerful and spread wide in the blackness of his pupils. Leaning in, Barlow feathers his lips over Tracy’s before he drops to his knees and places his hands behind his head.  
 
    Ronnie comes up and roughly cuffs Barlow while he glances back and forth to Tracy. “Call it in, Neeson, you know how this works.” 
 
    One glance to my left, and I can see Xerox is all tensed up. His hands are tightened into fists, his knuckles white. I place my hand on his chest and slide it up to cup his neck. My other one going around to his back, snuggling close so I can stand on my toes and bring my mouth close to his ear. 
 
    “We got this, we were all here to witness what happened in this very room. Barlow will be fine, we’re gonna get him out, you’ll see,” I murmur the soothing words and feel him relax underneath my touch. 
 
    Xerox pulls me tighter against him. “I’ll call Stan Ramming.” 
 
    I feel his voice rumbling through his chest. We’re both nailed to the floor as they guide Barlow out of the room. Tracy is on the phone but stops mid conversation to instruct a police officer. Everyone that’s in church is now guided out. 
 
    It’s like watching a bad movie. Time drags on with your eyes glued to the scene, waiting for it to evolve into something. Something that will either end the damn visual that drags on, or for some action to take lead. 
 
    It takes hours to get the clubhouse back to its normal state. Meaning, just the bikers that belong there…and me. I seem to belong here now too. There’s no other place I’d rather be, no other place I’ve ever felt this safe. 
 
    For real, I just watched Barlow protect a woman who he met face to face mere minutes ago. The loyalty and commitment of the people I’m surrounded with is surreal. Even my own brothers have cleaned up their attitudes. Or maybe it’s because some of my load has shifted. I’m no longer the only one they have to deal with. I can finally just be their sister, instead of their keeper or surrogate mom. Just their sister for what feels like the first time in my life.  
 
    The five of us retreated to Xerox’s room for privacy. We talked for a few hours about what happened in the past. With our parents…God, that was hard. Somehow Mike stepped up and took lead of the conversation. He’s grown into a man in what seems like the blink of an eye. That’s what the guys of Wicked Throttle did. Something I wasn’t able to.  
 
    I felt like such a failure, standing in front of them, four boys I saw as the little ones I swore to protect. The vow I made to my parents when they were killed. I almost broke down, but before that could happen we were all wrapped up in each other’s arms. A group hug we haven’t had in forever.  
 
    “Okay, you can let go now,” I grumble. 
 
    Max chuckles as Mike steps back first. 
 
    Mike squeezes my shoulder and shakes his head. “Fuck, sis. You should have told us at some point. Although it was probably best to keep it from us, because I might have gone over there and go for a killing spree that would only…” 
 
    “Get your chicken ass filleted?” Morgan chimes in.  
 
    “Shut it smartass,” Mike grumbles, but nods. “Yeah, probably.” 
 
    My gaze hits Marcus. He’s always the quiet one, not showing any emotion of what goes on in his head.  
 
    “You okay, Markie?” Mike asks, clearly worried like I am. 
 
    Marcus shrugs his shoulders. “I’m gonna head over to Barlow’s room. I need to study or I’m gonna flunk the test I’ve got coming up on Monday.” 
 
    We all look at him but none of us says anything. We know him diving into books is something he uses as an escape. Marcus strolls out of the room and I make a mental note to check up on him later. 
 
    Barlow was assigned to watch over Marcus. With him being taken into custody, that’s something else Marcus will mull his thoughts over. Because that’s what Marcus does…his mind never stops thinking. He takes everyone’s problems on his shoulders, solely for him to deal with. 
 
    Mike closes the door behind Marcus. “We need to keep an eye on him. He’s gonna retreat inside his head.” 
 
    “Definitely,” I murmur and think of a way to get… 
 
    “I’ll take it up with Prez and get someone else assigned to him until Barlow gets back,” Mike states. 
 
    My gaze finds Mike’s. “I’ll get Xerox to…” 
 
    “No offense, sis.” Mike gives a little shake with his head. “This is a load of double brother shit I get to deal with. You’re the Prez’ Old Lady, the sister…but Marcus is my brother, and so is Xerox, but he’s also my Prez. It’s better handled as club business.” 
 
    What the hell? Anger rises inside me. 
 
    Mike sighs. “Don’t get your fucking panties in a bunch. I don’t mean it as an insult.I damn well know to what extent you were there for all of us, but it’s time for us to take some of the responsibility. Our family has grown and is stronger than ever. We’re all here, Maci. We’re no longer the little boys you have to step up for.” 
 
     “Yeah, I can see that, and mostly hear it by the way curse words fall out of your mouths. Remind me to smack Xerox later. Way too many fucks slipping from your lips,” I grumble. 
 
    Mike chuckles. “Good luck with that, sis. Remember…that’s my Prez. He will back me up.” 
 
    Gosh, how I’ve missed careless teasing with my brothers. “Wanna bet?” I raise my eyebrow. 
 
    Mike’s eyes slide to Morgan and then to Max. All of them cross their arms in front of their chest trying to make a solid front against me. 
 
    I tsk them. “Now boys. Don’t underestimate me. I’m the oldest of you…your sister, you’re biker brother’s girl…that’s the Prez’ Old Lady. You seriously think he would back you up over me?” 
 
    “Yup, she’s still got the bigger dick,” Max states and shoves Mike against his shoulders. 
 
    “Nah,” I shrug, “Xerox clearly has the biggest, because…” 
 
    All my brothers clasp their ears and head for the door, leaving me to thunder out my laughter. I close the door behind them and look around. Without even thinking, I head to the other door across the room. Xerox told me it leads to his office, or workspace for that matter. 
 
    Xerox’s artis amazing. He doesn’t really like to open up about it but I’ve seen some hints of it. The sketchpad he uses has just tiny things in it. Maud had told me about the gallery her Old Man handles. How most of the guys in this MC put their stuff in it and it’s how they earn a large chunk of their money. 
 
    Losing the gallery must be a bigger loss than I first thought. Actually, I haven’t even realized it until now. With almost getting killed, and Nancy, the prospect, executed in front of my eyes, and…I swallow hard while I push the door open, surprised to see Corban behind a desk in the corner, holding up some papers.  
 
    “Hey,” I whisper, so I don’t startle him all that much. 
 
    He glances away from the papers in his hands for only a breath, before he focusses back at the task in hand. “Hey, yourself.” 
 
    “Whatcha doing?” I ask before I freeze mid step. “What the…” I gasp.  
 
    I hear Corban chuckle. “First time you see your Old Man’s work, huh?” 
 
    It takes major effort to drag air into my lungs. “When did he do this? How? It’s…it’s…wow…” 
 
    Corban’s voice flows out right next to me. “Remember how you two met the first time?” 
 
    My mouth tips up at the reminder. Corban and Xerox came up to my house to bring some fruit from Maci’s shop. I was working out so I was dressed in tight shorts and a sports bra. Xerox thought he could lay down his law. One thing lead to another and we ended up throwing punches at each other. Me getting a good one in, shutting one of his pretty eyes shut. 
 
    Shit. My whole body fired up the second I laid eyes on him. Probably the reason why I was on edge, him too for that matter. Yeah, I’ve said it before…the legend of these guys seems to work both ways. Once you meet the right person, there’s no denying it. It’s meant to be. 
 
    “When I punched his brown eye shut? I vaguely remember,” I mutter, while I’m giggling on the inside. 
 
    “He did this the second he came back. One fucking eye closed and he still manages to knock out one masterpiece after another,” Corban states with a proud ring to his voice. 
 
    The both of us are now staring at the wall in front of us. It’s a white wooden panel structure, a little worn out over the years. That’s not why we’re gaping at it, it’s the ceiling to floor face that’s been sketched on it. My face. He’s managed to capture my messy bun, strands hugging my face while some are plastered against my sweaty head, my full lips, and even the tiny scar that’s in my left eyebrow. 
 
    “We were in each other’s presence for what? A handful of minutes and he manages to draw me this vividly?” My eyes burn at the intensity of emotions I feel.  
 
    The hurt that wraps around my heart when I think again about how they’ve lost the gallery and all the masterpieces that were stored in there. 
 
    “We need to find another space for you guys. The gallery. How can I help? I need to help…it’s…” Swallowing, I let my mind reel, going through options I can think about. 
 
    Corban’s footsteps fade as I swing my head to the left. He’s walking back to the desk and bracing himself when he reaches it. 
 
    “I’ve found three options that might be a good fit but I’m swamped with getting this shit together. We’ve got two major exhibitions coming up, but I need to cancel one and see if we can get everything back up and running before then.” Corban releases a painful sigh and shrugs a hand through his hair. 
 
    Closing the distance, I hold up my hand. “Lemme see what you got. Until very, very recently, I was the admin at an art and antique restoration company. I dealt with all of the paperwork and customers so the conservators could repair and or restore what came in. I’m damn good at my job and did way more than what my tasks entailed. But most of all? I need to keep my brain occupied, if you don’t mind that is.” 
 
    “Fuck, yeah I want your help. Here, have a look and let me hear your thoughts. Xerox is still wrapped up with a few of my brothers with all this Nero shit and so on. I was ordered to deal with this, so let’s put our heads together.” Corban hands me the papers he was holding before and grips a chair, motioning for me to grab one too. 
 
    Comfort settles when I sit my ass down. Distraction and giving something in return fuels new energy inside me. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Thirteen 
 
      
 
    ***Xerox*** 
 
      
 
    Where the hell is she? I’ve checked our room already. I’ve been dragged to one part of the clubhouse to the other, giving my statement, checking with the lawyer for Barlow, discussing how we need to handle the shit with Nero’s half-brother, Enzo. It’s way past dinnertime and I haven’t seen Maci all day. My mind is running every option of where she could be when I run into Corban in the hallway. 
 
    “Watch where you’re going, Prez,” Corban grumbles, his eyes never leaving the stack of papers he’s holding. 
 
     “Pot meet kettle, asshole,” I bark. “Doesn’t seem like you were paying attention yourself.” Yeah, I know I’m being a dick, but with everything going on I’m on edge. 
 
    Now the fucker’s eyes meet mine. “Grumpy much? Damn. We’re all working nonstop at shit, Prez. Even your Old Lady.” 
 
    Maci’s been working? “Where is she? I’ve been looking for her, but…”  
 
    Corban raises his chin in the direction behind me. “Your office.”  
 
    I don’t even give him another word and just turn and start walking.  
 
    “Wouldn’t do that if I were you…she kicked me out an hour ago.” Corban’s chuckle fills the hallway as I reach for the doorknob. 
 
    Fuck him, that’s my woman in there and she’d better not mess with me right now.  
 
    Except, when I close the door behind me and flip the lock, I hear her stern voice. “Get the hell out, Corban. I told you I need to get this done, and I can’t do that with you muttering out curses and humming idiotic sounds you call stupid ass songs.” 
 
    “And what is it exactly you need to get done, Captain Cookie?” I ask as I see her shoulders tense at the sound of my voice. 
 
    Maci drops the pages she was holding and scurries around the desk. “Nothing.” 
 
    Okay, this spikes my fucking attention. “Nothing, huh?” 
 
    “Nope. What about you? How’s Barlow, any news?” She’s got sincere worry etched on her face, so I let the fact that she was hiding something slide for a moment. 
 
    “Shit might take a little longer. Stan Ramming, the lawyer, will try to get him out as soon as possible. The overkill Barlow did is one thing, but…fuck. He was all battered up when Stan talked to him.” I tip my glasses up and rub my eyes before I set them back on my nose. “Barlow didn’t say a damn word who had done that to him. He didn’t have to because he told Stan to give me a message; eyes on Tracy. Seeing as Ronnie dragged him off, I think it’s logical to say that fucking partner of Tracy kicked him around.” 
 
    Maci reaches up and gently slides my glasses off and sets them down on the desk. “Headache?” 
 
    I give a little shake with my head. “Nah, it’s nothing, wearing my glasses gives me some form of comfort. It’s more like headache prevention, with all the buildup stress concerning the different shit that’s going on. We also have two exhibitions coming up. Well, had, because Corban should have cancelled one by now, seeing Barlow’s art was destroyed when we lost the gallery. It’s like we’re being attacked from every angle at once, you know?” 
 
    “I can’t even begin to imagine what Barlow is going through now, the things he lost.” Empathy flows through her eyes. “I saw some pictures of the wooden sculptures he’s created. He’s really talented with the wood carving. Corban showed me a video on YouTube, just a few minutes, a pencil, a knife, one hell of a masterpiece,” Maci beams, appreciation radiates from her voice. 
 
    It’s another punch to my gut. Barlow was pumped up about this shit with Nero and the gallery. Probably the reason he was fierce in his search to nail this guy. Then Nero threatened to do something to the woman that was clearly under his skin, because he talked about it to me earlier. Yeah, no wonder he pumped the guy full of lead. 
 
    My head swivels around to the desk, glancing at the papers she was looming over when I walked in. “What were you doing?” 
 
    A sly smile hits her face, her fingers trail down my chest. “Better get your mind on what I’m doing now, or better yet…what I’m going to do.” Her voice is all husky. 
 
    My breath catches in my lungs when she slides down to the floor. Her gaze meets mine, pupils dilating into black orbs where desire swirls so vividly with the promise that I’m about to be swallowed whole. 
 
    Maci’s fingers reach for my belt. I’m about to stop her, tell her she doesn’t need to do this…make me feel better, relieve the stress…shit like that. But the sight before me? Her whole face and demeanor? It screams that she needs this as much as I do. It’s a primal hunger of raw need. The need to connect, to own, to belong. 
 
    “I fucking love you.” My voice is hoarse, uttering the words that fall freely from my heart. 
 
    Her eyes close for the briefest moment, as if she takes in my words. 
 
    “And I love you more.” She voices it, and it’s like the air surrounding us is loaded with our love. 
 
    There’s no room for anything else, this is the thing people dream about. The shit people write songs about. We’ve fucking got it, and I for damn sure won’t ever let her go. 
 
    “Get your hands on me, release my cock ‘cause it’s getting too damn hard to keep it inside my pants,” I croak. I need to feel her lips around my cock. I’m about to combust as it is.  
 
    She groans. “So impatient.” 
 
    “Sweetheart, impatient isn’t the word I would use to describe the need I have to feel my magic cross hit the back of your throat.” My last words slide into a moan as she palms my cock. 
 
    My jeans hit the floor. Somewhere a tiny bit of my brain functions enough to toe off my boots and kick off my pants so I can widen my stance. I damn well need it to keep rooted to the ground because the moment she wraps those sinful lips around the head, my balls are ready to surrender. 
 
    Daaaaaamn. My eyes roll into the back of my head as I grip her face with both hands and push her back. My cock falls out with a loud plop. 
 
    “Fuck,” I snap.  
 
    She’s sitting on her heels, confusion on her face. Reaching down, I grab her underneath her arms and pull her up, throwing her over my shoulder with ease as a yelp of surprise leaves her throat. 
 
    “I need to be laying down for that shit, love. I can’t hold back my orgasm when I’m trying like fuck to stay upright at the same time.” With my cock pointing forward, leading the way, I smack her ass and walk over to the door that connects my office with my bedroom. 
 
    I’ve combined the two since I work crazy hours. You never know when inspiration hits so I need to be able to walk straight out of bed into my workspace, and vice versa. I let Maci slide down my body when I’m standing in the middle of my room. 
 
    I make quick work of locking both doors, making sure it’s just us, no one getting out, no one getting in. Stalking back to her, I peel off every inch of clothing she’s wearing. After I’m done, I grab the hem of my shirt and let it fall to the floor. 
 
    Walking past her, I place myself on the middle of the bed, tucking my hands underneath my head, while my other head is waving in the air, dying to get my woman’s lips wrapped around it. 
 
    “Get over here,” I growl. “Ass in the air, pointing at me while your lips go around my cock, swallowing my piercings one at a time.”  
 
    I see her chest rising and falling at a rapid rate while her feet match the speed, making her way toward me. Her knees hit the mattress as she now slowly advances at me. Her fingers trail up my leg while her eyes are focused in a hungry stare at my dick that twitches underneath her gaze. Pre-cum leaks out with a warning that it’s ready to erupt at any given time.   
 
    Although I want to watch her eyes as she swallows my dick, the need to finger her tight cunt is stronger. She positions herself just like I ordered her, ass up in the air while she wraps her lips around the head, taking the first two piercings while she hollows her cheeks.  
 
    Sliding one hand down her ass, I land between her legs at her slick entrance. “Fucking perfection. Both sets of lips are the addiction I will never tire from. Made for me, for my dick to slide in, my fingers to pump, my tongue to devour. Come sit on my face, Maci, I need to taste you, drink the orgasm I intend to suck right from your soul.” 
 
    “Christ, you’re good with your mouth,” she mutters and swings a leg over me, placing that sweet cunt right in front of my face. 
 
    A chuckle rips out of me. “You have no idea, but I intend to make sure you feel how my tongue can lash out more than a few words.”  
 
    She fucking hums around my cock, making my fingers dig into her hips. Shit. My hips buck when I feel my piercings hit the back of her throat. It’s a good thing I’m on my back already because I know for sure all my strength to stay upright would have been blown away. Surrounding her clit and the piercing that rests upon it, I suck the hard, little nub while flipping the barbell for a little payback. 
 
    Or so I think because she starts to moan and suck my cock like there’s no tomorrow. And let’s face it…at this moment I don’t fucking care about tomorrow. Right now, this moment, is enough to buy me a lifetime. That’s right, because she owns me. The way she heats the blood in my veins, the pumping of my heart to make it flow through my body. I’m solely alive for her. 
 
     I feel her cunt pressing down on my face, she’s leaning up by the feel of it. Her fingers still pump over the base of my dick, sliding up and down along the Jacob’s ladder, slick with her saliva. 
 
    “Don’t stop. Yes…do that again.” Her words rasp out, as if it’s a struggle to draw air in her lungs. 
 
    I nip at her clit again before I slide the tip of my tongue in her cunt, prodding inside. Her juices are already covering my face and even that’s not enough. When I feel her mouth around my dick again, I have to lift my head to follow the sweet taste. It’s not enough, I need to switch things up. I grab her hips and lift her off me.  
 
    Sitting up, I swat her ass. “Back against the headboard.” 
 
    Confusion spreads her gorgeous face as she slowly backs up. I stalk toward her like a fucking lion closing in on its prey. And it’s exactly that. Her cunt is what I’ve set my eyes on, aiming to devour it. Her hovering over me a moment ago was only baiting the beast inside me. I need to taste, swallow, own it. 
 
    My arms slide underneath her legs, pulling her slightly to me as I settle in between them. My mouth closes down over her clit while my gaze collides with hers. Maci’s hands flash to my head, fingers tugging my hair. Is she pulling me off? Pulling me closer? Fuck if I know, but her head falls back, causing our connection to break. Not. Fucking. Happening. 
 
    “Here, goddamn it,” I vibrate the words in a loud growl against her slick cunt. 
 
    Eyes back on me again, she swallows intensely before she gives me a slight nod, understanding what I need; watch as I give pleasure while taking what’s mine. You belong to me, and only me. 
 
     I’ve never felt so damn possessive in all my life. Hell, I’m even demanding her to see for herself to whom she belongs. How screwed up am I? Yeah, and I don’t care one fucking bit. I’m embracing that shit, because she tasted like heaven before, but her taste changes into the sweetest of flavors right before she screams my name and rides my face to keep the vibration going. 
 
    The instant she sags down slightly, fingers loosening in my hair, I take advantage and crawl my way up her body. I make sure to pull her down so she’s flat on her back, away from the headboard. I take her mouth to mingle our taste, trading one set of lips with the other. I slide right into her tight heat as I feel her legs wrap around my waist. 
 
    I grip her hair tightly in my fist and pull her face back. “You ready for my cum to brand you? Because that’s gonna….” 
 
    Aw, hell.  
 
    Her nails drag down my back. “Fuck me harder, X. Give it to me.” 
 
    My hips are already pounding back and forth, slamming with an explosive drive to surge deeper inside, yet she’s asking me to raise it another notch? Damn. Have I mentioned how fucking lucky I am? 
 
    My knees slide forward, lifting her ass up so I can hit deeper and she instantly starts to hug my cock in frantic waves. I want to look in her eyes to see her come again, but I can’t. I’m overwhelmed by the sensation as my forehead hits the pillow beside her. 
 
    Turning, I take her earlobe between my teeth and breathe into her ear. “Gonna…aaahhhh...ffffuuuccckkk.” 
 
    My cum pumps as if it’s been fired from my toes. Stars swamp my head as my vision blurs. It takes every-fucking-essence from my body as I spill myself inside her regretting the fact that my seed can’t hit home. 
 
    The second I regain the control of my breathing, I voice my thoughts. “You’re getting off birth control.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Fourteen 
 
      
 
    ***Maci*** 
 
      
 
    You’re getting off birth control. It’s a fact, he popped a vein during the wild fucking. 
 
    “Uhm, no I’m not.” What the ever-loving-hell?  
 
    His whole face changes, as if he’s reminded of something. His nose scrunches up and he shakes his head. “Fuck. I’m sorry. I wasn’t thinking. You’ve been raising your brothers as your own. You’ve never had any time for yourself. I didn’t…” 
 
    “Hey.” My hand shoots out and I cup his face. “It’s not like that. That’s not why I’m saying no. That thought didn’t even go through my head. It’s more like…we just met. It might seem like we’re both into this together, fully committed, as if it’s meant to be; you and me against the world. But for real, can we just enjoy being us before we dive head first into popping out kids one after another?” 
 
    His soft chuckle caresses my heart as he turns and kisses my palm. “So, we’re gonna have more than one, huh?” 
 
    “No worries, biker. I hope you get to knock me up more than once,” I honestly promise him. 
 
    Music for the future, that’s what it is. We’ve got so many things going on right now, I wouldn’t even start to feel safe being knocked up in all this. 
 
    “Can I ask you something?” Xerox’s voice brings me out of my thoughts. 
 
    “Anything.” I nod. 
 
    His tongue traces his bottom lip, clearly thinking about something, or distracting me, because it’s working. 
 
    “Go on…let’s hear it.” I give him a smile, hoping that will push him to spit it out. 
 
    His eyes are fixed on mine. “What were you doing in my office? The papers?”  
 
    With one finger, I tap on his forehead. “Away with those worry lines already. You’ve got enough wrinkles, Old Man.” 
 
    His eyes widen in fake shock while both of his hands go to his chest, acting all wounded. 
 
    “Not that old, handsome.” A tiny giggle leaves my throat. “But yeah, I was trying to take away some of your worry. Corban filled me in on some things. With me losing my job, I kinda have free time and skills. Skills I can put to good use for the club. We’ve managed to find a great location for a new gallery. I’ve talked to a lot of people and pulled a few strings. We were able to save the exhibition…yours…since all your work was still here and only Barlow’s was lost. We cancelled that exhibition. No saving that one…but yeah…I didn’t want to…I mean, shit.” 
 
    “Go on…let’s hear it.” The asshole mimics my voice. 
 
    He knows exactly how to push my buttons. 
 
    I smack him across his biceps. “I didn’t want you to think I was butting in. Sticking my nose into club business and all.” 
 
    “Oh, gorgeous.” He shakes his head. “As if. You’re the Prez’s Old Lady, it’s your fucking job to stick your nose into club business. Otherwise I’d have to keep you locked away from this clubhouse and that’s never gonna happen.”  
 
    Yeah, he’s right. Well, since he basically said I could stick my nose into club business… “Will you let me see some of the pieces you’ve finished for the exhibition?” 
 
    “No,” he snaps and his ass is off the mattress with my next breath. 
 
    Pushing myself off the bed, I follow him into the bathroom. “Why not?” 
 
    “I said no.” Xerox doesn’t even look at me. He switches on the water and doesn’t even wait for it to heat up before he steps underneath the spray. 
 
    I don’t even think, my hand flows through the air and hits tight muscle. Burning heat flames my palm, making me curse. My red handprint is painted on his sculpted ass. 
 
    “Did you just spank me?” His eyes go from his ass to my face and back. 
 
    A frustrated growl raises inside my chest. “Does me rubbing my palm on my hip give any indication of what I just used it for? Thick headed baboon. You know what? I’ll just stick my nose in every corner and go looking for your work. How does that sound, huh?” 
 
    Spinning around, I walk straight out of the bathroom and head toward his office. I don’t get it. First, he gives me a free pass to do anything because I’m his Old Lady, and then when I ask to see his work, he denies me. What the hell is that all about? 
 
    I grab Xerox’s shirt from the floor and pull it over my head. Yeah, I don’t want to risk running into anyone naked. Seeing I’m tiny as hell, his shirt almost hits my knees. First thing I do when I’m in his office is walk toward the back. I need to have a look at what he’s working on right now. The moment I’ve got the sheet that’s covering it in my fist, strong fingers wrap around my wrists preventing me from ripping it off.  
 
    “No,” Xerox snaps at me again. 
 
    Exactly what he told me the first time I asked to see his work. In fact, the only thing I’ve seen is…My eyes trail to the wall where my face is sketched by his hand. A gasp leaves my lips before I rip my hand away from his grip and slam it over my mouth. Realization hits me hard. 
 
    Nope. No way. He did not…except he did. Did he? 
 
    Glancing over, I see Xerox standing next to me. Butt ass naked. Water dripping off him. He has no shame whatsoever about being naked, and yet he looks so freaking shy in this moment. My heart hurts to see him like this. If what I think is going on, there isn’t a single reason for him to act this way. Shit…not a single reason for me to act this way. 
 
    “Sorry,” I mumble before I wrap myself around him. 
 
    His arms pull me closer as he buries his face in my hair. I love the way he engulfs me, it’s become my safe haven. Xerox hands trail down as he squeezes my ass. 
 
    “You sketched that, huh? My naked ass, all huge and up close? That’s why you won’t show me?” I mutter my thoughts out loud. 
 
    Because let’s be real…he noticed my ass the first time we met. He even made sure I knew the comment he made about my butt was a direct compliment to me. Back then I could feel his heated gaze on my skin without looking back. 
 
    “Among other things.” Xerox nose trails up my neck. 
 
    I lean my head to the side while I close my eyes and relish at the feel of his soft caress. “So if they walk through your whole exhibition…” I swallow before my breath hitches from the way he nips my skin. 
 
    Suddenly I’m standing by myself while Xerox is a few feet away and letting curses fill the room. 
 
    “What?” I ask. 
 
    Xerox’s standing there, still naked I might add, hands pulling his hair before he locks eyes with me. “I can’t put it all up. We need to…cancel? I need, I can’t, it’s not…fuck.” 
 
    “Oh. My. God. Did you sketch me naked in every single piece?” I gape at a man who is now looking guilty as hell. 
 
    Somehow, it’s adorable. I mean, it’s not like they’re photographs. Although his skill kicks ass, it’s so vivid. I’ve only seen the piece on the wall but if that’s any indication…yeah, people would notice it’s me naked. 
 
    Xerox walks to the large frame that has the sheet covering it, yanking it off in one go.  
 
    “What the fuck are we going to do?” he snaps. 
 
    I feel like I’ve been put on a rocket and launched into heaven. Seriously. There’s something about seeing yourself through the eyes of your man. That’s what’s in front of me. Me. My back, I’m glancing over my shoulder. Somewhat turned so there’s a hint of nipple and, since I’m sitting on the bed, there’s a tiny ass crack.  
 
    “Are they all like this?” I whisper. 
 
    “Yeah,” he croaks. 
 
    “I don’t know what to say.” With effort, I draw air in my lungs to recharge for words I need to utter, and yet I have none. Spinning around, I launch myself at him, thankful he’s massive and I’m tiny so he catches me with ease. 
 
    “You’re amazing, the two pieces I’ve seen are both insanely talented work.” My thoughts go to a gallery in Australia. “Oh. We recently had someone…dammit, what was his name again. Oh, never mind, I can check later. Anyway, he loves this style. We need to contact him, I need to show him. I’m sure we can set up another exhibition and then…” 
 
    His fingers wrap in my hair and my head is pulled back. “Easy there, Captain. First things first. Meaning we’re going to handle our own exhibition. Then we will go over every piece I made before we will discuss other countries. But damn…you’re perfect, you know that, right? I’d hire you for every job at hand.” 
 
    “Hmmmhmmm.” That’s all I manage, because he covers my lips with his. 
 
    He lifts me up and walks through the bedroom and into the bathroom. The shower is still running, now with warm water, and we step under it. Steam has filled the space and yet the tiles that are pressing into my back are cold. The feeling doesn’t last long because the instant he fills me up and starts to throw his hips in a rhythm is the moment I drift off into a pleasure consumed state. 
 
    His grunts are as fierce as his strokes. My nails dig into his shoulder, trying to get closer, and yet that’s not possible since we’re practically molded into one another. It’s more of a frenzy fucking. I gasp when I feel his mouth cover my neck, pulling my skin into his mouth. Like I said; all consuming. My teeth hit his shoulder at the same time I tip my head to give him better access. 
 
    My moan is loud, even to my own ears, as he shifts his hips, his piercings hitting a spot inside me that’s a shortcut to a guaranteed mind-blowing orgasm. All I can do is surrender, intensifying my grip and taking Xerox with me. He buries himself deep one more time and seems to stop breathing when the roar he’s voicing has died down. 
 
    “We should do this multiple times a day,” I pant. “because it’s over way too fast. We need to build up some serious stamina.” 
 
    “Training for a fuck-marathon. Gotcha.” Xerox chuckles. 
 
    His tongue travels up my neckline, making me shiver. 
 
    “Hmmm,” he hums. “I like seeing my mark on your skin.” 
 
    Right when I want to reply with ‘I like you marking me’, pounding starts, along with a loud voice. I groan when I recognize its Mike’s voice that’s barking for Xerox. 
 
    Xerox slides me down his body. “Wash up, I’ll go see what that’s all about.” 
 
    He steps out and I openly watch how he manages to make wrapping a part of his body up in a white fluffy towel seem sexy as hell. 
 
    “I think your cunt is clean now, gorgeous. Go wash your other body parts.” He chuckles and leaves the room. 
 
    My fingers leave the place between my legs. Oh, yes…I was washing that part first, giving it special attention while enjoying the view in front of me. His fault, not mine. But I speed things up when I don’t hear anything coming from the room. 
 
    No voices at all. And both men, Xerox and my brother Mike, both have the volume I should be hearing in here. I’ve shut down the water and it’s dead silent where I’m standing. The soft click of the door being shut is an indication that my suspicion was right…they were whispering. Why the hell would they be whispering? 
 
    Stalking into the bedroom, I see Xerox standing near the door. His index finger is rubbing his lips, his eyebrows are scrunched. He’s clearly the vision of a man who’s deep in his own thoughts. 
 
    “What did Mike want?” I ask, and grab a clean pair of underwear. 
 
    My voice jerks him into action, dropping the towel around his waist while he snatches up his jeans and pulls them on. 
 
    I’ve got my own jeans in one hand and a dark purple shirt in the other. “X, what’s wrong?” 
 
    Xerox puts his arm into a black shirt and locks eyes with me. “He can’t reach or find Marcus.” 
 
    Shit. “He’s always locked up in his head. Maybe he just went out somewhere to think. Switched his phone off…did he check around?” 
 
    “He went to the store where he buys his gummy bears and to his friend’s house near the park. Also checked in and around the park by the way.” Xerox stalks to the nightstand and takes the two guns, putting them into the holsters he’s got underneath his cut. 
 
    “You’re not gonna lock me in a room, make me wait here and sit this one out kind of deal, right?” My voice is tainted with a warning. 
 
     “As if.” He actually has the nerve to snort. “He’s your brother, so no. Besides, if we take this and look at it from the worst point of view? It’s Enzo who took him. You think I’d leave you here, out of my fucking sight? Fuck no. You’re coming with me, but you’re also gonna carry.”  
 
    He jogs into his office and returns with a small handgun and a waistband holster. Taking it from his hands, I make fast work of strapping it to my belt and letting my purple sweater conceal it. 
 
    “Did Mike check the marina? He often goes there to think and…” I swallow the rest of my words because I know what he does and it’s not exactly something he shares with everybody else. 
 
    “And…” Xerox pins me with a stare. 
 
    I release a deep sigh because it’s clear I’m not the one running solo anymore. “Graffiti. It’s his secret addiction. The others don’t know, or never mentioned it. He’s got a backpack hidden in his room with paint cans and such.” 
 
    He shrugs his shoulders. “What’s the problem? Why hide it?” 
 
    “I don’t know, he just does. Never talks about it, never shows us anything. I wouldn’t have known if I hadn’t caught him red-handed once. Seriously. Red handed.” A smile spreads on my face when I remember that exact moment. I tie my sneakers, grab my phone, and head for the door. “Red paint was dripping off his hands. He had spray painted a rooster on a wall underneath a bridge. He makes these geometric animals that take your breath away. I don’t know why he keeps it a secret. The stuff he creates? He’s very talented.” 
 
    “I’ll ask him when we find him.” Xerox nods as we walk out. 
 
    Worry slams into me. Marcus is the quiet one, stuck in his mind. With everything that happened with our parents…I need to know he’s safe, that he won’t do anything foolish. Or worse, hurt himself. Out of all my brothers, Marcus is the one I worry about most. Where the hell is he? 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Fifteen 
 
      
 
    ***Xerox*** 
 
      
 
    Maci grabs my arm, making me stop in my tracks. “His phone tells me he’s at the marina.”  
 
    She holds up her cell. There’s a map pulled up on the screen with a dot and a circle pointing with a head shot of the youngest brother. 
 
    “Don’t look at me like that. I keep track of their phones. They could do it with mine,” She gives a tiny shrug, “if I told them about it.” The red flush in her cheeks is fucking cute, yet it’s the worry in her whole demeanor that shoots straight through my chest. 
 
    “Did you put my cell in there too, gorgeous? Are you keeping track of me?” Okay, if I thought she was cute a moment ago…she’d be damn adorable now. 
 
    Eyes like the moon, hard shake of the head. “They are kids, you’re…” 
 
    “Huge?” I glance down at my cock and wink. 
 
    This time she smacks my arm. “No, dick. You’re an adult, you thick headed baboon.” 
 
    “Thick head, huh?” I hold up my hands in surrender. Although I got what I wanted. My feisty smartass back to herself, she’s pushed the worry into the background. 
 
    “Beecher, Quill, Ryland, and Corban are going with us. Mike, too, but we’re leaving the other two here with the prospects and Tyren. We’re taking the truck; the rest will follow us on their bikes. How accurate is that app?” I nod in the direction of her cell. 
 
    “Not very. Sometimes it’s good and sometimes it’s way off.” Worry slips back into her words. 
 
    I guide her toward my truck. “Let’s go find out.” 
 
    It’s a good twenty-minute drive out to the marina. There are three restaurants and a few other facilities located alongside of it. The yachts and small boats that are docked there are mostly non-industrial and meant for personal pleasure. People come and go as they please. I park the truck near one of the restaurants. It’s a seafood place that serves some kick ass lobster.  
 
    When Maci joins me on my side of the truck, I lock it and see the other guys park their bikes on my left. When they join us, I start to divide them. “Mike, you’re with us. Corban, you and Beecher team up. Quill, Ryland, same goes for you.” 
 
    “No wait…I got his location. It says he’s out there.” She points in the direction of the floating docks.  
 
    Not one single boat. What we do see is a beige bundle that resembles a backpack. Fuck. 
 
    “Dammit,” Maci mutters.  
 
    My head goes into the direction she starts to run in. At the edge of the floating docks is a building that has a blind wall. There’s a figure hunched down. I start to jog after my woman and the closer I get, the more I see what the kid was doing. Fucking spray-paint can in his hand, a wooden crate next to him.  
 
    Maci was right. The kid has some major talent. There’s a geometric fox on the wall, only black lines are drawn on the concrete because he’s still working on it. Damn…that’s some fucking impressive work. Marcus spins around. He’s dressed in a hoodie with the hood pulled over his baseball cap. I haven’t seen him dressed in those oversized sweatpants before, or the hoodie for that matter. I bet it’s something he keeps with his paint cans so he can change when he’s creating his art. Probably to keep his normal clothes from getting stained.  
 
    I’m still gaping at the art he made, because that’s what it is. Art. I’m damn excited because this is something we have in common. Maci shared some of her worries in the truck ride over here. Marcus seems to only let himself, and his emotions, go when he’s creating. He doesn’t share this piece of himself, or anything else, with the ones who care about him. It’s only through coincidence that Maci found out about Marcus’ creativity.  
 
    I am literally shot out of my thoughts when a bullet whooshes past me. 
 
    “Take fuckin’ cover,” Corban barks behind me. 
 
    I can’t follow Corban’s advice, because Maci is just out of my reach. She runs toward Marcus but right when I close the distance and wrap my arm around her waist, someone comes up behind Marcus and places a gun to his head. Everyone freezes in place.  
 
    Well, except for Maci’s voice that comes blasting out in full force. “Noooo. You fucker, let him go.”  
 
    Maci is still seething as I pull her tighter against me. One quick glance around and I see my guys are all gripping their guns. Beecher, Corban, and Ryland are pointing at men standing behind us. Quill, Ryland, and Mike are aiming at the guy who’s holding Marcus. 
 
    “Well now, let’s see how we can get this party started.” Enzo walks up like there aren’t six of my guys and four of his pointing guns at each other. 
 
    Maci’s voice turns to steel. “I’d rather kill the fucking party before it starts, you fucking asshole.”  
 
    “Cool it,” I snap in her ear, before I give the fucker who thinks he’s in charge my attention. “Let go of the kid, he’s got nothing to do with this.”  
 
    Marcus tries to get out of the guy’s grip. Dammit, he’s got a gun pressed against his head and yet he still has the nerve to fight. This is one serious fucked up situation. One glance to my left and I see Mike taking a step closer. 
 
    Before I can order him to stay, one of my ears pops. The one closest to Maci’s mouth because she releases a high-pitched scream. Swirling my gaze back, I see Marcus hanging limp in the fucker’s arms. My heart freezes in its tracks, one second, two, three…I don’t see any blood coming from him. 
 
    “Let’s try this again. And a little reminder, the next one won’t get knocked on the head by the gun, but will get a bullet from it. Clear?” Enzo states. 
 
    Thank fuck he ain’t dead. Maci doesn’t struggle at all anymore, but instead seems utterly cool.  
 
    Slowly, I release her and pull her behind me. “You’re not getting out of here, Enzo. It’s over. We drove you guys out of our town before. Your gang has been torn up as it is.” 
 
    “It was divided when my boneless asshole of a brother took lead. That problem has solved itself, now didn’t it? I saw him go in…didn’t came out, huh? What did come out was a fucking box.” Enzo chuckles. “Like I said…problem solved. I need to send a little thank you gift to the one responsible.” 
 
    His attention shifts to Mike. “Ah, Mikey…I’ve missed you. Have they been treating you good?” 
 
    I feel Maci’s hand gripping my cut behind me. Probably wrapping her mind around the possibility of the influence Enzo could have on Mike because the very same thing takes root in my brain. Her brothers were with these guys a lot and they’ve been spoiled by this gang. Giving them everything, baiting them, luring them to come work for Eastside Posse. 
 
    “What did you say about your…timid little brother? He isn’t the type, not strong enough, always weak and not trust worthy. Those were your words, right, Mikey?” Enzo takes Marcus’ body, who’s still out cold. “We could just dump him in the water, he wouldn’t even feel a thing…just let him drift away. It would do all of us a favor, another problem solved, right?” 
 
    “Leave him be, Enzo. We talked about this,” Mike states.  
 
    There isn’t a hint of emotion in the kid’s voice. 
 
    “Shit, shit, shit,” Maci whispers from behind me. “Please, Mike, what are you doing?” 
 
    “Remember who taught you, Mikey…These bikers might have given you the gun you’re holding, but remember who taught you how to shoot.” Enzo licks his bottom lip. “Our vow, remember? You and me at the top. My right hand, second in command. Well, as you know, there’s an opening…I’m the boss now. We’ve reached that point in time we discussed.” 
 
    “It’s about goddamned time,” Mike grumbles as he lowers his gun. 
 
    What the…. 
 
    “You fucking rat. You son-of-a-fucking-bitch-scumbag,” Maci seethes. 
 
    “Shut it. You ain’t my mother, no one tells me what to do, I run my own life,” Mike barks at his sister, as his gaze shifts toward Enzo. “See this fucking gun they gave me?” 
 
    Enzo raises his eyebrow in question as he glances at the gun Mike is pointing right at him. 
 
    “Didn’t even give me any damn bullets to go in there, that’s how far the trust goes with these biker assholes.” Mike snorts. 
 
    For a split second I doubt myself, before all hell breaks loose. 
 
    Mike’s gun goes off, once, twice. Enzo rears back, the guy next to him falls to his knees, a red dot between his eyes. Other bullets start to fly when I see Maci flashing by me, heading for Enzo as she throws the first punch.  
 
    I’ve got both of my hands wrapped around cold steel. Except, my fingers let go as they hit the fucking ground. I start to run toward the water the second I see Marcus tumble into it, head first, liquid swallowing him whole. 
 
    “All down, we’re clear, anyone hit?” I hear Beecher bellow before I hit the water. 
 
    I’m wrapped in a dark freezing depth. Searching. I try to swim deeper. Shit, I can’t find him. My lungs burn and I have no other choice than to swim up to the surface. Gasping, I draw air inside my body. Scanning, I see Maci. She’s straddling Enzo, punching the hell out of the guy. 
 
    “Quill,” I bark.  
 
    He swirls around.  
 
    “Get her the fuck off that guy. I can’t find Marcus, he went in.” I take a deep breath and dive back under. 
 
    Swimming down as deep as I can, I turn and try another area. My arm hits something and my heart races when I realize it’s Marcus’ body. Kicking my legs out to get myself closer to him, I grip Marcus and fight like hell to get the both of us to the surface as fast as I can. Hoping, praying it’s not too late. 
 
    Quill and Mike are on their knees. I’m gasping for air but still manage to push Marcus in their direction. Together, they drag his lifeless body out of the water. Maci is standing there, her own hands tainted with blood are gripping her neck. I place my hands on the dock and pull myself up. 
 
    “He’s not breathing.” Quill. 
 
    “Put him on his back.” Corban. 
 
    “Starting CPR.” Beecher. 
 
    Twelve. Fucking. Years. Old. And without one single fucking heartbeat. I feel like the world is on hold. We’re surrounded by dead bodies. Fuckers who got into this life willingly with eyes wide open and a mind set to hurt others by gaining items for self-benefit. They chose to fuck shit up, deal in drugs, and hunt for the next thing they can obtain more power from, heading for war…this young man, lying here lifeless, was thrown in the fucking mix of this fucked-up shit. 
 
    I fall to my knees and roar out my frustrations. Don’t you dare fucking leave this world, son. Don’t you dare let him die, world. Make shit even for the sake of one fucking spark of righteousness in these fucked up times we’re all living in.  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Sixteen 
 
      
 
    ***Maci*** 
 
      
 
    “How is he?” Xerox asks carefully while he takes the bag I just gave him. 
 
    How is he? My brother. My baby brother who I didn’t see slip into the water…who I didn’t attempt to save. Who I didn’t even…dammit, all I could think about was revenge. Kill that Enzo fucker. Mike shot him but I saw he was still very much alive, because he only got hit in the shoulder. I had to kill him before he’d snap Marcus’s neck or something. Shit…while in the end… How. Is. He?  
 
    I swallow before I can manage words. “There are all kinds of bedside monitors surrounding Marcus. His breathing is supported by a ventilator. He has a catheter, they had some debate about intracranial pressure monitoring, depending if he sustained a brain injury before he hit the water. How is he? I have no fucking clue.” The last part might be a sob because I can’t even manage to keep myself together at this point. 
 
    His naked body surrounds me. “You didn’t see him go under. I did. He’s my family as well as yours. We each played our part, stop beating yourself up. He’s here. In the hospital. Getting the help he needs. There’s nothing more to do than wait, Maci.” 
 
    I sag against his cold body. “You need to get dressed.” 
 
    His soft chuckle is a soft caress. “I can’t tempt you to share your body warmth with me, huh?” 
 
    I roll my eyes at him. “Get dressed, X. The guys are all waiting in the hallway, and are making the nurses really edgy.” 
 
    Grabbing a plastic bag, I stuff Xerox’s wet clothes in it before I tuck them in the bag one of the prospects brought over to the hospital. Xerox refused to leave or get treatment. He wanted to know how my brother was. See for himself that Marcus got the help he needed. That’s why he’s now naked, stripped from the wet clothes before changing into a fresh dry set. 
 
    EMTs at the scene finally got Marcus’ heart going, but everything after that moment is practically a haze. It’s soul wrenching to see him like this. In the hospital, depending on machines to keep him alive.  
 
    “He’s gonna pull through,” Xerox mumbles into my ear as he pulls me close, this time he’s fully dressed. 
 
    “I hope so.” Tears fall down my cheeks. “God, I fucking hope so.” 
 
    He holds me tighter. “He will, he’s strong, you’ll see.” Xerox gives me a kiss on the top of my head before he bends down and grabs the bag. 
 
    Swinging it over his shoulder, he laces his fingers with mine. “Come on, let’s go see him.”  
 
    I wasn’t lying when I said the guys were all waiting in the hallway. Every single biker in the MC is here. Even the prospects. Support, family, that’s what it’s all about. No matter how many times they were told it wasn’t allowed for them to be in the hallway, they stayed, making sure they didn’t interfere with any of the medical personnel. It’s exactly what Xerox said to me a moment ago. We will be there for each other when or where we need to be, each of us filling our role. 
 
    Mike comes rushing out of the room, yelling for a nurse before he locks eyes with me. “He’s awake. He’s trying to pull his tube out, looks like he’s fucking choking.” 
 
    People rush inside my little brother’s room and take over. All of us have to wait outside. I’m biting my nails when a doctor finally comes out and lets us know it’s okay for us to go in and see him. Although it’s only for a few minutes, but that’s all my mind needs.  
 
    “Hey,” I croak, the second I see him. 
 
    Marcus closes his eyes for a moment before his lips twitch. He can’t manage a smile, but I know he’s trying. Doesn’t matter, he’s awake and breathing on his own, and he damn well knows it’s me that’s standing here. He’s alive so I’m thankful. 
 
    “You gave us a fucking scare, bro,” Mike rumbles, making me smack his chest. Not only for the cursing but also for the rumbling.  
 
    “Be nice,” I warn. 
 
    Morgan and Max close in on the other side of his bed, one grabbing his ankle, the other his shoulder. 
 
    “Did…” Marcus rasps out his words.  
 
    Grabbing the water from his bedside table, I bring the straw to his lips. After taking a few sips he rears his head back. My cue to place the cup back. 
 
    He tries again. “Did you get…get…” 
 
    “Yeah, the fucker is dead,” Mike growls. “All of them, it’s over.” 
 
    Marcus shakes his head. 
 
    “What? Did we miss a fucker?” Mike looks over my shoulder. 
 
    I feel Xerox’s fingers on my hip.  
 
    I’m guessing Xerox shakes his head because I hear Mike state, “Didn’t think so either.” 
 
    “My…my stuff. Did you get it?” Marcus croaks. 
 
    Xerox snorts. “No worries, man. I got ya. You get all healed up and come to my office when you’re strong enough. All the supplies you need are right there. No one is allowed in there anymore. Well, just me, if you’re okay with my company. Then I’d be happy to share my space with you, but we each take our own corner, yeah?” 
 
    “Paint on…floor?” Marcus rasps. 
 
    Xerox steps closer, making me lean a bit forward with him. “Floor, ceiling, walls, whatever you need, bud. Whatever you want.” 
 
    I don’t think I’ve ever seen Marcus smile like that. 
 
    A nurse strolls in and starts to check the machines around him. “Okay, people. Let’s give the patient some rest.”  
 
    “I’ll be back later, okay?” I give him a quick hug and whisper, “I love you.” 
 
    His simple reply is, “Me too, only more.” 
 
    Damn boy, even now he doesn’t say it with the words but finds a way around it. 
 
    Mike, Max, and Morgan say their goodbyes. Xerox inches closer and murmurs something to him. Marcus’ whole face lights up again. I’m dying to know what he said and yet I have to let it go, because it’s clear this is something between them. 
 
    It warms my heart to see my baby brother’s smiling face. It’s amazing how life can change in the blink of an eye. It’s a freaking gift to realize I owe most of the light in my life to Xerox. I have no clue what the future will bring. Yet I hold no fear, because with the right man beside you, a family behind you, there is nothing in life that can hold you back. 
 
    I intend to live fully, openly, and with no restrains. And I will make damn sure the same goes for my brothers. 
 
      
 
      
 
    ***Three Weeks Later*** 
 
      
 
    My knuckles should be raw by now. Again, I knock on the door. Yet again, I’m treated with silence. Xerox has claimed his office as a no-go zone for everybody. Well…everybody except for him and Marcus. It’s a shared workspace now. Xerox installed a new lock that opens the door with a card, like a hotel room. 
 
    I’m not complaining. Much. I mean, my little brother is back on his feet and seems more open these days. It’s like he can let go inside this room and has someone to share his thoughts with. It’s a huge difference compared to a few weeks ago. 
 
    Xerox does talk to me about what they’ve been doing. Not all of it, more in the lines of a project they’ve finished or started working on. Or if they bought new supplies. It’s a good thing, don’t get me wrong, but today I’ve been spending a few hours in the kitchen making my famous chili and Mexican brownies, among other things. 
 
    I’ve managed to put some aside because the whole clubhouse was filled with hungry bikers that wouldn’t stop telling me ‘Oh, that smells amazing, can I have some?’. Oh, yeah, there’s not much left now. 
 
    But it’s useless. These guys aren’t opening the door and haven’t eaten for hours. They’ve got a fridge in there so I know they have chilled water, soda, and so on…but, shit…they need to eat, right? Oh, and I’m not gonna mention that I made it special for Xerox, because he practically claimed the whole pot of chili I made the last time. 
 
    Yes. I confess. I might have made it this time to drag them out of that room. I thought the smell would do the trick, but apparently I was wrong. 
 
    “Then staaaaaarve.” Yes. I just screamed that.  
 
    Dramatic much? Nope, I just love Beauty and the Beast. You know the part where Belle doesn’t wanna eat with the beast? Oh, yeah, see if I care, stay in your room then. Stalking back into the kitchen, I grab the stash I had tucked away for Xerox and Marcus and place it on the table. Quill eyes it, and seriously, is that drool dripping down his chin? 
 
    “Is that what I think it is, Captain? You said it was all gone.” Quill doesn’t look at me, his gaze is stuck on the food like he could jump forward at any moment and snatch it away from me. 
 
    No need, because I slide it in front of him. “All yours, Quill. Enjoy.” I pat him on the shoulder and head toward the exercise room. 
 
    Yes. I’m in my gym clothes. I didn’t expect Xerox or Marcus to open the door, because like I mentioned…I was hoping the smell of their favorite food would draw them out. I’m just basically feeling sorry for myself, neglected and all…again, dramatic much? Nope, I got this, I only need to blow some steam. Full workout, coming up.  
 
    I put my earbuds in and crank up some music. For a moment, I just breathe and close my eyes. Center myself, enjoying the moment of utter peace. Before I kick the shit out of this bag, and my body. 
 
    Sweat is pouring off me when my gloved fist hits the bag for the zillionth time. My muscles are screaming at me and yet I’m not ready to stop. In this zone there is no time, no feeling, no worries. It’s the clearing of my head. It’s what I imagine Xerox and Marcus have when they are doing their thing. It brings them satisfaction. The things I do, and what they do…they aren’t the same, and yet I can relate. 
 
    Internally I smile when I brace myself on my knees. I’ve stopped without realizing it. See? It’s a mental thing, getting my ducks in a row because life scrambles them inside my head. Suddenly I’m wrapped in loving arms I would recognize even when I’m asleep. 
 
    Xerox’s lips are right next to my ear. “There you are. You having fun?” 
 
    I should say ‘let me go’, both for me being sweaty and to piss him off for ditching me and my food. But I simply can’t. Spinning around, I place my forearms on his shoulders, hating the gloves on my hands, because I want to slide my palms along his scruff. 
 
    “You came looking for me?” I croon. 
 
    Yes. Croon. But my sexy, lustful thoughts evaporate when my nipple is being pinched. His hand falls away from between our bodies when I step back. I want to rub my boob, but I have to bring my glove to my face to rip it off with my teeth. When I throw it on the floor, the second one follows suit. 
 
    “What was that for?” I growl as I place my palms on my hips. 
 
    The corner of his mouth twitches, like he’s trying to hide his smile. “I found Quill licking the pot. You gave away food that was meant for me, made special for me.” 
 
    I shrug and wave a hand in front of me. “Yeah, well…it was getting cold, would’ve been a shame to let it go to waste.”  
 
    Oooops. The tick in his jaw is telling me I just poked a bear. 
 
    “Turn around,” he growls. “Hands on the bench press.”  
 
    I rear my head back. “What? Why?” 
 
    He has a smug smile on his face. “I can lip-read, gorgeous. That tight cunt in spandex is talking to me. Would be a shame to let a perfect discussion with my dick go to waste,” is the only reply I get. One that has me bending over, bracing my hands on the bench while he rips off my pants and fills me up in one stroke. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Epilogue 
 
      
 
    ***Xerox*** 
 
      
 
    The last few weeks have been blissful. I’ve asked her to marry me. Well, I didn’t have much of a choice when I felt the need to make her more special than she already is. I mean, what’s a guy to do when he needs to pick up his bike…the one he calls his girl and even gave the name Gloria? Right. 
 
    She had her fists on her hips, anger laced with jealousy shooting out of her gaze when my hand was sliding over my bike. Fucking adorable. Maci didn’t expect me to drop on one knee, offering her a simple wedding. Shit. It could have been the most expensive jewelry out there and it wouldn’t have made a lick of difference. Because the way she crashed into me, she didn’t even look at the ring before she was peppering my face with kisses while screaming yes over and over. 
 
    So that’s another thing Maci needs to plan. A wedding. Besides all the other things she’s organizing and handling, since we got the new gallery up and running. Maci has fully taken on the task of organizing the new exhibitions, together with Corban, who’s more than thankful for her help. 
 
    Yes, I said exhibitions. Her little brother finally decided it was time to share his work. First with me, later with his siblings, and in a few months, the whole world. He’s been slowly progressing from painting on a wall to painting on canvas. Learning other techniques and even asked for help and discussing things, sharing, talking, living. So you could say life is good. Or it fucking should be, once I can get my crew complete.  
 
    “Fuck,” I curse out loud, trying to get my thoughts clear of the curses that run around in there. 
 
    “Any news yet?” Maci’s fingers travel over my chest while I tuck my phone back in my pants. 
 
    I give a little shake with my head, not caring if she can see it or not. I feel her body pressing against my back as her arm tightens around me. 
 
    “Stan said there are some complications,” I muse, still somewhat stuck in my thoughts. 
 
    I hear Maci voicing some of her own swearing on the matter before she asks, “Can’t he work some kind of lawyer magic stuff? I mean, Barlow was protecting a freaking DEA agent. Self-defense and all.” 
 
    “If only it were that simple, yeah. He would be out already. But that fucking DEA partner, agent dipshit, claimed Barlow attacked him. The fucker is pressing assault charges.” I throw out my words in anger and run a hand through my hair. 
 
    Maci steps away from me, taking the heat that was covering my back with her. She starts to pace the room. I’ve wrapped my mind around this and I can’t seem to find a solution. It’s all bullshit. Barlow should be here with us, instead of being in jail. 
 
    Maci stops and looks at me. “There must be video, right? The truck, the station…when did it happen?” 
 
    I groan in frustration. “I’ve asked the same thing. They’re stalling, taking their time to look things through, filling reports at a snail’s pace. Fuck if I know.” 
 
    She rips out her phone, her finger sliding up and down the screen. 
 
    “What are you doing?” I ask. 
 
    Maci pins me with her gaze while her cell touches her ear. “Gonna ask if a certain DEA agent is aware of the other being a rotten asshole. Maybe she can speed things up and look into it.” 
 
     “Tracy,” Maci addresses the DEA agent. “There’s something you should know.” 
 
     Hope chips away some of my frustration, although there might be a chance that Tracy is already aware and can’t do shit about it. Or doesn’t care. Shit. For now, we have to keep our hopes up, or we might as well do nothing and let him rot in that jail cell. Fuck. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    This is not ‘the end’ this is a ‘see you later’  
 
    because Wicked Throttle MC will continue in Barlow’s story. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Be sure to check out my other books! 
 
    Series: 
 
    Areion Fury MC 
 
    Broken Deeds MC 
 
    Wicked Throttle MC 
 
    Lost Valkyries MC 
 
    Death by Reaper MC 
 
    The Dudnik Circle 
 
    Swamp Heads 
 
      
 
    Standalone: 
 
    Frederick 
 
    Peacock 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Tracy Supple 
 
    Hope you liked Tracy ;-)  
 
    I’ll be sure to give her a nice ride in the future! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Thanks! 
 
    My beta team; Cathy, Neringa, Tracy, Judy, my pimp team (especially Neringa, and Whynter M Raven) and to you, as my reader, and let’s not forget my PA/editor/Bestie Christi Durbin… 
 
    Thanks so much! You guys rock! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Visit Esther E. Schmidt online:
  
 
    www.esthereschmidt.nl  
 
    facebook.com/AuthorEstherESchmidt 
 
    twitter.com/esthereschmidt 
 
    instagram.com/esthereschmidt 
 
    pinterest.com/esthereschmidt 
 
      
 
      
 
    Signup for Esther’s newsletter: 
 
    esthereschmidt.nl/newsletter  
 
      
 
      
 
    Join Esther’s fan group on Facebook: 
 
    facebook.com/groups/estherselite 
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