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 Chapter 01 
 
      
 
    ***Pokey*** 
 
      
 
      
 
    I can’t believe I’m holding a baby in my arms. A little bundle that’s grabbing my nose and gurgling. He’s so damn precious, but the whole situation is extremely surreal. He’s mine, there’s no doubt about it. One look and even a blind man can’t deny the genes that were passed along to him ever so firmly. 
 
    How did I get to this point? Standing here in a parking lot, looking at my son for the very first time. Because months ago, the most enchanting woman I’d ever laid eyes on asked me to take her virginity in a bathroom. It didn’t help that I was lusting after her for days before that. So when she asked, I was on it. And here I am. 
 
    I knew Orianna was supposed to be mine ever since I saw a photograph of her that captured her beauty. She looks like the human version of Spike Frost, a frost-talented fairy and one of Periwinkle’s friends, from the movie ‘Secret of the Wings’. Let’s just skip over the fact that I know this little fact. Me, the rough ass biker, knows way too much about every single Disney movie ever recorded. I blame it all on babysitting my cute as fuck niece. 
 
    So, hell yeah, it was a wet dream come true when she asked me that question. Didn’t even need one breath to think about it. I popped that cherry so fast there wasn’t even time to slap on a condom. I always wrap up, but my mind easily dismissed the need to do so this time. 
 
    We only had a few minutes and with my dick and mind drooling for days to have her, I jumped into action. I was on my knees, in a bathroom, eating her pussy, getting her slick and ready for me. She tasted so damn good when she came lightning fast on my tongue.  
 
    Heaven. I was in heaven when I buried myself deep in her over and over again. She was so damn tight. Fuck me and my photographic memory. Everything is so vivid in my head and I can still taste her on my tongue after all these months. 
 
    The vivid reminder is painful and it’s been killing me ever since that day. Add the reason why she asked me to take her virginity in a damn bathroom, and it’s even more of a heart pull. Her family arranged for her to be part of a business deal.  
 
    See, her family didn’t have a son and as a female she was considered useless to them. So they went ahead and picked their own son-in-law. Yeah, they picked the guy to marry her. What the fuck, right? But turns out the asshole only wanted her because she was a fucking virgin.  
 
    Hence the reason why she decided to devirginized herself first, so to speak, by using me. Using…I’m sure she saw it like that. The ol’ladies of Areion Fury kept telling me to be patient. They said she needed to work through her feelings and step away from her family on her own and all alone. The only reason I was patient was because I knew she had good friends supporting her Blue, Nerd, Ridley, and even Everleigh.  
 
    I mean, when your family treats you like an object for their own personal gain? Fuck. That’s why I had no problem giving her the space she needed, knowing the ol’ladies of Areion Fury would have my back in this. I waited for my moment to step back into her life when the time was right. 
 
    In the meantime, I could prove to the ol’ladies that I was worth the wait. I didn’t touch or even think of any other pussy. I whacked off twelve fucking times a day and it still wasn’t enough. I needed her. Orianna, Spiky, the woman my heart claimed as my ol’lady at first sight. 
 
    Only to find out the ol’ladies were lying to me all along. They knew she was pregnant, that she was in town, and didn’t fucking tell me. I was robbed of officially claiming what was mine. Not only that, I was robbed of being there for my woman and my future kid.  
 
    The kid I’m currently holding in my arms, for the first time in my life. For the first time in his life. In a damn parking lot for crying out loud. All due to a chance meeting. I can’t wrap my brain around it. If I hadn’t decided to walk out of that store, or hell, if I even waited a minute longer before strolling out, I would have missed them. 
 
    All these feelings are roaring inside me. Anger, disbelief, shock…fear? Yes, even fear. None of those matter anymore because they shattered and fell to the ground, dissolving into nothing, when my son grabbed my nose. His laughter, his gaze hitting mine, they took all those feelings away.  
 
    Austin, yes…she named him after me. My given name. When I asked her a moment ago what his name was, she told me it was Austin. She said she asked the ol’ladies what my name was the day he was born. And with that, I knew the ol’ladies were aware she was pregnant all along and never told me. 
 
    I shake my head to clear it, because like I mentioned…it’s nothing. The past, none of it can change what has lead us to this point. What matters now is the little man I’m holding.  
 
    Orianna steps back when she hears me growling for her to get in the car.  
 
    “What are you doing?” Her voice trembles. 
 
    “What I should have done months ago. Taking what’s mine. Now get in the fucking car.” Yet again, the words come out in a growl while the innocent little dude laughs in my arms. Guess he’s not intimidated by me at all. 
 
    Orianna is. She jumps into action and opens the door revealing a car seat. Eyeing her, I can’t help the gut punch that hits me. I don’t trust her. 
 
     “Get in the backseat next to him, and gimme your damn keys.” Great, now the only way my words flow from my mouth is through growling. 
 
    For the sake of the kid I’m holding, I hope to God this shit will pass soon, because not trusting a person can really fuck shit up for a possible future together. 
 
    Orianna slides into the backseat and I watch her. For an instant I close my eyes and wonder if I should keep ‘em shut. Her ass is the air and that fine, tiny body of hers seems to have some added curves from giving birth to our son and they are fucking perfect. Nice going, Pokey…replacing the doubt and not trusting her with full blown lust. Dammit, I gotta focus. 
 
    Nope, desire is not something I need when everything is raw and screwed up between us. Especially because the fucker between my legs is the main player who got me into this in the first place, making the perfect bundle I’m strapping up in the car seat.  
 
    So my thick head, the one on my shoulders…will have to pull us through this time. All of us. Or at least find a way that works for everyone involved, giving the kid a firm place in this screwed up world with both parents having his back. 
 
    I have to wrestle to get into the front seat, and I already shoved the chair backwards as far as it will go. I manage to have just a little space between my face and the front window. Something about a sardine comes to mind, fucking tin can.  
 
    Starting the car, I look at her in the rearview mirror. “Where to Orianna?” 
 
    Her gaze is filled with defeat, hurt, and worry. Join the club, babe. 
 
    “Follow main and head for Hillcrest. It’s the sixth house on Pine.” She swallows and releases a breath. “I’m so, so…” 
 
    “Save it. I don’t want to hear it,” I grumble and start to head for her house. 
 
    She’s smart enough to keep her mouth shut the whole way, which is good because I can focus on driving this tiny shit piece of a car that practically has my forehead glued to the window and my knees pressing my pecs while I struggle with driving. 
 
     Pulling up outside of the house, I climb out of my human pretzel position, slam the car door closed and make a move to get my son. Glancing through the window, I see she’s already pulled him from his seat and walking away from the car. She strolls up to the white painted little cottage. A porch leads to the entrance and a window to the left and right of the door gives it a small and cozy vibe. 
 
    I grab the grocery bags from the trunk, close up the car, and follow her to the front door. She’s eyeing me but not voicing a single word. I’m still holding her keys so she has to wait for me to let her inside. I take my time sauntering up to the porch, then balancing the two bags, I manage to open the door. 
 
    The smell of home hits me and it’s another punch to my gut. The living room is a little limited on space and it’s not pristine. I mean there are a bunch of clothes on a chair, like she was in the middle of folding them but left to get some milk or something. The walls are off white and the floor is a light wood. There’s a chair in the corner, a bookcase filled with books, a laptop is on a wooden table next to the chair, and a tiny bed is against the wall. There’s no freaking TV. 
 
    “Can you put those away for me? Some of it needs to go into the fridge. Austin hasn’t eaten and he’s ready for his nap…he gets…” Orianna doesn’t get to explain because my son takes over. 
 
    Meaning he got his vocals from his dad so he’s making his displeasure known by bouncing it off the walls. Nice volume there, son.  
 
    “I’ll leave you to it.” Without another word, I head into the kitchen.  
 
    Nothing is really hard to find when the house is the size of a teabag. When I’ve tucked everything away, I grab my phone from my pocket and call Sico. He picks up on the fourth ring. 
 
    “What took you so long, fucker?” I snap. 
 
    “I was jerking off man, kinda hard to answer the phone when cum is spraying all over the place.” Frustrated. The guy always sounds frustrated these days. 
 
    “You got two hands idiot.” Why the hell am I even discussing this? 
 
    The fucker chuckles. “If you got a dick the size of mine, you’d know it’s a two-hand job.” 
 
    Oh, for God’s sake. “I’m not having this discussion with you. We both know mine’s twice the size of yours, so shut the fuck up.” 
 
    “Not buying it,” Sico quips. 
 
    “It’s not for sale, moron.” I sigh and rub my face. 
 
    I’m treated with silence, until he states, “This is getting weird. Let’s get to the reason you called.”  
 
    Couldn’t agree more. “I need you to either pack my stuff or come here and watch my son and Orianna so I can get my shit.”  
 
    “You shitting me, Pokey?” 
 
    “No. I’m not. You know what? I’ll make the decision for you. I need for you to get your ass on your bike. Sixth house on Pine. Clear?” I snap. 
 
    “On my way. Oh, and Pokey?” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Why you callin’ her Orianna and not Spiky or your ol’lady?” His voice sounds like he’s walking on his toes. 
 
    It’s then I realize he’s right. I’ve always called her Spiky because in my head, she was already mine. Guess something ripped inside me, fuck. Another punch to the gut.  
 
    “Get your ass over here, Sico,” I snap. 
 
    Ending the call, I rein in the urge to smash my phone into the wall. All this fucking time I’ve been searching for her, wanting her, the need to do anything…for her. She took my heart when she left and it seems she neglected to bring it with her when she stumbled back into my life.  
 
    I stroll back into the living room. I don’t even want to look at her, so I keep my gaze pinned to the floor. “Sico will be over soon. I need to get my shit and come back. Just so you know, I’ll be living here for a while until I know how the future might work.” 
 
    When I don’t hear a reply, I lift my gaze and I can curse myself for not keeping my eyes pinned on the floor. I see something that’s very personal, very captivating, and very primal. I’m absolutely fucked up in the head because the scene in front of me is roaring my dick to full attention. 
 
    She’s breastfeeding Austin. As in poppin’ a tit out of her shirt and my son sucking on the thing. I haven’t even had the pleasure of running my tongue over it so it can harden. Like my dick. Shit. I’m fucked up. It’s a baby, she’s feeding a baby and I… 
 
    “I’m gonna go wait outside,” I growl and slam the door closed behind me. 
 
    My back is plastered against the door while I bump my head against it. Dammit. How can my life go from searching for the woman I want for the rest of my life, my ol’lady, to having her standing in front of me with a son in her arms? Our son. The door behind me opens and I stumble back, catching myself just in time.  
 
    “Ooops. Sorry. I thought you were knocking,” Orianna whispers. 
 
    She’s not holding Austin anymore. Thank fuck her tit is covered up. Why am I thinking about…shit…never mind. “Where’s Austin?” 
 
    “Sleeping. He dozed right off when his belly was full. Happens all the time.” She gives me a tiny smile. 
 
    “Yeah, I would have known that if I was…” I swallow the rest of the words. Fuck. We don’t need this sneering battle of words, it’s below me. I need distance. “I’m going to wait in the car.” 
 
    “No, wait…” She places a hand on my biceps. “Can I have my keys back?” 
 
    “No,” I snap. “You’re not getting them back. You won’t be needing them because you will go where I will go and when I’m not with you, I’ll have someone watching you.” 
 
    Her eyes widen. “Why? I’m not going anywhere, Pokey. I…” 
 
    “You sure about that, babe? Because I’m not buying a single thing that comes out of your mouth right now. That kid in there is mine. You kept him from me. You stole every single thing from peeing on a stick up until I had him in my arms not even a fucking half hour ago. You’re damn lucky I choose to move in here with you to be with my son.” I can barely keep the left corner of my mouth from turning up in disgust. 
 
    Sico needs to hurry the fuck up and get here so I can calm the hell down. I need time to breathe and process things before I lash out some more and regret everything. 
 
    “I understand.” Her voice breaks, and her eyes look as if I’ve stepped on a puppy right in front of her damn face. 
 
    The roar of a bike intensifies and I’m actually relieved when Sico pulls up next to the car. He swings his leg off and takes off his helmet, placing it on the saddle. 
 
    “Gimme your keys.” I hold out my hand so Sico can give them to me. 
 
    He swallows. I know he’s very protective of his bike but I’m not getting in pretzel mode to drive Orianna’s tiny shit of a car again. 
 
    He throws them my way and I catch them with ease. “Watch her, make sure she stays put. I’ll be back within the hour.” 
 
    “You got it man.” Sico walks up to Orianna. “You heard the man. Inside, ma’am.” 
 
    Orianna crosses her arms in front of her chest and I watch how her shoulders slump and she nods at Sico. She meets my gaze with a pleading look, I shake my head slowly. I can’t deal right now. The bike roars to life underneath me. Right now I need this feeling; one I understand; a road, a bike, the speed and nothing more than the wind in my face.  
 
    The drive over to the compound is way too short for me to clear my head. I’m reminded of this when I walk inside and see the ol’ladies huddled around a table. Blue, Nerd, Ridley, and even Everleigh are all sitting there with their gazes set on their laps. My Prez, Zack, has one boot placed on a chair and he’s leaning his arms on his knee, towering over his ol’lady. The whole room goes quiet when they notice me. 
 
    “Pokey.” Dams steps forward and claps me on my shoulder. “How are ya, man?” 
 
    “I’m gonna go get my shit and move into Orianna’s house. I need to be there for my kid Austin.” My gaze hits Blue. “I have some serious catching up to do with him.” 
 
    She gasps and tears fill her eyes then stream down her face, staining her cheeks. I don’t care for that shit. Wet cheeks to me is the same as rain on your face, or from a fucking shower. They ain’t like words that can give recognition. Hos fake orgasms and chicks squeeze out tears like kids do when they want something from you. Lies. All fucking lies. Tears mean shit to me right now. 
 
    How can you withhold information from a person? Be around a person knowing he has a fucking kid and not tell him? Know that he wants that woman so badly he fucking hurts every second of every day, and yet you still don’t tell him? Nah, man…don’t tell me you’re sorry. That shit is to ease your own fucking conscience.  
 
    Shit. I knew that ride was way too short to drown my temper and get my head cleared. I don’t utter another word, just shake my head in disgust and hurt while I stalk off toward my room. 
 
    “Wait, Pokey…I…” Blue’s voice sounds pained.  
 
    Spinning around, I look to Zack. I can tell by one look that he didn’t know and will always stand behind me. “Keep your woman away from me. Every single one of them for that matter.” 
 
    All he gives me is a tight nod. See? Brothers. A fucking truckload more respect and honesty with brothers. 
 
    “Thanks,” I mutter and open the door to my room. 
 
    Fuzzbutt, my cat, comes running and stands on her hind legs, stretching her front paws on my pants. Swooping her up, I nuzzle my face against her back. She’s been with me for a while now, cute as a button, but only with me. She becomes very aggressive when it comes to other people.  
 
    Fuzzbutt lives in my room, attacks everything on sight and hates practically everything and everyone. Sometimes she likes to crawl inside my shirt and come with me, popping her head out to glare at shit. I even take her for a ride on my bike that way, which she seems to really enjoy. Other than that, she likes to stay inside the comfort of my room. 
 
    I found her dying on the side of the road after she was hit by a car. I spent three weeks carrying the kitten around in my shirt until she was strong enough to pull through. Fuzzbutt’s got scars, hairless patches, and is missing an eye and an ear. The only fur left is on her butt, hence the name. But she’s mine. 
 
    “Wanna go for a ride, Fuzzbutt?” I croon. She rewards me by purring loudly. “Okay, Fuzz. I gotta pack some shit and we’ll be on our way.” 
 
    I hope Orianna’s got a room I can lock Fuzzbutt up in so I don’t have to leave her here alone. Another problem to add to the fucked-up situation. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 02 
 
      
 
    ***Orianna*** 
 
      
 
    Sonofanelephant. How the heck did my life go from bad to worse, spinning into a tornado of elephant crap? Yes, I’m obsessed with elephants, hence the swear twists because I have a little kid who’s bound to grow up having big ears that catch everything and I don’t want him to have a big mouth too, you know? 
 
    I can’t even begin to think what I should say to or tell Pokey when he comes back. What about the truth? Yeah, conscience, smart thinking there. Looking back, the truth is as thin as a piece of paper that can crumble into a ball and be tossed away. Because let’s face it…how good of a mom am I? Keeping a man out of the loop that he’s in fact the father. I can only hope he doesn’t take Austin and fight me for custody. 
 
    That’s the only thing in my life that kept me going. Austin. Although the girls of Areion Fury helped me struggle through everything, it has still been so hard. Even Everleigh has been a doll these last few weeks, and with the elephant crap she went through? Yeah, that’s a whole different pile of crap. 
 
    And if that scary looking biker, Sico, with that man bun on his head, piercing in his nose and bulging muscles knew what she went through. Ugh. I still can’t believe he claimed her as his ol’lady only to insult and diminish her. What an asshole. 
 
    He’s a big manwhore and he thinks she’s a whore too, and yet she’s anything but, because…okay, I have to stop glaring at him and push away those problems. They aren’t mine to stick my nose in. Besides, he’s kinda scary when he crosses his arms in front of his chest and leans back against the wall.  
 
    Keeping my hands busy, I take care of the laundry I threw on the chair before I went shopping. I’m glad Austin is napping, I have some serious cleaning to do after I get this laundry done. I wasn’t ready for all of this, but would I ever be? 
 
    Time seems to have slipped between my fingers when I hear the front door open and close. I’m in the kitchen holding Austin, while trying to open a pouch of tuna. I haven’t eaten all day and ever since I gave birth to Austin, hot buffalo style tuna seems to be my addiction. With one side in my mouth, I try to tear the thing open. 
 
    “What the hell are ya doin’?” Pokey growls, scaring the crap out of me. 
 
    The pouch tears open and practically explodes all over Austin and me.  
 
    “Sonofanelephant. Why did you have to scare the crap out of me?” I seethe while I look down. Ugh. I so needed that tuna in my stomach and not all over us “Oh, Pookie, look at you.” I croon at Austin while I throw the pouch in the sink and try to remove the tuna from his face. 
 
    “Pookie? Why are ya callin’ him that?” Pokey asks while he holds his hands out and takes Austin from me. 
 
    I freeze up and have to contain myself from not ripping him back to keep him pinned to my chest. Ridiculous, because I know for one hundred and a million percent sure, Pokey would never hurt his son. Yet, I don’t know him at all. We only met twice and one of those times he got me pregnant. 
 
    It’s then that something hideous crawls from underneath his shirt. It’s like watching something from a horror movie and I don’t know what it is or what to do. It’s got the shape of a cat and…oh, gosh…it’s heading straight for Austin. 
 
    It’s so weird. The thing might be hideous but I have a feeling it won’t hurt him, and when it starts to lick Austin’s cheek, I’m sure.  
 
    Stepping forward, I hold out my hand. “You cute little thing, you like that, huh?” 
 
    It turns its head ever so slowly and shakes it softly, like it’s searching and trusting its nose to do what half of its face won’t allow. One eye is sealed  shut, obviously preventing full eyesight of its surroundings. She finds my fingers that are covered with tuna and starts to lick them. 
 
    “I got a lot more, sweetie, you hungry?” I scratch behind the ear that seems to be missing and the cat starts to purr. 
 
    “Ho-ly-fuck,” Sico whispers from inside the doorway. 
 
    I slide my gaze sideways to see what he’s talking about. He’s watching Pokey, Austin, the cat, and myself.  
 
    Sico backs up slowly. “I’m gonna…yeah. I’m not gonna wait till Fuzzbutt turns Hellraiser. Call if you need me.” 
 
    Pokey nods, but I’m pretty sure Sico missed the action because he doesn’t know how fast he should hightail out of here. That to me is just odd.  
 
    “Come on, Fuzzbutt. That’s your name, sweetie?” I croon while I grab the pouch from the sink and empty the rest of the contents on the kitchen counter while the cat jumps from Pokey onto the counter to follow my actions. 
 
    “Ah. I can see why. You had a rough time in your life, didn’t you? Eat up, sweetie, there’s more where that came from.” I turn my attention to Pokey. “Where did you leave her stuff? You can put the litterbox over there and her bowls can…” 
 
    “I forgot it,” he mutters. His expression is one of a person who’s dumbfounded. 
 
    He forgot. How can you bring your cat but not the items she obviously needs? 
 
    “Can you go pick it up? I’m sure she’s going to need it. Seeing you still have my keys…” Crap. Better not mention that part.  
 
    I’m annoyed he won’t let me have my keys back, to my own home I might add, but I get the reason why and I understand. For now. 
 
    “I need to give Austin a bath anyway because he smells like tuna, just like me.” I take a step toward Pokey so I can take Austin, but he steps back. 
 
    I feel my shoulders slump by the action. “Are you going to keep him from me?” 
 
    Pokey glares at me. “He needs your milk, so no.” 
 
    I can’t help but roll my eyes. “Well right now he needs a bath, not my breast.”  
 
    “I’m not sure we should do that,” he whispers. 
 
    My eyebrows go down. “Why not? And why are you whispering?” 
 
    He jerks his chin in the direction of Fuzzbutt, his voice still a whisper. “She never, and I mean never, allows people to touch her or is even nice to anyone else besides me.” 
 
    Huh? 
 
    “So that’s why Sico was in a rush.” It’s not even a question because it makes sense how weird he was acting. 
 
    “Yeah.” Pokey’s gaze lands on Austin. 
 
    “So, you think it’s because we’re covered in tuna? That’s why you don’t want to bathe Austin?” I look back at Fuzzbutt and she’s just observing us. “Have you ever taken her anywhere else with you?” 
 
    “Sometimes we go riding, but never into another home.” Pokey bends forward. “You like it here, Fuzzbutt?” 
 
    The cat purrs and smashes his head against Pokey’s chin. 
 
    Okay, I’m gonna try something here, and with what Pokey just said, I hope she doesn’t scratch my eyes out. Leaning toward the cat and Pokey, I address her like I did before. “Are you okay with sleeping here tonight, sweetie?” 
 
    She takes a step back from Pokey and sits down, eyeing me with the one she’s got left. 
 
    Knowing how much a cat can have its own personality, and from what I’ve seen and heard in the last few minutes, this cat is special. So I decide to keep leaning forward and wait her out. Fuzzbutt gets up and takes two steps before she jumps on my back and starts to purr and knock her head against mine. Hard. 
 
    “You’ve got a special way of bonding, sweetie,” I croon. 
 
    She then slides down and gets into my sweater, like how she was tucked inside Pokey’s when he stepped into my kitchen. How weird. Her head comes up from between my… 
 
    “What’s with everyone wanting your tits, dammit,” Pokey mutters. 
 
    I have to chuckle and walk toward the living room. “Why don’t we just sit down on the couch for a while. Let her settle in so we can clean up later?” 
 
    Pokey follows me and I see him holding his phone in one hand while holding Austin in the other. His biceps are so freaking big that I’m guessing he can hold two babies while texting. 
 
    I need to look away because I remember those arms surrounding me, resulting in that little bundle he’s holding. He’s made it clear he’s here for him and that’s… I have to swallow at the emotion that’s cutting deep inside my chest. I feel a wet, tuna smelling piece of sandpaper sliding over my cheek, licking up my tear. 
 
    “Thanks, sweetie,” I whisper and cuddle with the cat that belongs to him.  
 
    After a moment, Fuzzbutt crawls out of my shirt and starts to roam around the room. She eventually settles in front of the window where she stares outside. Leaning forward, I flip  on the TV, Pokey obviously brought with him, mainly because I need a distraction and can’t watch Pokey and Austin interacting right next to me. I mean, I want to, but it’s hard. Besides, I’m tired and it’s better to keep my eyes locked on a screen. 
 
    “Orianna.” I hear someone call my name but I just want to ignore. 
 
    I’m warm, sitting upright on the couch, no pain, finally content and it feels amazing. I’m soooo… 
 
    “Orianna, wake up. I don’t know what to do with Austin. Wake up, babe.”  
 
    My eyes flash open. Don’t know what to do with Austin? “Holy mother of elephants. I fell asleep, didn’t I?” 
 
    “Yeah, you did. And I would have given you more time to nap, but seriously…take a whiff. What he’s carrying is lethal, babe. I’m gonna pass out any fucking second if you don’t handle this.” His face shows he’s in pain and I can’t help but giggle. 
 
    Pokey is holding Austin up for me to take and our little boy is unaware that his father can’t handle a diaper with a bonus in it. 
 
    “Come on Pookie, let’s get you cleaned up.” I take Austin, wincing at the pain in my shoulder, while Pokey sighs in relief. 
 
    When I head upstairs to Austin’s room, I hear something behind me and see Fuzzbutt is following us. “Hey, sweetie. Us girls can handle a little smell, can’t we? Uh, huh. I know.”  
 
    Yes, I realize I’m talking to the cat. Try not having people around you for a long time and only having your son to talk to. One sided conversations. It’s not like Pokey wants to have small talk or anything. 
 
    I’m glad we’re not bickering or flat-out fighting, but we’re not actually communicating either. So maybe fighting wouldn’t be that bad, get it all out…but…ugh…until then? I’m absolutely talking to the cat. 
 
    I place Austin in his crib so I can get his bath ready. Fuzzbutt jumps and balances over the ledge. I know what Pokey said about his cat, but up until now, she doesn’t seem hostile so I’m just going to give Austin a bath. 
 
    Grabbing the plush elephant, I grab the rope and pull, activating the lullaby Austin loves. The cat seems enthralled and taps the rope with her paw. 
 
    “I knew you’d like it,” I mutter while I scratch behind the ear that’s missing. 
 
    I make myself busy with getting the bath ready. Pokey observes all of it from the rocking chair in the corner. When I’ve wiped Austin’s butt clean and have him naked in my arms, ready for his bath, I turn to Pokey. 
 
    “Do you want to give him his bath?” Crap. I wish I could keep my voice steady and not pleading. 
 
    A tiny smile tugs his lips as he rises from the chair. His gaze is set on Austin. Why does he have to be so incredibly handsome? The stubble on his jaw, the tattoos that lash out from underneath his shirt and go all the way up to his jaw. God. I’ve never seen him naked but over the last few months he’s been the center of every lust filled dream I’ve had. 
 
    Pokey is fierce, rugged, and utterly captivating. Most who see him would back away, yet he makes me feel safe. His eyes are warm and gentle when you look close and that is the very reason I asked him to take my virginity. Because deep down, I knew he’s the kind of person who will never let you down. The kind who would do anything for the person he loves. 
 
    That can never be me. I burned that shot when I neglected to welcome him into my…our life.  
 
    Swallowing that thought away, I hold out the person who will have that and more. Austin. “He loves his bath time.” 
 
    When the sentence leaves my mouth, I can see the hurt in Pokey’s eyes. Dammit. Right before he takes Austin, I pull him back against me.  
 
    I snap. Not just because my shoulder is killing me, making me wince, it’s more than that. “Okay.” I didn’t mean to say it that way, but this has got to stop. “You and me, history, guilt, blame, hate, resentment, fine. You need to put a pin in it or we are having that talk after Austin’s bath. I’m the one to blame. I am more than aware of that and I’m holding nothing against you, but it’s a punch to the gut every time I…” 
 
    “You need to stop talking so we can give Austin his bath.” Pokey doesn’t look at me but gently takes Austin. To my utter surprise, he doesn’t need one word from me but does exactly what needs to be done. 
 
    Stunned, I stumble over my own words. “H..h..how? How do you know what to do? Austin, he…he’s three weeks old. It took me…” 
 
    “My sister and her husband have a little girl. My niece is five years old. I help them out weekly. It started with just doing shit like getting groceries or running errands. To be honest, I forgot all about the horrendous smell of filled diapers, can’t say I missed that part. The last few years I’ve been their babysitter. We watch movies and paint our nails.” He raises his head and pins me with a stare. “If you would have picked up a phone at any fucking time over the last few months, I would have told you.” 
 
    Now. He wants to have this talk now? “It isn’t as easy as you think.” 
 
    “That’s where you’re wrong, babe.” His eyes fall away from me and somehow I feel cold.  
 
    I feel tears burn my eyes and my throat is clogging up. He doesn’t understand. I need to tell him everything and yet I can’t bear to get the words out of my mouth. 
 
    “I was wrong about a lot of things,” I mutter.  
 
    His eyes flash back up and it’s then I realize he took it the wrong way. 
 
    “Not about that, you big goon. You don’t know how much…what I’ve…it’s…” I throw my hands up in defeat. “It was just sex. Back then…”  
 
    “Just sex?” He doesn’t even raise his voice, but keeps his tone even. 
 
    “Yes. We met in a freaking bathroom…” I stare at him, confused. “With everything they’ve told me…Ugh, this is awkward. You know what? Never mind. Just so you know, I only had that one time with you and I’m not intending to have a relationship or man in my life when clearly I’m devoted to the little man you’re holding. With that being said…” 
 
    “Why the fuck are we talking about sex and who shagged who or who didn’t?” Pokey rumbles. 
 
    I cover my face with my hands. I’m such an idiot. Months went by where I thought daily about what I was going to say to him. Holding my phone, ready to make that call. Then words and reasons would flow by, reminding me why I couldn’t… 
 
    “Can you manage giving Austin a bath yourself?” My voice cracks at the last few words and I can curse myself from not holding it together. 
 
    “I’ll manage.” Pokey states it like he’s dismissing me, and I’m sure he is. 
 
    I practically run out of Austin’s room, heading toward my own. I need a shower so I can cry really loud without one single worry someone can hear me. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 03 
 
      
 
    ***Pokey***  
 
      
 
    It’s eight at night and I’m standing in the doorway of Orianna’s bedroom. I’ve put Austin to bed. It took me half an hour and in that time, she crashed on her bed. And crashed is the correct word instead of fell asleep. She’s lying across her bed, on top of the covers, arms alongside her body, and her head is turned to the left.  
 
    My cat is curled up beside her. I still can’t believe Fuzzbutt adopted this as her home, and the people in it. Her crazy ass doesn’t like anything except me and here she goes, taking in two people at the same time. Opening her heart while mine closed shut. Pain rushes through my chest when I look at Orianna’s sleeping face. 
 
    Earlier she fell asleep on the couch next to me. I’m so fucking lost. All this time I’ve wanted her, would have done anything for her, proved to the ol’ladies of Areion Fury, to everyone including myself…that I was worthy of her. 
 
    Meanwhile, all these months, it seemed like she didn’t find me worthy of letting me know we made a life together. My brain can’t wrap around that fact. Well, the getting her pregnant and having a son, that’s a given. I don’t regret any of it. Trusting the ol’ladies? The women that belong to the club, family? Yeah. Knife to the chest kinda thing. 
 
    The same with Orianna. She consumed me. Every cell in my body craved her. Lust and craving pumped through my body every second of every day. Jerking off to the sweet memory of those mere minutes we were together kept me going until we could finally be together. Only to find out she had been in town for months and pregnant all along with my kid…keeping everything from me.  
 
    A tiny voice in the back of my head keeps telling me she must have a solid reason for her actions. Yet I can’t believe one would have solid grounds to keep something like that from the person who’s just as much involved as she is. The father of her child. 
 
    Pushing off the wall, I decide to stop thinking for a second. My fucking emotions have been tight as a string and my shoulders are killing me. I swear I could crash in the rocking chair in the corner of Austin’s room or on the couch in the living room. 
 
    Turning, I hear Orianna mumble. I watch as her head starts to thrash and she curls into a ball. Fuzzbutt jumps off the bed and heads for a chair in the corner where she sits down and watches as Orianna jolts awake, covering her head with her arms.  
 
    “Noooo,” she whispers as she continues the chant. “no, please, no. Stop. Noooo.” 
 
    What. The. Fuck? 
 
    She pants rapidly and I step forward. The movement catches her gaze and she screams at the top of her lungs while she scrambles back on the bed. 
 
    “Fuck.” I hold my hands up and inch closer. “It’s me, Orianna. Look at me, it’s okay. You’re in your bedroom, no one is going to hurt you.” 
 
    Her gaze sweeps through the room and when it lands back on me, she gives a slight nod. “Sorry. Nightmare. Shouldn’t be watching The Walking Dead before bedtime, huh?” She dismisses the whole thing like it’s last week’s sandwich.  
 
    Yeah, that won’t be happening. “That was no nightmare, babe. I know repressed memories when I see ‘em. Give me the fucking truth for once.” 
 
    Her head rears back like I slapped her. And fuck, I realize I did by insinuating the fact that she withheld truth from me in the past. She’s rubbing her left shoulder. I’ve seen her wince while she’s using it a couple of times now. 
 
    Orianna’s got her gaze stuck on the bedspread, clearly trying to ignore the question. Okay, for now. I’ve got another one, though. “What’s wrong with your shoulder?” 
 
    “Nothing.” Her hand drops and she’s about to leave the bed when someone rings the doorbell. 
 
    Orianna dashes out of the room and heads downstairs.  
 
    I take my time because I know exactly who’s at the door. Trix. I texted Sico when I forgot the litterbox to have someone send it over.  
 
    Trix is the only one who comes into my room sometimes to feed Fuzzbutt in case I’m not around. She only does it because she works a few times a week at an animal shelter and knows how to handle…nah, she just dashes in and out with fingers crossed she won’t get attacked. 
 
    “Who are you?” I hear Orianna ask when I’m almost at the bottom of the stairs. 
 
    “I’m here because…oh, there you are.” Trix sidesteps Orianna but hits her against the shoulder with the litterbox. 
 
    The sharp inhale and the pain that flashes all over her face has me stepping forward and ready to take her into my arms, but I can’t. I’m suddenly holding Fuzzbutt’s litter box. 
 
    “Here you go, hotstuff. You need anything else, just holler.” She pats my cheek and turns on her heel.  
 
    Leaning in close to Orianna, she whispers, “Don’t take shit from grumpy, and the offer stands for you too, if you need anything...Trix is your bitch.” 
 
    I watch Orianna’s eyebrows hit the ceiling before Trix is out the door. I manage a quick, “Thanks, babe.”  
 
    Trix waves over her shoulder. 
 
    “Babe,” Orianna mutters and closes the door. 
 
    I stalk into the kitchen and place the litterbox in the corner.  
 
    “Are you going to make it a thing to let babes bring stuff over?” It’s not hard to miss the sneer in her voice. 
 
    I can’t help it when the left side of my mouth twitches. “Jealous there, babe?” 
 
    Yes. I stopped calling her Spiky and switched to my normal word I use for any woman. For a moment, I think she’s going to fire back some serious curses. I’m stunned when her head drops, as well as her shoulders, and she ever so slowly walks up the stairs. 
 
    “Can you lock up? There’s a guest room next to Austin’s bedroom. Looks like a closet but it’s not. There’s a bed. Use it if you like.” Then her voice drops to a whisper. “Or not and go out and have sex with a babe or two.” 
 
    What. The. Fuck? 
 
    “Stop. Right now, young lady.” Young lady? “Ever since I pulled out of your tight pussy, I have not pumped my dick in anything other than my own fucking hand.” 
 
    “Don’t let me stop you.” She tries to sneer but it comes out on a sob before she dashes off.  
 
    Could we add more drama to the fucking pile? Holy mother of the Earth, this shit storm is going to stay active for a very long time before either one of us knows top from bottom. Taking the stairs two at a time, I get to her room just in time to have the door slammed shut in my face.  
 
    Now I could do a few things; knock on the door…start yelling…break it down…but all of those have a high risk in waking up our kid. Obviously not worth it. Ever since she had that nightmare, the weird shoulder thing and this outburst, the buildup of anger, frustration and a few other emotions I was having seem to have diminished.  
 
    Taking a deep breath, I steel my voice. “Orianna. I know you can hear me so listen closely. You and me are going to talk tomorrow, so get some rest, because you’re going to need it.” 
 
    “Go fuck your hand.” she screeches from behind the door and I just can’t help my head from falling back, roaring with laughter. 
 
    I end up sleeping in the rocking chair in the corner of Austin’s room. Turns out it was a good and a bad decision. Good because I got to stare at my son while he was sleeping. Bad because I fell asleep with my head at a weird angle and now it’s killing me. 
 
    Freshening up, I leave the bathroom and open every door on the top floor to find both Orianna and Austin aren’t in bed anymore. I hear some noise from downstairs. Making my way down, I see Austin is lying in a pack and play that’s in the corner of the living room. 
 
    The doorbell rings and Orianna walks past me to check the peephole before she opens it slightly. 
 
    “Morning, ma’am. I have a package for you,” a man’s voice states through the crack.  
 
    Orianna shakes her head. “I didn’t order anything, sorry.”  
 
    She’s about to close the door but I see the guy’s hand reach out and place it on the door to hold it open. A gang tattoo is visible on his wrist and I recognize the ink. It’s a monkey that has the tail wrapped around the wrist. Fuck. Could be harmless but I’m stalking toward them anyway. 
 
    The guy pushes the door open further. “You really don’t recognize me, do you?” 
 
    Orianna shakes her head again. “No, and you need to leave.” Her gaze falls on the guy’s arm, noticing the ink. She immediately starts to push the door closed in full panic mode, screaming. 
 
    Shoving the door open, the dude points a gun in her face, complete with a silencer on that piece of steel, like he was already counting on using it. Orianna steps back. No fucking way this is happening in front of my face without me doing anything. 
 
    In one smooth move, I slide forward and wrap my hand around his. Turning the gun back, it’s now pointing straight at him. I have no problem with a little squeeze of the trigger, making the back of his head explode. Blood and brain matter decorate Orianna’s curtains and the wall behind him. He drops to the floor.  
 
    “Fuck,” I grumble while I drag his legs inside and close the door.  
 
    Don’t need no neighbors for this shit. Glad the fucker had a silencer and made his way inside the house. Before I can turn, Orianna launches herself at me and hugs me tight.  
 
    “Thank you so much,” she mumbles against my chest as she starts to sob uncontrollably. 
 
    Patting her back, I move my hands to her arms and drag her away from my body. I know she just saw me kill a man and might need more time hugging, to comfort her, but it’s not something I can do right now.  
 
    I soften my voice. “You need to go sit down, Orianna, and let me handle this.” 
 
    She gives a tight nod and her eyes trail to the dead guy on the floor. Then her gaze goes up and her face turns to horror. “Oh, God…that’s going to stain. I’m going to need new curtains. And new wallpaper. That’s not gonna come off with a little cleaning or some new paint, right?” 
 
    I have to cover my mouth with my hand and rub it tightly so I don’t fucking laugh. Shit. This is all kinds of screwed up. The guy on the floor, her reaction, and the relief that’s sliding through my body. Whatever the fuck just happened, while not acceptable, it has also lightened my mood and the tension between us. Thank you dead guy for comin’ over. We needed that. 
 
    I reach in my pocket and grab my phone to call Zack. He picks up on the second ring.  
 
    I don’t wait, just start to spit out words. “I did some redecorating and there’s a guy that wants to go sightseeing in Nevada.” 
 
    “Please don’t tell me you ruined the sofa.” I hear Blue, my Prez’s ol’lady groan. 
 
    Shit. Why does he always give his phone to someone else when he’s busy? “Nah, just the curtains and part of a wall. Now put Zack on the phone.”   
 
    There’s some rustling and then I hear my Prez’s voice. “Sorry, man. Calix was holding Sico by the throat and…” 
 
    “Again? Fucking Sico. Lemme guess…his ass was behind the bar again, messing his shit up.” I scrub a hand down my face. Sico has been a major pain in the ass these days. 
 
    “Yeah. But why did you call, man?”  
 
    “I have a guy that needs to go sightseeing. Preferably Nevada. Oh, and I did some redecorating and I need some help because I fucked it up a bit.”  
 
    “On it. Be there in fifteen.” Zack disconnects the call and I put my phone back in my front pocket. 
 
    Glancing over the messy wall and dead body, my gaze shifts to Orianna, hoping she’s not freaking out on me. Expecting something and getting the opposite is rather freaky. She looks angry as shit but I’m kinda glad she’s aiming it all at the dead guy. 
 
    “What’s up, ba…” 
 
    “Don’t you fucking dare babe me,” she snaps, pointing a finger at me. 
 
    I flash two palms up. “Wouldn’t dream of it, Spiky.” 
 
    Aw, fuck. I can’t help the nickname spilling from my lips. All because the visual of my perfect woman is back. Arms crossed underneath her tits, eyes rolling, one side of her hair is tucked behind her ear and there’s a strand of that short black hair that falls between her eyes.  
 
    Like I said…my perfect Spiky resemblance is back. My dick is straining against my zipper and I owe it all to the dead guy on the floor. Shit. I give my head a firm shake and step forward.  
 
    Grasping her chin in my hand, I say, “Start talking, Spiky.” 
 
    “Fine,” she snaps and walks over to the couch and plops down. “Sit. This will take a while.” 
 
    Stalking over, I take the chair across from the couch so I can watch the door and look her in the eye. 
 
    “I’m going to skip over some parts because it’s…well, you only need the highlights anyway and we’ll do a question round after it,” she states. 
 
    My mouth twitches. “What are we? Back in school, student teacher thing?” 
 
    “Shut up.” She waves a hand in front of her but seems to forget she’s using the one where her shoulder hurts, so she winces and brings it down, absently rubbing it. 
 
    “I went to Japan to get away from it all. Well…that lasted a few weeks until I found out I was pregnant.” 
 
    Inching forward, I lean my elbows on my thighs, bracing myself. Fuck. Am I ready to hear this? 
 
    Her shoulders slump and she releases a deep sigh. “Right after the bathroom incident, I thought I’d pull you into my mess. I used you. It wasn’t fair at all so I needed time to think…but you have to believe me when I say I was on the next plane back when I knew I was pregnant. You needed to know. Not that I would have forced you into anything, or that I would expect…” 
 
    “Get to the fucking point, Spiky, you mentioned you’d stick to the headlines dammit.” I growl, because all that rambling is something I don’t need right now. My brothers will be here any minute. 
 
    “Right…I got on the plane, landed safely and was getting down the stairs when…” She swallows and closes her eyes. “The only thing I remember is being pushed, roughly. They told me later someone kicked me in the back and I went flying down the concrete stairs. My left side, my shoulder and arm took the brunt of the impact. Then I saw boots appear in my vision and a hand came down to grab me by my arm. I saw a flash of his face before I looked at the arm gripping me…the tattoo…” She looks over her shoulder to the dead guy on the floor, then back at me.  
 
    She shutters. “It’s him, I know it. The other one standing behind him had the same ink…That guy,” her eyes flash to the body on the floor again, “punched me in the face and I was knocked out. Woke up in the hospital two days later. I called Blue and she came right away. She wanted to call you but I couldn’t let her do that…they weren’t sure if…I almost lost him a few times. I couldn’t do anything except lay in bed for weeks. They needed to fix my shoulder…” 
 
    “That isn’t fully healed yet,” I growl, because I’m almost losing my shit and understand where she’s coming from, but shit… “You should have contacted me. I would have…” 
 
    “What? Sat by my bed? See me, yet again, as a weak woman who needs your help?” The defeat and pain slicing through her voice is burning straight through my gut. I’m about to stand up and drag her into my arms when there’s a knock on the door. 
 
    Strolling over, I check the peephole and see Zack. Some of my brothers are standing behind him, so I open the door and let them in. He’s brought Dams, Sico, Calix and Tyler with him. I’m about to close the door when Blue steps in with Nerd and Ridley behind her. 
 
    “What the fuck?” I growl.  
 
    I mean come on, I’ve mentioned that there’s a dead guy that needs to be buried and a cleanup of the scene and they bring their ol’ladies along? 
 
    “Yeah.” Zack shrugs a hand through his hair. “With the growing new generation of ol’ladies…fuck man, seems we not only have a brotherhood but a fucking sisterhood as well.” 
 
    “Fucking sisterhood. A hood. The clit that hides underneath it. Fucking bundle of nerves I always steer clear from and I say it’s the same fucking thing here,” Sico mutters and all the female’s eyes are shooting daggers at him. 
 
    Suddenly he rears back when Orianna pokes him in the chest. “If it wasn’t for the sisterhood I would kick you in the nuts with the use of words only, because…” 
 
    “Orianna,” Blue snaps, the authority in her voice is like she’s the Prez of this female ol’ladies club and I now understand why Zack mentioned the sisterhood. 
 
    Orianna’s gaze goes to Zack’s ol’lady. “He’s…” She turns her attention back to Sico. “You…you…big…big…dick,” she seethes. 
 
    “Sweetheart…” Sico smirks. “That’s not an insult, that’s a compliment.” 
 
    I growl and lunge forward to wrap my hands around the asshole’s throat, but I’m held back by Dams and Zack. 
 
    “Focus on the tasks at hand, people. Fuck, why can’t anything go normal around here?” Zack grumbles. 
 
    Sico meets my eyes and gives a slight dip of his chin. He’s a huge sonofabitch with a lack of any emotion whatsoever. That tiny acknowledgement was his way of saying ‘I’m sorry. I stepped out of line’.  
 
    I throw my shoulders back and shrug Dams’ and Zack’s hands off. I’m fine for now, but next time Sico’s going to get a few punches in the face. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 04 
 
      
 
    ***Orianna*** 
 
      
 
    “Why didn’t I bring my computer…sheesh...my fingers are itching. I need to go over those files again. That damn Cape Town crew, freaking punks that have nothing better to do than rob stores and assault people when they get bored,” Nerd rambles. 
 
    “What?” I gasp. “I told you to get rid of those and let the cops handle it.” 
 
    “Meh, I never delete anything. I bury shit…never delete.” Nerd shrugs and snuggles against her husband, Dams. 
 
    The guys just got back from…well, there’s no other way to put it, other than dumping the body. I guess it’s a ‘don’t ask, don’t tell thing’ and I’m good with it. Another thing I’m good with is the fact that Pokey stayed here and cleaned the wall and took down the curtains. Blue and Ridley went out to buy new ones while Nerd kept me company. She loves Austin and always seems to want to hug and snuggle. 
 
    For Nerd that’s special, because she’s not very social. Until recently that is, because now all she wants to do is hug. She’s a good person. Just like Blue and Ridley. I’m very thankful to have those girls in my life. They are my only constant, along with Austin. 
 
    Ever since my dad decided to make me part of a business deal, I’ve had no one. I’ve always been treated as an object. An object that didn’t serve a purpose. So my father had to make due by marrying me off to that scumbag who wanted me as a prize, a virgin for him to taint. First day I met him, he showed me his house and his bedroom. Well, he called it a bedroom, but he should have said BDSM dungeon.  
 
    My family, nor the guy I was supposed to marry, never left me alone or out of their sight. So when I had a moment alone in the bathroom of a restaurant, I knew it was now or never when Pokey walked in a moment after me. I considered him my only way out. Little did I know it would lead to the most perfect experience in my life, and a son I can’t imagine my life without. 
 
    There are a lot of things in life I regret. That moment, the time I spent in a bathroom, isn’t one of them. Leaving for Japan is. Although at the time I was happy to have those strangers support me. Blue, Nerd, and later Ridley and Everleigh. Strangers turn into treasured friends. 
 
    With my past, I tend to see people and things in a whole different light. Some only see what’s in front of them. Me? I see how it got there, how the inside works, where it might be going, and how it became what it is.  
 
    Relationships can be so tricky, in particular, friendship. Some want shallow, social friendship. The colorful, fun friendships. Not the black and white or the framework that goes with it or what you put into friendship as a foundation. All some care for is personal gain and what they can get out of a friendship. So the tricky part is figuring out who wants a real friendship and who wants a fake one. 
 
    I don’t do shallow, I had enough of that while growing up.  As I said, I tend to see the whole picture. Sometimes it’s a curse but most times I have to remind myself to just see the exterior and embrace the beauty, not tear it apart and overthink everything. Live in the moment so to speak. 
 
    “Okay, we’re out of here. Call if you need me, and I’ll let you know when I find something.” Nerd gives me another hug before they all walk out, leaving me alone with Pokey. 
 
    We’ve been surrounded by others for the last few hours. Honestly, I’m a bit nervous now that I’m alone with him again. I know he has questions and will want me to explain some more about everything that has happened, and yet I feel drained. 
 
    I’m glad Austin chooses that moment to fill the room with his screams. It’s his time, he’s hungry and I’m a bit behind. Normally I would have him bathed so I could breastfeed him after, making him fall asleep in my arms so I can put him straight to bed afterwards. 
 
    When I’m about to pick him up, I feel Pokey stepping up beside me. “Go and lay down on the bed. He’s hungry but he needs a bath first, yeah? Because our little man goes right to sleep sucking that nice…fuck. Full belly and all. So, go ahead and relax, it’s been a long day. I’ll give him his bath and get him to you when we’re done.” 
 
    Right. My cue to get away from him. “I’ll go have a shower, you sure you don’t need my help?” 
 
    “Nah, Spiky. You’ve been doin’ this shit by yourself way too long.” He gently cradles Austin in his arms and heads upstairs, leaving me to let my mind wander about the fact that I love that he’s calling me Spiky.  
 
    Somehow, he manages to make it sound like an endearment. So much better than the freaking ‘babe’ he seems to call other females, or even the use of my name that always sounds like a snap when it falls from his lips. 
 
    I make sure everything is locked up, my eyes glancing over the wall with the new wallpaper and curtains. I’m actually quite content with it, it looks way nicer than it did before. I should really feel weird, freaked out, or even be in shock. Having a guy shot through the head right in front of you is kind of mind blowing. No pun intended. But seriously, these guys attacked me out of the blue last time. Random. A gang initiation. Fun. I almost lost Austin and my shoulder isn’t fully healed yet.  
 
    The surgeons were worried about the ligament damage. I still can’t lift heavy stuff and even when I’m holding Austin I have a sharp pain slicing through.  
 
    But I’m thankful to still be here, able to hold my son. And yes, equally thankful Pokey was with me when…what was it that Zack said when they talked things through…They might have dropped by to check if I could identify him or the gang he belongs with.  
 
    Oh God…what if Pokey wasn’t here? What if it was just me and Austin alone in the house? A chill runs down my spine. See? I’m such a mess. I’m freaking out while also happy and relieved. I need a shower and a good cry. Dammit, why does every day have to end with a shower and a good cry these days? 
 
    When I stumble out of my bathroom with a towel wrapped tightly around me, I come to a halt when I see Pokey in my room. He’s pacing back and forth trying to soothe Austin who’s clearly grouchy because he’s hungry. 
 
    “Go lie down,” Pokey mumbles as he turns to face me. “Shit,” he growls. “Why do you have to wear a towel, dammit.”  
 
    “I was going to dress but I didn’t expect to find you here and…” I can’t finish because Austin starts to wail harder, making me step forward. 
 
    Except Pokey holds him out of reach. “I said go lie down because that shoulder isn’t fully healed yet. You need to relax and you can manage better when you can guide, with most of his weight on the bed, instead of holding him. Because you need to switch tits and…shit. Just lie the fuck down.” 
 
    “I did this for three weeks without you, you know. Screwed up shoulder or not, I’ve managed.” He’s made it clear he’s here for his son, yet with me telling him the reason why I didn’t tell him about my situation, now all of a sudden, I’m this fragile, helpless woman again. 
 
    Screw that.  
 
    I drop the towel and stalk to the bed. Getting underneath the covers, I make sure to lie down on my good shoulder, because I don’t want to wince right now and give him more reason to give me another pity look. 
 
    “I’m ready, so.” I lock eyes with Pokey and instantly regret what I did just now. Walked around naked. 
 
    There is no trace of pity in his eyes, instead they are black with desire and practically shooting out heat. The flames licking his gaze are so hot, they are burning me no matter the distance between us. 
 
    Pokey’s jaw ticks as he stalks over, placing Austin on the bed. Our son latches on and it takes everything inside me to keep my focus on Austin. When I hear my bedroom door click shut, I slowly release the breath I was holding as I try to calm myself down. 
 
    On the plane ride back from Japan, before I was attacked, I let my mind wander on how things would go when I told him I was pregnant. Would he have been happy? Would he have felt trapped? Would we have been together, as a family, for months now? 
 
    My heart tugs at all the what ifs. Because no matter what…we can’t change the past, one can only focus on the future. And with our past, I need to put our son first. He needs both of his parents in his life, and for them to have a good relationship with each other. It’s better to focus on a way to get along, instead of me dreaming of building up a relationship. Because clearly, he’s a good man. A good man I don’t deserve. 
 
    I’m struggling to keep my eyes open when Austin is finally finished and has dozed off. Leaving him on the bed, I quickly grab a nighty and pull it on before I walk across the hall and lay him in his crib. 
 
    When I turn to sneak back, I run into a brick wall. Two hands slide from my shoulders to my back. Pokey murmurs out an apology before he quickly releases me and steps aside. I don’t utter a single word but regain my speed and enter my own bedroom. When I try to close the door, I fail because Pokey pushes it back open. 
 
    “Can I have a word?” He steps inside without waiting for me to answer, making me back up. 
 
    Creating some distance between us, I crawl up my bed and cover myself with the blankets, muttering, “I’m tired.”  
 
    I close my eyes and wait for the door to open and close again, but instead I feel the mattress dip. My eyes flash open in shock.  
 
    “What do you think you’re doing?” I squeak and pull up the covers. 
 
    His fingers wrap in the blanket and he gives a slight pull. “Little late to be shy, Spiky. You flashed me a moment ago, besides…you’re wearing some flimsy ass fabric...” 
 
    “Get out.” I push against his shoulder, except it has the same effect as pushing a brick wall with all that solid muscle he’s got going on. 
 
    “Not happening. We’re going to do some talking to clear the air some more,” he demands with a firm voice. 
 
    “Not happening,” I mimic his tone and voice.  
 
    He actually growls and leans down in my face. My heart skips a beat or two while I hold my breath for it to get back in rhythm. Damn. Those eyes and menacing beauty. Why does my body have to react in a way only he can draw out? As if my body was made to please him. 
 
    “I’m over you,” I breathe. I don’t even know why I choose to throw that out, because even to my own ears it sounds miles away from the truth. 
 
    The smug smile that spreads over his face tells me he knows full well I’m lying. “That’s one. I’ll allow it, but don’t do it again because you don’t want to face the consequences when I catch you lying to me again.” 
 
    “Fine,” I snap, mentally adding I’m going to ignore him and go to sleep. The second he moves out of my personal space that is.  
 
    As if on cue, Fuzzbutt jumps on the bed and worms herself between us. Instead of giving Pokey attention, she rubs her head against my chin. I’m very thankful for her interruption, because Pokey is leaning back now.  
 
    He’s scowling at Fuzzbutt, so I pet her more and lean in for a kiss on her head. She’s been hiding in my room all day. Well, she was already sleeping on the chair in the corner so I made sure the door was closed when the visitors came to clean up the body. She needs her beauty sleep, and with that, I saved everyone from her wrath. I’m sure she only attacks people to protect herself.  
 
    Pokey shifts and puts his back against the headboard. Tapping his thigh, he says, “Come on, Fuzz, come here, babe.”  
 
    The cat stays put purring at the attention she’s getting from me. I have to stifle a laugh when he frowns, I love that his cat is denying his request. 
 
    “I don’t blame you, sweetie. I hate being called babe like all the other chicks that go through his comb,” I croon, making Fuzzbutt cuddle against me some more. 
 
    “Through my comb?” Pokey questions. 
 
    Raising my gaze, I pin him with a stern look. “Yes. Comb. You know, with one stroke hundreds of hairs sliding through.”  
 
    He narrows his eyes. Shit, me and my big mouth.  
 
    “It was the first thing that came to mind, okay? The girls told me how things work at the club and I’m not judging or anything, but…” 
 
    “Listen, Orianna, I ain’t gonna sugarcoat shit. I’m a guy with a background I won’t ever hide or be ashamed of. I’ve used my dick a lot of times, although I’ve always wrapped it up. Before I had you that is. You and me both know that was months back, so I’m a little offended by those words right now.” 
 
    I’m hurt more by the fact that he used my name instead of the nickname. I’m about to open my mouth to apologize when his index finger presses against my lips.  
 
    “I wasn’t finished yet. Now…with that being said, you will accept me for who I am. As I will accept you for who you are. We’re parents. Austin needs both of us. There’s a lot of shit going on besides our own personal stuff we have to go through because…” He shrugs a hand through his hair. “Listen, I can’t lie to you…you fucking gutted me and no matter how much I want to… Dammit. I’m just gonna throw it out. I can’t trust you. I want to, but I…” 
 
    My hand goes to his biceps and I give him a squeeze. “Thank you.” 
 
    His eyes land on mine, his face resembles shock due to the genuine words I just gave him. 
 
    “I mean it. It took a lot to say those words to me and I respect your honesty. Believe me, I wish it was different, but like you said…a history, we both have it and even share one. We can’t hide it and deep down, I am ashamed for my actions, but we can’t change the past. The future is a whole different thing. I’m glad we can focus on that to give Austin two parents who love him.” My voice cracks on the last few words and with that I bite down on my bottom lip.  
 
    Because I’m afraid if I don’t I’ll throw out something like…I will do anything to earn your trust…and love. Shit. See? Biting down to keep them locked is the only way to go. 
 
    “Aw, Spiky. Dammit,” he growls, angry, as I feel his thumb brush over my cheek, brushing away the tears I didn’t even realize were falling. 
 
    “Don’t worry, it’s the hormones. I swear.” I chuckle while I slap his hand away. 
 
    His eyes narrow. “You fucking know that’s two times I’ve caught you lying to me, right? I fucking warned you about that shit like two seconds ago. Dammit. I never care about tears, fuck. Why does it feel like yours are slicing right through me?” He takes a deep breath and releases it slowly. “You’re gonna get one more free pass because you’re crying, but sweetheart…third time’s the charm.” 
 
    The promise in his eyes is laced with desire and I’m sure he’s implying the punishment has something to do with sex. This time I’m biting my lip for a different reason, because I’m tempted to lie…right here, right freaking now. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 05  
 
      
 
    ***Pokey*** 
 
      
 
    It took about an hour for her breathing to even out. Even though she had her back facing me, I knew she pretended to be asleep. Clearly, she didn’t want to talk. I respected her wishes this time because of what happened today. Not only that, but she seems drained all the time. With her taking so long to fall asleep, I know there are a lot of things running through her mind. It’s the same with me, so we really do need to talk some more, but I’ll let her set the pace. 
 
    Leaning against the fridge, I take a sip of water from the bottle I’m holding when I hear movement coming from upstairs. It’s the middle of the night and by the sound of it, Spiky is awake and coming downstairs. 
 
    Spiky. Fuck, I love calling her that. Yesterday I got a few glimpses of how she was when I met her. That fire inside her so hot I could feel the flames licking my heart. Dammit, my dick stands at attention. Placing the water bottle on the table in front of me, I shove a hand down my sweatpants to adjust myself. 
 
    “What in the….the kitchen isn’t the place to do that, you know.” Spiky comes up next to me and pulls open the fridge. “You might want to go…I dunno, take a shower or head to the clubhouse or…” 
 
    The hand that was wrapped around my dick flashes up and surrounds her delicate neck. Leaning in, I growl, “We already went over this.” 
 
      I instantly regret my action. Her lips are a whisper away, a strand of black silk slides into her face. It’s like I’m being pulled by a magnetic force to slam my mouth down on hers. I can feel the warmth of her breath on my lips. She swallows, bringing me out of the mesmerizing trance, making me step back and shake my head. Shit, I almost fucking kissed her. 
 
    “I freaking hate this,” Spiky mutters as she turns to grab a bottle of water and smashes the refrigerator’s door shut. 
 
    I rub a hand over my head, so damn torn about shit, about everything. “I fucking get it, okay? It’s…fuck. I told you we needed to talk.” 
 
    Spiky slams the water bottle on the kitchen counter, making the water splash up like a damn fountain. “What we need cannot be fixed with a simple talk.” 
 
    She walks off and grabs a box of crackers along the way. Spinning on her heels, she takes a cracker out and points it at me. “Trust doesn’t magically slide in when you have a heart to heart, you know. It takes time. Besides, you’re the dad, I’m the mom, that’s it, right? We’re here for Austin, so you need to trust me with him. Please tell me you give me that much?” 
 
    Spiky shoves a cracker in her mouth as if she needs to shut herself up before she says something she may regret.  
 
    Her words…fuck. I have to contain my anger. Although it does click in my head, this needs to be said. “I’m not just here for Austin, Spiky. You’re his mother, so…” 
 
    “Oh, that’s a classic,” she mutters with a mouth full of cracker, furiously chewing it away. She rolls her eyes, swallows a few times before she starts again. “You’re his mother so we’ll always be connected. That’s all we have, blah, blah. Save it, you big elephant. I don’t want to hear it. Now, I’m going to stuff some more crackers in my mouth and then I’m going to sleep because Blue is coming over early so I can…” 
 
    Before I know it, my hand is possessively wrapped around her neck again, my fingers feel her swallowing the rest of the words. “You fucking listen, and listen real good. I want nothing more than for you to be on the back of my bike as my ol’lady.” 
 
    “But you don’t trust me.” Her voice barely a whisper, slices through my heart. 
 
    Resting my forehead against hers, I let her know. “I have a photographic memory. The smell of your pussy, the taste of you on my tongue, the sweet whimpers you made, and the perfect look of ecstasy that washed over you when I made you come in the bathroom. That’s all I’ve had for months; vivid visuals, on a loop, running through my mind. I’ve been craving you but trusting the other ol’ladies who said to give you time so we could be together. All of the what-fucking-ifs don’t matter now. But what you need to realize is that my endgame never changed. We both need time, but what we have is not just a being parents type of thing. You’re mine, except…” My goddamn throat clogs up and prevents me from finishing my sentence. 
 
    Spiky releases a soft breath. “Okay.” Aw fuck. Again with the whispering. She clears her throat. “I’m gonna need another cracker.” 
 
    “Fuck, Spiky. Why didn’t you eat pizza when I ordered ten for all of us earlier? Blue, Nerd, hell…even Ridley, all ate.” I shake my head, not understanding why she couldn’t eat then but is now stuffing stale crackers in her mouth in the middle of the… 
 
    “Don’t you think I wanted pizza? That insanely yummy smell that still lingers in the whole freaking house?” She steps away from me and drops the crackers in the trash. “If I ate the pizza I wanted and love? Then I would be holding Austin right now. He would be crying because he had cramps. He eats what I eat and his tummy can’t handle it, okay? So, no pizza for me, nothing for me, story of my freaking life. Trust me.” She falters and shakes her head, accompanied by a fake laugh. “Scratch that last part. Oh, and while you’re at it? You need to stop being an ass to Blue, Ridley and Nerd. They kept my secret; blame me, not them.” 
 
    “They should have fucking told…” I start to growl but she cuts me right off, stepping closer and jabbing a finger against my chest. 
 
     “Where did those guys of yours bury the body of the guy you shot in front of me?” she asks me with a fierce stare. 
 
    I narrow my eyes. “You know I can’t tell you that shit.” 
 
    “Ah, right…you know, because they’ve told you, a secret between you men.” She’s got a fucking smirk painted on her face. 
 
    “It’s not the fucking same and you know it,” I bark out my words. 
 
    “No, not the same. But it was my secret. They kept it, as I keep theirs. You know what? Screw it. Let me spill something to let you know how this works. Open your ears, big elephant, here it comes. Nerd is pregnant but doesn't want to tell Dams because they’re having sex three times a day to try to knock her up. She’s afraid he will stop and treat her with white gloved hands if he knew she was pregnant.” 
 
    Aw, fuck. I really didn’t need to know that shit. 
 
    Spiky tilts her head. “You know Blue is pregnant, right? Well, get this…she found out she is having twins but is terrified to tell Zack. Oh, for exactly the same reason Nerd is stalling to tell her man. The gloved hands, careful with the sex part.” 
 
    Yeah, my ears are burning, also didn’t want to hear that. “Stop, I don't want to know. I can’t tell…” 
 
    “Oh, no you don't. I'm not done yet, not by a long shot. Soooo….You know Everleigh's reason for making it seem like she’s a club ho? Well, get this. She only took three guys at the same time once. Once. The one where it involved two of those nomads that were in town for the weekend. The other times were just rumors she spread. Rumors she created. Why? Because she was raped, well that's how I call it anyway. Hell, we all call it that and if you saw the video…” 
 
    “What fucking video?” I growl, shocked, not knowing where she’s going with this.  
 
    “Shut up and listen. Everleigh's version of what happened is that her boyfriend surprised her with two buddies of his. Surprised as in he blindfolded her when she was tied naked to the bed. He told her he wanted to try something new with her and she agreed, not knowing what was to come. Then he let his buddies in the room, and she panicked when she heard other voices. When she told him she didn't want to, they didn't stop. They videotaped the whole thing and they cut out parts where she was screaming for them to stop. She told us she didn't think it was rape because she orgasmed and willingly let him tie her to the bed at first. Yeah, before she knew he would invite his buddies…still…ugh. Can you believe it? Nerd found the original video, uncut, because the bastards put that one online too. They were smart enough to keep their faces out from the camera view.” 
 
    I stumble back, barely grabbing a chair that’s near the kitchen table and plant my ass on it. I’m fucking nauseous. I can’t even comprehend…fuck…Sico is gonna blow when he gets wind of this. 
 
    “Uh, huh...then she thought...I'm new in town and can't be the girl I was before that video, because if I ever get a new boyfriend...there's a risk he’s going to see the video and won't have anything to do with me anyway,” Spiky growls. “I can’t even blame her for her reasoning in this because let’s face it…it’s out there so it’s a reality, right? People would see her as a whore anyway. Future mother-in-laws won’t like their neat son bringing home a girl with that kinda shit online for all to see. And Nerd tried to pull a lot but you know it’s hard when things are out there…” 
 
    My fucking head is spinning. “Just stop already. I fucking get it, okay?” 
 
    “Good. You do realize you can’t tell any of this, right?” Her hands are on her hips, and she’s glaring at me. 
 
    I shrug yet again, a hand over my face. “Yeah. Dammit all to hell. Sico is going to flip the fuck out.” 
 
    Her hands leave her waist as they fist beside her body. “Oh, yes. Absolutely. Huge dick…” 
 
    “Sweetheart, stop complimenting his dick.” I sigh. 
 
    “I’m not…ugh. He can’t know, he’s been treating her like shit and when her secret comes out he will look at her differently, and us woman despise it when guys do that. So you better,” she seethes. 
 
    “Spiky, is that some underlying tone you’re throwing at me? Am I looking at you differently or some shit?” Fuck. I know I do. 
 
    “Oh, you mean back in the bathroom when you had your dick inside me compared to when you saw me again? Or the look you gave me when I told you what happened to me when I was on my way back to tell you about the pregnancy? Ummm lemme think and I’ll get back to you.” She spins on her heel and heads out of the kitchen toward the living room.  
 
    Dammit. I’m so screwed up in the brain because what she just said totally triggered that loop inside my head where I was pumping her pussy in the…dammit. But on the other hand…I’m hard as a rock again. This bickering, interacting, being near her. I know we need it to build our future, even if it’s one tiny step after another. 
 
    Stalking into the living room, I see her bent over and reaching into the cabinet. She’s wearing a long shirt that falls over her knees but with her bent over like that? Fuck. I divert my eyes because I don’t need another image locked in my head. On. A. Loop. 
 
    “What the hell are you doing?” I growl. And when the hell did I start to growl at her at every turn? 
 
    She spins around and stashes a piece of chocolate into her mouth. She almost stuffs it so far down her throat that her whole hand practically disappears in after it. 
 
    “Interesting. Pizza is a no-go, but making chocolate milk for the little man is okay.” I can’t help the huge grin that spreads on my face. “Good to know.” 
 
    Spiky rolls her eyes and wants to say something but Austin interrupts. She takes a step in the direction of the stairs but looks back. “I’ll switch to bottles tomorrow, okay? That way you get to feed him too.” 
 
    Those flames licking my heart? Yeah, back full force.  
 
    “Appreciate it,” I croak. 
 
    She gives me a nod and heads upstairs. 
 
    With all of it raw in my head, I drop on the couch and let everything sink in. Fuck. She was on her way back to tell me she was pregnant. I understand her reason now that she told me about what happened with that gang pushing her down the stairs and give her a beating until she passed out, but shit…the stuff she mentioned about Blue, Nerd and Everleigh?  
 
    I sure as hell won’t tell Zack he’s gonna have twins. He might have a heart attack right then and there, and when he calms the fuck down he will put Blue in bed for those months to come. Then Dams…he’s been wanting to get his ol’lady knocked up ever since that whole misunderstanding with Blue. Nerd was holding Blue’s pregnancy test when the guys walked in on them. Dams thought Nerd was pregnant, but instead it was Blue.  
 
    Then when you add the stuff about Everleigh? Blue and Nerd’s secrets are a speck of dust compared to the hell she went through. Fuck. Still going. That shit is like a ticking time bomb that can blow over and over at any moment in her life. I wasn’t kidding about Sico. He’s been in a foul mood ever since he claimed her as his ol’lady. And I know for a fucking fact he hasn’t screwed anything except his hand. 
 
    He won’t rest until he finds out who did that and then he’ll slice up every last one of them. And dammit…on the other hand…if he knew…he would man up and treat her different. Shit. That’s exactly it. Yeah, screwed up, seven ways from Sunday. My head fucking hurts so I slide down on the couch and close my eyes, hoping sleep will claim me. Tomorrow is another day to deal with shit life throws our way. 
 
    I wake up to Spiky’s worried voice. Rising from the couch, I see her pacing back and forth across the kitchen, phone between her head and shoulder, Austin in her arms. “Why now? I don’t…okay.”   
 
    Strolling over, she locks eyes with me as I take Austin from her, freeing her hands so she can wrap her fingers around the phone.  
 
    “Yes…about an hour…no….yes, thank you. See you there, bye.” She hangs up and stares at me. 
 
    I lift an eyebrow in question.  
 
    She releases a deep breath and slides a finger across Austin’s cheek, worry in her eyes. “That was the detective who was appointed to my case a few months ago. Now, all of a sudden, he’s asking me to come by, to look at some mugshots or lineup or something…I don’t know.”  
 
    Lifting one hand, I cup her face, thankful to feel her leaning into my touch. “Blue was coming over anyway. She can watch Austin as we both head in.” Suddenly it makes sense. “Fucking hell…” I grumble. 
 
    Holding out Austin to her, she tucks away her phone and takes him as I grab my cell. 
 
    Scrolling through my list, I find the number I need. He picks up after four fucking long rings.  
 
    “Someone better be dyin’ or beggin’ for a cock down their throat, because this is no fucking time to be pulling me out of my beauty sleep,” Ransom grumbles. 
 
    Snorting, I rattle out my words. “Casey still in town?” 
 
    “Pokey? That you man? Fuck, I don’t know…what day is it?” I can hear rustling of blankets, a door and then water…no wait. 
 
    “Are you taking a fucking leak? Your dick is in one hand and me in the other?” I tear away my cell and hit the end call button. He can call me back when he’s done pissing. For fuck’s sake. 
 
    Doesn’t take long for my phone to start ringing. “You done?” I snap. 
 
    He fucking flushes right before he says, “Yeah, am now. But hey, you woke me up, so don’t blame me if the first thing I need to do is take a fucking leak. Now, why did ya fucking call, huh?” 
 
    I watch how Spiky takes Austin across the room and puts him in his crib, activating the elephant lullaby that Fuzzbutt also loves. “Told you. Casey, he still in town?” 
 
    “Yeah, he took some vacation time. He’s over at that tiny bed and breakfast thing on route forty-nine. Need me to call him?” I hear how his voice shifts, like he’s holding his phone between his head and shoulder, the noise of his belt indicating he’s putting on pants. 
 
    I take a deep breath and decide to give him the info. “My ol’lady is wrapped in some shit that happened a few months ago. Now something went down yesterday and out of the blue the detective that’s on the case calls to see if she can come over for a lineup or some shit.” 
 
    “Fuck. Your ol’lady, huh? You finally got her back?” Ransom says in awe. 
 
    And it’s then I realize that I indeed, for the first fucking time, called her my ol’lady. Automatically. As natural as taking my next breath. Seems like overnight things fell into place inside my head.  
 
    Claim stated against a brother. Nomad or not, feelings, complications, or not… “She’s my ol’lady. We also have a son, man…Austin. Three weeks old.” 
 
    “Holy shit. You tellin’ me the Pokey genes multiplied?” He whistles low. “Your dick works fast, man.” 
 
    “Yeah.” I lock eyes with Spiky, who’s eyes are on the verge of popping out, making me realize she heard me calling her my ol’lady. “Yeah, my dick can handle anything. It’s my mind you have to worry about.” I tell him flat. 
 
    Fuck. I meant it in a whole different way than Spiky interprets it. The hurt I see in her eyes is slicing through my chest. Dammit.  
 
    Without thinking, I end the call and close the distance between us. She takes a step back. Not from fear, I’m guessing by the look on her face, but out of hurt. 
 
    “Remember I told you about the photographic memory shit?” I snap, trying to bring her out of the jumping her mind is doing right now. 
 
    Slowly she gives a nod. 
 
    “No one knows except a handful of people I screwed up with. Well, next to my family since I grew up with them, obviously. I always used to hide it because people don’t like it or treat you differently when you can remember everything so vividly. Learning back in school was a piece of fucking cake, just to let you know the benefits. But anyway, I play stupid. Keeps everything smooth and easy. Hence the worry about my mind, since people think that I can’t handle shit.” 
 
    Understanding spreads on her face, as well as a beaming smile. “Don’t you need to call him back?” 
 
    “Yeah, but I’m sure he’ll…” My phone starts to ring. “Sorry about that, man. Said something that hurt my ol’lady so I had to…” 
 
    “Pussy whipped. Never going to go there. Screws with the dick, and not in a good way.” Ransom’s voice turns serious. 
 
    “We’ll talk when you get a whiff of the best pussy you ever had in your presence.” I smirk. “You’ll be on your knees, crawling after that shit.” 
 
    “I don’t ride into sunsets, Pokey…I ride in darkness, trees flashing by like memories haunting the tainted parts of my soul.” Fuck. His voice is void of all emotion. He’s screwed up. 
 
    “Dude…you really need to step in some unicorn shit to brighten up your life. Hell, I need to go do that when I hang up the fucking phone, you’re depressing, man,” I grumble. 
 
    Ransom barks out a laugh. “Yeah, when you see a unicorn, shove his ass my way so I can...” 
 
    “Do not say bone that shit. Fuck. I didn’t sign up for this shit. Listen, call Casey for me. I have to ask him something and it’s kinda delicate, so I have to meet him face to face.” 
 
    “’Kay. I’ll send you a text with the info later, yeah?” 
 
    “Perfect, thanks. Oh, and Ransom…don’t fuck with unicorns. They make your dick glow.” 
 
    Just before I hang up, I hear his laughter. It’s mixing with the sweet sound of Spiky’s giggles, making me shrug my shoulders in innocence. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 06 
 
      
 
    ***Orianna*** 
 
      
 
    When I went to the police station, they made me look at mugshots. The guy that died in my living room wasn’t one of them, but I did point out the tattoo of the monkey I saw on his arm. I could hardly tell them that the guy who assaulted me first, before the others came up next to him, wasn’t walking the earth anymore, right?  
 
    The monkey tattoo was also in the police report and the reason they called me in was because it got flagged for a connecting case. They arrested a different member of the gang, the Cape Town crew, when he assaulted a shop owner. Little did he know the two customers behind him were cops. 
 
    The lead detective was the same one who has my case and that’s why he contacted me. Casey, Pokey’s FBI contact, looked into it and told Pokey that there might be a snitch who gave the info to the gang. That’s a perfect explanation for that Cape Town crew member to show up at my door trying to find out if I remembered him or not. It didn’t work out quite like he thought it would, like many things in life.  
 
    It’s been a few weeks since Pokey came to live with Austin and me. With everything that happened, my whole life feels like one roller-coaster of problems to deal with. Although the one I’m dealing with right now might seem minor…it sure as hell doesn’t feel that way. I feel like I could scream. Uh huh. Real loud and stomp my feet to go with it. I’m in my own living room right now so I could totally do it. 
 
    It might feel like anger, but in fact it’s frustration, built up hot, sexual frustration. Why? You go try to live in a house for over a month with a rough, muscled, inked up, ridiculously sexy man …who doesn’t even touch you or say anything sexually. The only emotion he’s showing is the dark desire swirling in his eyes. 
 
    It’s crazy. Insane actually. He clears his throat a lot, or hightails out of the room. My face, on the other hand, flushes a million freaking times a day…like I said, I could scream. But I won’t. Nope. I’m bringing in the big guns. 
 
    “I need advice,” I snap and all eyes turn to me. 
 
    Blue, Nerd, Ridley and Everleigh are in my living room. Pokey took Austin with him to the store and Dams and Tyler are sitting on the porch, enjoying the sun. 
 
    “What about, honey?” Everleigh pushes away from the table she was leaning against. 
 
    “I’m bursting out of my skin. He’s everywhere and nooooooo touching. I mean we haven’t even kissed. He calls me his ol’lady, but really…I feel like I’m just the baby momma without any action.” 
 
    Everleigh releases a frustrated growl. “Ah, I’m no help here, because minus the baby momma part…that’s me. I don’t have the kid, just the title and no action. Don’t get me wrong, I ain’t looking to change that anytime soon, the baby thing I mean, don’t want any...” She holds up her hands. “No offense, I’m so not ready for that stuff. Although I’m with you on the ‘I need sex so fucking bad, my clit will have a meltdown if it can’t release pressure any time soon’ statement.”  
 
    “That bad, huh?” Blue smirks. 
 
    Everleigh pins her with a stare. “Don’t. Seriously don’t, or I’ll tell the big boss all about the double action you’ve got going on. And then you won’t get any action.” 
 
    Blue gasps. “You wouldn’t.” 
 
    Everleigh stomps her foot. “Ugh, you’re right. Dammit. Why can’t I live up to my mean bitch status?” 
 
    “Because…” Nerd turns around on the couch, facing us fully, “your bitch suit has tears and you need a change of clothes. Get a new set of big girl panties, because you’re showing ass crack and…” 
 
    Ridley sighs. “Not making sense, Nerd. Not. Making. Sense. Besides, we need to focus on one ol’lady at a time. Seeing Everleigh here isn’t ready yet, we’re going to focus on Orianna.” Ridley pins me with a stare. “So, you want to seduce you’re ol’man. You sure you’re ready for his elephant trunk?” 
 
    My eyes widen. Elephant trunk? I know it felt insanely huge and hurt like hell but… 
 
    Nerd tilts her head. “What’s with that look? You guys have a kid, that means…oh, you never got to see it? Damn…well, neither did we but the rumors are, his is huge with a capital H. and a U G E.” 
 
    “Nerd, you really are a…nerd.” Blue shakes her head. “This is good. Hang on, I need to call Lynn, well…she goes by Lips, now that she’s Deeds’ ol’lady.” 
 
    She fumbles with her phone as we all wait. When Lynn picks up, Blue flips the call to speaker. Blue brings Lynn up to speed about the task at hand, me getting action from my ol’man. 
 
    Lynn fires off. “Right. So, how are your tits, chick? Leaking milk? Because even though guys like those, they are now connected with the baby so we need to work with your mouth, ass, pussy, and legs. What does she normally wear, Blue?”  
 
    I groan as I take a seat. I swear I didn’t see this coming. I thought they would give me some pointers on how to start, flirt, or initiate the sex thing, so he could you know…take over. But it takes an hour for them to talk things through, yes, them…it seems I didn’t have a say in things, all I have now are all these assignments they’ve decided on. 
 
    The first one is where Everleigh is dragging me off to get waxed. Like she’s taking me right now. Yeah, I mentioned I didn’t see it coming, right? This is going to hurt more than getting that trunk back inside me, that’s for sure. 
 
    My phone is ringing and I know who it is, Pokey. But I really don’t want to answer. Mainly because I’m trying like hell not to scream when they’re ripping off those… “Holy hell woman, leave my skin on my bones, dammit.” 
 
    The evil girl from hell wears a huge grin and that’s just twisted. Ugh, or maybe you need to be a bit twisted to torture women like this for a living. The phone stops and starts ringing again.  
 
    “You wanna get that first?” the girl from hell asks. 
 
    “Yes.” I swallow. Anything to get a moment to breathe in between getting the hairs ripped from my body.  
 
    I mean, she’s lucky she started with my pussy and we’re already on to my legs, because there’s no way I’ll be doing this. Ever. Again. 
 
    “Yes?” I breathe into the phone. 
 
    “Where the fuck are you?” Pokey growls. 
 
    He’s pissed alright. “I’m with Everleigh, I’ll be home within the hour, so…” 
 
    “You fucking know you’re not allowed to leave the house,” he seethes. 
 
    “Not allowed? Oh, you mean because I don’t have a key to my own place, I need to keep my ass inside while you can go parade around town and do what you feel like?” I snap. 
 
    And dammit, why on earth am I letting a girl from hell rip out my hairs for a guy that still doesn’t seem to… 
 
    “It’s not like that and you know it. Dammit, Spiky. You know there’s a risk that a member of that gang can come at you. I don’t want you leaving the house unprotected.” His voice sounds tight and laced with worry. 
 
    Well, shit. “Sorry. Didn’t think about that stuff, I needed…” 
 
    I swallow the rest of my words because really…do I want him to know I needed my legs all soft and bare because I’m in serious need of some action from his trunk? All because I really want us to be fully into this relationship. 
 
    “What did you need, Spiky? Tell me, what was so important you had to risk your life for it?” he grumbles. 
 
    Well, if you put it like that…Hell no. “I’ll be home within the hour, I need to go.” 
 
    I need more time to figure out my excuse. Actually. Maybe I don’t need to, because when my next assignment is up, hopefully Pokey will be all over me. What’s the next assignment? When Austin is asleep, I need to slide into that sexy lace blue chemise we bought earlier. I mean, the thing has crystals on my breasts. For real, it’s amazing. Soft and comfy fabric with lots of stretch. Oh, and let’s not forget the lace thong that goes with it. 
 
    Then I have to parade around in it. Well, accidentally run into him, whatever. I haven’t figured that part out yet. The girls made it clear I had to make the first step. Get him to kiss me. The rest would follow once he felt those…son of a bitch, the girl from hell who will burn a hundred times starts ripping off my hairs again.  
 
    “There, all done,” the girl from hell states. 
 
    I barely manage a thank you and dash off to get dressed. Oh God. I hope it was all worth it. 
 
    Everleigh is waiting for me when I walk into the lobby. “All soft and smooth?” 
 
    “Affirmative,” I manage with a tight smile. 
 
    We stroll to her car. She’s got this amazing black, 1958 Porsche 365 speedster convertible. She named it William. Well, if she’s being nice, otherwise it’s Willy. Anyway, Everleigh is kinda weird but the car is way cool. When she parks in my driveway, I can see Pokey standing on the porch, arms across his chest.  
 
    Shit. “I haven’t thought up an excuse yet, dammit,” I mutter. 
 
    Everleigh looks from Pokey and back to me. “He called? Found out you were missing?”  
 
    “Yes,” I sigh. 
 
    “You’re allowed to do girl stuff, you know? Get something you need, go shopping, whatever.” She waves it off as we both walk toward the house. She glances at Pokey again. “Yeah, well…I don’t have to be around for this. Remember, Orianna…shoulders back, chin and tits up, hips swaying, throw in the works. You can do this.”  
 
    Everleigh pulls me in a tight hug before she dashes into her car, backs up and hightails out. Glancing back at Pokey, the words Everleigh left me with bounce around in my head. I can do this… 
 
    “Get your tight ass in the house and on the couch,” he growls, his eyes are a clear sign of fury. 
 
    With every step closer to him, the doubt intensifies. Can I do this? 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 07  
 
      
 
    ***Pokey*** 
 
      
 
    What the hell was she thinking? I thought I made it clear she wasn’t to go anywhere without backup, meaning me or one of my brothers should always be with her, at all times. It’s been relatively quiet for the last two or three weeks, so I get the slipup.  
 
    I know Everleigh is a tough babe and can handle herself, or a guy attacking for that matter. I’ve seen her during one of the workouts at the gym. She’s a challenge for Blue in the ring, and that says a lot since Blue is a former kick boxing champion. But all of this means shit to my head and nerves. Spiky is mine to protect. 
 
    Spiky walks past me and into the house where she drops her bags on the couch and goes to the crib in the corner where Austin is. 
 
    “Hey, little man. Daddy take good care of you?” she croons. 
 
    Just as I see her hands reach for him, I bark, “Leave him.” 
 
    Spinning around, her eyes are wide. “What? Why?” 
 
    “Because we need to talk and I can’t have you holding Austin, because quite frankly I’m a little pissed right now.” I’m growling, and barking for that matter. Dammit. I need to contain myself. 
 
    “You’re pissed?” she seethes.  
 
    Closing the distance between us, she jabs me in the chest. “You have no reason to be pissed. I’m a grown woman, allowed to go out to get and to do woman stuff.” 
 
    I wrap my hand around her delicate wrist. I add, “You’re allowed everything I can manage to give you in this world, but I will not have you put your own safety at risk. Am I clear?” 
 
    Her chest is rising and falling. I can feel her pulse spike in the wrist I’m holding. Her gaze drops to my mouth. Her little tongue sneaks out and traces her bottom lip. I am craving for a taste of her so fucking bad, I think I might die if I don’t get one. 
 
    Doorbell. Dammit, that was close. 
 
    Spiky rips her hand from mine and heads for the door. I’m one step in front of her when I glare at my ol’lady before I glance into the peephole to see who’s standing on the porch. 
 
    “Remember the fucking last time you opened the door? Fuck, Spiky.” I shake my head while I open the door.  
 
    Casey, my FBI contact, is standing there with his hands tucked in his slacks. “Hey, can I come in?” 
 
    I give the man a tight nod as I step back and let him inside before I close the door. 
 
    “Can I get you something to drink? Coffee maybe, I can make some?” Spiky asks while she fidgets with her hands. 
 
    Fuck it. I would have kissed her a moment ago if it wasn’t for Casey knocking at the door. Stepping closer to her, I wrap my arm around her waist and pull her close, placing a kiss on her soft, black hair. She sucks in a breath and freezes up for a moment before she slides her arms around my waist, plastering herself against me. Fuck, that feels so damn good. 
 
    “Yes, you should hold her, maybe even sit down for this.” Casey rubs his jaw. 
 
    Guiding Spiky to the couch, she waits for me to plant my ass down before she sits down next to me. 
 
    Casey doesn’t take a seat but starts to fire off his story. “I followed my nose to some of the shit that stank at the police office. Didn’t take long for me to find stuff out. The gang that assaulted your ol’lady has this mid-forties scumbag of a dirty cop, Dudley Rossfell, in their pocket. Trading pussy for info. Everything that flags their way, he picks up and rats it out. I have a list of all the members of the Cape Town crew. The leader is James Johnson but get this…word on the street is that his brother, Jack, seems to be missing. Not that there’s a missing person’s report, but I heard…” 
 
    “Fuck, man…you don’t do any half work, do you? How can you gather so much fucking information all on your own?” My hand slides to Spiky’s knee to give her a little squeeze. 
 
    I have to break the information flow so Spiky can get some breathing space. Casey is a good dude. He’s FBI, not a dirty one, but he does have a loyalty toward Ransom. Those two grew up together, practically brothers in every sense except by blood. He knows we keep our noses clean. Clean enough anyway. 
 
    Casey shrugs his shoulders. “I don’t like surprises so I try to be as thorough as possible. Anyway, Jack is known to stray for a few days but he’s been out of touch for a few weeks. James sent a signal to keep all eyes open. He’s on edge. I’ve seen three armed robbery, four assault, and two carjacking cases in two days and if I were on the case, I could link them all to the Cape Town crew. So, fair warning…I’m gonna need to take over because dipshit Dudley Rossfell is screwing everything including his job.” 
 
    “Thanks, I appreciate it. And if there’s anything we can help with…” I stand up, ready to give him a hand and guide him out of the house. 
 
    “There is…you wouldn’t happen to know anything about why Jack is off the grid, do you?” The fucker looks me straight in the eye while he’s holding up a picture. 
 
    Spiky gasps behind me. “That’s…that’s him. You found him. Are you going to arrest him? You need to find him. He’s the one who hurt me, I almost lost Austin, you have to…”  
 
    “Calm down, ma’am. I had a hunch it had something to do with your case. The whole Jack missing might be a fluke, or someone offed him. Right now, I couldn’t care less that he’s missing because that’s one less Cape Town member to worry about. I need to tear that whole crew apart but I need time. But you’re one hundred percent sure this is the guy?”  
 
    I think my heart was on pause the whole fucking time. Shit, that could have gone very wrong. Although this might be the right way to go. Still…we don’t need him digging around, trying to find the fucker we buried. Like I said, Casey is a good guy, but he’s also FBI. 
 
    Spiky steps closer and looks at the headshot. She shivers. Reaching out, I tuck her back underneath my arm. “That’s enough for now.” It took months for her to process that shit. I don’t need memories coming back to haunt her, she still has nightmares. “I hope he shows up soon so you can bring him to justice.” 
 
    “Will you keep us posted?” Spiky asks in a timid voice. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am. And if there’s anything I can do, please, don’t hesitate to call.” Casey finds my eyes. “You know how to get a hold of me, right?” 
 
    Lifting my chin, I let him know. “Yeah, Ransom.” 
 
    With a tight nod, he strolls off to the door, throwing a goodbye over his shoulder as he closes the door behind him. 
 
    “Well…that went well,” Spiky mutters. 
 
    She wants to pull away except I dig my fingers into her waist. Her head flashes up, eyes searching mine. 
 
    “Not so fast, sweetheart. We weren’t finished yet.” My voice comes out husky. 
 
    Her cheeks turn red and somehow that thickens my dick in response. Leaning in, I’m just a whisper away from tasting her when Austin starts to wail. Dammit. What the actual fuck? Is it karma or something? The universe turning against me now that I finally eased the elements inside me that needed to fade before I could let her back in?  
 
    Spiky rushes over and takes our son in her arms. “Did you give him his…” 
 
    “Yeah, I gave him a bottle just before you got home. I think he wants his mommy. That, or a new diaper.” I brush my knuckles along Austin’s cheek. “He’s been such a good boy with daddy.” 
 
    Spiky beams a smile at me that warms my heart the way only she can.  
 
    “Why don’t you go sit down? I’ll be in the kitchen. I’ve picked up everything to make chicken parmesan.” 
 
    Her eyebrows lower and I know exactly what she’s thinking. 
 
    “Don’t give me that, you haven’t even tasted my version. Besides, I’ve been here for the last few weeks and since you switched to bottles, I can handle the nights and the cramps and you damn well know it. No more excuses that you can’t eat anything you like. He needs to get used to everything so he can enjoy it later, it’s natural. And he’s mine, so he’ll like eating what daddy makes, even if his mom translates that food into milk. Whatever. We’re eating.” 
 
    Shit. I have to get out of here before I ramble out other weird stuff. Backing up, I spin on my heel and find my way into the kitchen. Rambling around to find what I need, I start with the chicken breasts. 
 
    A few hours later I’m staring at a content, sleeping Austin tucked into his crib. I gave him a bath earlier and then his bottle. I’m happy to say Spiky loved the chicken parmesan, except after dinner, she went up to her bedroom and was upset when she came down again. 
 
    I’ve asked her twice if something was up but I have no fucking clue what it is because she brushes it off with a ‘it’s nothing’. I have a sister and a mom. When they say ‘it’s nothing’…either get on your knees and plea or run like hell. I didn’t have to choose because she asked if I could take care of Austin so she could go to bed early. Who was I to disagree? 
 
    I’m debating if I should sit in a corner and read a book...yes, I read. Spiky has this huge bookcase with different genres. The top shelf is a row of collectible editions, hardcovers, bound in durable bonded leather. That caught my eye and I’ve been going through them. I just started a volume that contains two of Gregory Maguire’s modern classics; Wicked, and Son of a Witch. 
 
    Reaching for it, I hear soft pleas coming from across the hall. Backing out of Austin’s room where I was planning to sit and read, I push Spiky’s bedroom door open and find her thrashing on the bed. Her tiny fists are gripping the blanket so hard her knuckles are as white as the sheets beneath it.  
 
    She lets go and screams before her arms covers her face, curling herself into a ball. Fucking hell. I feel like someone took a knife to my chest. The things she had to endure and is reliving again in her nightmares tears me inside out. 
 
    “Spiky, come on, sweetheart, wake up.” I don’t want to fire up the panic she’s already in by touching her. 
 
    Although it pains me not to. All I want to do is pick her up and hold her tight but right now she needs to come out of the nightmare first. Dammit. She’s still not waking up. Moving as fast as I can without any noise, I close Austin’s door and then Spiky’s before I hover over her again. 
 
    “Spiky,” I snap, my voice hard enough to fill the room. 
 
    She awakes with a loud gasp, jolting upright in the bed, her knuckles yet again gripping the sheets in a tight grip. Dazed, she looks around the room, clearly disorientated, before her gaze lands on me. I don’t have the time to brace myself, so I’m fucking lucky I’m built like a tank and she’s damn tiny because she launches herself at me as if she needs me to live. 
 
    We just stand there, holding on to each other while I let her sob against me. All I can do is draw slow circles on her back, giving her the comfort she seeks. When she calms down, she wipes her face against my chest. 
 
    “You making sure I get all the snot and tears there, sweetheart? Or did you miss a spot that needed some more?” 
 
    She pokes me in the side as a response, making me grunt. Spiky steps away from me and heads for the bathroom. Hearing the tap run, I glance in that direction. She’s splashing water on her face. I wait patiently for her to clean up. 
 
    She’s wearing these soft flannel white PJs with elephants printed in different colors on them. They look cute as fuck on her, but it does make me wonder.  
 
    “What’s with you and elephants, huh? They are everywhere. Austin’s room, the walls, his toys, clothes, blankets. There isn’t a space here in this house that doesn’t have an elephant in its presence.” Hell, she even manages to make curse words involve elephants. 
 
    Her head comes up just as she kills the light in the bathroom and stalks to her bed. Crawling into it, she snuggles underneath the blanket and taps on the space beside her, inviting me without words. Like fuck will I pass on that one. 
 
    Not caring for one second that she doesn’t answer my question, I grab the hem of my shirt and pull it over my head.  
 
    Reaching for my belt next, I feel the need to warn her. “No underwear, sweetheart.” 
 
    Her cheeks pink and her gaze hits the mattress. Thought so. My jeans hit the floor and I slide beneath the covers. Settling in, I feel her tiny hand snake over my chest as she snuggles against me. I lift my arm to give her room and pull her close. 
 
    “It’s you,” she mumbles. 
 
    Confused, I brush my hand over her silky bed hair. “What’s that, Spiky?” 
 
    “The elephants, they remind me of you.” Her voice sounds like she’s ashamed of her admission. 
 
    Tucking her head tighter against my chest, I’m guessing she’s bracing for impact, because seriously… 
 
    “Big flappy ears, a tank of weight and rough gray skin due to all my ink?” I fail to keep my laughter inside. 
 
    She lifts off me and I’m not sure if it’s from my chest shaking from the way I’m laughing or that she’s… 
 
    “Hey.” I grab her tiny wrist before she can smack me in the chest again. “Stop, that….you gotta admit, it’s funny.” 
 
    “No,” she growls. “It’s not. Elephants are smart, caring, and protective. They never forget. You never forget. The girls kept me up to speed about everything about you. But with each day it got harder and harder to reach out to you. So that was the only thing I allowed myself because it hurt to think about you or have a picture. I didn’t even have that, you know. Dammit. It was a few minutes in a bathroom, for crying out loud, and for me it felt like I found the person I wanted to spend the rest of my life with.” Her voice cracks and her eyes widen, clearly shocked she admitted her thoughts to me so openly. 
 
    Before she can say something else, I roll her over and press some of my weight on her. “Good thing I feel the same way. The past is the past, sweetheart. We’re in this bed together, right? It doesn’t fucking matter how we got to where we are now. You’re mine, as I am yours.”  
 
    I don’t give her an option to respond and crash my mouth against hers. Tiny arms surround my neck as her fingers run over my head. Biting down on her bottom lip she gasps, giving me the option to slide my tongue against hers, truly tasting her after all this time. 
 
    It’s like we’re both starving and have the best meal right in front of us. Hands roam, tongues battle, lips smash, and my dick is rubbing flannel pants. They need to go. Moving over them, my fingers wrap around the band to pull them down. 
 
    “No, no, no…” She breathes while she stops me and makes a frustrated groan. 
 
    Shit. I really am an elephant, barging all over her. Leaning my forehead against her, I close my eyes to catch my breath. “Sorry, sweetheart. I’m going too fast, aren’t I?” 
 
    “No,” she fumes. “Not at all, dammit.” She pushes against me, catching me off guard, so I stumble back, falling to my side. 
 
    “Too slow actually. So I got advice from the girls. They made me go to this woman from hell to get waxed and I bought this sexy lace chemise but I just had to get my period. Now, after all this time, now is the time for me to get it, so in fact…I get nothing. No action at all. So instead of wearing a lace thong, I’m wearing my shark week period boy shorts. And here you are, finally wanting to rip my clothes off and…and…” There are some other words that might slide into screams of frustration. 
 
    I feel like laughing again but I’m sure that won’t go well. I need to take a different approach.  
 
    “Hey.” Reaching out, I grab her around the waist and pull her close, settling her yet again over my chest. 
 
    “Like I said, we’re in this bed together. We’ve got a lifetime. So let me hold you for now. Maybe we need to be careful with the kissing because that will blind me with the lust to have you sliding that tight pussy over my cock.” 
 
    “Stop talking…” she adds with a singsong voice.  
 
    Now I do chuckle. “You got it, sweetheart, you got it. Close your eyes and get some sleep. We need nights to pass before we can…” 
 
    “Stop talking…” Again with the fucking singsong voice, leaving us both roaring with laughter. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 08 
 
      
 
    ***Orianna*** 
 
      
 
    It’s been a full week. Seven days of quick kisses, gentle touches and heated glances. Today is Friday and there’s some kind of party over at the clubhouse. Everyone is supposed to be there. Well, except for Ridley and Tyler. They came over to our place over an hour ago because they offered to watch over Austin. 
 
    First time I’ll be away from him for a whole night. “Are you sure they…”  
 
    “Relax, sweetheart. Ridley knows how to handle a kid. Austin knows her since she’s been around almost every day of his life. You’ve earned a night out. Austin is in his own fucking crib, you put him there. We’ll be over at the clubhouse. It’s just a few hours, they both have our numbers so if something’s up, we’ll be here in a few minutes. Now would you fucking relax already?” Pokey growls as his eyes flash to my hand. 
 
    I quickly stop the movement. I was tucking down the hem of my dress that’s way too short if you ask me. Ridley gave me a bag, telling me it was a gift from Blue. When I opened it, there was a tiny dark blue leather dress with pyramid stud embossing, as well as one strap that goes over my left shoulder. In the middle the leather was a lighter blue.  
 
    I couldn’t believe my eyes. It made my cleavage look amazing. I was surprised the dress was comfortable, it wasn’t as tight as it looked, and I didn’t feel like I was on display. Yet with the boots that had high heels, somehow still not giving me any real height in comparison to Pokey…ugh, sexy was an understatement.   
 
    There was a note in the bag from Blue that said this outfit would make me seem like the real-life version of Spiky. Pokey’s wet dream. And so here I was in his car, all dressed up. Going on a freaking date. Our first one, and yet we’ve been tied to each other for a while. How crazy is that? Add the part where we’re away from our son. To say my stomach was in knots didn’t even come close to how I really felt. 
 
    Then there was the tension of the promise of sex. No more period, no more big struggles between us. Free for the night, leaving only two people who were highly charged. I mean, I would be okay with going straight to a hotel room and getting the sex part out of the way. Yes, I’m nervous. Crazy, crazy nervous. I really wish I could have a drink but I’m still breastfeeding Austin so that’s a no go. 
 
    I glance to my left. Pokey should be allowed to have a beer or two. “You could have a few drinks if you want, because I still can’t, and I could drive if...” 
 
    “No. I’m fine without booze. If something comes up, I want to be able to have my head fully functional. Besides,” his gaze connects with mine, “I will not have alcohol taint anything I’ve got planned for tonight. I want to fully enjoy it.” 
 
    Well, shit. “Maybe we should go home. I’m a mom, I shouldn’t…” 
 
    “Spiky.” Pokey snaps right before he guides his car to the left and parks it next to a row of bikes. 
 
    He’s out of the car and opens my door before I can catch my next breath. He places my head in his hands, leaving me no other option but to keep staring straight at him.  
 
    Gently, he brushes his nose against mine. “You’re a mom. A great one. One who’s also a woman. An ol’lady and a person who’s allowed to take a little time for herself, or to spend some with her ol’man. We are going to walk inside, talk to our friends, enjoy some music and snacks, or go to my room to watch a movie, or have sex, whatever.” 
 
    “Save the best for last, huh?” I mutter while his eyes twinkle. 
 
    “Something like that.” He feathers a kiss against the corner of my mouth. 
 
    I swallow, hard. “You sure Fuzzbutt is okay too?” 
 
    Now he chuckles. “Yes, sweetheart. I locked her up in the tiny bedroom next to Austin’s room so she can sleep on the bed. Litterbox, food, and water are right there with her. She’s okay for the night. Tyler and Ridley are aware she’s in there so they won’t open the door unless they need to. Not that there would be, so relax.” 
 
    “Good,” I sigh. “Everything is okay.” 
 
    “Everything is okay,” he confirms while his thumbs caress my cheeks. 
 
    “Let’s go then.” I beam a smile that I hope gives us both a boost of confidence that I’m ready to enjoy the night to come. 
 
    We’re almost at the door when he spins around. Leaning down he hovers his mouth next to my ear. “I haven’t mentioned anything yet…but, sweetheart? Your pussy is going to be really sore tomorrow. You sealed your fate when you decided to wear that tonight. So if my dick is painful for hours being confined and straining against the teeth of my damn zipper with you looking like that…we’re trading discomfort tomorrow.”  
 
    My whole body shudders just from the thought he planted in my head. I have no reply, nor does he allow me to, because he turns and opens the clubhouse door. Loud music fills the air as we step inside. Blue is sitting in a corner with Everleigh and Nerd. They spot me and wave, signaling me to come over and join them. 
 
    I feel Pokey’s arm wind around my waist, pulling me close. “Go on, Spiky. Have some fun with the girls.” 
 
    His hand strokes my cheek and leaning closer, he gives me a kiss that doesn’t even come close to the brief kisses he has given me the last couple of days. This one carries a promise. His tongue is doing things to me that make my toes curl in my high heel boots. My fingers dig into the leather of his cut, pulling him closer. 
 
    “Okay, if you two are going to start fucking here, can I join in?”  
 
    Pokey’s lips have barely left mine before he’s got Sico by the throat. “What did you just say?” 
 
    Everleigh strolls over and gives me a wink. “He’s just voicing his fantasy, that’s all. In fact…that literally is all, because reality is a bitch. As in him not getting any.” 
 
    “Yeah, well…I bet your cunt is as dry as a piece of leather by now since you’re not allowed to use it either.” Sico sneers at Everleigh. 
 
    Everleigh leans in close to Sico and I have to strain myself to hear over the loud music but luckily, I manage. “Look at my fingers, tough guy. Might seem like I just did the dishes, but in fact they are all wrinkly from my soggy tight cunt. Hmmmhmmm, made myself come real good. Want a taste? Want me to slide them along your lips so you can get a whiff of what you’re missing out on?” 
 
    Her fingers slide across Sico’s beard and I swear I see his nostrils flair, drawing attention to his septum piercing. He grabs her wrist and with that, slowly makes a pumping motion along her skin. Her breath catches and it’s like there’s some kind of silent communication going on between them, electricity bouncing off them. That is until they both huff in frustration, spin away from each other and stalk as far away from each other as the clubhouse allows. 
 
    “That was totally weird,” I mumble. 
 
    Pokey is still looking at Sico, who’s standing at the end of the bar waiting for a beer. “More like, something is going on but I don’t think I wanna know about it.” 
 
    “Most definitely,” I agree and reach up. I grab his head with both hands and pull him down for a quick kiss before I step away and head in the direction of my friends.  
 
    “Nice game of uvula tag you had going there, missy,” Everleigh teases. 
 
    I shrug my shoulders but totally fail, so instead I place my elbows on the table and lean my head on my fists and sigh in content. 
 
    “Oh, shit, don’t give me that sappy, hungry for each other shit. Dammit. You know how long it’s been since I’ve had sex?” Everleigh groans. 
 
    “Hey,” I snap. “I can pinpoint the exact date and time, and it was once. You heard me, once. So…”  
 
    “Nope, you’re getting some tonight and after that you’ll make up for a lifetime of all that within the next few hours. Now me on the other hand, it’s been…yeah, never mind.” Everleigh takes her glass of beer and drains it before it hits the table again. 
 
    “Oh, no you don’t,” Blue chimes in. “Spill, woman. We need to know the gory details.” 
 
    “Fine. You want a good laugh, I’ll give you one. My ex-boyfriend…” 
 
    “Scum of the Earth,” Nerd growls as we all loudly agree. 
 
    “Well, it was missionary position, twice. Before he brought his…well…we all saw how that went…” 
 
    “Scum of the Earth,” we all scream in sync. 
 
    Everleigh points with her index finger in the air. “Got that right. Anyway…I moved here and then I did that thing with the three guys here. It was like therapy, it sucked. A necessity to go through something, I had to prove a point. Mainly to myself but seriously, never again.” She shudders while her eyes close for a second, as if she’s shaking a bad taste in her mouth. “Then Sico came by to get inked and he heard all these stories about me. In return I heard everyone talk about Sico and how he is one of the biggest manwhores in this state. And for real, we had a moment when our eyes locked, but I wasn’t going to fuck him except…” 
 
    She shrugs her shoulder and plays with the empty glass of beer in front of her. 
 
    “Don’t you dare stop now. Come on. Here comes the juicy part, gossip…it’s fun. You know we’d never tell.” Nerd is cheering her on. 
 
    Everleigh’s hands go into her hair and she shakes it in her fingers. “Ugh. I swore I was never going to tell a soul. You know what. He’s an ass, so why do I even bother. Okay. Listen up.” 
 
    We all huddle forward as Everleigh starts to whisper. “So I’m working on his ink and in the meantime, he’s talking…dirty talk. Seriously, the best you can ever imagine…” 
 
    “Hold it,” Nerd squeaks. “My man is the master in dirty talk, so I have to disagree with that one. Dams is…” 
 
    “Oh, shush. Zack’s mouth can make my pussy drool with just a few scrabble tiles, now shut your mouth and let Everleigh finish her story.” Blue pushes her finger against her lips. 
 
    “He had me squirming in my seat so when I was done with his ink, I thought, why not? I cleaned up and when I wanted to turn around, he blocked me against the counter. His hand was on my breast and his mouth on my neck. Then…well I don’t know how but it was so fast, my pants were down and he filled me up, making me shoot into a massive orgasm.” 
 
    “Holy shit, with one stroke? Does that guy have a magic dick or something?” Blue gasps. 
 
    “Yeah, well…he came right along with me so that was it.” Everleigh chuckles. 
 
    We all slap a hand over our mouths as our eyes widen while we glance at each other, totally stunned. 
 
    “Now I know how to shut you girls up.” Everleigh laughs. 
 
    “Well that would hardly work a second time, now wouldn’t it?” I giggle and that makes me wonder. “So that was the only time, because that one hardly counted as one.” 
 
    “Bahahahaha, one.” Blue is gasping for air. 
 
     “Oh, stop it. And you have to shut up about it. Come on…I mean, he’s known to never give a woman an orgasm…” 
 
    “He gave you…one.” Blue starts to snort giggle again and now we all have a hard time  keeping a straight face. 
 
    “Yeah, but he also didn’t use a condom. Plus the orgasm, and the…one…yeah. See the challenge here? At first I swore to myself I wasn’t going to have him again, but with every experience I had, he was the only…” 
 
    “One,” Blue squeaks.  
 
    “Okay. Seriously. It’s not funny anymore, Blue.” Nerd tries to keep a straight face. 
 
    Everleigh rolls her eyes and continues. “I gave him the promise he could spend the night, after I gave him a blowjob underneath the bar in the Purple bean.” 
 
    She gets this dreamy look on her face. “And that night, that was some serious stuff. On his bike, against the garage, the shower, the kitchen counter, and in bed.” 
 
    “Wow. In bed. Spicing it up,” I mutter. “Now why aren’t you two together with all that hot, getting it on in a weird way action?” 
 
    “Because,” Everleigh face turns angry, “he’s a man whore, that’s why. I got a text from a client asking if seven thirty was okay because he was running late, and Sico saw. He didn’t even ask or let me explain it was a client I needed to ink. Nope, he assumed I had a new guy to fuck. So there.” 
 
    “Scum of the Earth,” we all yell in sync. 
 
    “Yeah.” Everleigh picks up her empty glass of beer. “But I really thought he could be my scum of the Earth,” she mutters in a sad voice while she stands up. “I’m gonna get another beer, you gals want anything?” 
 
    Since Blue and Nerd are both pregnant, Everleigh is the only one of us that’s drinking tonight. Well, alcohol for that matter. It doesn’t take long until she comes back with our drinks. The discussion clearly over when it comes to Sico.  
 
    I’m having a great time though talking with the girls. Even though I’m not having a beer, I have a huge smile on my face. I really needed this. Pokey was right. I’ve never had this. Friends, girl’s nights, parties.  
 
    Well, my father’s version of parties were classic music, dinner parties, or a large ballroom and black tie dress codes and fancy dresses. All about status. Here? I’m pretty sure if I turn my head a bit to the left and lean backwards I could see couple having sex against the wall over there. Yep, like I said, so very different. 
 
    But everyone here is very friendly, and some are just weird. There are a few girls that are clearly here for sex. I mean, they dress like there’s a huge sign above their heads with neon letters flashing ‘fuck me’. Hence the two having sex against the wall. 
 
    Except there is some kind of rule or something because they are all smiles and nod heads, friendly when those girls pass by our table. They don’t ask to sit or walk up to chit chat. Blue explained to me that there indeed are rules. Ol’ladies are to be respected by every member of the club, but the hos especially need to watch their asses. Those who do not follow the rules will find themselves evicted from the premises.  
 
    “Can I steal her away now?” Pokey’s voice comes up from behind me. 
 
    Blue and Nerd nod. Everleigh went to the bathroom like twenty minutes ago, but never returned. Must have headed home or something. 
 
    “Sure, you two should fuck. Hell, we all should. Where’s my man, you seen him?” Blue waves her hand to shoo us away while she scans the room.  
 
    Pokey whistles loud. Zack’s head comes up and Pokey points. “She’s looking for you. Well, some part of you.” He chuckles. 
 
    He takes my hand and guides me to his room. When we’re both inside, he locks the door. Turning his gaze on me, his eyes darken, making me step back until I’m across the room against the wall. 
 
    “Wait,” I breathe. “Shouldn’t we…like…talk about it first?”  
 
    Oh, shit. That smile. It’s close to feral, as if he’s aware of what’s to come and is in for the best time of his life. Well, for him it is different.  He knows what’s coming and for me…wow. Pokey grabs the hem of his shirt and shows his naked torso covered in ink while his shirt falls to the floor. 
 
    “What’s there to talk about, Spiky? We did that last time. Remember? I walked into the bathroom, found you crying. I lifted you up on the counter and placed myself between your legs, my hands sliding up and down your thighs to comfort you while words and tears spilled. You asked…no, demanded, I make love to you. Remember that, Spiky?” 
 
    I swallow hard against the feelings and memory raising inside my heart. “I remember,” I whisper. 
 
    He was so big, powerful, and muscled with tattoos on his hands, neck, everywhere. Yet his voice was soft, his touch soothing. His eyes were a solid promise of trust wrapped in the warmth he radiated. He filled up the whole space around me. I’ve never felt as safe as I felt back then. 
 
    “I fell to my knees after I asked you three times if you were sure. Slipped those lace panties to the side and made you come on my tongue. Best pussy ever. Tell me, sweetheart…does it still have that soft fluff of curls on there, just like I remember?” 
 
    I softly shake my head. “I got a wax job.” 
 
    The growl that rips from his throat sends a shiver through my body, igniting an intense throbbing that wells up between my legs. “Don’t you think you should have discussed that with me first?” 
 
    “No worries, believe me…a wax job isn’t something I want to repeat anytime soon.” 
 
    “Good. Because I loved that shit tickling my nose. Sliding my fingers through it like last time. You tasted so damn sweet. I’ve spent hours awake with my eyes closed, remembering how your face turned into pure pleasure. Pleasure I gave you. You were so fucking wet for me, and yet it still took effort to pump my finger inside you. Then I pushed my thick mushroom head between those lips, sliding up and down that wetness. Coating my dick with your juices to lube it up. Your hands went underneath my shirt. Then I had to bury myself to the hilt in one fast move. No other fucking choice because it was going to hurt either way. I had the scratches from your nails on my back for a week as a reminder of the few minutes I was in heaven. Did you know, do you remember?” 
 
    “Yes. You were telling me over and over in my ear between feathering kisses down my neck.” My breathing picks up just thinking about it. 
 
    “Then I had to pull out and slide back in while you were gripping me so damn tight. You might have been a virgin back then, but it was me who experienced making love for the first time. When you came the second time, taking me with you, I almost died it was so good. With every pulse my dick released my cum, shooting deep, I was hoping it would hit home. You didn’t know that part. The ol’ladies and my brothers even asked if I wrapped up when they realized we had sex in the bathroom. Scolding me about the risk of pregnancy, while all along it was all I fucking hoped for, because that would mean we would have a life forever linked between the both of us. I wasn’t ever going to give you up. Not then, not when you weren’t within my reach, and not now, or ever for that matter. You’re mine.” 
 
    “Yours,” I croak.  
 
    I can only manage that single word. This man…I can’t believe how stupid I was. What he just told me…He is. He’s…  
 
    Staring into his eyes, I give him the words that mirror the feeling that’s raging inside of me. “I love you.”  
 
    “Damn right you do.” He places his hands on the wall behind me, caging me in, before he leans his head right next to my face. “You want to talk some more? Because I fucking love you too, and I need to feel you wrapped around me again, Spiky. It’s been too fucking long.” 
 
    My hands snake up his waist to his back. Loud banging starts against the wall behind us, along with grunting sounds. My eyes widen. 
 
    Pokey pulls his head back, eyebrows drawn down. “That’s coming from Sico’s room. He’s havin’…” 
 
    A muted voice rumbles through the wall. If we were standing a few feet away, we probably wouldn’t hear it…but now? The both of us so close to the wall?  
 
    Sico’s voice rumbles through the wall loud and clear. “Come for me, I need that tight as hell pussy to make it even tighter in rapid waves, give it to me, Everleigh.” 
 
    “Sico is fucking his ol’lady?” Pokey whispers in disbelief. “And he’s demanding an orgasm? Wait, no…he’s giving one? Fuck. Me. I thought those two couldn’t stand each other, and I know for fucking sure he would never give any chick an orgasm, not by choice anyway.” 
 
    I have to work very hard to keep my laughter to a low volume. “Well a few hours ago Everleigh was complaining about a dry spell. Maybe they both got tired of it.” 
 
    Pokey groans. “That dry spell you mentioned, sweetheart? Ours is worse.” He presses his pelvis against me. “We need to destroy it, right now.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 09 
 
      
 
    ***Pokey*** 
 
      
 
    She shudders against my body. The feel of her between me and the wall is almost my undoing. My dick isn’t even out of my pants and yet, I’m ready to blow. I mentally count to ten so I can draw it out some more.  
 
    Our first time was limited to the time of a bathroom break.  
 
    This time around, I will make sure we don’t have to fucking count the seconds. We have a lifetime ahead of us, so this needs to be how it should have gone the first time. Precious and everlasting. Like the miracle we made the first time our bodies connected.  
 
    I push my hands off the wall and wrap my fingers around her wrist, guiding her to the bed. Slowly, I peel off her dress. Next time I will fuck her in it. Spill one breast and have one of those legs thrown over my shoulder. She will look like Spiky walked right out of the cartoon.  
 
    But this is different. She’s my ol’lady. A whole different fantasy becoming reality. This moment is all about my dream of having the mother of my child, my future wife, the woman I love, in all her naked glory so I can worship her the best way possible. Claiming her as mine by devouring her whole. 
 
    Holding my breath, I look down on her. At the scrap of lace that’s covering her pussy and those hot boots that go all the way up her legs. Captivating. My chest squeezes while my body roars to life with the feelings she ignites inside of me. 
 
    “So damn gorgeous.” I release the air that occupied my lungs so I can lean forward and fill my body with her scent.  
 
    Magnolia with a hint of lime. I have no clue if it’s her shampoo, some kind of lotion, or her perfume, but I only know that it’s Spiky and that it suits her perfectly. Magnolia, the magnificent beauty, no matter what stages it blooms. Then there’s the lime, the fresh part, a little subtle bite, the hint that makes all the difference. A power boost. Like I said, her fragrance tangles with her character. 
 
    “Lie back, sweetheart,” I croak.   
 
    She moves to the middle of the bed and I hold my arms up in front of me. Her face morphs into a wicked gleam when she raises her leg and puts her high heeled boot in my welcoming hands. Slowly I slide it off and let it tumble to the floor before I repeat the action with the other boot. 
 
    I’m still holding her calf and my fingers skim over it. “So fucking soft.” 
 
    It’s like velvet. It’s mesmerizing. Bringing my face down, my lips feather along, going up.  
 
    “Pokey,” she gasps. “Please.” 
 
    A soft chuckle falls from my lips. “Sweetheart, I’ve not even started yet and I’ve already got you begging.” 
 
    Her upper body flashes up and her hands flank my head. With a growl, she drags me up and presses my mouth against her lace covered pussy. 
 
    “Stop playing around, dammit. You’ve been driving me crazy for weeks and weeks. If not months,” she seethes. 
 
    And if I wasn’t as stunned as I am now, I would have laughed. Or flipped her on her hands and knees and smacked that ass before I fucked her from behind. Except, she’s right. No matter how slow or how good I want it to be for her…it will be all-consuming either way. 
 
    My mouth covers her pussy while my teeth hold her clit hostage. Locking eyes with her, I see her panting for her next breath, full blown lust swirling in her eyes. I rub my tongue against the lace that’s already soaked with her wetness, realizing she’s ready for my cock. She’s slick, hot, tight, and all mine. Our gazes stay connected as I gently take a piece of her panties between my teeth and shake my head roughly so it tears. 
 
    “Oh my God.” Her tits rise and fall and it’s fucking mesmerizing.  
 
    They do so even more when my tongue slides through the tears and find her slick, hairless pussy that’s so fucking smooth it’s like I’m licking silk. Growling, I raise on my knees and rip away the rest of her underwear. Stepping off the bed, I unbuckle my belt and let my jeans meet the floor while I toe off my boots. 
 
    Regaining my position, my mouth hovers over her mound as I let my fingers slide over her pussy and up her belly until I’m holding one of her perfect breasts. Not for long though, because the second my teeth scrape over her clit, I have to hold her down. 
 
    Her head is aimed toward the ceiling and I can tell she’s biting her bottom lip. Fuck. I want her eyes on me, her lips available to scream my name. That’s the reason I’m focusing everything on one tiny place. I intend to suck her orgasm right out of that bundle of nerves that’s swelling to one very hard, sensitive nub. I know she’s about to blow because every brush of the tip of my tongue makes her spill moans and vibrations throughout her body. 
 
    There it is. Her chin drops to her chest and her eyes fly open, lips connecting and slipping apart in short gasps. I slide two fingers inside her and immediately she starts to scream my name while her taste intensifies and I’m treated with a full-blown orgasm streaming right into my mouth, her pussy gripping my fingers as a promise of what’s to come if I’d replace it with my cock. 
 
    That’s all it takes. She’s still moaning through her release when my dick is buried to the hilt, embracing the aftershocks. My back feels as if Wolverine paid a visit, but instead the scratches are from Spiky’s nails that are currently digging into my shoulders.  
 
    Her legs are around my waist and compared to me she’s so fucking tiny. I’m on my knees on the bed, my thick thighs spread while she’s straddling me. I’ve got an ass cheek in each hand while her arms are around my neck, fingers gripping my shoulders. 
 
    “Oh, damn. Move, Pokey…I need…” She gasps in hot breaths against my naked skin that’s already covered in sweat because I’m trying like hell to hold back.  
 
    “Oh, damn.” I have no other option but to repeat her words. 
 
    She’s rotating her hips like she’s putting in a screw and yet it’s my dick she’s driving deep. My fingers dig into her lush ass and I start to lift and guide her down in a rhythm that satisfies us both. 
 
    “Fuck, Spiky, you’re so damn tight.”  My rapid breath and the bouncing is making her hair slap my face. 
 
    Her breasts are rubbing against me. How can she be so fucking tiny and yet have me all wrapped up, lodged deep inside her heart and body that feels like the home I’ve always wanted and needed? 
 
    “That’s because…” A delicious moan breaks her words. “You’re so…so…aw…oh, yes….big.”   
 
    The screams due to her orgasm are abruptly silenced when her teeth sink into my skin. Her vice grip on my dick that’s strangling the shit out of it has no other option but to surrender. My balls draw up and I start to pump the cum her pussy demands. I feel like it’s an explosion that rips from me and into her. 
 
    Somehow I am still on my knees on the bed, holding her tight. I feel like they will buckle, as if all my energy is drained so I lean forward and take her with me, spreading her out on the bed. I’m leaning on one arm, hovering above her, staring at her beauty. My finger traces from her temple down her cheek, gently skimming her bottom lip.  
 
    “So damn gorgeous and all mine,” I murmur. 
 
    Lowering myself a little more, I brush the tip of my nose against hers. My dick moves inside her, making the results of our orgasms slide out. 
 
    “Oh, that feels messy.” Spiky chuckles. 
 
    Even if my dick is half erect and still lodged deep, it feels fucking magnificent instead of her referring to it as messy. Sliding an inch in and out ever so slowly makes my dick swell back to fully erect. 
 
    “How about now, Spiky? Still feels messy?” I whisper against her mouth, nipping her bottom lip. 
 
    She moans, making me swallow the enticing sound.  
 
    “Messy is…” She freezes underneath me. 
 
    Her eyes flash open with a look of panic, her nails digging down deeper into my back. 
 
    “Mind easing up there, Wolverine? You already sliced up my back a moment ago. There’s no reason to panic. We’re both here, mind blowing orgasms happening on our way to getting more, our kid is safe in his own bed and…” 
 
    Both of her hands are now gripping my head and I pray to fuck she leaves her nails out of it. “Mind blowing orgasms led to a kid last time. Now you did it again and…” 
 
    I can’t help the roaring laughter that breaks free, except I do have some sudden regret when I feel those nails in my neck. 
 
    “I’m serious, don’t laugh,” she seethes. 
 
    I’m robbed from both laughing and replying back when there’s a knock on the door and my VP’s voice rumbles through it. “Yo, Pokey, I need a word.” 
 
    Fuck. Right now? With my dick dipped in heaven where it’s meant to be? Hell no. “Is anyone dying, Dams? Austin’s okay? Life threatening shit you guys can’t handle on your own?” 
 
    “Austin is fine. Yeah, we can handle it, I guess,” Dams mutters against the door. 
 
    Spiky’s head turns. “Then handle it, we’re kinda in the middle of something very important here. Like life changing discussions.” 
 
    “Right. Well…remember I asked you two, okay? Talk later.” Dams’ voice penetrates the door one more time. 
 
    The interruption is forgotten when I feel her walls clenching around me, my cock yet again hard as a rock.  
 
    I grab that amazing body my dick is still lodged in and flip us, so she’s now hovering over me. We need to get back to the discussion we were having. Like she mentioned to Dams just now, life changing discussions. 
 
    “Austin is going to need a little brother or sister, both for that matter.” I drag my lips softly over hers. “Now is as good a time as any. Besides, people would fucking wish a kid comes with every mind blowing orgasm. That’s just the bonus sweetheart, it takes a little more than that.” 
 
    She leans back and with that takes me deeper. Fuck. With her crossing her arms underneath those amazing tits that spill… 
 
    “Sweetheart,” I groan. “I’m gonna hit you with more cum with my next breath if you don’t stop looking so fucking sexy.” 
 
    I instantly regret my words when she stands up, making my dick slide out. But then she turns and throws a leg over me, grabs my dick and impales herself again. My hands fist the bedsheets while all the air leaves my body. Holy fucking hell. 
 
    She glances over her shoulder. “There, now you can stare at my ass. Not so fucking sexy looking now, huh?” 
 
    I seriously have to swallow about four times before I grease up my mouth enough to form actual words.  
 
    “Sweetheart?” I croak. 
 
    Slowly releasing the sheets, I drag them over and grip the ass that’s molded on top of my groin.  
 
    “I would say this is even worse, but in fact…dammit woman, you take my breath away no matter what angle of your body you wave in front of me.” 
 
    Spiky’s walls clench around my dick.  
 
    “Oh.” She gasps in pleasure and places her hands on my thighs, raising herself before sliding back down.  
 
    “Wow…” Another moan tumbles from her lips. “The angle matters.” Her breathing picks up, as well as her movements. “This feels so…sooo,” 
 
    She doesn’t get to add another word because when my thumb grazes her asshole she comes simultaneously. Spiky is moaning out her release while I take over the rhythm to pick up speed. I watch as my dick sinks into her heat. Pulling out, it’s glistening with our juices before I sink back in. I’m holding the air inside my body until spots appear in my vison. My cum starts shooting out while I roar in utter satisfaction, edging on the brink of passing out in euphoria.  
 
    I would have gladly handed over my soul to the devil if it means I get to spend the rest of my life in this bed with my woman. Except I’m afraid it’s impossible because the woman that’s on top of me with my dick lodged deep in her is already the proud owner of said soul and heart. Something tells me I’m not getting them back any time soon. No regrets whatsoever. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    ***Orianna*** 
 
      
 
    Waking up with a delicious, and yet ever so present soreness between my legs is amazing. Just as the man that’s still sleeping beside me. Sneaking out of the bed, I jump into the shower and let the hot water flow over me. After that, I dry off and stroll back inside Pokey’s room. 
 
    We packed an overnight bag and Pokey grabbed it out of the car late last night. I manage to grab a pair of jeans and a soft blue sweater out of it along with a fresh set of underwear, praising myself for the fact that I put my sneakers in there too, so I don’t have to wear those high heel boots again.  
 
    I bend over to tie my laces when I’m suddenly grabbed from behind by two strong arms. “Open invitation, sweetheart? Offering that ass of mine up in the air like that?” 
 
    My breathing picks up and a jolt of electricity flows through my body. By the husky chuckle that caresses my ear, I know he feels what he does to me. 
 
    I huff, or maybe it’s closer to a moan, with Pokey pressing his body tight against me. “I…” 
 
    He chuckles again. “You sore, sweetheart?” 
 
    Lie. Lie. Lie. “Ummm, no.”  
 
    “That bad, huh?” He pulls away and smacks my ass. “Go have coffee first. We’ll save the next round for tonight, because I know every inch of your body, every twitch, and every crack in your voice. All of that is telling me you’re lying and you’re more than a little bit sore, so we’re gonna give that tight pussy of mine a few extra hours to rest up before I kiss and make it…well, I would say better but in fact it will be sore again, so…” Again, with the sexy chuckle. There should be a law against that. “I’m gonna grab a quick shower. You hunt down some coffee and get me one too, I’ll be there in five minutes.”  
 
    I hightail out of his room and stroll into the main room of the clubhouse in search of coffee. The search doesn’t take long because there’s a machine behind the bar that seems to be easy enough. I place a hot cup of steaming black goodness on the bar, and make myself busy with the next one. I’ve just finished making Pokey’s cup when I see Sico leaning against the bar.  
 
    I place the coffee next to mine and see a hand snaking over Sico’s shoulder. He slaps it away as if he’s been burned. Glancing over his shoulder, he narrows his eyes, his face a mirror of disgust. 
 
    “Those slit-animals need to be exterminated.” Sico growls. “All of them.” He dodges a woman that looks like she’s late for her shift on a street corner. 
 
    Pokey comes up to me and wraps his arms around my waist, pulling my back to his front. “Didn’t hear you complain all that much last night, Sico.” Pokey nuzzles my neck before he continues. “It was more like you were quite content with one of those…slit-animals.” 
 
    What the hell is wrong with Sico? I mean, what kind of guy would refer to woman as… 
 
    “You heard nothing. Nothing.” Sico sneers and steps away from the bar to stalk toward us. “And for fuck’s sake, you shouldn’t ever call them that, dumbass.” 
 
    “Hey,” I snap while I jab a finger against his chest. “Don’t refer to him as a dumbass. And he would never call them that, he was laying it out there in your terms, about the one we heard you with last night.” 
 
    “Don’t,” Sico croaks as he steps back. “Don’t mention that one.” His eyes are filled with pain. 
 
    What the hell? My hand falls away. 
 
    “Shit,” I mutter. “Did she screw you, then bail?” 
 
     “None of your fucking business,” Sico snaps, the asshole clearly back in place, as he stalks away. 
 
    Pokey leans his head on my shoulder. “I really wish we could tell him.” 
 
    Turning in his arms, I take his head in my hands. “You know how he is, and you know why Everleigh acts this way…there’s no telling what he’d do if he knows. What if he hurts her even more with his crude remarks? What if she can’t stand the way he looks at her? What if…” 
 
    “Yeah, but it’s screwed up anyway. One can never live their life on what ifs. Besides, it was weird before, and now they’re just putting their war on hold long enough to get off. Only to get right back at it once the orgasm cloud fades. I don’t know what’s worse.” Pokey sighs. 
 
    “Make love between war, or have sex between war.”  I snort. “While it’s supposed to be make love not war. But they have a long road to go…if they ever get there, something tells me we won’t see it happening any time soon.”  
 
    Pokey is about to say something when we hear Zack’s voice. “Hey, Pokey, can you get in here for a second? Bring your ol’lady.” 
 
    We both walk into a large room with a table taking up the center. Chairs are scattered all around, except no one is sitting. Dams is leaning against the table and has his arms crossed in front of his chest and a concerned look on his face. Ransom is standing next to him and Casey is bent over the table, a finger on a piece of paper and a phone glued to his ear. 
 
    My eyes are pulled from him when Zack speaks up. “I hate to tell you this and first off… Austin is perfectly fine.” 
 
    My heart is beating in my throat. Why would he start with something like that? “What happened?” 
 
    Zack takes a deep breath and steps forward. “Someone threw a flash grenade into your house and…” 
 
    “A grenade?” I squeak. 
 
    Casey steps around Zack and holds his hands up. “Ma’am. Please, your son is okay. Only one person got hurt in all of this, and it wasn’t because of the incident involving the grenade.” Casey freaking chuckles. Chuckles…what the hell? 
 
    “Then what? Who? I need to go over there. What happened? Shit. Who got hurt?” I’ve got so many questions and how can they stay so calm? “Where’s Austin?” 
 
    Dams pushes away from the table. “It happened four hours ago.” 
 
    “Four hours…” I gasp. “Oh. My. God. That’s why you came knocking?” 
 
    I swallow against the guilt that’s rising inside of me. I could have known sooner, could have wrapped Austin in my hands sooner. Why was I selfish dismissing Dams? The first night away from Austin and this happens and I just brush off someone who comes to get us. What the hell kind of mom am I? 
 
    I feel Pokey’s fingers tightening on my waist. “Breathe, Spiky. They said Austin was perfectly fine. My brother would have barged through the door when he came to us if something was really going on with our son.” 
 
    “A grenade, Pokey. Our house…” I seethe.  
 
    “Listen, Spiky.” Dams’ voice is soothing. “Your ol’man is right. I would have kicked in the door and dragged you out of bed if one hair wasn’t in place involving the kid. Tyler called Zack, so he, Blue and Everleigh went over there. They were all up when the call came in. They saw everything was okay…well except for Tyler. Because even though there was no risk, he felt the need to get Fuzzbutt out of the house. So, let’s just say he got her into a carrier, but you really don’t want to see how badly he’s hurt. I mean, he could have held on to the flash grenade and still wouldn’t have so many lacerations.” Dams chuckles but all I hear is that Austin and Fuzzbutt are safe. 
 
    All of it is so very weird and unreal. There’s an FBI agent here, but with all of the stuff that’s happened, why is he here alone? No team, no police coming to inform me…and yet it shows how tight this club, or hell, this family is. They look out for each other more than any family I’ve ever known. They look out for their own first and it seems like Casey, FBI or not, is part of it too. 
 
    “We need to go. I have to see Austin, hold him. To make sure he’s okay with my own eyes. I want to see them both. Fuzzbutt needs a hug and out of that carrier.” I glance over at Pokey who is nodding absently because his eyes are fixed on Zack. 
 
    “No one in their sane mind would hug that cat from hell,” Dams mutters but shuts up when I shoot a deadly glare at him. 
 
    My eyes land on Casey when he starts to talk. “Just a few more minutes, ma’am. Normally I wouldn’t spill this information, but since Ransom here insisted. Anyway, my gut tells me this was connected with the Cape Town crew. Well, not so much just my gut, because there was a break-in in one of the barracks three days ago. We’ve got some missing equipment and on that list it states that three stun grenades were reported missing, although they are considered non-lethal. The crate was misplaced so they thought they stole real live grenades. With that being said, the explosion created in your living room…the force of the shock wave…part of the ceiling came down and with that…your living room might need some work.” 
 
    “Not again,” I grumble and I feel Pokey’s fingers tighten around my waist. 
 
    Casey takes a step toward me. “Has something like this happened before?” 
 
    Shit. I can hardly say I had to redo part of the living room because we killed a guy in there. “No. I moved in a few months ago and recently I had it redecorated again.” 
 
    “Sorry to hear that, ma’am.” Casey sighs. “My advice would be to stay here, or somewhere else for a while so I can make sure this crew has been dealt with. You do hear the seriousness in all of this, right? Damn lucky they fucked up with the flash grenade when it’s obvious they wanted a normal one. This Cape Town crew might have started out as a few punks making a name for themselves out of boredom but these last few months show they’re going from bad to worse. It’s also the reason I agreed with Ransom to take this route, go to you guys personally instead of the normal routine. I’ve got a team in place at your house gathering evidence, and the investigation is in full force. Areion Fury can give you the protection you need while I do my best to wrap this crew up as fast as I can. And clearly, with what happened last night, you’re going to need it.” 
 
    Cue the panic. I’ve brought danger into Austin’s life. They threw a grenade into our house. Our home. Where he should be safe and protected. I wrap my arms around Pokey and bury myself in his massive chest.  
 
    His arms wrap tight around me while he mutters, “We’ll handle it, sweetheart.” Soft cooing words while my mind still processes everything that’s been laid out. 
 
    “I’ve put Austin at risk. I ignored Dams wanting to talk to us. I won’t ever forgive myself if…” My words fade, I can’t even say, let alone think the frightening thought if something would happen to him. 
 
    Zack clears his throat. “Everleigh took everyone into her home. She was the closest one near your house and I was surprised how well secured her place is set up.” 
 
    “It’s a damn fortress if you ask me. She’s got apocalypse issues, for sure.”  Sico’s voice fills the room as he steps up beside us. 
 
    Casey chuckles. “I wouldn’t say that. This woman doesn’t have apocalypse, or zombie issues for that matter, she’s smart and likes her walls. Where others choose to have a safe room in their home, she has a safe house. One that comes with movable walls and a drawbridge. Perfect to defend the life of your…I would say family, but Simone is living there by herself.” 
 
    “Don’t fucking call her Simone. Don’t even call her Everleigh. She’s mine. My ol’lady so you better back the fuck off and only refer to her with her last name. Got it?” Sico fumes. 
 
    I was already holding Pokey tight, but the way fury is surrounding Sico makes me hold on tighter. 
 
    “Right. Miss Godehard. Gotcha,” Casey replies with a knowing smug smile on his face. 
 
    It takes only two strides and one breath before Zack and Dams are each holding onto one of Sico’s arms as he leans his whole body toward Casey, ready to pounce.  
 
    “Ms., or better yet Mrs., and you fucking know it asshole.” Sico seems to lean back as if he’s got a grip on himself so Zack and Dams let him go. 
 
    Sico straightens and before anyone can interact, he clocks Casey straight in the jaw, making his head swoop left. 
 
    “Motherfucker,” Casey growls and with that has his Glock pressed between Sico’s eyes. 
 
    “You know,” Casey starts, licking his lip to taste the blood Sico drew with his punch. “Before you stepped into this room, I would have said you didn’t deserve her. Such an intelligent and feisty woman who survived where others would crumble. Yet you…” His eyes widen a fragment before they narrow. “Ah. You don’t know. Well…that’s fairly interesting.” Casey pulls his gun back and places it back in his shoulder strap. “You’re okay, Sico. I might have underestimated you a bit, not going to apologize to you though, but I will let you know that you’ve got nothing to worry about. She wouldn’t even give me a second glance last night.” 
 
    The tightness in Sico’s shoulders somewhat fades, as if he’s reassured by Casey’s words. 
 
    “Believe me, I had to up my game in flirting to get a tiny smile out of that girl,” Casey adds before sidestepping Sico’s attempt to lunge at him. 
 
    Ransom shakes his head at a laughing Casey. “You had to go there, didn’t you? Why the fuck do you always have to poke a bear, huh? I told you not to fuck with Sico’s girl, or with Sico for that matter.” 
 
    “But it’s fun. Come on…I work with stiff pricks all damn day. They don’t curse, don’t joke, it’s boring as hell,” Casey grumbles. 
 
    Ransom rolls his eyes before he releases a deep breath. “That was your choice, you could have been patched in instead of becoming an FBI agent full time, or hell, might have even tried both.” 
 
    Now Casey is the one who’s shaking his head. “That would never have worked. No matter how badly I wanted it.” He shrugs a hand through his hair. “Either way, what’s done is done.”  
 
    Casey turns his gaze to me. “Like I said, I would advise you to stay somewhere else, maybe go to Sico’s ol’lady for at least the upcoming few days.” 
 
    “Sounds like a plan.” Zack nods. “Ransom, Sico, and Pokey will stay there as well.” 
 
    Sico takes a step toward his Prez. His voice is firm and yet respectful. “I don’t want Ransom there.”  
 
    Oh. I’ve heard about this. Everleigh was trying to flirt with Ransom when Sico snapped and claimed her in front of everyone. I don’t blame him for not wanting him around Everleigh. It’s weird though. He treats her like crap when she’s around, and yet when she’s not there, he acts like she’s the most precious thing he owns, protecting her from anything and anyone at all times. Talk about screwed up. 
 
    “Tough luck, Sico. I have the final say and I say we need Ransom on this too.” Zack turns to Ransom. “Not the same shit your brother just pulled. Clear?” 
 
    Brother? I know they mention brothers when there is no blood between them but are with the club, but Casey is FBI and not a…or is he Ransom’s brother by blood? I make a mental note to ask Pokey later. 
 
    “Fine,” Sico snaps and saunters out of the room. 
 
    Pokey puts a hand underneath my chin. “Let’s get our stuff and head on over to our kid.” 
 
    “I can’t wait to hold him.” I sigh, I miss him so much. And with all of this happening on our first night out together, leaving him in the care of others. Okay, that doesn’t change anything about what happened, but it does add to the guilt of me not being there for him and putting him in danger.  
 
    Another deep sigh before I add, “And Fuzzbutt, don’t forget about her.”  
 
    Because with all the stress she went through, I feel like Fuzzbutt is in need of some loving too. 
 
    “Yeah. Let’s go.” Pokey gives me a knowing smile.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 11 
 
      
 
    ***Pokey*** 
 
      
 
    Spiky stuffs everything in the overnight bag we brought within minutes and is staring at me with a thoughtful look on her face. 
 
    “What is it, sweetheart?” I grab our bag and step toward her. 
 
    She shrugs her shoulders. “Can I go to Sico and maybe talk to him?” 
 
    “Are you gonna tell him about Everleigh?” I don’t know why the hell I’m whispering because it’s just the two of us in here. 
 
    “I don’t know. You said earlier ‘One can never live their life on what ifs’ and that line keeps haunting me. Sico is so hard to get a read on, but the guy I saw in there? Going all furious with the mentioning of her name? That kinda makes you really think about the what if…” Spiky sighs. 
 
    Her words make me chuckle. “This is just the first time you’ve seen it. He’s always like that when it comes to her. Just as long as she’s not around, any woman for that matter, so he might be slipping with containing his feelings, anger, whatever. To be honest…I don’t know what the hell his problem is. Sometimes I think it’s because he’s annoyed about Everleigh being the female version of him. Or so she makes it seem. We both know that’s clearly not the case here. He claimed her on the spot when she tried for Ransom in front of him. It’s like he’s torturing himself through her. Yet I catch him looking at her with that raw intensity. Fuck…” 
 
    “I’m gonna go talk to him.” Spikey gives me a feather light kiss before she adds. “I can’t be the one who tells him, though.”  
 
    My head rears back. Did she just give me her blessing to be the one who tells him about Everleigh? She winks before she strolls out and heads for the room next to ours. I guess that’s the answer to my unasked question. Damn.  
 
    She told me about Everleigh’s past as an example. To give me insight how the ol’ladies keep each other’s secret, the struggles, the pain. They have each other’s back and support each other. Just like the club does. But with some things, you hold on to that secret and respect it, but you also know when it’s time to spill because it’s needed to help and show even bigger support.  
 
    She just handed me the decision, the trust, the option. Would I have wanted to find out about the pain she went through when she was attacked? About my son? Even if it would influence our relationship? I would have seen her vulnerable, at her worst, depending on me…again. In her point of view, getting the lesser version of the person she is? At her worst. Fuck. Yes, I would have wanted to know either way. We would have pulled through. Together. 
 
    We would have been honest and open and threw every bit of truth about our feelings at each other and would have gotten out of that stronger. Like now. Only now is slightly different since we were robbed of the extra time and maybe everything that happened in between. But fuck, it got us to where we are either way. You can’t outrun the truth. 
 
    Well…I guess my decision is made, isn’t it? When I step inside Sico’s room, I see him sitting on the edge of his bed, head down and his forearms leaning on his knees, one hand gripping his phone. Spiky is standing in front of him. She must have said something to have him in that position looking like a little boy getting lectured by his mom, except the mom in question is my ol’lady and she’s staring at the ceiling. 
 
     I look up as well and I have to rein in my smile. Sico is an ass. He has a huge chandelier and dangling from it are a million thongs and other scraps of lace. With all of the different sizes and colors it looks like a damn trophy or something. 
 
    “You really had sex with her underneath that?” Spiky points up. “Don’t you think she deserves a little better?” 
 
    She’s got her hands on her hips. Damn. Sico is one nasty motherfucker who takes shit from no one. Especially not women. But right now? He looks like he wants to hide underneath the covers in shame. What the hell happened last night? 
 
    “Spiky?” Her eyes find mine. “Can I have a minute with him before we head over to Austin and Fuzzbutt?” 
 
    She looks at Sico and grimaces. Yeah, my point, sweetheart. 
 
    “I’ll grab our bag and get a cup of coffee before we go, okay?” Spiky brushes her lips against my cheek before she steps out and closes the door behind her. 
 
    “What the hell happened to you man? Ten or fifteen minutes ago you were all flames and war, yet here you are ready to be knocked out by a feather.” I take a step closer to the bed he’s sitting on. 
 
    Sico raises his head and our gazes lock. The hand that’s holding his phone comes up in my direction. 
 
    “I need you to Google her name and tell me the shit that will pop up. I fucking know there will be something bad. Like really fucking bad. That Casey idiot let something slip. Or better yet, it was something he didn’t say and hesitated. He flat out said I didn’t know, like the fucker knows something. The way Everleigh is…she can raise those fucking walls and put on the variety of masks she’s capable of, but I see her. I see her, man. There’s something and it’s killing me not knowing what. Yet I’m too fucking chicken to hit that search engine. And it’s not like I can go to Nerd and ask her to run a check because…” 
 
    “They know what happened to her, Sico. And it’s not for them to tell you.” My words make his eyes narrow. 
 
    “So everybody fucking knows, except for me? What the ever-loving-fuck man?” he growls. 
 
    I hold my hands up in a defensive position while I take a seat on the chair in the corner. “Remember me telling you how betrayed I felt when the ol’ladies didn’t tell me shit about Spiky and my kid?” 
 
    One chin lift gives me enough confirmation to continue. 
 
    “It’s the same for them as it is for us. Some things are meant to stay inside the brotherhood, or in their case, sisterhood. The need to respect the person’s wishes. Spiky showed me this when she trusted me with Everleigh’s story. She made me realize it’s not hers or mine to spill.” 
 
    Sico’s lip turns up in a snarl, his fingers dig into his knee and his other hand is crushing his phone in a tight grip. I fucking know he’s ready to flip his shit. 
 
    “I don’t know how you’re gonna deal with this, but seeing you balance on insanity of a caveman already, it might be better to tell you so you can get your shit together. Or at least my ol’lady indicated she thought it’s time for you to know…except she can’t tell you. Now I have to share something about my side of shit first because you need to listen and not freak the fuck out, become aware of the bigger picture, you get me?” 
 
      He throws the phone over his shoulder and spreads his arms wide. “Lay it on me, I’ll take the words from your mouth any day over googling.” 
 
    “Our situation, yours and mine? Different in many ways and still I need for you to listen closely. I felt so fucking betrayed, angry and honestly hurt…and yet you have no reason to be angry because it’s something from her past, but dammit…they’re women, and emotions and shit, so just listen. Spiky skipped town because she had it set in her mind that I thought she only used me for a quick fuck. Then she got pregnant and she already felt guilty for using me, and here comes a child we didn’t plan on. She came back to tell me she was pregnant but then that shit with the Cape Town crew happened.” 
 
    “Doesn’t fucking matter, she should have fucking told you. She had lots of options and chances at any time before the kid was born. Then we could have handled it right away. You would have been able to watch the birth of your son, slide into the whole being a parent thing easy. It wasn’t right, man.” Sico shakes his head in distaste. 
 
    “Yeah, believe me, I understand your statement and I fucking double it. Yet you have to see it from their point of view. Pride and dignity, and all the other goddamned emotions are a funny thing. When you’ve already used a person, get backlash from it, and then let that person know about the recent events…you will have no other option but to lean on that person some more. It’s a huge load to throw on someone you don’t even know, other than the few minutes you had together in a bathroom. Spending the most of those minutes enjoying each other’s body instead of talking. See what I’m getting at? Basically, we were two strangers, and she didn’t want to throw it all on me. It might have been selfish, looking at it from my point of view, but instead it was mostly about not forcing me into anything. All about pride, about weakness, fuck…it’s everything. Shit ain’t ever easy but no matter what the outcome, I have a feeling life will always find a way to set things right, or at least have a chance to. Like how we were tied together, how we’ve overcome the things that were standing between us. What I mean is…the way you see a person? Really see them? It’s about background, history, facts, unspoken shit. Not just the exterior. You reflect it with your words, your attitude, your looks, everything.” 
 
    Sico stands up. “Dude…is there a point to all of this? Because you’re really starting to sound like a philosopher or something, and I’m lost in your rambling bullshit. I have zero idea where you’re getting at or if you need my help to talk shit through for you and your ol’lady or if this has something to do with Everleigh. Get to the fucking point or shut the hell up.” 
 
    “I didn’t trust the woman who gave birth to my child, and who had a grip on my heart and soul, you idiot. That kinda complicates things when you need her to build a future together. I looked at her differently because of all the things I knew, or didn’t know, or because of it…didn’t understand her point of view in the ‘why’.” 
 
    He shakes his head. “Nope…still not getting it.” 
 
    Fucking hell. Standing up, I shrug a hand over my head. “I saw her with different eyes, fucker. People tend to do that when you judge their actions or intentions. When you hear what you want to hear or know what you’ve heard, or hell…make up your own truth. Until you hear their version and have a complete picture. Fuck. Just remember what I said just now, okay?” 
 
    “Right.” A frustrated breath leaves Sico’s body. “Remember the mindless rant. Gotcha.” 
 
    “Her ex-boyfriend tied her to the bed, blindfolded her, and she thought he was doing it to spice up their love life, but in fact he let two of his buddies in and they had sex with her…” 
 
    “What the fuck, man? Shit. Sorry dude. Was it consensual? You know, when she found out his intentions with two extra guys?” Sico asks. 
 
    I slowly shake my head. 
 
     “Damn, that’s fucked up.” He wipes a hand over his face. 
 
    “There was a video tape.” Anger rises inside me again as I continue. “The fuckers taped the whole thing. There are two versions of that tape and the full version clearly states her saying no and her shocked face when the blindfold gave way.” 
 
    Sico takes a step in my direction. “You need my help killing those fuckers? Wait…you’re sure Austin is yours, right? There’s no doubt, it happened after? Or, damn man…”  
 
    What. The. Fuck? “I’m not talking about Spiky, you idiot. It’s Everleigh. Her ex…” 
 
    He rears back as if lightning struck. All the blood drains from his face while his ass hits the floor. He sits with his back against the bed while he grips his head with two hands. “No, no, no, no…fuck, no.” 
 
    “The girls found the full version of the video after Everleigh told them about the whole thing. Everleigh seems to think that she wasn’t raped because she freely let him tie her up and blindfold her.” 
 
    “Fuck, no,” Sico growls. 
 
    I need to get it all out, so ignoring him I continue once more. “You know how it is, when something is on the internet, you can’t shake that shit. If anyone would see this, say a new boyfriend or parents of a potential friend, or anyone…She’s labeled as a whore either way.” 
 
    Sico is standing on his feet in a flash. “So, she made herself one the very first day she walked into this damn town? Fucking everyone? The whole three holes, three go thing?” He’s breathing heavily as he mutters, “Damn that woman. A tormented soul. What they did…she turned it into the very thing she used as her own punishment. The three time’s a charm thing my ass, it has a whole different meaning to her. Holy fucking hell, that’s screwed up.” 
 
    “Basically. I didn’t even think of it that way with the three times shit... But Sico…she only fucked like that one time. She made sure it was out in the open so there wouldn’t be any doubt. She planted the rumor about the three times, seeing it was a public display, she had no hard time letting people believe otherwise.” Okay, I wasn’t sure what to expect when he knew the truth, but shit…that’s a lot of fury spitting off his face. 
 
    He starts to pace and I’m seriously having doubts if telling him was a smart decision.  
 
    Sico stops midstride. “I am going to hunt down every fucker who was involved. I swear right here, right now, I will end them,” he snarls.  
 
    Suddenly all fury is gone and replaced with pain, agony, and regret. “She’s not at all like me, man. She’s too fucking good for me. The shit she went through? Fucking hell, I should have never claimed her. What the hell was I thinking? But I’ll be damned if I stray from my first intentions. She’s mine. Only mine. I protect what’s mine and I will rain fury over those who hurt her, present, future, or the fucking past.” He rakes a hand through his hair. “I can’t believe a guy would do that to her. Tie her up without discussing bringing in extra dicks, no way out…what she had to endure…the aftermath…” 
 
    Damn. There it is, I knew it would hit. “Okay, that look on your face right now? Don’t ever let that shit slide on when you’re near her. That’s what I was talking about. You can’t see her differently, because…” 
 
    “You can’t just un think or un see shit. It’s like that ‘two girls and a cup’ video you should never Google. It’s branded in your mind forever.” The pain is edged into his voice. 
 
    My hand clenches into a fist before I punch him in the shoulder. “That’s just it, man. She survived it. Hell, from what they’ve told me, she explained to Brandlee it was all a bet. Just held out her phone with the video for him to see the day after it happened. So he wouldn’t  search online or anything, and if he did happen to stumble upon it or anything, he’d already know about it. That’s how damn strong she was, even if she was totally humiliated. Don’t you get it? People take their own goddamn life for one nude shot on social media, hell…even threat about placing it online. Living with that shit is branding life at every turn. Everleigh doesn’t need you ripping it open all over again. And she sure doesn’t need your look of pity.” 
 
    Sico narrows his eyes at me. “Before Everleigh, I thought love was a fucking illness people catch from time to time. Your body heals, you get over it, or you die from it. I didn’t want anything that would taint my health, my body, or my mind. I never understood people going out of their mind over it. Because I didn’t realize what it meant. Until now. It’s Everleigh. I crave for the disease called love to take hold of my body. I feel like I wanna die from it, man. Because I know for fucking sure my last breath will leave my body anyway if I can’t have her.” 
 
    Okay. I think I need a minute or so to process this. Did he really just say what I think he said? “Damn, man. That sounds very weird and somehow romantic, but in a very twisty way. And from the way I just interpreted that…are you finally admitting out loud that you love your ol’lady?” 
 
    He gives me a tight nod. “I knew it the first time I walked in the tattoo shop to get inked and I laid eyes on her. She was standing there getting everything ready. Her tight ass was facing me in those jean shorts where her ass cheeks were almost creeping out. She turned, and when we locked eyes we both needed a moment to catch our breath. Then she inked me and it was like she rubbed it on my skin using her pussy. I swear it was such a turn-on…the moment she was finished and walked to the counter to clean up, I pulled down her pants, unleashed my dick and…” 
 
    “Okay, TMI, man. For real. Too. Much. Information.” I shake my head. I don’t need to know that shit. 
 
    “She came around my dick the second I shoved home, man. Making the cum pump right out. No condom. I have never, ever, shoved it somewhere without wrapping it up. My dick found the promised land man. Never wanting to leave. That’s why…” 
 
    “Why you claimed her.” I finish his sentence because it all makes sense now.  
 
    Sico is a manwhore. I mean he’s got the ‘I love hos ink on his arm to prove it. He doesn’t give a woman an orgasm. Not even by accident or by choice. That’s why I was so surprised I heard him demanding an orgasm from Everleigh last night. 
 
    “Yeah. But this changes everything,” Sico swears. 
 
    Gripping my hand, I rub my thumb in my palm. “How? What’s your plan? You can’t just walk up to her and tell her that you know. Or demand that she tell you, or hell…get her to act normal and be all happily ever after.” 
 
    “Black ice. Tricky motherfucker. But I’ll be damned if it will keep me from obtaining the very thing I need in life.” Sico’s voice is laced with determination.  
 
    “Good. Let’s get going, because I need to hold my son.” I can’t wait to see Austin, see with my own eyes that he’s okay. 
 
    Striding to the door, I open it and hear Sico mutter. “Just keep that cat locked up, nobody wants that angry fucker around. You should have named her Edward…as in Scissorhands, slicing people up like that.”   
 
    “Hey,” I snap. “Watch your mouth. That’s my furbaby you’re talking about.” 
 
    His left eyebrow raises. “No disrespect, man. Seriously. Last time I checked only you were able to be in the same space as Fuzzbutt. That changed when your son and ol’lady came along. Maybe I’m stealing a page from her book, changing my ways for that special someone.” 
 
    “Okay. I’m out of here before you turn into a nice guy, instead of the dick I’ve gotten used to all these past years.” I chuckle but on the inside, I’m fucking proud as hell.  
 
    I always knew there was a hint of a good guy inside of that ugly, asshole motherfucker. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 12 
 
      
 
    ***Orianna*** 
 
      
 
    “Your house is amazing,” I gush while hugging Austin tight to my chest. 
 
    I’m afraid to put him down. Hell, I was sure I was dead set on holding him tight for the rest of my life. Well, maybe pass him to Pokey every once in a while, because there would be bathroom breaks in the near future. But yeah…that’s how protective and on edge I am about his safety. 
 
    It’s pretty needless at this point, because when I set one foot inside Everleigh’s house it was clear; this is the safest place in the whole world. For real, the President of the United States would be very jealous if he knew about her place and would fly over here to hide in case of something insane happening. No wonder the guys back at the clubhouse were talking about it.  
 
    The outside looks like a gray, solid brick. The windows have moving walls to cover up said windows. But the inside? Wow. It’s just amazing with all this new, top of the line, design stuff. The living room is built around an inset square couch covered with white leather. Silver balls hang from the ceiling giving an amazing glow to the center of the room. 
 
    The whole room is covered in a light gray floor, that looks like wood but is all tile. A large, dark gray stairwell on the left leads to the second floor where Everleigh has eight bedrooms and three bathrooms. She did an amazing job creating a home she feels safe in. 
 
    Everleigh gives me a shy smile. “It was a project of mine I got to finalize over the last few months. I’ve had the blueprints for years and finally had the nerve to solidify them when Brandlee called me to come live here. It’s not completely decorated yet, but the top floor and the living room are. The kitchen still needs some more work and the basement where I have my game room planned is all concrete.” 
 
    “What game room?” Sico’s voice sounds even, with not even a spark of interest coming through. 
 
    Everleigh doesn’t even turn to address him. “That’s my point, asswipe. Didn’t you just hear me state it’s all concrete. So yeah, what game room? Duh.” 
 
    “Okay, you two. Play nice. Austin needs happy vibes around him, not killer ones,” Pokey states as he takes Austin and leans in to rub his nose against Austin’s tiny one. “You comin’ with daddy? Gonna take a nap nap? With Fuzzbutt? Come, little man. Let’s get you all tucked in.”  
 
    My eyes are on Pokey and Austin when I hear Sico’s voice drop low, yet it reaches my ears. “Simi, can I look over the plans of the game room? I’d like to see those.” 
 
    Glancing over, I see Everleigh cross her arms in front of her. “Why would you? And stop calling me Simi. It makes my skin crawl. It’s Everleigh. Only my parents and my brother used to call me Simone. My parents are gone and Lee learned to stick with Everleigh. For real, why shorten it to a nickname anyway? No one has ever called me Simi, it’s weird.” 
 
    The left corner of Sico’s mouth tips up. “I like it.” He steps closer to her and leans in. Her eyes widen a bit when he closes in on her personal space. “Now show me, Simi.” 
 
    I see her breath hitch and I have to smile. She’s clearly shaken up. Everleigh steps back and rubs a hand over the back of her neck.  
 
    “Desk in the corner, third drawer on the right, that’s where the blueprints of the game room are stashed.” She squeaks before turning and heading in the opposite direction. “I’m gonna grab some snacks I made earlier.” 
 
    When my attention goes back to Pokey, I see his bright smile. Clearly, he saw their interaction too. He told me about his conversation with Sico. I’m glad Sico knows about Everleigh. Those two need to clear things and most of all? Everleigh deserves better. Ugh. I hate to say it…but Sico deserves to be happy too. 
 
    This is also the first time he’s ruffled her feathers in a good way. Not what he used to do, poke a bear and gut it in the process. That little change has thrown her out of her element. Yes. This might just be what they need to ease the tension between them. 
 
    Pokey’s eyes find mine. “I’m gonna put Austin down for his nap. Then I need to call my sister.” 
 
    “Sonofanelephant,” I mutter, trying to watch my curses around Austin, because before I know it he’ll be able to speak and with these men around us and their foul mouths? Yes, rein in the bad words. 
 
    We were supposed to take Austin to his sister’s today. That’s right, a big family meeting. I’ve talked to his sister, Audrey, three times on the phone already. She seems very sweet. I first thought she would hate me because of what happened between Pokey and me. Yet, she knew everything and understood my version and didn’t so much as waste two words about it until we were rambling about pregnancies, birth, babies, and kids. 
 
    We were supposed to get the kids and us together to meet face to face for the first time. I guess that will have to wait, for our safety and theirs. Disappointment slices through me. 
 
    “Hey.” Pokey lifts my chin using two fingers. “I’ll just reschedule. It’s no big deal. Casey will clear this thing up before you know it.” 
 
    “We were all looking forward to it.” I sulk. 
 
    His chuckle warms my chest. “I know, sweetheart, I know. All in good time. Now, are you gonna help me with Austin? Maybe we can watch a movie in our room, give Fuzzbutt some attention to snuggle up.” 
 
    I feel a smile spreading my face. “Only if I’m allowed to snuggle up too.”  
 
    “Ugh, yuck, you guys. Snuggling triggers my gag reflex, get a room already.” Sico rolls his eyes.  
 
    Pokey’s phone starts to ring. He hands Austin to me as he takes the call. “Zack, what’s up?” 
 
    “They’ve made contact. I need for you guys to stay put. Do not leave that fucking house. They know exactly where you are. I’ll be there in about fifteen minutes.” There’s no trace of bullshit in his voice, only the bark of information and orders loud enough for even me to hear. 
 
    Seeing Pokey lowering his hand, Zack didn’t give him a chance to reply and must have disconnected. 
 
    “The Cape Town crew made contact. Zack’s coming over, we’re not to leave this place,” Pokey repeats the words Zack gave him. 
 
    “Dandy. Juuuuuust dandy,” Ransom mutters as he places his hands behind his head and snuggles into the couch some more. 
 
    “What?” Pokey snaps. 
 
    Ransom shrugs his shoulders. “Nothin’. You know how these things work. ‘They’ve made contact’ that’s either a threat, or a retreat. Either way, it’s a puff of steam.” 
 
    “My fucking kid and ol’lady are at stake here, Ransom. That’s no fucking puff of steam,” Pokey roars. 
 
    Ransom shoots off the couch. “I didn’t fucking mean it like that, fucker. It’s a loop. This Crew is anything but organized so they will make some waves and dive under. Either brilliant or stupid as fuck. Both dangerous. Why? Because the grenade says it all. They were going for a real one and ended up with the flash grenade. What if they wanted the flash grenade but ended up with a real one, huh? A puff of steam. Heat thrown with cold. Can’t fucking see through that shit. Get me now, dumbass?” 
 
    I can see Pokey’s ready to rip Ransom’s head off. Before Pokey takes a step forward, I place a hand on his chest, keeping him in place. 
 
    I pin Ransom with a deadly glare. “Can everyone stop calling my man a dumbass? Seriously, all of you need to stop and think before you shove your foot in your mouth. Aren’t we supposed to work together and have each other’s backs?”  
 
    Sico strolls over and takes Austin from me, brushing his finger along my son’s cheek before he hands him to Pokey. “Go on up and get your kid settled for his nap. That’s what’s important, man. You, your ol’lady and the kid.” 
 
    Wow. Did Pokey punch him in the head when he had that talk with Sico? Reformat his brain in the process or something? Because Sico’s behavior is so unlike him.  
 
    Pokey gently takes Austin as he shakes his head. “You seeing the light or some bright shit? I don’t want to jinx you acting close to normal and not an uglyass, manwhore dick, but fuck…this feels weird.” 
 
    “Who wants sushi?” Everleigh says, strolling back into the living room. 
 
    Sico’s head turns, lowering his eyebrows before he glances at Pokey, winks, and returns his attention to Everleigh. “I don’t eat fish. I’m allergic.” 
 
    “Allergic?” Everleigh’s eyes narrow. 
 
    Seems like she questions the same thing I’m wondering….is he up to something? 
 
    “Yeah, allergic.” Sico smirks. “The smell reminds me of a cunt. Makes my dick swell. But that might be just your scent, because others nowadays are more in the direction of a skunk squirting their unpleasant smell around.” 
 
    “For the love of God,” Everleigh mutters before she pins him with a deadly glare. “Comparing cunts to skunks and seafood…why do you have to refer to a pussy with degrading statements? I’m surprised you even know how one smells, let alone tastes, since you sure as hell never put your mouth on one. So that kinda solves your allergy.” 
 
    Others nowadays are more in the direction of a skunk squirting their unpleasant smell around. Give her scent a compliment, degrading all others. Does she even notice what Sico is saying with his cryptic statement?  
 
    “Bring me some of those, doll. They sound delicious, and allergic or not, I’ll take or try anything that leads to hard penis illness.” Ransom tries to keep a steady voice but barks out his laughter as soon as the last word tumbles from his lips. 
 
    Sico walks over to Everleigh, leans in and murmurs something in her ear. Her eyes go wide. He takes the wooden tray she’s holding and strolls over to where Ransom is standing. Ransom licks his bottom lip when he eyes the sushi. Before he can lift his hand to take something, Sico tilts the plate. As if in slow motion, everything lands on the floor while the plate smacks Ransom on the side of his face. 
 
    “Not your doll, fucker. Don’t ever fucking talk to her that way, she’s mine.” He’s ready to smack him again but Ransom punches him in the face. The plate follows the food on the floor and soon two bodies are rolling around in it, throwing punches in every direction. 
 
    It’s on the tip of my tongue to say ‘Don’t you need to do something about that’ and yet Pokey is watching it with a big grin and even Everleigh is smirking. The doorbell rings but both Sico and Ransom don’t even notice. 
 
    Everleigh checks the display before she presses a button to open the door. Zack strolls in with Dams behind him. 
 
    “What the fuck?” Zack growls before he strides over to where Sico and Ransom are still fighting. 
 
    Dodging a fist here and an elbow there, he manages to rip Sico away, who was on top of Ransom. 
 
    “Cut it the fuck out. I warned you not to push his buttons, Ransom. I gave you a direct order,” Zack bellows. 
 
    Everleigh walks up and hands Ransom a bag of peas. “Here you go.” 
 
    Ransom takes it but doesn’t place it on his face, or his hands for that matter. He just eyes Sico who’s trying to shoot daggers at him. 
 
    Offering it back, Ransom adds, “You might want to take it over to your ol’man, Everleigh.” 
 
    A sly smile spreads her face. “Nah. I like him with war wounds. You, on the other hand, need to heal fast, because I’m sure you’ll fuck up and he will give you another look like that very soon. So, as I said…you need to heal.” 
 
    Sico puffs up his chest, all the anger he showed with his glaring a moment before long gone. Seems like Everleigh’s words calmed the angry beast. 
 
    Zack massages his temples with his fingertips while he mutters, “Why in the hell is every biker in this club a fucking idiot?” 
 
    “Everyone sit the fuck down,” Dams snaps. 
 
    Austin releases a high-pitched yelp at the harshness in Dams’ voice. 
 
    “Watch your fucking mouth around my kid.” Pokey soothes Austin while I glare at Dams. 
 
    “What a freaking mess I brought all of you into. And seriously, are all of you always like this? All fun and loving? Bet no one gets bored when they are around people that wear an Areion Fury MC cut, right?” I sigh. 
 
    “Come, sweetheart, let’s go upstairs for a moment. These idiots can entertain themselves for a bit.” Pokey shakes his head at his brothers. 
 
    I bend forward to place a kiss on my son’s head. “Go on up. I’ll make a bottle for him and be right there.”  
 
    He strolls off and I head in the direction of the kitchen. I sense someone following me. Looking over my shoulder, I see Dams leaning against the doorway while I make myself busy with fixing Austin’s bottle. 
 
    “You didn’t bring anyone into a mess. You know that, right?” Dams’ voice is steady and although it might be put out there as a question, nothing in his voice tells me it is. 
 
    Gripping the counter with one hand, I face him. “It’s kinda hard not to think that way. First the bathroom thing, then Austin, then the Cape Town Crew. Not Pokey, not you, not any of you…nope…me. All connected and everything involves me. So please, keep the ‘I didn’t bring anyone in this’ excuse to yourself. I’m dealing. Pokey made it clear he’s right there next to me. With that, I have all of you, insane idiots, no offense, right there behind us. But it’s a huge thing to process, okay? But we’re building a solid relationship. One with a foundation. Everything is so new with us and we finally had sex, just a few hours ago. That’s huge, we weren’t…”  
 
    Dams looks like he’s in pain. Oh, shit. Did I really throw the whole ‘we finally had sex’ in there too? 
 
    “Yeah, that last part? Didn’t need to hear it. I mean I’m happy for you guys and all, but shit. You need to leave some of this stuff behind you. It might look, or feel, like the two of you have only been in a relationship for a blink of an eye, but in reality, you two were tied to each other from the moment you both walked into that bathroom. Pokey was all in before that; you were, and are, his only priority. From what I’ve heard, the same thing has been said about you. Throw in Austin…boom, solid foundation wrapped in a relationship that was created months ago.” He shakes his head and releases a deep breath before he continues. “It just hits me hard because I want that family combination so bad. I can’t wait to be a dad.” 
 
    I close my eyes and my lips curl around my teeth while I bite down hard. I will not tell, I will not tell. Not my secret to spill. If Nerd won’t tell him she’s pregnant it is none of my business. 
 
    I can feel someone breathing very close to me. Peeking through one eye, I see Dams standing very close. 
 
    “You know something, don’t you?” Again with a question that’s really not a question at all. 
 
    Spinning around, I grab the bottle that’s done and hightail it out of the kitchen. 
 
    “Her tits felt…her taste…different…horny as fuck…Son of a bitch.” Dams’ bellow follows me out of the kitchen. 
 
    Yep…none of my business. None of my…shit…sorry Nerd. I think your secret is out but I didn’t even spill one word. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 13 
 
      
 
    ***Pokey*** 
 
      
 
    I’ve finished dressing Austin after giving him a new diaper when Spiky enters the room. She hands me the bottle and grimaces.  
 
    “I swear I didn’t say anything, and yet Dams looked at me and knew Nerd was pregnant. How’s that even possible? It’s not my fault the secret is out now, right? I didn’t say anything. He just mentioned he wanted to be a dad so bad and I just closed my eyes and kept my mouth shut and then…” 
 
    My head tips back and I laugh out loud. She’s so fucking adorable. “Might have well put it on a large banner above your head, Spiky. No need for words. Did you let Nerd know? If not, might be better she hears it from you so she can be prepared.” 
 
    “Shit, fuck. Dammit. You’re right.” She shoots those words straight out in rapid waves. Her eyes widen and she slips into her alternative cursing. “Mothertrucking elephant, you’re right.” 
 
    “Sweetheart. Hush that sweet little mouth. Tiny ears present. Although I love those dirty words tumbling from your gorgeous lips.” My eyes land on my son. 
 
    He’s guzzling his bottle but stops when our gazes lock. He fucking smiles before he starts to move those lips to take his milk in gulps. I swear he touches my heart that beats  solely for him in those moments. 
 
    I’m still smiling at Austin when a thought comes to mind. “Call Nerd, give her a little heads up. Because that’s what I would do if the tables were turned.”  
 
    Spiky gasps. “Oh, smart thinking. I need to.” 
 
    She doesn’t finish her sentence but starts to dig around in her purse and finds her phone. Tapping the screen before she puts it to her ear, it only takes a moment before she starts to talk.  
 
    “Nerd, he knew. I swear to you he knew…Dams of course….yes….no, I didn’t….He said he wanted to be a dad so bad and then I had to close my…yes, he said that…happy…well, he muttered something about withholding orgasms and fucking the ever-loving-shit out of you for the next few months.” Her eyes lock on mine and they widen. She mouths ‘sorry’, probably for the dirty word spree she vomited, then her gaze hits the floor, her attention back in the conversation. “Before that he might have mentioned your tits and taste were different…yeah…sorry…you sure?...Okay, well, good luck with that…you too, bye.” 
 
    While I was watching Spiky, Austin fell asleep in my arms. I walk over to the crib that’s in an attached room and tuck him in. Slowly, I back away and close the sliding doors. 
 
    “He’s taking a nap?” Spiky whispers from behind me, making me almost jump out of my skin. 
 
    Spinning around, I grab her waist and pick her up, making her yelp in the process. Pulling her against my body, I let her slide down until my mouth nears her ear. “Better kill the sound, sweetheart, or Austin will kill the mood.”  
 
    She gasps and then shivers. Hell yes. 
 
    “I’m going to lick that sweet pussy before I’m going to slide in ever so slowly, opening you up while your walls clench in a welcoming rhythm. God, you’ve made me an addict. The craving that flows through my veins is unbearable until my body connects with yours. A simple touch, a kiss, anything is slightly soothing until my dick is buried inside your heavenly body. The completion of connected hearts, our bodies merged as one. Orgasms as a bonus on top to reach a hint of the euphoria of the lifetime we have ahead of us. You’re mine, Spiky. I’m so fucking thankful to hold you in my arms. No matter how we got here, the both of us fully invested, with nothing standing in between.” 
 
    She swallows and looks at me as if her eyes are a one-way ticket to reach her soul. “I honestly think that I was put on this Earth to find my way to you. The unloving one I grew up in lead me to the chance encounter in a bathroom. It doesn’t matter the time or place, it was us. The instant attraction, the connection, the conception of Austin. There clearly is no other reason for me to be in this universe other than to be loved by you, mother to our children and to give you everything you give me in return…but…” 
 
    I’m having trouble drawing in my next breath. Damn. If I thought we were solid before we went to the clubhouse yesterday…this right here is the fucking crown on our relationship. We fucking made it, a foundation for whatever’s to come.  
 
    Though that ‘but’ she threw out makes my arms tighten around her. “But?” 
 
    “All of these amazing words back and forth are really filling up my heart, but you started with that dirty talk, so now I really need something else filled up instead of my heart.” She catches her bottom lip between her teeth. 
 
    “Is that so, sweetheart? You want my dick inside you, filling you up?” I groan when I see those black pixy strands dance around her face when she nods her head in agreement. 
 
    The hunger in her eyes is scorching mine that mirror the heat. A knock on the door makes us both groan in frustration. 
 
    “Hey, you guys ready so we can have a little talk?” Dams’ voice flows through the door. 
 
    Fuck. It’s like a repeat of last night. Except… 
 
    “Austin’s in the next room, Fuzzbutt is sleeping in the chair that’s next to Austin’s crib, you’re here with me. Please tell me we have at least ten minutes to enjoy each other because I’m really burning up here.” Spiky sighs in frustration. 
 
    A smile tugs my lips because I’m absolutely thinking the same thing. With her still clinging to my body, I stalk over to the door and place her back against it. 
 
    “Tell me it’s not a life or death thing that needs to be handled this instant and that we’ve got at least ten minutes before we come,” I wink at my ol’lady and she doesn’t even make an effort to smother her giggle, “downstairs to talk things through.” 
 
    “Okay, I’m gonna pass the next fucking time someone asks me to go get you two okay? Damn bunnies screwing behind every closed door I knock on. I’m heading downstairs, come when you’re ready.” We hear his footsteps backing off while he mutters, “Fucking hell, I’m so going to turn my frustrations into sexual ones, my ol’lady is gonna feel that one. Mouth, ass, and pussy no matter who comes knocking.” 
 
    My hand slides up into those black strands. Fisting that silk, I pull her head back. Without any words, we lock our gazes. Everything has been said a moment before. We’re solid. As if drawn by an invisible pull, our mouths connect.  
 
    The hunger for each other is feeding our kiss. She bites down on my lip before opening, allowing my tongue access to roam around against hers freely. Somehow having her pinned against the door, devouring her mouth, isn’t close enough for me. 
 
     I pull back and stride over to the bed where I carefully lay her down. I strip away all her clothes and mine hit the floor after. My knee makes the mattress dip before I have her exactly where I need her; underneath me. 
 
    Balancing on one hand, I hover over her. “So fucking perfect and so fucking mine.” 
 
    “Yours,” she says on a soft whisper while her eyes scream with the love she surrounds me in. 
 
    I want nothing more than to bury myself in her and pump away until we both reach our orgasms simultaneously, except…this needs to be treasured. We have a lifetime ahead of quick and easy, hard or slow. And no matter what way, what moment, or what speed, this is us, the way we are, together. 
 
    The first feather light kiss lands on her lips, the one after hits her jaw, the next her collarbone, then I catch her nipple between my teeth clearly making my way down until her hands grip my head, tilting toward her to lock gazes.  
 
    “I need to taste you too, I want…please,” Spiky croaks. 
 
    Her need mirrors mine, but there’s no way I’m giving up the chance to get my mouth on her pussy, so I give in to both of our needs. Falling down next to her, I drag her over my body. A little shriek leaves her throat. 
 
    I slap her ass and say, “Shush, Spiky. Now turn around so I can dip my tongue in the heavens above.” 
 
    The flush on her cheeks intensifies when her eyes widen. A breath after they return to normal, accompanied by a sly smile, clearly understanding what I’m going for. 
 
     She turns and swings a leg over my head, placing that sweet pussy in my view. I fail to cover it with my mouth when I feel her tiny hand gripping my dick while something hot and wet traces the head. She’s licking away the pre-cum I feel leaking out and hums in pleasure. 
 
    Holy shit. I need a moment to gather myself because I am tossed back to my teenage years where I can blow from one look at a dirty picture. That’s what she does to me. My hand slides up her back when she suddenly takes me deep. I’ve got a thick, large cock. No, it’s not the size of my ego, it’s a fact. They fucking joke about it and call it the trunk of an elephant. Yeah, that kinda size. Yet she somehow fills her mouth with my dick and pumps her hand at the girth, impossible made possible. Nothing ever felt like this. My fingers dig into her shoulder blades, keeping her pinned while my hips raise off the bed. Fuck, it’s too much. 
 
    “Sweetheart,” I croak. “Please stop.” 
 
    She stills on top of me, my dick leaves her mouth and she looks over her shoulder, devastating look in her eyes. “I’m doing it wrong, aren’t I?” 
 
    “Fuck no. It’s too good. I don’t have the focus to touch that delicious pussy of yours. You suck away all my bodily functions, one goal left and that’s to blow my load down your throat at the speed of light.” I have to swallow at the intensity of the look she’s giving me now. 
 
    Then a sly smile appears and she turns away. The tightness of her lips wrapped around my dick are back full force. She knows exactly what she’s doing to me, leaving only one option; payback. 
 
    With a growl, I grab her hips and put her in place. Lifting my head, I lick her from clit to ass in one go. Her mouth goes still for one instant before her moan sends vibrating pulses through my dick. 
 
    Spearing her with my tongue, I’m rewarded with the sweet taste that flows into my mouth. She’s close to exploding. I can sense it in her taste, the way she grinds against my face, shivering above me while she moans around my cock. 
 
    I’m holding her clit hostage between my teeth while I suck and shove my nose between the lips of her pussy. Shaking my head gently, I scrape my five o’clock shadow against her skin. She stills her pumping hand around my dick before she starts to suck like a damn hoover that’s been jolted with an energy boost from the universe. 
 
    My teeth release the bundle of nerves so I can cover her pussy with my mouth. Her orgasm flows into my mouth with a heavenly taste that’s the reward for showing her body the exact way she makes me feel; euphoric. 
 
    My whole being returns the favor when my dick swells even more underneath her firm grip. In a secure embrace by her wet and tight little mouth, my balls draw up to boost the cum that spurts down her throat in hot strokes. 
 
    A loud groan rumbles through my chest while I call her name against the pussy that’s still pressed tight against my face. Supernova in twentyfold. The orgasm she gave me with just her lips, tongue and hand has drained everything my body had to give. 
 
    I’m robbed from my next breath when her knees give way and she crashes on top of my body. Seeing no other option…hey, I need air to be alive and enjoy our family for the rest of our lives…I lift and turn her, tucking her tight against me. 
 
    Her eyes droop and her breathing slows down instantly. Knowing she’s as drained as I am swells my chest with unconditioned love and pride. I’ve never felt so complete as in this moment.  
 
    Our son is sleeping in the next room, we are in a safe house, and my woman is draped over my body exhausted from the rippling effect of the draining orgasm we gave each other. Yeah, the most perfect and satisfying moment in time. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 14 
 
      
 
    ***Orianna*** 
 
      
 
    Waking up is getting better every day. I didn’t have any nightmares last night. I feel safe. I feel loved. I stretch my arms above my head after I roll off Pokey. Yes, I used his chest as a pillow, not even caring if I drooled all over him because he’s drool worthy. Okay, yeah…that would be…glancing over to the spot my head vacated, I send a silent thank you through my head to see there’s no drool. 
 
    The soft chuckle that rumbles through that chest makes my eyes slide up and connect with his hot gaze. 
 
    “The first thing you do when you wake up is check me out, huh?” Pokey rumbles. 
 
    Shit. What time is it? I shoot my gaze at the clock on the bedside table and I feel Pokey’s arm snake around my waist before he pulls me against him. 
 
    “It’s five in the morning, sweetheart. You slept for about twelve hours straight,” the man says casually. 
 
    Twelve hours? Twelve… 
 
    “Relax, Spiky. You clearly needed it. No nightmares, no midnight feedings, no worries something might happen. You’re safe here in this house, with me, our family is taken care of. Austin will probably sleep for another hour or so, and…” 
 
    Slightly panicked I interrupt him, “But we should have talked to Zack, he told us.” 
 
    I can’t believe I slept that long and didn’t worry about what Zack wanted to talk about. All these months I’ve felt on edge, sleeping light for Austin because he could need me at any second. What happened with the grenade yesterday, the worry about everything…yet I slept for twelve hours knowing I’d be safe in this house, wrapped in Pokey’s arms, trusting him to keep all of us safe. 
 
    “I went down to talk to the guys when you were sleeping. The Cape Town crew reached out. Left a note that was addressed to you in our mailbox. Sounds insane and careless for them to do, but those punks clearly have no brains. It contained a typed-out line that said ‘We need to meet’ with a phone number underneath. Nothing more, nothing less.” 
 
    Fear wraps around my heart.  
 
    Pokey brushes his knuckles along my cheek. “Don’t worry, sweetheart. I won’t let anything happen to you, to Austin, or to us. We’re gonna handle it, the club is going to take lead, we’ve got this.” 
 
    His words settle, making the fear slip away. If anything, I’ve learned these past few weeks that letting this man in has shown me to surrender in the things he gives me. I know for certain his words are a promise for what he intends to pull through in the end. 
 
    All I can do is give him an honest and open smile in return, show him I trust and welcome everything he gives me, and more. Except then his face turns to a hint of pain. 
 
    “What?” I swallow and at the same time worry spikes my veins. 
 
    He closes his eyes for a moment before he groans and locks his gaze with mine. “I’m sick.” 
 
    “What’s wrong?” I squeak. 
 
    Pokey groans again before he mumbles, “Remember what Sico said?” 
 
    Confusion hits me and I feel my eyebrows go down, repeating his words. “What Sico said?” 
 
    Pokey’s face turns serious. “I’m encountering a case of hard penis illness.” 
 
    Gasping, I hit his chest with a flat hand. “Asshole, I thought something was really wrong.” 
 
    He wraps his fingers around my wrist and slides my hand down over his rippled abs where my hand take hold of his massive erection. 
 
    “Oh, he’s burning up,” I state. “Definitely a fever.” The giggle that leaves my throat dies when I find myself flipped over and pressed down into the mattress while his hot steel erection is pressing against my ass cheeks. 
 
    His muscled chest covers my back, his hot breath strokes my ear. “Not so funny now, huh, sweetheart? It’s a serious case that needs to be handled. Gonna need your help with this, can’t be cured on its own.” 
 
    Pokey’s teeth dive into the skin on my neck, making the air leave my body in a rush while the place between my legs starts to throb, instant wetness trickling out.  
 
    His fingers slide through my pussy. “So wet for me already. Waiting for me to fill you up, to give you what you need. Damn, sweetheart, you’re a fucking wet dream. That was all I had when we weren’t together and all I need for my dick to sink in. If it’s any help, grab the sheets, and hold on. This is going to be rough and fast.” 
 
    Okay. I’m having a mini pre-orgasm due to the way he says rough and fast. 
 
     His hands slide down my body while he lifts himself off me. He raises my hips, leaving me to dig my knees into the mattress. Fingers grip the right side of my waist while I feel others slide up and down my spine. 
 
    “So fucking gorgeous. Every angle, every inch, every moment with you,” he states. 
 
    The grip on my waist intensifies when I feel him sliding the tip of his dick through my wetness. 
 
    “Please,” I beg.  
 
    The need to be filled by him makes my pussy clench around the broad crown of his dick. The hiss that releases from between his teeth shoots straight to my clit. I realize we both crave each other in equal intensity. 
 
    He slides in, inch by inch, ever so slowly while we both moan in contentment. He stills his hips once he’s fully lodged inside and I gasp due to the fullness while my body adjusts to accommodate him. 
 
    Pokey starts to hammer like a power drill, keeping me in place with a solid grip on my shoulder, while his other hand snakes around my body to my clit. The pounding, the friction inside my pussy hitting a different angle with each stroke. He tilts his hips every time he collides against my body. It’s all too much. 
 
    His finger makes tight circles around my clit, tantalizing and drawing out what I need my body to fully surrender to. I feel his hand letting go of my shoulder, his fingers digging into my hair, tilting my face. He plasters his body over mine, aiming his mouth to cover mine. 
 
    The thrusting of his hips and his fingertips rubbing my bundle of nerves; everything working overtime causes the kiss to be off focus. Yet the gasping for air while his mouth covers part of the left side of my mouth is overwhelming. 
 
    Heat laced with tingles spreads all over and slides in fluent waves through my body. I buckle underneath him while he thrusts deep, one more time. His primal roar that bounces off my lips intensifies my orgasm, knowing he’s there right along with me, shooting hot strokes in rapid pulses, filling my womb. 
 
    Completely spent, Pokey rolls us to our sides as we both stretch out on the mattress.  
 
    “So perfect,” he mutters in exhaustion against my ear. 
 
    “All better now? No more hard penis illness issues?” I can’t help the smile that spreads on my face, doing everything I can to keep my laughter inside.  
 
    He opens one eye, a mischievous grin sliding on his face. “Nah, all he needed was a good puking.” 
 
    “Oh, gross.” I roll my eyes while his laughter fills the room. 
 
    “Didn’t sound like you thought it was gross a moment ago, sweetheart,” he croons. 
 
    When I’m about to give a smartass reply, Austin starts to wail, letting us know he’s awake. My feet hit the floor but with the next few steps, I feel Pokey’s cum sliding down. 
 
    Again, his laughter fills the room. “Go and clean up, sweetheart. Take a shower.” He grabs his sweats from a chair nearby and pulls them on. “I’ll take care of our boy, take your time.”  
 
    He places a kiss on my lips and opens the sliding doors that lead to Austin. My chest fills with warmth. He’s so freaking perfect. 
 
    It takes twenty minutes before I make my way down the stairs. I see Sico on the couch holding his phone, his attention clearly on something that’s on there. Ransom is nowhere to be seen but Pokey is sitting on the other side of the couch with Everleigh right next to him. 
 
    She’s hovering her hand above Austin while she’s wiggling her fingers. Austin is clearly captivated by the movement. 
 
    A deep sigh tumbles from Everleigh’s lips. “So sorry you guys got pulled into this. Orianna and you guys deserve to be carefree, enjoying this little bundle without shit hanging over you. I wish I could take it away from you guys…turn the focus of the Cape Town crew on me. I mean, I have nothing like you guys have and yet I’ve got this safe house and nothing to live for. So fucking unfair.” 
 
    My gaze slides to Sico, who’s lost all interest in his phone but has his narrowed eyes locked on Everleigh. 
 
    “Look, Austin, mommy’s here,” Pokey says as he stands up and walks toward me. 
 
    I greedily take our son in my arms and kiss his forehead. I tilt my head up to Pokey, receiving a kiss on the side of my mouth from him in return. 
 
    “Okay, I need to make more coffee if I have to witness all this mushy love and perfect family stuff.” Everleigh laughs while she strolls off, heading for the kitchen. 
 
    “Are you okay?” I ask Sico. 
 
     His face is filled with pain watching Everleigh walk off. 
 
    Tearing his gaze away, he looks in my direction and yet doesn’t see me at all but instead just nods and drops his head as if his phone is the most important thing right now. 
 
    The honking of cars grabs our attention as Ransom comes running down the stairs. “Showtime folks, showtime. Orianna, get Austin upstairs, you too, Pokey. Let us handle this.” 
 
    Pokey doesn’t even argue but places his hand at my lower back, guiding me toward the stairs. 
 
    “You too, Simi. Upstairs, now,” Sico growls.  
 
    One more look over my shoulders before I’m scooped off my feet by Pokey, who’s carrying both me and Austin up the stairs. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 15 
 
      
 
    >>> SICO <<< 
 
      
 
    I hear the rumbling of bikes through the honking of cars. Perfect timing. I got a message earlier that Zack, Dams, Tyler and Calix were on their way. Peeking through the window, I see four GMCs parked on Simi’s lawn, two black ones, one silver and one metallic burgundy. The colorful one is parked behind the other three. My brothers drive up and park their bikes along the side of the house. 
 
    Turning, I follow Ransom out the door and meet up with my Prez on the front lawn. He’s got Dams next to him and we all stand behind those two, forming a united front.  
 
    Car doors open as guys tumble out. The drivers stay in place but there are six guys standing in front of the two GMCs. They are all dressed in baggy jeans two sizes too big, their underwear showing like they’re setting a new trend.  
 
    Instead they look like boys who need their asses whipped and dragged back to school to make something out of their life. The passenger side door opens of the metallic burgundy SUV. I can hear Zack curse and I’m sure we all do inside our heads. Because there is no mistake…The one Pokey killed inside Orianna’s house is this guy’s brother.  
 
    They could very well be twins by the looks of it. This guy isn’t going to back off, nor is this thing ever going to be settled. He will continue to search for his brother because he’s never going to believe his brother’s left town or some shit. 
 
    The words Simi said earlier slide through my head. Pokey, Orianna, Austin…they don’t need this shit. They’ve went through a hell of a lot already and deserve to live carefree. 
 
    “I see there’s been a slight misinterpretation of the little note I left. I’m looking for the one I’ve set up this meeting for. I don’t see the chick around. Mind getting her for me?” the punk states. 
 
    Punk. I have no other words for it. He looks like he’s barely twenty years old. Bandana around his head, pants hanging low on his hips showing off his underwear that he’s tucked over his black wife beater. Same appearance as the rest of ‘em. 
 
    His hand goes to his hip and slides back the open flannel shirt, revealing the gun  tucked inside his waistband. Fucking idiot with no brains. One movement and the thing would hit the pavement with those jeans hanging low. 
 
    Looking to my right, I see Calix roll his eyes, clearly not impressed, even when all the other six guys mimic their leader’s actions. 
 
    “I’m gathering you’re looking for an ol’lady of my club. Seeing as she has no fucking business with you, you’d best run along and cut your pansy ass shit. We’re done here, or the next time you show up will be your last.” Zack’s voice is cold and even.  
 
    Zack doesn’t need an act to impress anyone, his whole appearance is a statement not to fuck with him. Or with every single one of us. We’re standing firm while those punks are bouncing on their feet, unsure what to do. 
 
    Except for two of them. Those two have their hands behind their backs and I notice who they are from their mugshots in the file Casey left back at the clubhouse. All the bad shit that went down involved those two. Even though their faces weren’t fully visible on the camera so they couldn’t be linked to a case directly, I know it’s them.  
 
    They’ve robbed gas stations and killed people in the process. Hell, one beat up an old lady in front of her house because he wanted the fruit she was carrying. I mean, what the actual fuck is wrong with these guys? 
 
    “We’re not done here. My beef is with that bitch because I know she killed my brother. Don’t fucking deny it either. I sent him out to follow up on her when we got word she might be a threat.” The punk sneers while he grabs his piece and takes a step forward.   
 
    He’s still shielded by those two idiots. 
 
    “A threat, huh, James? You saying you sent your younger brother, Jack, out to kill her?” Zack challenges. 
 
    I can’t take this shit. The punk, James, has an amused smile on his face.  
 
    “What was he going to do if she recognizes him, Jamie boy?” I add to Zack’s challenge, drawing the attention toward me. 
 
    Zack chuckles at the way I address him as Jamie boy, openly stating he’s nothing more than a punk making waves. James raises his gun and aims it at me.  
 
    “Handle it the correct way, that’s what,” he sneers. 
 
    “Okay, then…” I chuckle and take another step forward. 
 
    Nothing, absolutely nothing is funny about this. There was a baby in the room when that fucker stepped inside and attacked Orianna. 
 
    In fact. “Did your brother know the woman was pregnant when he pushed her down those stairs and punched her lights out all those months ago?” 
 
    Nothing, no emotion or a hint of care in his gaze. Only satisfaction when he lowers his gun and waves it slightly in front of him as if he’s wiping away a funny comment. 
 
    “Meh, semantics,” James states while those two idiots in front of him laugh. 
 
    Again, Simi’s words flow through my mind. I have nothing like you guys have and yet I’ve got this safe house and nothing to live for. My ol’lady is right, time to step up and show her I’m with her. Except, I’m dead set on proving her wrong about one thing. Decision made. 
 
    “Right. Well…I can say the same about me pulling the trigger and putting a bullet in your brother’s head. That’s right, you were looking in the wrong direction. Guess I need to make sure I have your attention, huh? Focus, Jamie boy. It’s me you’re after.” 
 
    Cold steel fills my palm while I raise my Glock. James’ eyes fill with fury and hatred before he can process what’s happening. Two pops equals two holes, equals two bodies dropping in front of his feet.  
 
    It takes him three breaths to realize I killed his human shield before he stumbles back and jumps in the back of the metallic burgundy, driving off at high speed. His other guys jump in their cars, screeching tires while they drive off. Guess I diverted the attention on Pokey and his family and succeeded in drawing the attention to me, and only me.  
 
    Leaving me to prove one more thing. My ol’lady might think she’s got nothing to live for, but she will soon realize she’s the only thing that keeps me tied to this world. Now we’re really going to need her safe house. Me and her, on full lockdown. Nowhere to go, no place I’d rather be, until confrontation once again prevails. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The problems Sico pulled onto his shoulders will be faced in his story. 
 
    “Sico” Areion Fury MC #5 coming soon. 
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    Excerpt:  
 
    Misguided, Fallen Aces MC #5  
 
    by Max Henry 
 
    “Thanks, Mel.” 
 
    She shrugs, slinging a clean pair of black denim jeans over her arm. “I wouldn’t have achieved anything by lowering myself to your level, would I?” 
 
    Ouch. “What’s that supposed to mean?” 
 
    “It means,” she says slowly, turning to face me. “I could have gone downstairs, found some random guy to suck off, and tried to hurt you like you hurt me, but the truth is” —she sucks her lips to her teeth with a hiss— “I don’t think you would have cared.” 
 
    My nostrils flare, the look I give her so fucking pissed off that she frowns and places a foot to the side, ready to bolt. 
 
    “What?” She shrugs again, making me want to grab her by the shoulders and shake her until all the messed up shit in her head gets back to where it should be.  
 
    “Those lips of yours go anywhere near another man’s junk, I promise it won’t be pretty.” 
 
    I can’t even think straight when I look at her. All I see is the fuck-off eyes she’d be giving that asshole as she dropped to her knees. My fist curls, my forearm aching with the strain. 
 
    “My lips,” she snaps with a bit more sass than necessary, “can go wherever the fuck I please.” She frowns hard, doing that little head wiggle thing chicks do when they’re about to go off. “Why should the rules be different for me than they are for you?” 
 
    “What fuckin’ rules?” I ram my fist into the mattress to save from getting up and smashing it into the wall. 
 
    “You can suck some bitch downstairs, but I’m not allowed to—” 
 
    “Don’t fuckin’ say it again.” I hold a finger up, closing my eyes as I wince. 
 
    Her feet make soft padding noises as she hustles across the floor. Her breath is hot and minty over my face as she leans right in. I don’t dare open my eyes, don’t dare breathe her in too hard in case I snap. 
 
    “Suck. A. Dick,” she murmurs right in my face. “Choke on a cock. Let a man face-fu—” 
 
    My hand’s on her throat before I even fully open my eyes. “Don’t.” 
 
    She still glares at me; her fucking kissable lips an inch from mine. I screwed up, I get it, but it’s not as though I intended on hammering the fucking bitch after I was done. Shit, I don’t think I could have sported a fucking woody if I tried given how much I’d consumed. 
 
    There’s only one woman on my mind right now, and the feel of her pulse beneath my thumb tells me her heart races as hard as mine. 
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