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DEDICATION
The first erotic novel I wrote was Zack. I started writing after I saw a black and white picture of Joshua Sean McCann by FuriousFotog (Golden Czermak). I shared the photograph on my Facebook with the statement that I could write a biker by just one look at this picture. My friends told me; do it. And so I did. One year later to the date, I have Joshua on the cover of book three in that series. “Tyler” no words can express my thanks so I might as well dedicate this book to Golden Czermak & Joshua Sean McCann.
 
 



Christi Durbin
One mind, two bodies. To understand and to be understood. Through the heart and not through the eyes. You always walk with me instead of in front or behind me. Such an honor to call you my friend in every book I release.
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Chapter 01
 
***Tyler***
“Wait!” I yell, picking up my pace as I sprint out of the gym, trying to catch up to Ridley.
I need to talk to her. Up until now I’ve seen her around a few times when the other ol’ladies of the club get together. I mean, I know her and yet I don’t. The only thing I actually do know is that she lives right across from the gym. Seems like I really saw her for the first time just now.
Damn, that’s one hot piece of ass. Her eyes though? I can’t find the words to do them justice. They’re light blue with three up-and-down brown tiger stripes in the left iris and one in the right. One look and she stole my soul. The few times I glanced over to where the ol’ladies of Areion Fury were working out, I only saw a head of raven-black hair. She uses those beautiful locks like a fucking curtain to hide behind, but that shit’s not gonna fly anymore ‘cause now I know what beauty hides beneath.
As always, my brothers were giving me shit, but to everyone’s surprise, she stood up for me. For me. Somehow she knew the meaning behind my inked sleeve of calla lilies on my arm and decided to educate my brothers. She threw out that calla is Greek for magnificent beauty as if it were common knowledge. 
Just like she knew why I chose the placement for my piercings. Fuck. I got the ink and piercings all in one night since I lost a bet with my VP, Dams. The fuckers still hurt but a little pain is worth it.  
The sound of breaking glass catches my attention when a window across the street shatters. Screeching tires and the sound of a revving engine fills the air and I see a car barreling down the street towards Ridley, who is crossing the street. Pushing the ground harder beneath my feet I lunge toward Ridley and wrap my arms around her as the force from my momentum propels us out of the way. 
The car misses us by a few inches, and I twist my body to shield Ridley from impact right before we hit the ground. Hard. My arm and left side scream in pain when we slide across the concrete. The car doesn’t stop or even slow down.  The vehicle speeds up and disappears around the corner just as my brothers and their ol’ladies run to where we’re sprawled on the pavement.
Ridley’s hands are fisted in my shirt and her head is buried deep in the crook of my neck. With the way she’s pressed flush against me, I feel every breath she takes. I’m fucking thankful we’re alive. For me so I can feel, for her to fucking breathe.
My body aches just about everywhere. I stroke her shiny black hair, ignoring the burn all over my skin. I press my lips to the top of her head and murmur, “You okay there, Zorro?”
Still holding on tight, she mumbles, “Who’s Zorro?”
I can’t help but chuckle. Hell, I don’t even know why that slipped out of my mouth; it just kinda did and it suits. “That’s you, gorgeous. Raven black hair as a mask you hide behind…swoop in, save the day, and hightail out. Yeah, that’s a perfect Zorro to me.”
“Zorro is a dude, Rambo.” Her voice carries a hint of annoyance.
“Rambo?” Why would she throw that out?
Now she fucking giggles. “Yeah, Rambo. Going all commando, saving the day… bandana wrapped around your head, always a knife on you.”
I reach out to tilt her head and look her in the eyes, because how the fuck does she know I always carry a knife? I’m prevented from pushing the issue as my brothers and the ol’ladies move in closer around us. I tightly wrap my arms around her to prolong the feel of her body close to mine.
“Oh, God. Are you both okay? I was sure you two were gonna be roadkill. What the fuck happened?” Blue is babbling like an idiot while Nerd squats down next to us.
Ridley’s fists unclench as she flattens her hands against my chest and pushes away.  Slowly climbing to her feet, she reassures everyone. “I’m okay. Really.” 
She glances back at her shop and my gaze shifts to the broken window. When I manage to stand, I can clearly see she’s not okay. Not at all. I can see the shiver running over her, barely noticeable due to the baggy clothes she’s wearing. I don’t think but rather act. Needing to comfort her, I wrap an arm around her waist and pull her against my body. 
I don’t care about the looks the others give me. “She’s clearly still shaky from what went down. Just give her some breathing space, okay?”
Nerd rolls her eyes. “Yeah, let us give her space while you squeeze the hell out of her.”
Like I said, I don’t fucking care. I put my fingers underneath her chin and tilt her head. “You need anything?”
Her eyes close briefly. “No, I just need to call Hank so he can come fix it.” With a deep sigh, she adds, “Again.”
“What the fuck do you mean, again?” I bite out.
She just snuggles into my chest and I feel the need to push her slightly away from my body. Not that I want the distance, but I’m growing major wood with her scent and body wrapped around me. She pats my chest gently before she reaches into her pocket for her phone.
“Aw, shit.” She grumbles.
She holds up her cell to show that the screen is cracked. I reach into my pocket and pull out mine, only to see it’s in the same state as hers. 
She snickers. “Guess we’ve got similar problems, huh?”
Movement catches my eye and I look up to see a person running toward us. “Ridley. Oh, honey. Are you okay, doll? Oh, good Lord almighty, he did it again… didn’t he?”
I say person because yeah. Not really manly and not feminine but maybe fragments from both or some shit. Long dark blond hair and some female features complete with eyeliner or fuck, who the hell knows what kind of makeup. Ridley steps away from me and falls right into the person’s fucking arms. 
My hands itch and it takes all but three fucking seconds for me to taste the blood in my mouth from biting down on my cheek. I cannot stand it one second longer. Grabbing her by the waist, I give a slight pull and he…she…whatever…releases her. I tuck Ridley safely in the crook of my arm while I glare at every single person around me.
The dude… yeah, pretty sure it’s a dude now, lifts his eyebrow. “What’s this, Leyla? Something you want to tell me? Oh, my heavenly, look at you.” 
The guy steps closer and grabs my hand and turns it. I dip my head and see what’s been causing the burning sensation on my upper arm. I must have skidded across the road when I grabbed Ridley and crashed to the ground.
I pull my hand away from his grip. “Who the fuck is Leyla, and who the hell are you?”
His face is still scrunched up and he keeps inspecting my road rash. “Why, that’s our girl, sweet cheeks. That’s the pet name I choose to adore her with anyway. And as for me, I’m Jean LeBlanc. Be sure to twist your tongue into a French corner when you pronounce my name, sweet cheeks. Now, we need to take care of that.” He shakes his palm as if he’s waving in the wind.
“No need, Jean, baby. I’ll take real good care of Tyler.” Everleigh’s voice cuts in, laced with that fake husky tone she always uses.
Everleigh is Brandlee’s sister. She moved here to help out at the tattoo shop Blue, Lynn, and Brandlee own. Lynn, my prez’s sister, cut back on hours and refuses to ink. As a result, Lee called Everleigh, and she practically jumped at the chance to work here.
Turns out, she’s one hell of an artist and kind of a ho. I don’t mean any disrespect, but shit… She’s been in town for like four days and already fucked six of my brothers. Three at the same time, including me. 
Well she kinda gave me one hell of a blowjob. By kinda I mean I only let her suck the mushroom tip while tugging my own dick. With three dudes filling her up at the same time, it’s hard to focus, so I needed to take matters into my own hands or so to say.
That was two days ago. She literally told me she will only be with a guy three times. Mouth, pussy, ass. She made it clear she wanted my dick twice more but the second that slipped out of her mouth, my hairs stood on end and my dick deflated. So no, that’s not gonna happen any time soon. The body stirring in my arms brings my head back into the discussion. 
Ridley turns to face Everleigh. “No need, wenchy. He’s not yours to take care of.”
Holy shit. Did she just? Fuck, yeah! I manage to pull Ridley behind me just in time and raise my arm to ward off the smack Everleigh was going to give my girl. The blow hurts like fucking hell since my dumbass raised the arm with the road rash making her hit bulls fucking eye.
“You heard her, wenchy. Piss the fuck off.” I growl while shooting a quick glance at my arm that’s now burning and throbbing like crazy.
“What the fuck is going on here?” Brandlee’s voice booms out.
Zack steps forward. “Enough. Everleigh, Brandlee, back to fucking business. Dams, Nerd, could you wait here a sec? The rest of you, head back to the clubhouse.”
He reaches for his ol’lady, Blue, and holds her close. Glancing around, I can tell he’s going to speak up some more, but the dude…Jean something… steals his wind.
“All right, y’all. I’ll call Hank so the window will be fixed in a jiffy. Leyla, could you be a doll and bandage your man up? Upstairs? Back in the shop? In bed, wherever.” He waves a hand in front of him as if he was Cleopatra shaking off her servants. 
The fuck? I’ve had enough of this shit. Smashing a heavy workout at the gym, almost getting hit by a car and now this shit. I’m done. I need a shower and a bed, preferably both with Ridley in it. 
I keep my eyes locked with the dude. “You got this shit handled?” A tight nod and a creepy smile is all I need. “Good. You can walk across the street to either the gym or the tattoo shop. Both know how to get a hold of me. I’m taking our girl.”
I don’t even wait for a fucking response. I turn to leave and Ridley has no other option but to come with me since I’ve got my arm wrapped around her. I walk to my bike that’s parked across the street in front of the gym. 
“Wait here a sec.” Again, I don’t wait for a reply but jog into the gym real fast to retrieve my bag and stash my hoodie inside before I tuck it into one of the saddle bags. I take out my helmet and place it on her head, snapping the strap beneath her chin.
When I straddle my bike, I don’t even have to say a thing because before I can even look over I feel her body wrapped tight against my back. Glancing over my shoulder, I let her know. “Hold on tight.”
It takes over an hour to get to my house, which is the main reason why I have a room at the clubhouse. Actually, I don’t exactly live in my own house, I just come here to pick shit up and leave. My mom stayed here with a nurse, until she totaled my cars for the zillionth time.
I knew it wasn’t safe for her to keep living here but fuck, I didn’t want to place her in a home. It felt like I was shoving her away but deep down I knew, just like everyone told me, she needed it. A home was the best way to keep her safe and it’s good for her to be with others. 
She’s having an amazing time and is cared for properly. I still visit her as often as I can but every time I’m there, she keeps an eye on her watch as if she can’t fucking wait for me to leave. I don’t know how I feel about that but in the end it shows how content she is living there.
I make the last turn and my house comes into view. Not that I’m ashamed or something, but it’s always an internal struggle to see how people react when they get to know this part of me.
The part where I own a huge fucking house, three cars and three bikes in the garage, a pool, two horses, and millions in the bank. Yeah, I don’t care for that shit. Others do though.  They care a lot and it seems like once they know, they act differently around me. No one really knows about this shit. I joined Areion Fury because it’s a brotherhood, no matter where you come from or who you are. We’re the same; no judgement, no expectations. Family, that’s what counts.
I stop near the gate and pull down a lid. Placing my hand on the scanner inside, the red line scans my hand and the gate opens. There’s also an option to punch in a code, but I always use the scanner. After closing the lid, I guide the bike through the gate as it closes behind us.
Reaching for my keys, I press a button on my key fob so the garage door opens. I park in between my two other bikes. Tapping my hand against her thigh, she gets my message and steps off.
When I swing my leg off the bike and turn to face her, I see she’s admiring my cars. Yeah, kinda hard not to since there’s a Lamborghini Veneno and an Aston Martin One-77.  Two beautiful pieces of machinery respectively worth about four point five million and close to two million dollars. Toss a bright blue Jeep Wrangler in there too. And oh, yeah… I did have a fourth one, an SUV, except for the fact that my mother totaled it against a tree a few weeks ago. 
“Who lives here?” Her voice is barely a whisper.
Yeah, figured as much, with my young looks she might think I live at home with my parents. Shit, moment of truth. I turn myself to completely face her so I can see her reaction. Body language is hard to fake. She’s wearing a judgmental look and is trying to hide a bit of disgust on her face. That’s a fucking first. Slightly taken back by her expression I lay it all out for her.
“It’s all mine. One lucky lottery ticket three years ago. Huge life changer. I made a few good investments so I’m solid. But yeah, it’s all mine. I’m rich as fuck, blah, fucking blah.” Her eyes fill with… relief and turn into amusement? 
What the fuck is that all about?  She’s on a fucking rollercoaster ride of expressions which makes it damn hard to get a good read on her. I know for sure she’s not a money-hungry bitch like most are the second they smell mountains of cash around me, though. She looks almost irritated by it.
I shake my head to clear away my thoughts as I place a hand on the small of her back and guide her to the door that leads to the kitchen. Making a stop near the refrigerator, I toe-off my boots. In the corner of my eye, I see Ridley grab one of her sneakers in both hands and rip it off before she lets it fall to the ground, and then does the same thing with the other foot.
Stepping around her, I head to the cabinet that houses the first aid kit.  Swinging the door shut after grabbing the container I turn and walk in the direction of the living room. Hearing soft footsteps behind me, I’m aware she’s following me.
Dropping myself on the couch, I place the first aid kit next to me while I shrug off my cut and peel off my tank. Digging around in the kit, I find some antiseptic wipes and brace myself to clean my arm.
Before I can touch the wipe to my arm, it’s ripped from my hand. “Here, let me do that.” 
Ridley slides the items on the couch away, making room for her to sit next to me. She grabs some gloves and slides them on before she grasps my arm and starts to clean the dirt from my road rash. I don’t even feel the sting because I’m lost when I look at her.
She’s so fucking beautiful. The tender expression on her face is enhanced by her pale skin with slightly pink cheeks. I’m sure she’s not wearing any makeup and somehow she looks fucking perfect.  Small nose with puffy lips… the color reminds me of raspberries.
Just as I’m leaning in to find out if her lips happen to taste like raspberries, she shifts and reaches for the antibiotic cream.  She delicately dabs it on before she covers the wound with a bandage.
“There, all taken care of.” Ridley’s breath hitches as her eyes lock with mine.
Fuck. Should I just mention my dick is throbbing like my fucking arm and needs to be taken care of too? What feels like minutes, but is most likely mere seconds passes before she reaches inside of her pocket and grabs… lip balm. I watch how she slides it over those magical lips before she rubs them together. 
The moment she puts the cap back on and tucks it away, the tantalizing scent of raspberry hits my nose. Enough with this shit. My hand cups the back of her neck, pulling her toward me in slow motion. Leaning forward, I hover above her mouth to take in the fragrance that hits my nose.
I allow her time to stop me if she chooses not to go beyond this point. I need to make sure. “When my mouth hits yours, I’m not going to stop until you chant my name as your pussy clenches to the beat. Am I clear?”
“I’m not going to settle for anything less, so I hope you live up to those words, Rambo.” She tells me while her gaze is fixed on my mouth.
 



Chapter 02
 
***Ridley***
 
Oh. My. God. Is this really happening?  It is. His tongue, his mouth, his hands. Licking, kissing, stroking. Talk about fantasy shifting to reality. 
My apartment is above my store, right across from the gym. I have the perfect view to watch his ass walk in and out the front door. Yes, I totally do that. I have no shame either.  It’s totally acceptable being a stalker if you appreciate from afar. Right? 
Back at the gym just now I couldn’t resist… I had to stand up for him. I’ve seen and heard those other guys pulling his leg all the time and I just couldn’t take it. Not with me standing there. Then he turns around and saves me…
His tongue brings me back to the present. And wow, it’s pierced. I’ve never kissed a guy who had his tongue pierced. The barbell is a strange but exciting sensation. The way he dominates my mouth is empowering, like we’re feeding off each other’s energy, craving more.
Now that I’m making my fantasy a reality and riding on the energy that’s flowing off him in waves, I feel bold. I push him away, making him draw back slightly. A questionable look slides over his face for only a moment. I guide him back until his back hits the couch. Swinging my leg over his thighs, I straddle him, sinking onto his lap. My hands roam over his naked chest.
Both of his nipples are pierced. Oh, sweet heaven. Leaning forward, I swipe my tongue over his left nipple. Savoring his slightly salty taste, I softly blow out a breath, and I watch it harden even more before I cover it with my mouth and bite down slightly. His hands roam my back, one sliding down to the waistband of my yoga pants. Sweat. Shit. The gym. No shower. I worked up a sweat and probably stink. Dammit. 
I pull my mouth away and grab his wrist preventing his hand from disappearing into my pants. “Stop.”
He growls and his fingers press deeper into my skin. “I warned you. No backing out now, Zorro.”
“I’m not backing out.” Frustrated by my own words. “Just delayed a few minutes…or we need to move this to the shower since I really need one right now.”
The idiot chuckles. “You’re already so hot that you need a cold shower?”
Thumb, finger, nipple, twist.
“Ouch.” He grabs his nipple and holds his grin in place.
“I had a good workout and build up a sweat so I need a shower. Not a cold one, I hate cold water.” There. I’m not at all embarrassed; I mean… it’s different when you build up a sweat together. But to get all down on each other when you’re covered in old sweat, um, yeah, no…that’s a whole other matter.
His hand slips into my hair and he tightens it into a fist. “Listen up, my black-haired goddess… This is going to be hard and fast so I don’t fucking care right now. You’re gonna ride me and get that mouth of yours latched back on my piercings… nipple or tongue your choice. When we both explode and we can move again, we’ll hit the shower. No need for that now. Because right now, we fuck. You’re gonna impale yourself on my cock, so unzip my pants and unleash me.”
I swallow as if I need to consume his words. Becoming aware of the flood of wetness between my legs, I make fast work of unbuckling his belt.
He tugs at my hair, forcing me to look into his eyes. “Are you on the pill? Clean? I’m always covered up and got a clean bill of health.”
Nodding slowly, taking in what he just said.
“I need the words, Ridley. We’re going to be fucking bare unless you’re not comfortable, then I’ll grab a condom.”
Within seconds, I set his dick free, he falls out and I wrap my fingers around the hard thick length of him. Soft skin with deep veins wrapped around it pulses in my hand. Hot. So hot. Stroking gently, I feel a Jacob’s ladder piercing running all the way down to his balls.
He hisses through his teeth. “Fuck, that’s the reason I asked about the fucking bare. One should wait weeks before having sex when you get pierced. It’s been a while since I’ve felt the inside of a pussy. So fucking thankful you’re the first to actually enjoy all those piercings, Zorro.”
My hand releases him and I jump off his lap. He growls in frustration and thrusts the hand that was fisted in my hair a few seconds ago, through his own hair. 
“Fuck, Ridley.” He releases a deep sigh as he stares at his pierced navel.
Shucking my yoga pants off in seconds, I don’t give him a chance to say another word.  I drop my bare knees back down on either side of his legs and wrap my hand around his dick. I guide him to my entrance and slam down, taking him deep inside me in one stroke.
“Christ, you’re tight.” His nails dig deep into my thighs, holding me in place.
I don’t spare him a moment to catch his breath or hold back his orgasm. I’m feeling a burn from stretching to accommodate him and I need to relieve it. Sliding up and crashing down hard, I repeat the action while my boobs bounce beneath my sweater. Thankful I’m still wearing my sports bra so there’s enough support to prevent them from hitting his face.
“Stop.” He growls.
“I warned you. Live up to your words, Rambo.” I reply in a singsong voice.
He throws his head back and laughs that I just threw his own words back in his face.
When his lustful gaze lands back on me, he reaches for my sweater and pulls it over my head.
“What the fuck is that?” He asks with awe in his voice.
I look down to check what he’s admiring. My boobs are quite big and they are the main reason I wear baggy clothes. The sports bra I’m wearing I found online and is actually one that had a shower of recommendations. Half of them were about the amount of support during activities, which by the way I just encountered with the bouncing… and the other for its sexiness.
There are six straps caging my boobs with a zipper in between. His hands reach for it and he frees my girls, sliding the straps along each arm and throwing the bra over his shoulder while his eyes are glued to my chest.
A strangled noise slips from his lips and it makes me feel insecure. I move to pull my arms up in an attempt to cover myself. He takes both of my wrists and knocks them away so I’m yet again on full display for him.
He takes a deep breath. “Hello, boobies. I’m your new owner. I plan to knead, suck and fuck you two for many moons to come. Right now though, I just need you two in my face while the body that’s attached to you rides my cock.”
Oh.
My. 
God.
Without a second thought, I pick up my rhythm while he buries his head between my boobs. His hands tighten on my ass as he tilts his hips every time I come down. His row of piercings rub me with every stroke. I can’t describe the feeling, other than intense. 
Sweat trickles down my back and the burn in my legs from supporting myself is forgotten the moment I feel my orgasm building. 
“Fuck, Z. I’m close… you need to…I… Oh, fuuuuuuuuuck.” Tyler’s head falls back and his hips rise.  His hands hold me in place, his fingernails digging deep as his cum shoots deep inside.
All of this culminates and I erupt with flashes of pleasure shooting at light speed through my body. From my toes to the tip of my nose, pleasure like no other is overwhelming me as I fall forward on his chest. Both panting hard, we struggle to settle our racing heartbeats.
Two hands frame my face as I’m pulled up from his sticky chest. Tyler places his forehead against mine. “That… was fucking amazing.”
“Mmhmmm,” Okay, I meant that as a word but it probably sounded more like a moan.
He indulges me with a lazy wet kiss and I feel him grow hard inside me. “We either start up again or hit the fucking shower so we can get into bed afterward.
“Shower.” I mumble into his mouth while I push off and try to find my clothes that are scattered all over the living room floor. 
I look back to find him watching my bare ass as I bend over. He flashes me a grin that basically says; ‘I don’t care, it’s mine so I’ll enjoy the fuck out of it.’ 
My gaze travels to his arm. “You can’t shower.” 
Glancing to the bandage on his arm, he nods in agreement. “Yeah, you’re probably right about that. I’ll take a quick bath while I watch you shower. How does that sound?”
“Like we need to hurry so you can get back inside me.” Dammit. I might need to leave this house before I sound like a two-dollar ho offering her ass for free as long as she can work her corner.
My gaze lowers. Slightly embarrassed I admire my toes, letting my hair shield my face. “Never mind, I need to go anyway… I’ll just.” 
“No.” Again with the growling. “Don’t ever feel any fucking shame with me when you speak your mind. I value honesty. Especially if you want my dick. Or my mouth or fingers for that matter.”
He stalks around the couch and grabs a hold of my chin, tilting my face so my hair falls from my face. His mouth is just a breath away from me. “I’m not done with you, and won’t be any fucking time soon. So don’t even think of leaving; this house or me. For today, you can grab a shirt of mine, but underneath… I want nothing but your naked ass. I’ll order some clothes online or anything else you might need, so there’s nothing…”
Needing to get away, I pull my chin from his grasp. “I don’t want your money. I can buy my own things, thank you very much.” 
“Stop. Right fucking now. Tell me what the fuck I did wrong here?” He snarls, his body language telling me he’s furious. Standing in front of me, blocking the only way out of here.
Instead of being frightened I’m actually fine with him being mad, because I am too. “Get out of my way. I don’t have to explain myself. You don’t own me or need to take care of me. I’ve been doing that since the day I turned eighteen and opened my shop. Normally, the guys, or let me refer to them as leaches, latch on to me and expect a fuck and some money. Excuse me when I feel fucking weird when someone actually offers me money after the fucking.”
Shit, shit, shit. Me and my mouth. I can’t even… Without much effort, I step around a stunned Tyler, and head for the door. I’m almost in the clear when I’m spun around and my back hits the wall. Startled, I drop my clothes. Yes, I was going to leave the house naked.
“Who the fuck did this shit to you? Do not leave any name out because I will find out one way or another. And then I’ll hunt every mother-fucking last scumbag on that fucking list and beat the ever-loving-shit out of them for doing something so vile and inhuman to you. Now start talking.” Tyler’s eyes are spitting fire.
I know the heat is not directed at me. He’s got a hand wrapped around my neck and it’s tight, but his thumb is stroking me softly.
“Shit. I didn’t think, okay? Never mind, it happened a long time ago. I don’t want to talk about it. I’m just going to go now.” I’m slightly panicking at this point. Why in the hell am I here again? Oh man, I seriously need to get my head back on straight.
“You’re not leaving. We came here to take care of my arm and to talk. So we’re going to talk after we get cleaned up. Maybe that will give you the time you need to calm down, but you will tell me everything. About those fucked-up guys and about what the hell is going on with throwing shit through the window of your store. And don’t leave out that a fucking car tried to run you over. Because it’s clear as fuck that all of these things are aimed at you. Now move that bare ass into my shower and relax, Zorro. Let me take care of you.”
I struggle to swallow back my tears. When I feel a streak of wetness on my cheek, I know I’m failing miserably. 
“Hey now, I’ve got you. Anything you need; money, a roof, a shoulder to fucking cry on, my dick…” 
This makes me snort. Not a very lady like reaction, but his chuckle warms the center of my chest.
“Thank you.” I softly reply.
He just smiles, grabs my wrist and leads the way to the bathroom.
 



Chapter 03
 
***Tyler*** 
 
I’m lying on my bed with Ridley curled around me. After I cleaned up real quick, I called to order a pizza while she was still enjoying her shower. We ate in silence, and then I dragged her to my bedroom to lie down and watch a movie. Well, that was the goal anyway. Ridley lasted about five minutes before she crashed into a deep sleep. I turned the television off and closed my eyes, enjoying her steady breathing beside me.
Glancing at the clock on the wall, my fuzzy brain tells me that I slept for about eight hours. My gorgeous Zorro is still deep in dreamland, but when I study her face, I realize it’s not as peaceful as it should be. My observation is confirmed when her leg kicks out and she jolts away, pushing herself upright in one sweep.
“Easy now.” I don’t make any attempt to grab her like I want to and hold her tight.
I reach out and softly stroke her arm. The fierce look in her eyes tells me she hasn’t shaken the dream, or fucking nightmare, that haunted her sleep. Stroking is all I do as the seconds tick by. Finally, with a deep sigh, she crumbles back to the mattress, draping half of her body over mine.
I softly brush the black strands from her face. Tilting her head softly, I find her eyes. “You okay?”
Her fingers circle my nipple, trying to distract me, I’m sure. “Yeah, am now.”
Raising my upper body, she slides off me as I tower over her. My gaze falls to her lips, and I lick mine in anticipation. Closing the distance, I cover her mouth with mine. I watch her eyes flutter closed and mine follow suit. It’s like an electric pulse shoots through my body the second we connect. It’s enticing, addictive, a need that overcomes me. The need to possess and claim.
At last when our lips drift apart, all we do is stare at each other in comfortable silence.
It hasn’t even been twenty-four-fucking hours and I’m pussy whipped. I should be freaking the fuck out, except… I’m not. All I feel is fierce protectiveness. That and a twitch of jealousy and I need to get that shit out of the way.
I slowly push out the words so it doesn’t come out as a growl. Something I’ve been doing a lot around her. “What’s the deal between you and that… Jean?” 
She giggles. “Jean? Oh Jean LeBlanc. Quite the character, isn’t he?”
Ignoring the non-answer she just gave me, my voice carries a hint of steel when I ask again. “Tell me.”
“A good friend of mine.” That’s all she gives me before she tries to push me away. The jealousy must be showing on my face and it might be scaring her off.
So now I actually do fucking growl. “That’s all I get?”
She struggles underneath me and I let her loose. She leaps off the bed and looks back. “Yes, that’s all you get. Jack White is my one and only friend. Blue, Lynn and Nerd are working their way further into my circle every time we meet but yeah. That’s all you get since I don’t owe you one fucking thing. I just met you; we’re not even friends.” She seethes. 
“Who the fuck is Jack White and for fuck’s sake, let’s get one thing fucking straight right the fuck now. We’re more than fucking friends. You and me, one on one, together. Anything less is unacceptable.”
“We’re not one on one, together. So accept that it’s less because I won’t accept more. And Jack White is Jean LeBlanc. He likes the French version of his name, gives it more allure. Or so he says.” She shrugs her shoulders.
“The fucker likes bells and shit, even adds some to his fucking name… figures.” I mumble as things turn over in my head. “And for fuck’s sake… You’re mine. You can have all the time you might need to get to the point where I already seem to be right now. It took me less than twenty-four hours, but there isn’t a fucking doubt in my mind. So I might as well warn you; you’re not getting rid of me any time soon.”
“Watch my ass.” And with that, she leaves the fucking room with my eyes pinned to those two round cheeks taunting me, while she makes her point.
Just as I’m about to start my pursuit after that naked ass, the doorbell rings. Quickly jogging down the hall naked, I hit the button to open the gate. Strolling back, I reach for my sweats, digging around in the bundle on a chair in the corner. Yeah, I have a chair with clothing draped across since I’m that basic and don’t care about the mess but don’t want my shit on the floor.
Just before I leave the room, I check my left ankle, where my knife is strapped. Yeah…gotta soothe the OCD tendencies before they flare into full blown panic mode. I grab my robe that’s hanging on the back of the door and then go after her. 
Ridley is franticly searching for her clothes. She won’t find them though since I washed them for her late last night and they’re still in the dryer.
“Cover that ass. I’ll watch it some more later. For now, I need to answer the door and I don’t share.” Throwing the robe at her, she catches it and puts it on just as I swing the door open.
To my surprise it’s not Twitch but Pokey standing on my front porch. He’s such a big dude that when he pushes the bag he’s holding into my chest it propels me backwards.
“I can’t take it anymore, Ty. It’s driving me insane.” He rubs his hands over his stubble-covered head. “She’s burned into my brain. The moment I close my eyes… a fucking movie man. White skin, pink slick pussy lips, delicate fluff of dark hair on her mound. When I look up into her light caramel eyes, filled with need. She saw me, Ty… Me, and she wanted me. It’s a time loop, a fucking torturous repeat of the few minutes I had with her. Fuck me and my photographic memory. It’s so vivid I can taste her in my mouth when I close my damn eyes and it’s killing me.”
“And yet suddenly my problems don’t sound so bad after all.” Ridley mumbles and Pokey’s head shoots up.
“Fuck. You didn’t just hear that. You fucking forget what I said, right the fuck now, you hear?” Pokey takes a menacing step forward.
I grab him by his cut to set him straight. “Don’t talk to her that way, asshole. Leave if you can’t respect me or my woman.”
His eyes ping-pong between me and Ridley. He throws his hands up in the air and bellows, "Fuuuuuck. Not you too, man. Fucking hell, you’ve been patched in for what, a fucking second? And you’ve already got yourself a fucking ol’lady? How the fuck is that even fucking fair?”
“Uhmm, you sure use the word fuck a lot, don’t you? For someone so highly intelligent it’s quite the contradiction. And… what’s an ol’lady? If you mean I’m his girlfriend, you’re mistaken. We just met and I was about to leave.” Ridley fiddles with the belt of her robe.
“What part of fucking ‘forget what I said’ did you not understand? I don’t have a brain and even if I did, I never use it. It’s part of who I am. Stick the fuck around and you will fucking see, bitch.” Before he can finish the word bitch, my fist connects with his jaw and his head whips back.
“The fuck did you do that for?” Pokey strokes his jaw.
“Because you didn’t seem to fucking hear me when I told you not to disrespect me and my woman, in my own fucking house.” I snarl.
A hand slides over my shoulder and Ridley’s delicate voice rings out. “Let’s sit down and have coffee. I need coffee. Besides, Pokey came here for a reason…” She turns her attention to him. “And since I know… but won’t tell, so stop frowning at me… maybe I can give you some of my girly advice. Unless you’re going to talk about her female parts again, then I’m definitely out of here.”
“No, I’m good. Just a laps of insanity. I’m gonna go now.” Pokey turns and heads for the door.
“Ooooh no you don’t.” Ridley reaches out and grabs his bicep.
“Sit down and talk, mister. Right now or I’ll let Tyler hit you again.” She adds.
Pokey chuckles. “Can I just state the obvious that I have a history in the ring? MMA all the way, sugar. So the way he just clocked me is like a fucking brush of a feather. One punch from me and he’s out cold. Get the idea?”
“What? That you can piss about a mile further than he can because your dick’s got a better aim?” Ridley’s got a straight face, like she didn’t just blurt that shit out.
The both of us are still staring at her. Speechless.
“Alrighty then… I’m gonna go look for the kitchen and make some coffee.” She spins around and strolls in the right direction.
“Come on, man.” I slap Pokey on the shoulder and we both stalk toward the kitchen after her. 
Walking through the kitchen I toss the bag on the table, and then head into the living room to grab both of our crushed phones. I called Twitch last night and ordered him to bring two new iPhones over. Fuck, I love not being a prospect anymore. Wait…
“What happened with Twitch? I clearly ordered him to bring this shit to me but you’re here instead.” Pulling one of the iPhones from the box, I start to activate it so all the information transfers automatically to this one. After I’m done, I grab the other one and slide it over to Ridley.
“He’s in my room. Cleaning. Probably dodging Fuzzbutt.” Pokey grabs one of the cookies that Ridley just placed on the table and shoves it into his mouth.
“Bet he’s focused more on Fuzzbutt than cleaning.” Smiling at the thought, I reach for a cookie but it’s pulled beyond my reach by Ridley.
“Who’s Fuzzbutt and why would Twitch be avoiding him?” She asks, eyeing both me and Pokey.
Pokey steals the cookies, hands me one, and then grabs another for himself. “That would be my cat. She’s adorable, but only to me. She hates everyone and everything. Hides in my room. Pretty little thing, ain’t she?” 
He winks at me and the fucker shoves a cookie in his mouth while I try like shit to keep the crumbs in my mouth. His cat ain’t adorable. She’s got scars, hairless patches, and is missing an eye and an ear. The only fur left is on her butt, hence the name. Pokey found her dying on the side of the road after she was hit by a car. He spent three weeks carrying the kitten around until it was strong enough to pull through. She was just a few weeks old but that didn’t seem to matter to him.
“That’s so sweet. She must love you very much.” Ridley beams at Pokey.
Pokey shrugs his shoulders. With a mouth full of cookie, he replies. “Thought it was the only pussy I’d ever love, until I tasted that fucking Spiky.”
Ridley swats Pokey on the biceps. “Stop with the sex referrals and a little more detail on the other shit. Now, who’s Spiky?”
He wipes his mouth with the back of his hand. “Spiky is what I nicknamed her since she looks like the human version of Spike Frost.”
 “Oooooo, for real? A frost-talented fairy and one of Periwinkle’s friends, nice. Does she actually look like her or more of a hint of the visual?” Ridley’s reply makes Pokey shoulders go back and he stands up a little straighter like he’s proud or some shit. Or just maybe because for the first time he’s talking to someone who actually knows who the fuck he’s comparing her to.
“Like she walked straight out of the television.” He closes his eyes and I’m sure he’s envisioning her right now. His eyes are filled with sadness when he opens them back up which confirms that I was right.
“It’s complicated. She let me pop her cherry in a fucking bathroom. Her family arranged for her to be part of a business deal. Since they didn’t have a son, she was considered useless to them so they picked their own son-in-law. That asshole only wanted her because she was a fucking virgin. So she de-virgined herself so to speak by using me. Using… I’m sure she sees it like that since the women of Areion Fury keep telling me to be patient. That she needs to work through this on her own… I am trying… but… it’s not like… I mean… I can’t fuck or even think of any other pussy. I whack off twelve fucking times a day and it’s still not enough. I need her. I’m going insane. I need…” Pokey shakes his head.
How high and proud he stood a moment ago is the polar opposite of how low and defeated he’s crumbled into right now. 
Ridley skirts around the table and rubs his back. “I’m sure it will all get figured out. Why don’t you try and reach out again? Or write her a letter, or something? Have you let her know how you feel about all of this?” 
 Pokey’s face light up as if he was a three year old that’s got a lollipop waved in front of his face.
“That’s brilliant.” His arms circle my woman’s waist and he hoists her up into the air.
She squeaks while I grab him hard by his shoulder. “Put my woman down, right fucking now, Pokey.”
Ridley slides down until her feet hit the floor. Pokey’s gaze finds mine. “Sorry, Ty. Got a little carried away there. Didn’t mean anything. Just wanted to thank her, I mean… I need to go. I have to write a letter. I need to think about what to put in there.”
“Can I give you one piece of advice?” Ridley waits till Pokey focuses his attention back on her. “Don’t mention the jerking off. Keep it to your feelings and what she means to you.”
 “You really think so?” Pokey’s face is serious and Ridley just stares at him, like she’s trying to figure him out.
“Last piece of advice for today.” She says. “When it’s just me and you, leave the dumbass Pokey at the door. Clear?” He looks like he’s fucking pouting but the hint of the left side of his mouth coming up tells a whole different story.
Ridley’s activated phone starts to buzz like crazy. She grabs the thing and it seems like messages are pouring in. We both watch as her whole face turns white. A few finger slides later, it turns red. Then she just clicks it off and looks at me.
“I want to get dressed now; where did you put my clothes?” There’s a smile on her face and yet it doesn’t quite reach her eyes.
“Laundry room, down the hall.” I point her in the right direction and she sets off to the dryer.
Pokey leans in closer to me. “Something’s up. You need to keep an eye on her. Especially with all the shit that went down last night.” 
I cut him off. “You caught that too, huh? Did Zack mention something, anything?”
“Fix your phone. You’ll see a message calling church in three hours. He put Nerd on the case, or let me rephrase; Nerd went nuts and dove head-first into her computer to gather as much intel as she could find. Good thing Nerd is her friend and her loyalties lie with us. Although Nerd will hurt Ridley’s feelings doing this shit, I’m sure… fucking trust issues, boundaries being crossed and friendship fucking girly shit.” 
I know exactly what Pokey means, but I begrudgingly side with Nerd “No fucking choice. We will all back up Nerd. I mean, come the fuck on. Windows getting trashed multiple times and almost getting run over by a fucking car? That’s a fucking life or death thing that trumps friendship lines. This shit needs to be sorted out.”
Pokey groans and rubs a hand over his stubble again just as Ridley, now fully dressed in yesterday's clothes, walks back into the kitchen. 
“Hey…” Her eyes find mine. ”So, um. Thanks for saving my life and... um, I’ll pay you back for the phone. I need to get to my store and take care of a few things. Nice to meet you. And thanks for the way you took care of me.” Glancing around me, she speaks to Pokey. “And nice to meet you. Oh, and remember… no sex talk in the letter, okay?” 
He chuckles and agrees.
“Okay, well… Thanks… and.” She fiddles and looks slightly uncomfortable, and that shit bugs the hell out of me.
“Yeah, you said thanks a few times already. Yesterday too.” Before I can finish my sentence she steps forward.
“Yeah, when I fucked you. That’s pretty much a nice way to say thanks. I know.” She giggles and it sounds so fucking fake. The three times I’ve heard her giggle do not fucking compare to this one. 
“So… there’s nothing left for me to do, other than leave. I’ll give the money for the phone to Nerd and she’ll make sure you get it.” Her face now carries a fake smile to go with her goodbye.
I take a step forward and fucking try like hell to keep my anger out of my voice. “You’re not leaving, Zorro. I’m going to stick right beside you until we get this shit sorted out.” 
Fear flashes in her eyes right before anger kicks in. “No, you won’t. I’ll deal with it myself. You don’t have anything to do with this. He’ll stop when I give him some cash, so problem solved.”
She turns and heads for the door. Not. Fucking. Happening.
“Stop. Right. The. Fuck. Now.” I thunder and she freezes. 
Circling around her, I grab her chin and gently tilt her head. “Who is he and why the fuck are you giving him cash?”
Fire burns in her eyes as she rips her chin from my thumb and finger. “He is none of your business. Just like me and my money. I’m leaving. You can’t keep me here and you sure as hell aren’t coming with me. Am I making myself clear, Rambo? Or do I need to poke you with that knife you’ve got strapped to your ankle?” 
How the fuck does she know I have my knife strapped to my ankle? “That’s twice you’ve mentioned my knife. How do you know about it?”
She shrugs her shoulder. “I just do. Now get out of my face because I’ve got nothing more to say to you.” She pushes against my chest and steps around me.
Right when I’m about to lose my shit, Pokey grabs my shoulder. “Breathe before you fuck this up.” He whispers low enough, just for my ears.
“Hang on there, sugar, I’m going to give you a lift.” Pokey tries to shift around me too but right when he makes his move I grunt.
“She’s not getting on the back of your bike.” His head moves slightly back as if I’d hit him with my words.
“The only other ass that’s allowed to warm my bike belongs to Spiky. I’ve got the tow truck with me since I’m on call, asswipe.” He looms over me to make his statement clear.
Not knowing what else to do, I let them leave my fucking house with just a nod. I have no other choice but to grab a change of clothes and head to the clubhouse. I need to fucking know what the hell is going on with her. Right the fuck now.
 



Chapter 04
 
***Ridley***
 
“Did the shipment come in yet?” Yes, that’s the first thing that comes out of my mouth when my feet cross over the threshold. I’m not in the mood for sunshine and freaking rainbows or wishing someone a good day.
Used to my attitude, Jean doesn’t even lift his head from the comic book that’s got his attention. I’m sure it’s Spiderman since that’s his favorite Marvel. “And hello to you too, lovely. I hoped you would be in a better mood today, you know, after receiving a few orgasms and all. Or did the handsome biker not pull through?” He finally looks up with a smug smile on his face.
“Did you pay Hank, or will he be sending an invoice?” I tilt my head, waiting for him to answer me. I totally ignore the Tyler comments since that needs to be buried deep. I’m not gonna discuss or even think about it. 
He mimics my action and raises his eyebrow. “How. Many. Orgasms?”
I scowl while waving my index finger at him. “You didn’t bother answering my question first so why on earth would I answer yours?”
“Shipment came in a half hour ago and I paid Hank on the spot. Now. My turn. How many and was he good? Thick cock that barely fit? Come on, Miss Sass, a man needs to know these things.” 
Jean is weird. I’ve known him for years and yet I still don’t know if he’s into guys, girls, both, or just loves himself. Frankly, I couldn’t care less. He’s one hell of a guy and I can spill my deepest, darkest secrets, call him in the middle of the night to bury a body, or cry over the last bite of peanut butter. He’s my favorite person.
“Yes to orgasms, handsome biker, great cock and comforting snuggles. Can we skip the formalities and get to work?” I let out a deep breath because it hurts to throw it out there. Tyler was amazing but that was my one and only time.
The messages my brother sends me are getting more ridiculous and with everything that’s going on?  Yeah, it’s not safe for me or those around me, so I am not getting into anything. I’ve lusted after Tyler for a while now and when he was right there in front of me, I couldn’t help myself. Dream, reality. Yeah, not a hard decision to make. Now? Right now? The distance I’ve created, by pushing him away, means the time to be selfish has passed and I need to focus on my business.
“Sooo, great cock, was it?” A voice filled with laughter comes from my right.
Spinning my gaze in that direction, I see Nerd standing inside the door. She’s wearing her usual strange combination of clothes. Knee high rainbow socks, black skirt and pink shirt. Did I mention pigtails? And, dammit to hell and back. “What in God’s name are you doing here?”
“Oooooh no, you don’t. Come on, you knew I’d swing by to get my order. Remember? So. You and Tyler, Ty and you. You and his great cock.” Dammit. If she smiles more, I’m sure half of her head will fall off and bounce a few times before it stills on the floor.
I rub both hands over my face. “Ugh, this is sooooo not happening.” I grumble.
“Oh, but it did. He did. Taw your puddy tat, that is.” Jean giggles. Great, when he starts to quote Tweety… it’s time to run and hide.
“Okay, that’s it, enough already. It was a one-time deal, okay? I got my rocks off and so did he.  It was a great, monumental fucking, but that’s all it was. I don’t have time for, nor do I want, a relationship or fuckbuddy or whatever. Now, if you two could just drop it.” I glare at Jean and Nerd. “I can check the shipment for Nerd and everything can go back to normal.”
They both act shocked and thank God they’ve shut up. I make my way to the storage room and check the boxes to find Nerd’s order. I walk back out front and place the comics on the counter in front of Jean.
“Can you please ring up the sale? I need to run upstairs and make a few calls before I log into the computer and place a few orders, okay?” He shoots me a smile and a nod before I hightail out of there, up the stairs, and into my apartment.
Once I close the door, I can hardly squeeze between the boxes and the walls. Shame fills me. This is the very reason I didn’t want Tyler coming here, or anyone for that matter. I’m sure if the fire department paid me a visit… my whole house would be labeled as uninhabitable living conditions. I mean, even my shower is filled with piles and piles of boxes filled with comics.
People consider it junk, paper. Some might even label me as a hoarder…but most of the items are collectables; rare editions. I’ve been collecting for as long as I can remember and almost every single piece is in mint condition. I started this business years ago with my brother. It was my idea, but as with most major things in life, I needed someone to help me. 
It was my passion, my collection, my know-how, but I couldn’t do everything myself.  My brother was there to help carry stuff and assist with running the store.  Most of the stuff I get is available online but occasionally someone will contact me so I have to head on over in person. 
My brother never wanted to work for anything in his life but he thought it would be a fast way to make cash. Within three months of opening he was sick of the long days working in the store and he told me to give him half of the profit and double it to buy him out. So basically, all of the profit, twisting words to make it sound like he wasn’t snatching it all away.
The asshole. I mean really, it was all me. He did nothing. On paper I was the owner, me. He was there to help me out. Or make that; spending hours with his thumbs on his phone while I was still doing everything myself. That right there does not count as work. But, what could I do? He was family…my brother. I didn’t want to argue, so I did what he asked, and gave him the money to be done with it. Done with him…or so I thought.
When I told Jean about it, he didn’t think twice but stepped up as my best friend. He quit his job as a hairdresser and started working for me the very next day. My brother comes creeping around a few times a year, demanding money he thinks I owe him. 
I clearly don’t, but I get so frustrated that I just settle and give him some cash to get him out of my hair. A few months ago though, he started to act more aggressively and came back almost every week.
I mean yeah, business picked up and even though no one knows, the bank considers me a millionaire. And when I say no one, I mean no one; not even Jean. I never let anything show or act like I’m rich or extravagant or anything. 
I’ve got a website that handles orders and my store. Add in the comics I throw out there under a pen name, and the merchandise that goes with it…I do very well and know how to invest. 
No one knows about this little fact. Especially not Jean. He knows about my skills but he doesn’t know my pen name is Cat Williams. Honestly, I can’t even tell Jean about it since he’s always rambling about Cat Williams being his favorite author. Imagine that. Yes, that would make things weird…no hero worship please or even worse he would be hovering over me or picking my brain about my next release. 
Anyway… I never spend any money. I’m not a shopper and even if I was I won’t even buy a thing unless it’s on sale. I’m funny that way, I know. It’s just the way I look at money. I’m not going to change my ways just because I have a big bank account. 
So…my brother. Somehow, he discovered I have money tucked away and now he wants, or better yet, demands that I give him everything I have since I can make more. On top of that? The idiot states it’s because I owe it to him. I’m thankful he doesn’t seem to know exactly how much money I have to my name. 
This shit is crazy. I have no words. He’s always been an asshole who only cared about himself. He gambled everything away and always stole my money. We didn’t have anything growing up and going from one foster home to the next didn’t help. He’s five years older than me; he should be the responsible one, looking out for his sister.
My phone rings and brings me out of my mind slip. Without a second thought, I swipe the screen and bring it to my ear. “Ridley.”
“Did you get the messages? They have me, sis. You need to pay them. Or else they…” My brother’s voice sounds wavy. 
Pulling my phone away from my ear, I press the end call icon and tuck my new iPhone away. I don’t believe one word that came from my brother’s mouth. Brushing it aside, my mind wanders to Tyler, the guy who got me the new iPhone without even discussing it or asking for money. No, he just handled the situation as if it was a normal thing to do. I appreciate that he stepped up like that, but I made sure he knew I would repay him, and I will. 
When he turned the phone on and gave it to me and the unread messages started to pop up, a chill ran through my body. Needing another reminder of why I just hung up on my brother, I pull out my phone again and thumb through the messages. Sent just a few minutes apart they became more and more aggressive.
Unknown: We have your brother. You will give us $350,000 in hundred dollar bills 
Unknown: Put it in a bag and place it in the dumpster in the alley behind the store
Unknown: Answer me idiot
Unknown: Money now
And after the second text, I knew it was my brother himself. Because let’s face it… someone who means business doesn’t need a few texts to lay shit out. That, and he’s done this before. I mean, he never went so far as to try to run me over, but breaking the store’s window? Yeah. That started up a while back and every time I refused to pay him it happens again. I had to try and make some kind of stand. Really, I’m sick and tired of this shit. But right now? I want peace and quiet, even though I know it never lasts that long.
I know it’s not what I’m supposed to do but when I pay, he leaves me alone. This time he’s asking for a lot. But I’m on a deadline with my next release coming up, I have to focus so I won’t mess it up. I just hope when I give him the cash this time, he will disappear for good. One can hope, right? I’m still debating when my phone rings. 
Checking it out, I see it’s my brother again.  Besides being annoyed and positively tired of all of this, I’m freaking furious since he tried to run me over and probably would have if Tyler hadn’t been there. I answer on the second ring.
“What the fuck, Todd? You do realize that you could have killed me with that idiot driving, right? I don’t fucking care about the window or other threats you feel the need to add because I know for a fact that no one else is involved and it’s only your brainless ideas. Now, I’m going to give you three hundred thousand and then we’re done. You’ll be dead to me and I will not give you another penny for as long as I live, you get me?” I’m panting like crazy and I’m rewarded with dead silence.
“Okay.” He finally says, his voice lacking any emotion.
“I’ll contact my lawyer tomorrow and set things up so we’re done.”
 “Fine.” He barks and then hangs up on me.
Yes, that’s the kind of asshole he is. Demanding, selfish, ungrateful…the whole shebang. I don’t even know how he got to be this way. Well, not entirely anyway. It all started when his girlfriend dumped him for a rich guy. He was so angry and lost that he drowned himself in alcohol. Then he started gambling as a get-rich-quick scheme.
Well, he got lucky with one bet and thought he didn’t have to work anymore. Apparently, that’s why he wanted out of my company. It wasn’t making the money he wanted, and he had some spare cash. That lasted a few months and it seemed his winning streak was thrown overboard together with all his money.
Over the years I’ve come to hate him. I don’t want to but he’s given me no other choice. I’ve tried to help him lots of times. Did everything I could but got burned every time so now I don’t have a choice. I need to cut him out for good because I cannot go through it all again when he’s out of money. I need to get this in black and white, turning off the money tap, for good this time.
 
***Tyler***
 
I shut off my bike and swing my leg off. Sico saunters over to his bike, conveniently located right next to where I just parked. With his muscled frame, full beard, and piercings, he’s quite the ladies’ man. As long as he keeps his mouth shut, that is.
“Hey, Ty. Wanna come with? I’m getting some ink done.” He puts his helmet on and stares at me, awaiting my reply.
I shake my head. “No man, I gotta have a chat with Zack.” I start to walk off but since I just had some work done by Brandlee, I’m curious so I turn and ask, “Hey, is Lee doing your ink or his sister?”
His grin splits wide open. “I’m getting my first taste of that chick. I’m hoping on a little more than just ink.”
Snorting at his reply, I walk off and spit some words over my shoulder. “You get a maximum of three times with that chick so that would suit you just fine.”
“I might just nail her three times and get it over with all in one night. Sweet. Then I can search for a ho as dessert when I get back.” He starts his bike and pulls out.
What did I tell ya? The fucker only thinks with his little head. I’m still shaking my face when I walk into the clubhouse. Sico’s one sick motherfucker. Once inside, I find Zack sitting at a table along with the VP, Dams, and their ol’ladies. 
“Prez, VP. Ladies.” I take a seat after they give me their welcome.
Nerd, Dams’ ol’lady, slides a file across the table toward me. “Zack made me check out Ridley. I really didn’t want to, considering she’s my friend. Although the shit that happened yesterday made me a little more agreeable, but that doesn’t mean I liked it. For real, how the hell do I keep a straight face knowing she’s an awesome comic book artist? Cat Williams…dammit, Tyler. You suck.”
Comic book artist? My head’s bouncing in agreement, I’m an asshole. I scoop up the file and flip it open. There are just a few papers in there. A media kit from Cat Williams catches my eye, she’s doing a fine job in hiding and so fucking talented. The page with financial shit shocks the hell out of me since she seems to have even more money than I do tucked away. Next is a list of the times Hank fixed shit in her store and it seems to happen a few times a week for a short time and then months of nothing. 
Another paper shows amounts paid and when the dates are compared to the repair bills, it shows she’s fucking paying this guy and the harassment stops. The name makes my fist clench. Todd Matthews Kalla. It’s her fucking brother. He’s the fucker doing this shit to her. Family should be a safe haven, not the fucking cause of shit storms in life.
My ass is off the seat before I can think things through. Throwing the file back on the table, I freeze when I hear Zack’s voice.
“You sure you wanna do this, Ty? The moment you mention her brother or any hint of the intel you just got, she will know you checked shit out. Hell, it probably won’t take long to figure out her friend pulled the information. That stuff can backfire, so just think about it for a few fucking seconds, brother.”
I rub a hand over my stubble and think about it for a moment. I lock eyes with Nerd and then move to Zack. “I can’t fucking well smooth shit over. Her safety means more than feelings that might get hurt. Her brother tried to fucking run her ass over. That shit ain’t right.”
Not even waiting for a response, I walk straight out of the clubhouse to my bike. She might hate Nerd, the club, hell even me, but I’m serious… I don’t even care. What I do care about is her safety. If her own fucking family does this shit, how the hell do you ever feel safe? And who on earth would be there to step up for her?  No one. Except now she has me, even if it means she’ll push everyone away. I need her safe.
It’s a short ride to her store. I park my bike and stroll right through the open front door. The smell that hits my nose tickles a bit. I can only describe as old; like books, dust and authentic shit. Not so fucking weird since there are books all over the place. I don’t think they can get a vacuum in here, or even a broom for that matter.
Comics, boxes, statues… there’s a lot of shit, everywhere. I need to keep an eye where I place my feet. I take another step and a dinging bell rings through the store. Looking around I see a sensor that’s probably set to go off whenever someone crosses the doorway.
All I see is an ass up in the air. Jean straightens and gives me a smile when he notices me. “Well, look whose handsome face came in to brighten my day. Or is it our girl that you’re running all hawt and heady for, Hotstuff?”
“Where is she?” I barely manage to keep my voice even. 
The fucker puts his hands on his hips and stares at me. Without breaking eye contact, he lifts one hand toward his face and flips his fucking hair. Like. A. Chick.
“Well, now… you might want to work on your soft side if you want to woo her.” He lifts his nose in the air.
I don’t have fucking time for this. “Listen up, Jack. Fuck my soft side. Tell me where she is.”
Yeah, glare all you like, pal. He huffs a few times and waves with his hand toward the back. I pick my way across the room while I keep an eye on the ground so I don’t trip over shit. And let me tell you; that’s very hard. Finally, I get to a stairway leading up and even that’s covered in boxes. Every step has just a small section to plant your fucking feet.
Makes you kinda wonder if they ever get inspected by the fire department. Nah… They most likely don’t because they would be shut down after one glance. When I get to the door, I test the knob. It’s unlocked so I push open the door and step inside.
Holy shit, it’s the same fucking thing. Boxes and crates are stacked, filled with what might be books or comics or whatever shit. The area doesn’t even resemble the hallway that it’s supposed to be. I pull the door shut behind me and walk through the small space until I see a room on my left. One glance inside and I’m stunned. Who the fuck lives like this?
It’s a bathroom for crying out loud and yet it’s filled with boxes. It’s pretty clear that no one has taken a shower in there in forever. Does she really live here? It’s more like a storage unit than a home.
“What are you doing here?” Her voice reflects her shock.
Turning, I see a look of shame and that right there answers my question. “You fucking live here, don’t you? Like this.” I hold my hands out to make a point. “How do you even breathe in here, or wash your fucking clothes, huh?” I might be slightly shouting at this point.
Her forehead furrows. “That’s none of your fucking business. Leave. Now.”
Ignoring her, I step closer to tower over her. “You own more money than me and yet you live like this? What the fuck, Ridley? This shit doesn’t make sense…it’s…wait.” My eyes close and I could hit myself on the fucking head. “It’s your brother, isn’t it? You live in this as a charade so it resembles your bank account. That’s the only fucking way to keep him out of the loop? So he doesn’t fucking demand all of your money. That’s it, right? Fuck, Ridley…you can’t do,”
Her finger jabs my chest. “No. You shut the hell up. You don’t know shit. Like I said, leave. Right now. I don’t need or want you here. Fuck off.” 
She spins and walks out of the bathroom. I barely manage to follow her because space is fucking tight and it’s like a freaking maze in here. Almost stumbling and barely keeping upright, I brace myself against a stack of boxes, tipping it over and spilling the contents all over the place.
“Great, now look what you did.” She growls out the words and starts picking up marvel comics that are sealed in plastic. I reach down to give her a hand since it was my fault they’re all over the place.
“Just leave it. You’ve done enough already. Just, go. Go and leave me alone.” And fuck it all if her voice doesn’t break.
Dammit to hell! What is going on in her head? With this place? With her fucking brother? I don’t know if I should be mad or disappointed. Maybe go for a third option; get her the fuck out and lock this place down and force her to come live with me.
“I’m not leaving. You need to tell me what the fuck is going on here. Why would you ever want to live like this and what the fuck is going on with your brother?” I’m surprised that I actually managed  to keep my voice is neutral.
The way her gaze narrows makes it perfectly clear that my questions rub her the wrong way. “This…” She holds out the sealed comics and waves around the room. “Is all mine. I’ve built it up from nothing. Struggling the whole way. My brother helped when I started but got out when he realized it wouldn’t earn cash fast the way he wanted. He didn’t do or want to do the work. It was my dream, while he only wanted a fat paycheck. I bought him out and it took me years to get to where I am now. A good running business. Yes, I live like this. It’s my choice, and I love comics and everything that comes along with it; comics are my life. I don’t need a lot of space or luxury; I’ve got all that I want and need right here. And there is nothing going on with my brother. If there was? Not. Your. Business. Now, if you don’t mind, I need to get back to work. So like I said before, leave.”
“He harasses you. You’re Cat Williams, you’re talented as fuck. He almost fucking killed you with his car. And who the fuck knows what else? All for money, Ridley. Your money. What the fuck will he do next, huh?” My heart is pounding in my chest. 
She pales and swallows visibly before she steels herself. “Cat Williams…My money… wait… you’ve mentioned my pen name, my money, and my brother… you checked up on me?” Fire blazes from those special eyes of hers. “You got Nerd to dive into my private shit, didn’t you? Great. Nice to have friends like that.” The inferno dies down in her eyes and all I see is emptiness. Somehow she put up a wall and her face turns to stone. “Not that it’s any of your business, but I already took care of it.”
“Yeah? You paid him off again? How long will it last this time before he comes back full fucking force?” I bark out the words without a single regret. She doesn’t even see the danger in any of this shit.
The slap across my face comes as a surprise for both of us. Shocked by herself, she takes a step back. Her voice is barely a whisper when she says, “Out.”
Her chest is heaving, and the way her body shakes makes me want to grab her and hug her tight. Except I know right now she doesn’t want anything to do with me. Seeing no other choice, I turn to leave. Halting after a few steps I turn and grind out my final words.
“You and I are not done, Zorro. Not by a long shot.” I don’t give her a chance to disagree. My main focus is to make my exit without tripping over all those fucking boxes.
 



Chapter 05
 
***Ridley***
Half of a year. Six months. Twenty-six weeks. That’s how long it’s been since I’ve had sex. I woke up the day after my argument with Tyler with a hollow feeling inside my chest. It’s been growing each and every day since. Six fucking months. It’s also the same length since I’ve had to deal with my brother. Although I’m not missing that at all.
My alarm goes off and I smack the thing on the head, making it tumble to the ground. I’m already awake and just like the past few months, I’ve barely slept a few hours. All because I’m consumed by the longing for someone I’ve pushed away. Tyler. 
Even though he, or one of those prospects of Areion Fury MC, sits on his bike in front of the store to keep watch, I haven’t said one word to him. I’ve ignored him and he doesn’t even get annoyed or angry or anything. He just accepts the situation and stays on watch as though it’s his duty to protect me from my brother.
Whom I’ve heard nothing from… until last night, that is. It seems he took this long to burn through the money I gave him. I have it in black and white that he needs to leave me the hell alone. He signed a contract that stated he wouldn’t bother me with requests for money anymore. Apparently that doesn’t mean shit to him. 
It’s like he’s got a metal plate in his head; nothing penetrates, so he still comes back. Yes, back full force, demanding more money. All of this is yet again a painful reminder of the day I pushed that nosy, dominating, controlling, but oh-so-hot biker away.
I hate the fact that Tyler can say I told you so. Yes, I should have known better and dammit, deep down I knew…I knew he wouldn’t go away. Yet I had to do something. With the shit from my brother aside, I’ve been miserable. Mainly, because I’ve ignored the very thing I want: Tyler. He’s always around except he’s not. I miss him, even though the only time we spent together was barely a few hours. His company is a craving that’s been growing ever since.
I am completely miserable about the fact that he doesn’t even seem to grow hot or cold when I walk near. It’s my own fault, I know. Hell, I don’t do very well with people. That’s why I hide in my clothes, my hair, my shop… my house. I was more ashamed of the fact that he saw…saw me… how I lived… who I was… about my brother. I’m just ashamed.
I toss the blankets off and slide out of bed. I rub my hands across my face while in the darkest corners of my vision, I now see Tyler fucking another woman. Yes, my mind is wicked that way, showing me my worst nightmare. Torture 101. He’s probably over me by now. I mean all these months, the women in that clubhouse… ho’s at their disposal. Yeah, why wait around for a crazy hoarder who doesn’t want anything to do with you? 
Tears fill my eyes and sobs escape. Regrets, yeah… I could fill a whole roll of toilet paper and they would all concern Tyler. Darkness dominates the things I see concerning him and I. Like bridges that are burned without the possibility of ever being repaired.
I feel like I’ve already lost everything and have been barely living through it all. I need to stop hiding and fight this time around and mark my territory. It’s my life, my soul. Learning from every mistake and step I took, I’ve been through it all and then some. It’s finally time to reach out and take what is mine.
Although it might be too late, considering the image that just flashed through my mind. No. I will not let that get to me. That’s just my mind messing with me, showing me painful flashes to rattle my cage. Tyler forces himself into my every day routine. His face is blank…he’s still there. I need. I want. Dammit, I need the strength to step up. 
My hand automatically reaches for my phone and before I can talk myself out of it, I punch the call button.
“Too early, Leyla. It’s too early to have this Jean ready for action, any kind of action, I might add.” He yawns into the phone while I can only giggle.
“I need your help, Jean. I might have made a mistake and I don’t know how to take the next step.” I spit the words out as fast as I can, before I can change my mind.
I know I might not make any sense, but then Jean says, “Oh, finally. Do we get to woo the hot biker now? Please say yes, Leyla.”
“Oh man,” I gasp. “Am I that transparent?” 
Now he giggles and then croons. “No, no, Leyla. I just took a lucky guess and threw out the one thing I want for you. Now… let Jean handle everything, Poopoo. I am on it. Talk later.”
Then he’s gone and I pull my phone back to see that, yes, he has indeed hung up on me. Oh, man, what did I do? What is he going to do? A flash of fear wraps around my heart. After a few minutes, I realize that I might need advice, or better yet, a friend to talk to. But I need to apologize for ignoring and not contacting her, so I dial my friend, Nerd.
I know she gave Tyler information about me, but I knew she only did it because it’s her job.  Over the last few days have I come to realize they were only looking out for me.
“Hey.” Her soft voice makes me swallow the guilt away.
I take another deep breath before I give her that one word loaded with every emotion. “Sorry.” 
Nerd’s voice trembles. “Oh, gosh no. I’m sorry. It’s me, really… I know I shouldn’t have…” 
“No,” I cut her off. “I totally understand. Well, not back then, but yeah. I see things clearly now, I do…and it might be too late but I just wanted you to know how I felt. It’s been crazy these last few months and I’ve come to realize that you were only looking out for me. And to be honest… I miss you so much. We were just building something up and I threw it away. I totally understand if you don’t want.”
“Stop it, you silly, brat! Now come downstairs because I’m at the gym right now and I’m crossing the street to get my hug. Yes, I said hug. Dams told me I need to work on hugs so you and me need to do that. Oh, and just a warning, Blue and I are going out tonight so I expect you to come along with us now that we’re good again. No need to worry about clothes and shit because Blue’s got plenty and we’re meeting at her house so that’s… hello… knocking on your door and you’re still not here.” 
Laughing, I fly down the stairs to open the door, barely holding on to the phone because I am wrapped up in Nerd’s arms. After minutes pass, that feel like hours, she finally lets go of me.
“Don’t you dare do that again. Now come to the gym with me so I can finish my workout and we can chat.” She smiles at me and waits for my answer.
Glancing down to see I’m already in a yoga pants and hoodie, I might as well tag along. I grab my keys, close the door behind us, and then tug my hoodie further down to hide my bedhead.
Nerd glances at me. “I should probably mention Tyler is in there working out too.” 
My steps falter. I can’t face him right now. Not that my looks matter, or that I’ve changed my mind. Yeah, I did change my mind but I’m not ready to face him yet. I just… I can’t… Dammit.
Nerd pushes a hand on my lower back. “Come on, you see him almost every day. What’s wro… oh! You had a change of heart about him too?”
Great. And now I’m back to hiding, with my hands covering my face. I should just dive back into bed and ignore the world. Why is this so hard?
Her voice sounds way too cheerful. “You did. Oh, sweet. We need to…” 
“No, we don’t. Listen, just seconds before I called you I realized what an idiot I’ve been, okay? This is going way too fast and before I spoke to you, I told Jean. So within minutes I’m standing right here and it’s,”
“Oooooooooh no, you don’t. No changing your mind after you’ve changed your mind. Damn, that sounds like an echo. Anyway, that shit doesn’t stick. Now, we’re gonna do one thing at a time. You will smile and say hi to Tyler, and that’s the limit for today, okay? Then we’ll decide on a plan of action. Got it?” She’s standing there, glaring at me, with her hands on hips and tapping her foot. 
“Yes, you demanding brat. Smile and say hi. Got it,” I grumble. It earns me a devious smile while she resumes her steps and we both walk into the gym. Or shall I say the lion’s den.
 
 
***Tyler***
 
Sweat is pouring down my face. My chest and back are dripping and even my balls are sweaty. I killed my workout and might have overdone it. Again. That’s my thing lately. Work my body until I can barely take a step forward. 
I need it. Not being able to think of anything more than the ache in my body is all that I can manage. Stalking over to where I’ve left my towel and water, I grab the bottle and chug down half. My gaze levels out and then I see her. Ridley.
Fuck. Every time I see her it feels like she wrapped her fingers around my heart and squeezed. I close my eyes and swallow hard to brace myself. She’s been ignoring me ever since the day she ordered me to get the fuck out of her house. 
I could hit myself on the head for handling that so poorly. Even more since my own Prez warned me before I bulldozed into her life demanding answers for information I obtained, behind her back, using one of her friends. Damn. That sounds worse every time I work it through my mind.
Yeah, I’ve kept an eye on her and made damn sure that fucker of a brother of hers stayed out of her way. And yet she never said another word. Eyes down, like I don’t fucking exist. Fuck. I’ve given her time and I can’t stand another fucking second. Who the hell does she think she is? 
The one who has her fingers around your heart. Fuck. Yeah, that answer automatically runs through my mind and that right there says enough. I need to get over it and so does she. She was right. I stepped over the line and got in her business. Even though I had my reasons, I didn’t respect shit. That… I might regret. A little. Maybe. Okay, maybe not at all but I want her fucking back.
My dick hasn’t gotten wet since it was deep down inside her and that right there doesn’t calm my shit either. Point made. If I need to be the one to take that first fucking step… to grovel… so be fucking it. I’m tired of waiting, although I would double the months I’ve waited so far with a blink of an eye…to be honest…I can’t. 
Physically, my body endures the heavy workouts I go through, but there’s a limit and I’ve reached it. Filling up my lungs, I brace myself for rejection. Except I falter when she looks right at me, and the words I want to say refuse to come out. 
“Hi.” She’s got a fucking smile on her face and those two sweet letters are merged into one word. She breathes it out, making it sound like a fucking Disney movie to my ears with birds chirping, full of flowers, all sunny, bright, and shit. 
My throat is dry. I’m at a loss for words. There is no fucking air in my lungs. Stunned. She looks away from my stare as my vision fills with black spots, and I realize I need to take a deep breath to kick back to the land of the living.
Did she just acknowledge me? As in said Hi and shit? Remember her fingers around my heart? Yeah… It’s like she wrapped a string around it and is dragging it behind her, like a damn puppy on a leash.
She stops and glances over her shoulder. Judging by the look on her face, I’m not the only one at a loss of what to say or do. It’s like we’re fucking teenagers. I smooth a hand over my hair and the feel makes me unsure of myself. Fuck, I’m a mess. Drenched in sweat, probably stinking like last week’s laundry. Fucking hell. I need to get out of here and get my game on if I want to win her back.
And that’s exactly what I fucking do. I drop my hand, flash her a dashing smile and a wink, and get the hell out of there. In the locker room, I make fast work out of changing. I need to get on my bike and head home. The guys and I are going out to grab a few beers tonight, but with what just happened, I might need to cancel.
With that thought, my phone starts to buzz. Rumbling through my bag, I find it and see an unknown number. Hitting the green button, I accept the call.
“Yeah?” I rumble.
“Hey, sweet cheeks… Jean here.” The fucker sounds like he’s coming in his pants. 
I hold off on a snarky comment and close my eyes to answer in a neutral tone. “Jack, what’s up?” Yeah, I cannot call the fucker Jean while his name is just plain Jack. That shit doesn’t add up in my book.
“Our girl finally came to her senses. Now, what are you going to do about it, handsome?” His voice sounds serious and I’m fucking glad.
“No shit? That’s why she just smiled and said hi? Fuck, yeah.” I blurt out that shit without thinking.
“You saw her already? How is that even possible? She called me like fifteen minutes ago or something. It took me this long to get your number, again…how is that possible?” He questions.
“Fuck if I know, now… what’s the plan? You have a plan, right? Or at least tell me what the fuck changed her mind or dammit, anything.” Fuck, I need to get a grip, I’m sounding way too desperate here. Oh, fuck, who cares… I’m talking to a dude who Frenches up his name and talks like a sexy bitch grasping for attention.
“Well… let’s see. She might have said something along the lines of… I made a mistake and don’t know how to take the next step. So yes, we might be one step ahead, hot stuff. Here comes the wooing. You are up for it, right? No sugars on the side, licking your dick? Because tell me now or I will bite your balls off, buddy.”
“Okay, Jack… that last part might just be automatically replaced by static when you mentioned licking, dick and balls and shit. Fuck man… I haven’t touched a bitch since Ridley. I’ve only wanted Ridley since the moment our eyes connected and I don’t want to discuss that shit with you. Or hear words like that come out of your mouth. Ever. Especially when you have my dick or balls in mind. Clear?” I cringe again while mentally repeating his words. Fuck.
“Blah, blah. Okay, TyTy. Here’s the deal. We need to shake her up and let her step up. That’s the only way to clear her doubt and let her run into your arms, yes?” The fucker waits for my agreement and yet I have no fucking idea what he just said.
“Uhm… if you say so.” I reply.
“Purrrrfect. Catch you later, TyTy. Be ready the next time you run into her.” 
I’m left staring at my phone because the fucker hung up on me. I really have no idea what just happened. With Ridley or with Jack. I feel like I was sucked into the fucking Twilight Zone without a fucking interpreter. 
 
 



Chapter 06
 
 
It’s eleven o’clock at night and I still haven’t heard back from Jack. I’ve thought about calling Ridley or going over to her store a few times today. Every time I back out since I don’t have a fucking clue what to say or do. Hell, she might go back to ignoring me altogether.
Zack slaps me on the back and knocks me out of my thoughts. He and Dams are picking up Nerd and Blue since they had a girls’ night out. Or at least two hours without their guys, because that’s how long they lasted before they called. Me and Sico were told to tag along.
Those girls always have a prospect on their tail, but it seems like my brothers can’t leave them alone for more than a few hours. Yeah, I totally understand. Ridley is not even mine, and yet I made fucking sure eyes are on her almost twenty-four-seven. I’m not gonna tell her I spent last night in my car standing watch outside her place.
The moment she blocked me out, I blackmailed Nerd…well, it was more like I convinced her, to clone Ridley’s phone. The second she got that text from her asshole brother, I knew I had to be there in case he tried something. I’m so fucking happy Jack called me this morning and I’m not going to even try to express what it felt like to be acknowledged by her. A fucking smile and a greeting. Fuck, yeah. That’s a start.
“Let’s see if I can catch my ol’lady misbehaving so I can drag her home and spank that tight ass.” Zack chuckles as he takes lead and steps inside The Purple Bean, leaving us to tag along after him.
Sico bumps my shoulder. “The first bitch I catch misbehaving, aside from ol’ladies, I’m gonna nail against the wall out back.” The fucker doesn't even try to cover up his shit-eating grin.
Shaking my head at the filthy man-whore, I step into the dimly lit bar. That fucker spends every available moment getting his dick wet with a variety of stray pussy. The idiot even has ‘I love Hoes’ inked on his arm and the words ‘FUCK HARD’ on his fingers. 
Said idiot even uses the damn fist to communicate his irritation. He raises his right fist when something goes wrong  just to say, “Fuck.” And I'll be damned if the asshole doesn't use 'em to pick up pussy. If he’s in a loud room he'll flash a chick and add in his famous eyebrow dance to add the spice.  I don't know how it works but it does. Yeah, I don’t know how his dick survives that shit either. Fuck, his dick might be all covered in calluses for all I know.
The jukebox is blasting as Zack and Dams cross the dance floor. Blue is dancing with Nerd but I suspect that is about to change. Turning my attention to the bar, I already spot Sico leaning one arm on the counter. Calix sets a fresh beer next to Sico and holds up another one, signaling to me before he sets it down.
The Purple Bean belongs to Areion Fury MC, so sometimes the brothers are working behind the bar. Calix actually handles the bar most nights. I say most nights because he works a lot at his day job too.  Apparently, being a detective can be pretty time consuming, but he seems to balance that shit well. Grabbing the beer, I hold it up and express my thanks.
 
***Ridley***
Tucking my cherry lip balm back into my purse…well, it’s Blue’s purse, actually…I stare at myself one more time in the mirror. They’ve curled my hair, swept it back out of my face, with waves flowing down. I don’t even recognize me as…well, me. Blue added some light makeup and made me wear a dress.
The dress is black leather and suede. The top is smooth suede with a low cut and the butter-smooth leather bottom portion comes down to about mid-thigh. It’s snug, but not tight. All of it is so not me. Especially the strappy stilettos I am currently cinched into. Nerd and Blue both made it clear that if I wanted Tyler, I needed to go all out. So it seems this is me…all out.
I close my eyes, take a deep breath, and exhale. Opening my eyes, I swallow and nod at myself in the mirror. Tightening my hand on the purse, I gather my thoughts. This is it. Blue told me Zack would come and get her within the hour. Something about not being able to resist being apart from her that long. Nerd told me that Jean made her message Dams to make sure Tyler would come too. Yes, Jean plays his part in the match making too.
Oh, the hell with it. The tequila shots the girls and I did all night give me the liquid courage I need to step out the door. I can do this and I will do this. I grab hold of the doorknob and swing it open, hitting myself right in the face. Fuck.
I let go and turn back to the mirror. Oh, thank God there’s no visible damage. My face hurts like a bitch, though. “Okay, let’s try this again.” I mumble to myself while I slip out of the bathroom in one go this time.
When my gaze shifts to the dance floor, I see Blue dancing with Zack and Nerd with Dams. My heart starts to speed up and I glance around to see if Tyler’s here too. The biker I know as Sico is standing at the bar and bingo, Tyler is standing next to him. All I can see is his back, but I know it’s him. Just as I make my first step toward them, I see Everleigh, who works at the tattoo shop across the street from me, walk up to Tyler. She pushes her boobs out, but Tyler doesn’t seem to notice because his eyes are now burning into mine.
She reaches out to grab him and gain his attention, but he pushes off the bar and sidesteps her, walking straight up to me. It feels like a damn movie. You know the one, where the crowd fades away and it’s just us without anyone around. I don’t even have time to think about what to do or how to react. His arm circles my waist the moment his lips cover mine. 
My hands find their way around his neck to pull him closer. But then his mouth pulls a whisper away and he growls, “Open your eyes, Ridley.”
Not even realizing I closed them, I force them open and my gaze lands on his. The intensity of his stare makes me shiver.
“God, I’ve missed you. Fucking love your eyes. I can’t enjoy them the way I want to in this fucking light, but I really need to see them.”
“I’ve missed you too. Mostly, your piercings, deep ins…” I gasp and swallow the rest of my words because Tyler bites down on my bottom lip. And did I really say that?
“One more drink. For the sake of politeness. Then we’re out of here. Meanwhile… do not repeat the shit you were about to say or I’ll lay you down on the bar and eat you out while the whole fucking crowd cheers me on. Get me?”
“Yes, one more drink and then I get you.” I beam.
He rubs a hand down his face and mumbles, “This is going to be the longest goddamn drink in this bar ever.”
He drags us to the bar and leans back on it, making me stand between his feet so my back is to his front. This way I can watch the dance floor while he nuzzles my neck. One hand is circled around my waist, and with the other he reaches for a bottle of water that Calix is holding out for him to take. One drink. I can manage that. As long as he chugs that bottle down in the next few seconds so we can leave.
I feel Tyler freeze behind me, so I turn to see Everleigh rub his arm. “Like I told you time and time again, I’m not interested. Don’t ever fucking touch me again. Especially when my ol’lady is standing right the fuck here.” He growls, and Everleigh yanks her hand away as if she’s been burned.
“Oh. Sorry, I didn’t know. You two weren’t… I thought you were fair game and we only did that one time, so you still had two more shots.” 
She now looks at me and I’m about to lose my shit.
“Sorry, Ridley. I didn’t know you guys were together. Honestly. I only touch dicks who are free and unattended.” She looks and sounds sincere. Everleigh takes a deep breath and spins around, knocking right into Sico.
“You.” She throws at him.
He steadies her with his hands on his hips. “Me.”
She leans into him and I’m sure she wants only him to hear her, but with the music and all… yeah, loud enough for my ears. “You also have two more. I know what I said, but I kinda need a punishment… me and my big mouth and all… so. You have something big enough to shove in there?”
Sico stands up, wraps his hand in her hair and pulls it back. Rough. Everleigh first gasps but when Sico slides his tongue from her collarbone to her ear, she starts to squirm.
“I almost split your pussy in half when I shoved my cock inside you last time. You damn well know how big it is. Lead the way so I can shut, and fill you up.” Holy shit. That kind of dirty talk is like standing inside of your TV while the channel flipped to pay-per-view porn. Not that I would know since I don’t even have room for a tv, but still.
Everleigh leads him around the bar and stands in front of Calix. Her gaze drops to the floor, and you can clearly see she’s waiting like a little child for her turn to speak. That to me is just weird. Calix rumbles something and Everleigh clearly asks something but I’m too far away. Calix replies and then walks away.
Her head comes up and she smiles. She pulls Sico behind her and then disappears underneath the bar. Sico braces his hands on the bar as he gives me a wink. Oh. My. God. 
I glance up at Tyler. “Now way. She’s not gonna… Is she…”
Tyler chuckles. “Yeah. Most definitely.”
“But we’re in a bar.” I gasp. I’m not sure if I’m turned on by the fact that fellatio is occurring that close to me or repulsed by this little fact.
Tyler’s hot breath strokes my ear. “If we were back at the clubhouse, Sico wouldn’t bother to hide behind the bar. He’d just whip out his dick and she’d drop to her knees right next to us. They’re lucky Calix allowed it.”
Note to self, no need to check out the clubhouse. And what is that about… “Calix allowed it? He’s the owner?”
Tyler chuckles. “Areion Fury owns The Purple Bean. When Calix is working the bar, nothing goes on without his permission. Hell, nothing around him happens without his approval. Especially concerning females. He’s a Dom.”
A Dom, and a biker and massive… and staring right at me. Shit. My eyes go down and find Tyler. 
Humor fills his voice. “See, every chick automatically submits. Just one gaze is enough.”
“I. Did. Not. Submit.” I jab his chest. Hard. “I was having an uncomfortable moment. That’s all.” I wrap my arms across my chest defensively. 
“Whatever.” Tyler chuckles.
“All you biker guys are weird.” I huff.
His hands rest on my cheeks. “Not weird, just slightly different. Everyone has their own kink. You happen to be mine.”
He silences me with a kiss, but the moment is broken when we hear a loud noise and then shattered glass mingled with Sico shouting, “Fuuuuuuck.”
Turning, we see Sico braced against the bar and furiously panting. Everleigh appears from underneath the bar and leans in to whisper something in his ear. 
His head whips up. “No, we’re not done. One notch left, or are you going to chicken out on me?”
The corner of her lip tips up as if she wants to snarl. Her eyes go down to his crotch and she slips on a bright smile. “So very true. Let’s get it over with so I can be done with your monster cock.”
Sico steps away from the bar and doesn’t even bother hiding the fact that he’s tucking his dick back inside his pants. “I’m gonna make your body remember me as the best fuck you ever had. Every cock after that won’t ever satisfy, I promise you that.”
Everleigh’s face is covered with an unreadable look for a few seconds before she tilts her head. She steps forward and fists his shirt. “You know what? Fuck that one more hole to fill. You can have the rest of the night and be out by six tomorrow morning to take whatever you want from my body. Deal?”
Wow. It’s most definitely live action porn. Someone should really have taped this scene so they could make a mountain of cash. 
“Those two should be classified as porn actors.” My thought slips through my mouth as Calix and Tyler laugh.
“Yeah, even their ink matches their fuck habits.” Calix turns his attention to Sico and Everleigh. “Get the fuck out of here.”
“Shut it, we were already leaving.” Sico growls as they both walk off without looking back.
“You ready to leave too?” Tyler’s question slides my attention away from the door.
“To fuck?” Whoops, damn tequila shots.
“No, dammit. We can’t do that tonight.” His voice sounds pained.
“And that would be… why?” My mind is running around in every direction, trying to find a reason why he wouldn’t want to have sex.
“Stop fucking thinking. You’re drunk, or at least you’ve had enough. I don’t want to bury myself inside you until after we've had a nice long talk. The last time we fucked, you walked away the next morning. That won’t be happening again. So no, we talk first, and then lots of fucking later.” He pins me with a stare that would make Calix proud.
“Okay.” I just breathe and hate the fact that my body hums in appreciation for both him caring enough and the promise to fuck later.
 



Chapter 07
 
 
***Tyler***
 
Stretching my arms out for a moment, I fall back into the recliner in the corner of my bedroom. Yes. Recliner. I slept here instead of my own bed, because Ridley is sprawled across the mattress like some kind of sex goddess awaiting my cock to bury himself deep. 
Let’s just say I’m happy my brain is still functioning because all of my blood might have assembled between my legs instead of pumping through my body. Ever since I watched her tear off all her clothes and fall into bed naked.
We need to talk first before my cock gets what he wants. Hence the chair. I appreciate the head-first dive back in, but she has to realize that I only gave her space when she tried to push me away. This time I won’t give her that luxury. This is fucking it; no backing out a-fucking-gain.
As if she feels me adoring her from afar, her eyes flutter and a smile paints her lips.  She looks peaceful as she slowly wakes.
“Morning.” She mumbles when we lock eyes.
They widen as realization hits that I’m right the fuck here, and she bolts up to a sitting position. Her hands reach for her head while she clearly tries not to wince.
“Why are you sitting way over there?” She looks down. “And I’m… naked. But we didn’t? Are we… Are you mad at me?” Ridley looks confused.
Leaning forward, I rest my elbows on my knees. “We’re not fucking until we have a nice, long talk.”
Her hand goes to her face as she rubs her thumb and middle finger in her eyes. “Can we mix and match, dirty talk and fuck?”
Now both hands cover her face while she mumbles, “I did not just say that.”
She is too fucking adorable. Unable to resist, I stand up and I shrug off my jeans before I slide into bed beside her. As I pull her close, she automatically wraps herself around me.
“Listen up. We met and fucked in such a short period of time and with all of that shit happening, mainly bad handling of the situation by yours truly, you decided to push me away. I get it. Kinda. Well, I guess in my mind I just gave you time to come to your senses, and thank fuck you did. I didn’t seriously expect you to take months like you did though. But I wanted you to know…I haven't touched anyone else and I know you haven’t either.”
She looks shocked.
“Don’t give me that look. You know I’ve kept an eye on you, right?” I wait for her to nod before I continue. “So let me tell you right fucking now, we are gonna finish what we started. You’re my ol’lady. We run into any shit and we deal with it. To-fucking-gether.” 
I grab her chin and guide her head back so she can look in my eyes to know how fucking serious I am about this shit. “Got me?”
“Yes.” She sighs while all kinds of emotions swirl in her eyes. 
Fuck. Me. That was easy. “I’m serious, Ridley. There is no way out because I’m not letting you walk away again. If you try, I’m gonna spank your ass a nice shade of red so you have a reminder for a long time.” 
A smile creeps over her face.
“Dammit, Ridley, are you even listening to me? It's like everything I say is going in one ear and out the other just so we can get to fucking.” I might have snarled a little, but I need her to realize how fucking serious I am.
She raises herself above me with her hands on my chest. Eyebrows drawn together. Nails digging in my skin. “Dude, the fucking was good. Well…I remember it being good, but I might have made it epic in my mind. Maybe it’ll be a disappointment when…” 
I don’t let her finish because the next second she’s on her back and I’m pinning her to the mattress with my body. I’m about to growl about how the fuck our sex couldn’t ever be a disappointment when she starts to giggle.
She stops and her voice sounds firm. “I made up my mind, Tyler. I am not backing out. So the message is very clear. You and me? This is the real thing. This feels right. We started and our end goal is forever. Are we done talking now?”
Instead of giving her words, I lash out with my tongue in a whole different way. She groans into my mouth and her legs wrap around my waist. If I’m not inside her within the next few seconds, my cum might decorate her gorgeous body. Pretty fucking sight, I’m sure, but I want… scratch that, I need her pussy wrapped tight around my dick. 
Sliding the tip along the lips of her cunt, I get overwhelmed by the slickness of her juices and slide in deep with one hard thrust. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. That feels amazing. I pull back and slam right back in, setting a fast-pumping rhythm while my nails dig in her waist, holding her steady. 
Her head is thrashing from left to right, panting in between words. “So close… please… I need… Tyler… Ty...”
I know what she fucking needs. My hand lets go of her hip and I bring my leg over hers to tilt her slightly. The second my dick hits her deeper than before, she cries out and her walls start to spasm. Fuck, yeah.
Mesmerized by the glow on the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen, my cock just slides in and out in slow-motion. It prolongs the jolts of pleasure that flow in waves through her body, and she vibrates that shit right back to my dick.
Her gaze locks with mine and I see a flash of mischief. Her hand goes to my chest as she pushes me away. My dick slides out and the words ‘What the fuck’ threaten to fall out of my mouth. That is until she spins around and throws that tight round ass up in the air.
She looks over her shoulder at me and wiggles her ass. Fuck. Me. I’m so beyond having a working brain that my body, or I should say, my dick, takes over and buries itself even deeper than I’ve ever been before. Think digging tunnels. That. Deep.
My hand slides up and down her spine. She shivers and arches her back. She’s so fucking responsive, it makes my balls squeeze tight, indicating I’ve got mere seconds until detonation. My body falls forward so I’m pressed tight against her, hand sliding between her legs to find that button of nerves.
She gasps when I hold her clit between my fingers while I pump my dick in a steady rhythm. My lips trace her neck until I find a spot where I suck the skin in my mouth while biting down hard. 
Ridley goes off like fireworks, that explosive and that fucking loud, making my own orgasm rage through me like no other. My mouth leaves her neckline as I bellow her name. The intense feeling is so overwhelming that I almost crash down on top of her. Barely turning, I fall to the side and take her with me so my cock is still buried deep.
“Fuck. That was epic. That…This… a shadow of this wasn’t even something to compare… just… wow. Can we do that again?” She’s panting. She’s beat. She’s excited and wants to go again. That’s my ol’lady. Fuck yeah.
“Give me a minute and we will. We’ve got all day, Zorro.” I need to catch my breath first. And yeah, my dick needs to cooperate but for real, I think the fucker is siding with her already since it didn’t go soft but decided to stay semi-excited to be ready for the party.
With a sudden squeak, Ridley rolls out of bed, and I immediately feel a sense of loss. 
“Shit, I gotta go.” She looks panicked and glances at the clock. “Dammit, I’m late.” She takes a few steps and then stops, locking her legs tightly together.
My smile is smug because yeah, I know the reason. “Let it slide, babe. Come on, walk. Spread those legs and let my cum slide on down.”
Ridley glares at me. “We had our little discussion, so cut the fucking dirty talk since we’ve already done the fucking too.” She marches straight to the bathroom while I roar in laughter.
I’m still wearing a smile when she walks back out. Although that falls from my face the second she picks up that black leather scrap of a dress she was wearing. She actually shakes her hips to shimmy into it. Dammit.
Swallowing hard, I avert my eyes as I slip past her and head for the bathroom to clean up. Walking out a few minutes later, I see her tying her gorgeous heels back on. Again, I have to look away and focus on getting dressed too.
Black jeans, Black shirt, my cut and black boots that I’m putting on right now. After that I grab my three knives and strap them on. One goes inside my boot, one’s strapped to my leg, and the last one goes on my belt. Yeah, I know… it’s too much, but it’s something I need. 
At any time or moment, I take one out and let it slide through my fingers. I’m damn good with them but mostly it just soothes my OCD. They need to be there, all of them. Symmetrical, something I repeatedly check to make sure there’s perfect order. Everyone’s got their own twisty shit or glitch in their brain, this one’s mine. 
“Ready? You wanna have coffee first?” My head comes up from hiding the knife that’s strapped on my belt. 
She’s looking at me the way I was admiring her a moment ago. “No, I have to check the store before Jean gets there…because…” She looks away and I know the fucking reason. 
“Because your asshole brother popped up again?” I finish for her.
Her eyes go wide and she nods.
“Yeah, I know. Like I said, I gave you time but I kept a fucking eye on you, because I knew he’d be back. That’s the pattern, right? You give him cash and when that’s blown he comes creeping back for more, right?”
Again her head bobs.
“Does the fucker even know how much you’re worth?” I’m practically holding my heart and hope to fuck he doesn’t.
“No. I’ve done everything I can to cover it up.” Her voice is timid and she fucking knows my fear.
“Fuck.” I roar while the windows shake with my anger. My hands go into my hair and I struggle like fuck to keep myself together. I close my eyes and take a few deep breaths to swallow some of my emotions.
It takes a lot of effort, but I managed to force all emotion from my voice. “Babe. You know the second he finds out he’s going to kill you to get the motherlode, right?”
Fear flashes over her face just before defeat takes over. Her bottom lip trembles. Fuck. She knows.
I step up and pull her against my body. “We got this, Zorro. I’ll take it to the club. Hell, my Prez already knows, so we’ll get all my brothers up to speed. Life is gonna be simple, since we already decided to finish what we started. This is our house, get me? So we’ll go over and pick up your things right now. I’ll make sure to be right next to you at all times. If I have to handle something, then one of my brothers will keep you safe. So don’t worry, okay?”
Stepping back, I gently lay my hands on either side of her face and look into her eyes. I need to make sure she understands me so some of her fear can ease away.
“I’ll gladly give my life to keep you safe, Ridley. You’re mine now, and no one is gonna touch what’s mine.” Worry lines smooth away from her face at the sound of my words.
“Don’t you dare give your life, Rambo. You said it yourself, we finish what we started, and that’s forever. So don’t sneak out before that.” Now she’s fucking smiling. That’s my babe.
“Fuck yeah.” I cover my mouth with hers to show her how I intend to spend my forever.
 



Chapter 08
 
***Ridley***
 
My arms tighten around Tyler’s waist while my cheek rests against his back, right over the patch of his MC. Safe. I feel safe, and most of all, cherished. The bike we’re on is a Harley Davidson VRSCDX Night Rod. I learned that from my quick research on my phone before I got on… I’m pretty sure it’s one of the most expensive ones out there. But it’s the reason he chose to ride this one that has more meaning that money can buy.
It’s because it was the only bike he owns that’s big enough to hold two people. The important point being Tyler handing me my own helmet. Yeah, one he bought especially for me. Black with red stripes that match the bike, his helmet, and the leather jacket he gave me along with it.
He had all of this stuff in his garage, not knowing when or even if I’d be here. Be together, that is. All of this has so much meaning. Knowing he didn’t give up on me, on us. Just like he said… he gave me time. I swallow hard at that thought while I feel the bike slow down.
Turning, he comes to a stop in front of my store and shuts down the bike. Tyler waits  a moment for me to slip off before he does the same. The huge grin he’s wearing is infectious and I'm smiling as movement behind him catches my attention. 
“Nooooo!” I scream too late.
A huge sledgehammer swings through the air and shatters the window. Tyler turns and bolts forward with one hand reaching toward his belt. He slams into the man in a football-style tackle, and the sledgehammer falls to the ground along with them. Tyler is on top, his knife pressed against the miscreant's throat. 
I’m frozen in place. The knife that’s pressing down on my brother’s skin is a Cold Steel Spartan. Why do I know what kind of knife? Like I said, research. The moment I laid eyes on him, I was intrigued. Even more when I saw him use a knife to open a package at the gym. When you pick up an interest in something, you start to notice things. Those knives clearly soothe something inside him, he needs them. See? I notice every tiny detail about him.
One man, one knife? Hell no. I know for a fact Tyler carries three. It’s an exceptional design and the highest quality. One flip with his thumb and the steel is unstoppable, just like Tyler is now.
It’s fear that has me frozen to the ground but it’s the same fear that lets me take the first step. 
“Wait.” My voice cracks.
I touch Tyler’s shoulder, hoping he won’t make another move. The look on my brother’s face is a mixture of hate, fear, and pain. I’m sure the pain is from the impact with the ground when Tyler threw him down, and let’s not forget the knee on his chest and the knife pressing down on his throat.
Tyler’s chest is heaving, and I can feel the tension vibrating in his shoulders. He’s waiting for a decision. Mine? His? My brother’s? I can’t let this happen. All of this because of me.
“Please, don’t hurt him.” I whisper out the words while I can feel the anger rolling off Tyler. 
He inches closer to my brother’s face, spitting out his words. “Don’t hurt him? What about all the shit he’s doing to you? He doesn’t give one shit about hurting you, do you, fucker? You almost ran over your own fucking sister for what? Some fucking cash? This ends now. You get me? This is the last time you ever come near her. Do it again, and I will make sure hell gets a new toy to chew on.” 
Todd grunts loudly when Tyler pushes his knee deeper into his chest as he stands up. He tucks the knife back into the strap on his belt. Leaning forward, he grabs Todd’s shirt and yanks him up. Just when my brother’s steady on his feet, Tyler’s fist connects with Todd’s jaw, and he goes down to the ground again.
“That’s for almost running your sister over with a fucking car. You’re damn lucky I don’t beat your ass for almost hitting me in the process, fucker.” Tyler looks back at me and I can see the corner of his mouth tip up in anger. “Now get the fuck out of my sight before I say fuck it and disrespect my woman and kill your sorry ass right the fuck now to make sure nothing ever happens to her again.” 
My eyes stay on Tyler. His back straight, shoulders thrown back, arms crossed in front of his chest, and  his legs somewhat spread… oh, and let’s not forget about that bandana holding his spiky hair out of his face… it’s like a vision of my personal Rambo. Oh, God. I can’t believe myself. I’m swooning over my boyfriend while he’s trying not to kill my brother.
Todd turns on his knees and crawls back. He tries to stand and fails two times before he finally gets to his feet and stumbles away. Tyler keeps his eyes in the direction he’s going until my brother disappears around the corner.
His shoulders rise and fall three times as he takes deep breaths. I’m sure it’s to calm down. Again, this is all me. Stepping forward, I wrap my arms around his waist. I pull myself tight against him while I breathe him in, calming him and myself in the same process.
“Life is about taking and giving. My brother only takes. All I do is give. This… what I asked you to do… that was my final gift to him. I’m done.” My words are but a whisper against his hard, leather-covered back.
He spins around and wraps one arm around my back as his other hand pulls my face to his chest. I feel his lips press a gentle kiss to the top of my head. “Even if I think you already gave him enough… it’s not for me to judge. Your brother, your choice. But that gives you and me some piece of mind. The way he decides to proceed from here on out will be on him. No regrets.”
His support and understanding shoot straight to my chest. I know my brother would kill me in a blink of an eye if he knew what I was worth. I also know for a fact my brother won’t back down. My back is pinned to the wall and the future only has two options; him… or me. Tyler made it very clear there’s only one outcome he is willing to allow.
He needs to know I’m aware. “No regrets, even when we need to kill him.” My voice is a whisper in the wind, only for Tyler to hear.
“Even then, Zorro… even then.” His words get lost in my hair as we hold each other tight.
“Oh, good Lord Almighty, he did it again… and why is that always my first response?” Jean’s high-pitched voice jars us into letting go and turning in his direction.
He’s standing there in boots with high heels and tiger print harem pants with a golden crop top. His hands are slapping his cheeks in a rhythm that will have him skip adding blush for at least a week.
“Stop it Jean; we’re all okay. It’s just shattered glass.” I step forward and grab his wrists.
“Oh, but doll… this won’t stop at shattered glass.” Jean keeps staring straight ahead.
Swallowing hard, I tell him in a small, defeated voice, “I know. That’s why Tyler is handling things from here on out.”
“About fucking time.” Jean tips his head to the sky. “Thank you, God.” He steps around me, grabs Tyler, and gives him a wet kiss. On. The. Mouth.
“I knew you would be a Godsend.” Jean croons as he taps Tyler’s shoulder and walks back to me.
Tyler is too stunned to either speak or react. His eyes are clearly frozen in panic because Jean just kissed him. I’m having a very hard time fighting the urge to bend over forward, hold on to my belly, and cross my legs in the hopes of not peeing from laughing so hard.
Biting down on my lips for a second, I manage to swallow the laughter and add a serious tone to my voice. “Jean, dear… Don’t ever kiss my man again.”
Jean’s eyes go wide. “Oh, heavenly God. I did, didn’t I? Sorry. Won’t happen again. Hmmm nice lips, though.”
“Jeaaaaaan.” I growl.
“Right. Won’t happen again.” He quickly nods, and then looks around me to address Tyler. “Make her grab what she needs and take her to your place. I’ll call Hank and get the window fixed, okay?”
Tyler’s arm wraps around my waist and when he talks, his warm breath brushes my ear. “Let’s go get your stuff; we’re going home. Jean’s got this, okay?”
Tapping my hand on his, I step forward and place a kiss on Jean’s cheek. “Thanks, Jean.” 
I catch his smile right before I turn and go upstairs to pack a bag. It only takes a few minutes because I only need a few changes of clothes and some personal toiletries. That and my sketchbook because I’m working on some ideas for my next release. Locking up, I make my way through the store with Tyler trailing behind me.
I give Jean a list of things that need to be taken care of for some clients so I have nothing to worry about. I know Jean’s got this. By the look he’s giving me, I know I’ve overstepped, I back off, holding my hands up in surrender.
His eyes close for a second before his eyebrows lift and take his eyelashes with it. “Run along now; you know I’ve got this, Leyla.”
One more hug and we’re out the door. 
Tyler hands me my helmet. “We’re stopping at the clubhouse first. I need to talk with Zack, my Prez, okay?”
I nod before I put on my helmet and wrap myself around him. God, how I love to ride like this: the sound of the bike, Tyler’s strong body, the wind, and the scene all around us. It’s magnificent. It only seems like minutes before we arrive at the clubhouse and I make a mental note to ask Tyler if we can go for a long road trip in the near future. 
He parks the motorcycle right next to a row of other bikes. He waits for me to slide off first before he steps off and guides me toward the building. We both stop when we hear a loud rumbling bike.
Tyler whistles low when the bike comes in full view. “That’s a 1976 Harley Davidson shovelhead chopper. And I only know one guy who owns one.” 
He steps toward the old bike that looks like something that came from the Army. I mean that’s the color green that’s used along with brown, and yeah… it looks like it’s from the fifties or something. No wonder it made a hell of a rumble.
Nervous, I reach into my pocket and grab my lip balm. The familiar smell and ritual movement kind of soothes me, and when I look up from tucking it away, I notice that Tyler and the man on the bike are focused on me. Great.
“Hi.” Still feeling nervous, I give the man standing next to Tyler a finger wave.
I could have said guy, but this is a man. Definitely older than me and Tyler. Solid. Strong, Scary, and so very Stunning. It seems like every word I think of when I see this man starts with an S. Yes, most definitely sex, except that thought evaporates instantly because Tyler is the only one who stirs those feelings inside me. 
“Ridley, meet Ransom. Ransom, this right here is my ol’lady.” The pride in Tyler’s voice warms my heart and my smile.
The man captures my hand in a very firm handshake. My hand drowns inside his grip. He’s wearing a leather cut and a very tight black shirt. I would have to say the size of the shirt probably doesn’t really matter, considering everything would be too damn small for the behemoth in front of me. His head is shaved but his strong jaw has stubble, and his left eyebrow is cut in half by a scar. He’s got tunnels in his ears and a rugged look that screams domination and authority.
“Look, I’d love to stay and chat, but we ain’t got the time. I’m probably late as it is.” Ransom turns his attention to Tyler. “Did they pick up Pokey yet?”
Tyler looks confused. “Pokey? Who the hell would pick up Pokey, and what are you talking about?”
“You know how I come from old money and with those families no rumor goes without passing one high class ear, right?” Tyler nods at Ransom’s statement. “Well, the latest gossip is that Elingmond is out for blood. Something about a biker raping his only daughter or some shit.”
Tyler curses out loud and scrubs a hand down his face. “All fucking lies man. I mean yeah, Pokey had sex with the chick, but she wanted him. It was consensual. You fucking know we don’t condone that shit. We all know the background of this story, and that Elingmond fucker is lying his rich ass off. Hell, the fucker sold his own daughter along with his company because she wasn’t good enough. Why the hell is he stirring up bullshit after all these months?”
Ransom slaps a hand on Tyler’s shoulder. “It’s fucked up, man. From what I heard,  the fucker is neck deep in debt. He’s been trying to find her for months. He went to the cops to try to get Pokey arrested, telling them Pokey kidnapped the girl and has been keeping her here as a personal ho. The cops told him she has to be missing for forty-eight hours since she’s an adult, and it’s been months since Elingmond came to them. He made a huge scene. A little birdy called me a few hours ago, telling me they were gonna raid the clubhouse in two hours. I drove like hell to get here in time.”
“In that case, we better get inside since the way you just mention it, they’ll be here any fucking second.” We all follow Tyler into the clubhouse.
I plant my ass on a barstool to keep out of the way while Tyler and Ransom barge into another room. From the corner of my eye I see Blue coming toward me.
“Hey, how are you doing? Did you and Tyler…” She wiggles her eyebrows and I just have to laugh.
“Yes, he made it very clear we’re together.” I beam and Blue’s smile is cut short when Zack steps out of the same room that Tyler and Ransom just went in. 
He bellows, “Everybody, church. Now.” His eyes land on his ol’lady. “Blue, Nerd isn’t answering her phone. Can you get a hold of her somehow? I need her ASAP.”
She nods and pulls out her phone. Zack disappears inside the room while other bikers start to enter church, or so he called it.
Blue types away on her phone. “I’ve got Skype and she’s probably deep in…” Her voice trails off as she continues to type on her phone. “Yes, she’s on her way. I know for a fact that when she’s on her laptop, she totally forgets about her phone. But Skype is always open. Weird how Dams doesn’t know… oh, well. Hey, do you know what’s up? Something must be going bonkers for Zack to bellow and need Nerd and so on. Weird. Everything was good until... What?”
She stops babbling when she sees my face. “Ransom, that big biker dude I’ve never seen before, said something about Pokey raping some guy’s daughter and kidnapping her to keep her as his ho or something like that.”
Blue gasps and turns white as a sheet. “Noooooo.” She mumbles through the fingers of her hand that she slapped to her mouth.
A chill runs through my body. “Oh, God. He didn’t, did he? Do you know?” I’m slightly panicking because I can’t imagine these bikers doing something like that. I mean, I’ve seen them for months, going in and out of the gym, and they are always polite and shit. I can’t imagine…” 
As my mind wanders, Blue slaps my arm before she starts to throw out words. “Fuck no; don’t think like that about them. They wouldn’t. It’s just that… shit. Orianna was sold off by her own father. She was thrown into a deal because she was a girl and in her father’s eyes, she couldn’t take over the company, so the idiot tried to pick his own son-in-law. Orianna took back her own life when she asked Pokey to take her virginity in the bathroom. In the bathroom! She never regretted it, except she feels like she took advantage of Pokey. Dammit. This is such a mess. She works for me you know, such a true and honest sweetheart, she…”
Blue doesn’t get to finish her sentence. The front door bursts open, and within seconds, the clubhouse is filled with people in black clothing with FBI written on the back in big yellow letters. Blue and I are instructed to lay face down on the ground and yeah, lots of guns will convince anyone to follow directions. 
The leader of the FBI team barks out orders as they all point their guns at the bikers who barge out of church. “Freeze! Nobody move, or this clubhouse will be painted red.” 
 



Chapter 09
 
***Tyler***
 
“Don’t do it, man.” My voice is firm but low enough for Pokey’s ears only.
His head turns and his eyes meet mine. I can see he’s itching to let his inner Hulk out. The fucker is a tank on steroids, and right now he needs to reign in the green. Calm the fuck down and think. He knows why the FBI is here and knows this shit will be cleared up.
Zack just called Deeds, the president of Broken Deeds MC and also a straight connection to the government. Or at least the strings we need to pull to get this shit cleared up. If Pokey doesn’t fuck up, that is.
“FBI folks don’t normally say shit like; this clubhouse will be painted red. They want to draw you out. Think, use that brain of yours.” Okay, that was a direct hit to turn his attention to me. I’d rather have him punch my face… no, scratch that. No punching things while trigger-happy fingers are attached to objects that expel bullets.
Pokey steps forward. “You’re here for me. I’ll cooperate; it’s all a fucking misunderstanding that can be cleared up in no time.”
“On your knees. Now. Hands up. Face down.” The tiny idiot in a suit with his gun drawn is barking orders from behind his team.
“Christ, is your ego based on your badge or your gun? Your need to wave it so people won’t overlook you or something... Jeeeeezzz.” Everybody chuckles at Ridley’s observation. The FBI people being the loudest.
Her cheeks flash pink. The agent she insulted steps away from his men and heads toward Ridley. He grabs her shoulder and drags her off the barstool and spins her around. 
I see red. I don’t fucking care if they put me away or blast a bullet in my body. He needs to take his fucking hands off my woman. Now. Before I can take one step forward, a voice rings out through the clubhouse and the tiny asshole freezes in the process of cuffing Ridley’s wrists.
“Step back, Dickley. You are so out of line right now, you’ll be doing paperwork for the next few years.” The man snaps, “Now, goddammit.”
The man is clearly wearing a black suit underneath a bulletproof vest. The dick, or make that Dickley, listens and steps away. Clearly not happy that he’s been put in his place twice, you can feel the anger rolling off him. Breathing rapidly, the clenching of his jaw muscles; yeah, he is definitely not a happy camper.
As he shoves his fists in his pockets, my attention zips to Ridley. I see her face as she turns, and there’s another unhappy camper right there. I can see she’s building up, to do what I have no clue, but now is not the time.
“Leave it, Zorro.” The moment she hears my voice, her eyes pin me down. Yeah, she’s angry alright. At least she’s glaring at me and the attention is diverted.
The FBI guy, who told Dickley to stand down, slides his gaze over the people in the room. There are three other guys behind him, who I recognize as local PD. Fucking task force, not just a bust but a whole fucking operation. I bet every one of my brothers are itching to get to the bottom of this shit pile.
The guy steps closer to Zack and sticks out his hand. “Casey Rourke; call me Casey. You’re Zack, right?”
Zack nods before he shakes the man’s hand. “Yeah. Thanks for sticking up for one of our ol’ladies. Appreciate it. All of this is a big misunderstanding that I hope you’ll clear up real quick.”
The agent rubs a hand a few times on the left side of his face, his stubble creating a sound in the very quiet clubhouse. He drops his hand. “Are you guys gonna play nice and let us do our job?” 
“Fuck yeah. Go right ahead; do whatever you need to do.” Zack answers without hesitation.
Casey nods approvingly. “You heard the man. Spread out and go room to room. Do not create a mess.”
Following order, the team spreads out. Three are heading in the direction of Pokey’s room. Pokey steps forward. “Don’t go into my fucking room.” He growls.
His statement places everyone on high alert.
“Hiding something, are you?” Dickley gives him a smug look and steps around the three men who were about to enter Pokey’s quarters.
“Don’t do it, man.” Pokey warns him as Zack places a hand on his chest to calm him down. 
Zack tries to reason. “Just hang on. Pokey’s right, you can’t enter his room because…” 
Too late. Dickley steps inside Pokey’s room and mere seconds later, he starts screaming before Dickley runs out. Pokey’s cat is clinging to him, clawing at his head. She jumps off and runs right back into the room while Dickley screams like a little lamb with blood gushing down his face.
“Well now… I guess we know why he warned us, don’t we?” Casey chuckles as he steps toward Pokey. “Do you mind coming along so you can hold the cat while we do a quick scan?” 
Pokey makes his way toward his room. Casey steps forward to tag along but glances at Ransom. “Cash.” 
“Casey.” Ransom greets back.
He heads for Pokey’s space without another word. Ransom meets my eyes and shrugs. Yeah, no need to address that the little birdy who told him about the upcoming raid was Casey. There aren’t many who know Cash by his real name. I don’t know how those two know each other, but I’m thankful for the heads-up.
Although it didn’t do much, it’s good to know we have someone we can trust on our side. Knowing Ransom, no one would double cross him, and I’m glad he’s here. I make a mental note to talk to him later, hoping to persuade him to stay, at least for a little while.
C.Rash is standing right next to me. “Do we know where Orianna is? It would be nice if she could come and show them that this is all a fucking misunderstanding.”
Zack takes a deep breath. “That girl doesn’t deserve this shit. She works for Blue, and I’ve heard her mention time and time again how she’s doing an amazing job and how sweet she is. Fuck. I’ll talk to my ol’lady, yeah? We’ll get to the bottom of this shit.”
Casey steps out of Pokey’s room the very moment the rest of the team is done with a full sweep. 
“Okay you guys, I think it’s safe to say the girl isn’t here. Now, Pokey has agreed to come along and answer some questions.” Casey looks at Dickley who is trying to stop the bleeding with a wet rag Blue threw at him. 
Casey’s gaze lands on Zack. “We’ll be out of your hair in a few minutes. Thanks for your cooperation so far.”
Zack nods as the clubhouse returns to it normal self, just bikers and ol’ladies.
“This is all horseshit,” Sico bellows as he points to Blue. “You better get that bitch on the fucking phone and tell her to to get her cunt on a plane so she can tell the Feds that Pokey didn’t do a fucking thing to that b…”
Sico doesn’t get a chance to call Orianna a bitch for a second time, because Zack’s fist slams into his jaw.
“Don’t ever point a fucking finger at or speak to your Prez’ ol’lady like that again. Get me, asshole?” Zack bellows as Sico rubs his jaw. “Respect. I don’t fucking care how you treat or fuck cunts, but my lady will get your respect as well as all the other ol’ladies in my fucking club.”
He gives Zack a tight nod. “Sorry, Blue. I didn’t think.” 
Blue lifts her nose as if she dismisses him. Her gaze flashes with desire and appreciation once it lands on her ol’man. “She’s been in town for a few weeks now. I’ll call her and get her to swing by so she can clear all this up, okay?”
Fuck. She’s been here? In. Fucking. Town? Oh, man… Pokey is gonna flip when he finds out. He’s been trying to get on the good side of the girls to show he wants Orianna and only her. He’s going to be pissed. That and he’ll go to her as soon as he knows she’s within his reach. Definitely something to worry about. 
I make my way to Ridley and pull her against my body. “You okay?”
Her hand rubs my chest. “Yeah. Guess you all have better things to do than deal with the fuss I’m in, huh?” She chuckles as if her brother threatening her life is just biscuits and tea. Fuck that.
“Don’t do that.” I growl.
She looks confused. Ignoring that look, I step away and grab her hand so I can drag her with me to where Zack is talking to C.Rash, Bruce, Ransom and Dams.
“Hey, Prez.” All eyes go to me. “Listen, before this shit went down, I was going to come see you because my ol’lady’s brother popped up again this morning. He fucking put a sledgehammer through the window this time. With us standing right the fuck there.”
“Fuck.” Zack throws out. “That idiot is going from bad to worse. Nerd already pulled everything there was to find about that fucker, right?” He looks at Dams for confirmation. “Well… make sure she’s not to be alone again. Place a prospect in front of the shop, and we’ll head back to church when this Pokey thing clears up. We’ll deal with it. No worries, brother.”
It’s somewhat settling that my brothers have my back. That reminds me of something. “Ransom, you wanna come crash at my place, or are ya gonna stay here?”
Zack’s voice rumbles. “He’s gonna crash with you. Considering the brother is back in the picture, we’re gonna put two guys on her at all times. Meaning you and another one. That okay with you, Ransom?” 
Ransom doesn’t even take a second to think things over. “Sure, Prez.”
Ridley’s phone rings and when she answers the call, clearly there’s no time to throw out a greeting so she just listens. Her eyes widen but her voice is steady. “Calm down, Jean. We’ll be right there.”
She puts the phone away and her eyes connect with mine. “Someone broke into the store when Jean went out to lunch.”
I place a hand on the small of her back. “All right, let’s go.” 
Ransom nods and steps forward. “Catch you guys later; we need to set a date for a party, with all the bad shit you guys have. I’m here for a fucking hour or so, and I already need a stress reliever.”
Zack chuckles and slaps him on the back. “Sounds good, brother.”
 
 



Chapter 10
 
 
***Ridley***
 
There’s not much to trash in our store, mainly because we sell comics and related merchandise. I guess they could have torn up the piles of essentials expensive paper but seriously, we're talking superhero stuff. The cash register and the office in the back, where I’m standing right now? Yeah, different story. It’s obvious someone went nuts. But nothing seems to have been taken. Well, except for the money.
Jean did good calling the cops. They left before we showed up so I need to head over to the police station later to give my statement. I need to look through everything to get an idea of what’s missing. They wanted a list and I imagine my insurance company will as well. My eyes land on the administrative books. Balance. Money. Income. Oh, no. A chill runs down my spine.
Tyler’s arms wrap around me. “Did they take much?”
“They? You mean my brother.” The scary chill I felt just now flips to anger. “The fucker knows. He went through my books, Tyler. He knows or at least has a very good idea what the store is worth. What I’m worth.”
Tyler’s arms leave my body while he curses and starts to pace. 
Ransom steps into the office. “What’s up, man? Did you figure out what they were after?”
Tyler stops mid stride. “Yeah, after my ol’lady. Her brother found out how wealthy she really is. He’s been threatening her for years. She gives him some cash, and then he disappears until he’s run out and comes back for more. He never knew how much she’s actually worth… cash wise anyway. That's all he gives a shit about since the fucker doesn’t seem to have one fucking ounce of the fuzzies for his own fucking sister.”
“Fuck, until now. That’s bad man.” Ransom’s voice is deadly.
“I’m gonna kill the fucker.” Tyler growls out his words.
I’ve had it. I need to go to the police, make my statement, and head home for a long hot bath. Yes, I call Tyler’s place home, and why wouldn’t I? With the shitty place I have and compared to his amazing house, with the perfect bathroom and everything. 
“Okay, when you two are done plotting murder and all… I need to go to the police to make sure they know it’s Todd so when he comes after me, I have solid reason to defend myself. It’s kind of like a kill-him-for-free card. Trumps your plotting. So… Let’s go. I want to sink down in hot water and not think about this whole mess, even if it’s for just a few minutes.” 
As I head for the door, I hear Ransom’s voice of approval. “Smart thinking. I like your woman. No lose ends and no fucking cleanup too. Let the cops deal with the aftermath.”
“Then I hope the fucker strikes fast because I’m itching to see him bleed.” Tyler agrees while we all head out and ride to the police station.
Ransom’s rumbling bike draws a lot of attention. I’m betting he loves it too, since he certainly takes his sweet ass time to shut it down and swing his leg off. He shoots me a wink and I just roll my eyes. Yeah, he’s aware all right.
It takes over two hours to give my statement and explain the history behind all of this. I have to dredge up everything from my past. I’m thankful they will get into it and run background checks. I’m also happy to say I’ve logged everything from day one so it’s in black and white; how much money he's extorted and how many times he came back for more. 
I also offered to turn over all of the repair invoices from the times he trashed something at the store. They are going to send someone to pick up a file I keep in a safe back home. Clearly one look at my store shows why I don’t have an electronic copy, I’m a hard copy kind of girl.
We walk out into the main area and see Pokey, Zack and Blue standing near the doors, talking to Casey. A tiny woman walks out of an office with that ass of a detective, Dickley, I mouthed off to earlier. Pokey draws his shoulders back and his face lights up at the sight of her. The woman shyly smiles at him, but her eyes go down almost immediately.
“Wait, Orianna. Can we talk?” Pokey’s voice is pleading. 
She looks so sad. “Sorry.” Her voice is cracking with emotion while she heads for the door.
“Wait,” Pokey throws out and heads for the door. 
Dickley grabs his arm but Pokey doesn’t stop so while Pokey goes through the door, Dickley’s face connects with the doorpost.
He screams bloody murder as if Pokey attacked him, so cops come running from everywhere. Zack barks out for Pokey to cooperate, and I hold my breath as I wait to see if the big guy listens. But it seems with the woman leaving, all life is sucked from him and he just crumbles to the ground.
“That’s so unfair.” I scream in frustration. “That dick did it on purpose. Pokey didn’t do anything. He just wanted to talk to Orianna.”
Casey just gives me a glance. “Dickley told me to meet him here; seems that didn’t work in his favor with me witnessing this incident. So you need to calm down, ma’am. Let the cops handle everything, and I’ll be sure to give my statement too.”
I feel Tyler’s arms tighten around my waist, his lips close to my ear. “Even though I think it’s super-hot how you're willing to step up for one of my brothers,  you need to let the FBI guy handle  this. There were a lot of witnesses who will all say the same thing. Come on, let’s go home, babe.”
He places a soft kiss on the top of my head and guides me around everyone and out the door. Ransom is walking a few feet behind us. Suddenly, Tyler stops and looks at his watch before he lets out a string of curses.
“What?” I ask, very worried about what’s got him acting like this.
Ransom chuckles. “Our momma’s boy got his panties in a twist because he missed his daily visit. Am I right?”
“Shut the fuck up.” Tyler growls.
I can't help but giggle since it’s so very sweet and so out of character. “Okay, let’s go to your mom first, okay? Then we’ll order some pizza or grab some takeout on our way home.”
They both nod. Clearly nervous, Tyler’s got his head down and fidgets with his knife. I reach out and place my hands on his face, lifting gently. I simply smile and place a soft kiss on his lips, telling him without words that everything will be fine.
I'm pleased to see a smile in place when I pull back. We climb on our respective bikes and head for Tyler’s mom. It’s a twenty-minute ride and when we get there, both guys park their bikes right next to the entrance.
The only thing that marks this place as a retirement home is the sign we passed when we drove through the gate. It’s a decent sized mansion but not overly large. I imagine they don’t have that many people to take care of. And that right there is most likely the reason why Tyler picked this place. It seems well maintained, with an amazing garden that surrounds this entire place.
Tyler laces his fingers with mine as we make our way inside. The first thought that comes to mind is ‘Home.’ It’s the warm and cozy vibe this place radiates. It's not at all like how I imagined a retirement home would be. With no older friends or family, I never even gave it a second thought, but this is a very loving environment.
Leaning in, I whisper. “You’ve found an amazing place.” 
He beams back. “Yeah. Plus, they have an amazing security system. The home I had her in a few weeks ago… she managed to escape twice. They take really good care of her here. That and they have a small group of residents here, and she fits in nicely.”
The few people we run across in the hall smile as if they have known Tyler for years. We’re walking down yet another hallway and he stops a few feet shy of a closed door.
“It’s not that she’s all that sick. It’s just that she can’t be trusted alone. She stole my car a few times. Well… not really stole since I don’t, I mean what's mine is hers…but she took my car and well, she’s a bit juvenile. She went joyriding. All fast and furious the last time around, and it led to her wrapping my car around a tree. That’s why I’ve made sure the people around know how to handle her. I mean… I’ve had her in my house with two nurses but she manages to dodge them or lie her ass off and make them do shit that will get her and everyone else in trouble. So I had to think of her safety and everyone else’s…leaving me no choice, I mean…”
He shakes his head and takes a deep breath.
“One time, she intentionally left the gas on the stove with no flame. She had some bright idea about letting the place fill with gas so it would fly away like the house in that Disney movie, Up. Since she didn’t have balloons, she thought she’d try that. See the problem?”
Wow. That’s hard. Standing on my tiptoes I press my lips with his, soft and quick. “Yes. And considering all of that, you made the right choice, for everyone.”
He holds my eyes for a few more seconds. “Come, meet my mom.” 
He steps away and opens the door. An older woman is sitting at a table near the window. A deck of cards is splayed all over the table. There doesn't appear to be any order to the cards, so I have no clue as to what game she’s playing. 
Tyler leans in when he sees the look on my face. “Don’t play cards with her. She’ll steal your money because she makes the rules and the game.”
That puts a huge smile on my face. I bet he plays anyway and lets her take what she wants.
“Baby. You’re late. Oh and who do we have here?” Tyler’s mom isn’t looking at me. Instead, she looks over my shoulder at Ransom. 
“Mom.” Tyler groans in frustration.
Ransom chuckles as he steps around me to hold his hand out for her to shake. “The name is Ransom, ma’am. And may I ask what name belongs to the beauty in front of me?” 
My cheeks hurt from smiling while hers flush. She’s adorable. Excepts when her eyes finally land on me, they fill with disgust. 
“What money-hungry whore did you bring with you?” She lifts her nose as if I reek of cum.
I feel Tyler tense up beside me. He doesn’t need to worry. I know the feeling. Bending a bit in her direction, I fake whisper. “I’m pretty sure I'm worth twice as much as him… but don’t tell him that because he might not love me for me.” I give her a wink and her scowl turns to giggles as if we have a little secret.
Her eyes twinkle and she whispers, “Do you have a car?”
Tyler cuts in on our conversation. “No. Just no, Ma. You can’t drive her car, or any car for that matter.” 
“Such a party-pooper that son of mine.” She pouts adorably.
We all take a seat around the table and join her in a game that she makes up as she goes. It’s a cross between poker, solitaire, and…hell, I don’t know. But it’s fun and easy, and she’s having a great time.
Tyler’s phone indicates he has a message and when he checks, his face tightens to a grimace. “Pokey’s spending the night behind bars.”
“That’s sooooo unfair.” And it is. Really, it’s not like he deliberately punched the guy or something. A thought comes to mind. “Who’s taking care of his cat?”
“That would be no one.” Tyler states. “Because no one in their right mind will take a step inside Pokey’s room and live to tell about it. That cat is crazy. You saw it yourself, right?” 
“So that behavior wasn’t just stress related or something?” I question.
“Nope. The cat’s psycho pretty much all the time.” Tyler shrugs his shoulders. “That’s why she only lives in Pokey’s room.
Yeah, that makes sense. Although I know for a fact a cat can manage a night without its owner, I still think it’s kind of sad.
We spend another hour with Tyler’s mom before we head to our house. Gosh how I like the sound of that. Earlier, he made me pack up my personal stuff, since he was very clear my place was with him. I’m thankful when we walk inside. I’m in need of a hot bath and a few pages of a good book. And I’ll be damned, but I need out of these jeans for a little bit. Who would have thought that sprucing myself up for Tyler would be so damn uncomfortable? Thinking about the rest of the evening, I move toward the stairs.
Tyler steps in front of me and places his finger underneath my chin, lifting it to meet his gaze. “Are you hungry? Should I make something, or do you want to order in?”
“I think I’m gonna grab a bath and then curl up on the couch or something. I'll let you decide.” As I leave the decision with him, I feel Ransom step closer to me.
His hands settle on my hips and he pulls me back against him. I freeze when I feel a huge bulge pressed against my ass.
“We sharing, brother?” He leans in and sniffs my hair.
Smells. Hair. Hands. Hips. Bulge. Ass. I can’t breathe when everything inside and outside freezes up.
“Step away while you still can.” Tyler’s voice is as sharp as all three of his knives together.
“Yeah, thought so.” Ransom chuckles. “Just checking. You've never been serious about a girl before. Always willing to share. That’s cool. Damn shame, though.”
Tyler growls and Ransom takes a few steps back. His hands are up in the air. “No worries; I’m retiring for the night in the guestroom. If you need me, or if you change your mind, you know where to find me.”
Tyler takes a menacing step forward and Ransom snickers as he saunters out of the room.
 



Chapter 11
 
***Tyler***
 
I could wake up to this view every morning and be a happy man. Ridley is standing in front of the full-length mirror in our bedroom. She’s staring at her reflection and I’m sure it’s because she’s wearing something different than normal. I’ve noticed over the last few months she loves her sweats and yoga pants. She digs being comfortable and doesn’t usually care about what she’s wearing. I’m not quite sure why she’s dressing up, though.
And let me tell you, she is looking fine in tight jeans and a dark pink shirt that only stays put on one shoulder. Her other shoulder is naked and screaming for a nibble or a kiss. Even though she’s wearing sneakers, she looks sexy as fuck to me, and I will have a hard time keeping my hands from mussing her up.
Giving in to the craving to touch her, I step up behind her and wrap her in my arms. Burying my face into the crook of her neck, I feather kisses up to her ear.
“You look amazing, babe.” And she totally does.
Instead of leaning into me she freezes. When I check the mirror I see her eyes are focused on the carpet. What the hell? Last night she was asleep by the time I got back to the bedroom. I gave her time to take a bath, so I figured it was the impact of the day and the warmth of the water that drained her.
Now I’m not sure what is going on, and it makes me wonder if something more than her brother is bothering her. She can’t be avoiding me, can she?
“What’s on your mind?” I press as I slowly sway her back and forth. “Talk to me, Zorro. You can tell me anything.”
“What are we doing?”  The words come out in a whisper. If I’d cleared my throat, I would have missed it.
“What the fuck is that supposed to mean?” Dammit. I need to keep my cool. Except I can’t, because I thought we were passed that shit.
She spins around in my arms. “How do you know it’ll work out, huh? Us. You and me. Will I be enough? Won’t you have regrets with all those women in the club? Multiple women? Orgies or gang bangs or whatever they call it? Hell, I don’t even know. I’m way out of my element here and Ransom said that…”
I cover her mouth with mine. I’ve heard enough of her insecurities. With one hand wrapped in her hair, I guide her so I can dominate her mouth the way I like. The other slides down to her jean-clad ass and pull her closer. I was already hard when I walked in on her a moment ago, and right now, with this kiss, I’ve never had a yearning quite like this before. I need to show her that she’s the one piece that was missing. The irreplaceable element that gives meaning to my world.
“My life before you doesn’t compare to where we are now. It’s like I was living in the dark… then… boom... everything is clear and within reach. You and I shine together. We are like the fucking light in the fucking darkness that’s called life. So yeah, you and me times infinity and all that so don’t ever say shit like that again. Now, I’m done talking. Strip.” That last word was a snap and she visibly shivers.
I cross my arms in front of my chest and wait. Her breathing picks up and she slowly grabs her shirt and pulls it over her head. It falls to the ground the moment she reaches for her pants. 
Right now, I’m just openly fucking her with my eyes. I just can’t get enough. Her body is amazing, and I intend to explore every inch of it once she’s done shedding every piece of her clothing. I stop her once she’s down to her bra and panties. 
A slow smile spreads over my face. She’s wearing a black set with a thin blue line around the edges. There’s a pirate scull on her left breast, and her thong has the same illustration. I've never seen such a set of underwear. I fucking love it and want to worship it just a little longer.
“Get on the bed, with your back against the headboard.” She hears my order and slowly steps toward the bed. 
She places a knee on the mattress and looks over her shoulder. A lazy smile spreads over her face while she crawls up and places herself just the way I ordered. Toeing off my boots, I lose my pants and shirt before I join her. Placing my hands on her knees, I open her legs and pull her slightly toward me to see the pirate thong up close and personal.
My fingers circle over her mound while my thumb slides up and down her thong-covered lips. Feeling her get wet from just my touch is exhilarating. Sliding her thong to the side, I bring my mouth down and cover her heat. 
I groan at her sweet taste while I lick deeper inside of her. Both my hands shift around to her ass, kneading and stroking. Damn I love the feel of her, the sounds she makes when I flick her clit, her taste, her warmth. Fuck. It’s everything. 
My fingers let go and move back to the front. Sliding closer, my thumbs open her lips so my tongue slides from ass to clit in one lazy lick. She shivers against me.
“Please, Tyler. Oh… I’m so…so close.” 
I turn my face slightly, nip at her flesh, and she groans loudly as my fingers massage her entrance. Her pleading voice goes straight to my dick. I need to make her come so I can bury myself deep inside her to seek my own release.
Covering her clit with my mouth, I suck hard while flipping the little nerve bomb over and over with my tongue. She buries her hands in my hair and tightens them to fists within the next few seconds. It feels like she’s on a mission to rip out all of my hair when suddenly her taste changes. She becomes sweeter as she explodes in my mouth.
My name blasts from her lips surrounded by intense screams while she bucks against my face. I need to fucking concentrate. I don’t want to blow my load until my dick can brand her from the inside out as mine and mine alone.
This feels different and somehow I need to show her that she’s mine. Cherished, loved, admired. For shit’s sake, I’m willing to kiss the fucking ground she walks on. My eyes meet hers and I realize all of my worrying means shit. She knows. All of the doubt from a moment ago is gone. She sees me, us, the way we are, connected. Hovering over her isn’t close enough. Our souls merged and now it needs to be reinforced by our bodies connected. 
In one hard thrust, I’m deep inside of her. Her gasp and my groan unite as I swing one of her legs to the other side so her knees are touching, making her feel so much tighter. I lean on one elbow, while half of my body covers her back because I turned her slightly.
My hand travels to her breast while my mouth aims for the tip. I pinch her nipple before I cover the tightened peak with my tongue. I’m pumping inside her in a deep, delicious rhythm. Both slick with sweat, I feel her begin to tighten around me. I slide my hand up to grab her shoulder, holding her still while I’m frantically reaching for release for both of us.
“You feel that, my love? So close. I need you to give it to me. Grab hold, love. Tighten around my dick till you… that’s it. Come for me. Come…”
Oh, fuck. Her walls are so fucking tight as she spasms around my cock, and the sensation blasts shockwaves through my body. My balls draw up and I can’t even think before cum shoots through my dick and coats the inside of the woman I love, branding her as mine. 
Collapsing beside her, we both struggle to take our next breath. My dick softens inside her but I can’t seem to make myself move. I know I should be all gentlemanly and shit, take care of her and wash up, but I can’t fucking move.
“Lemme catch my breath, okay? Then I’ll clean us up.” My voice is only a muffled whisper since my face is buried in the crook of her neck.
“Hmmmhmmm.” She croons, sounding very content.
Fuck, I love her smell, her warmth. Sliding one arm over her side and the other beneath her, I lock her inside my embrace. All thoughts in my head fade into a dream as we both drift off to sleep.
I open my eyes and check my watch to see that only an hour or two has gone by. Nothing like waking up twice in one day. Don’t think that’s ever happened to me before…It makes me want to wake up for a third time after wearing both our bodies out with sex so we have no other option than to fall asleep exhausted. 
I reach out and feel nothing beside me. Turning, I find myself alone in bed. Frowning at that little fact, I sit up and listen. I hear voices that I recognize as Ridley’s and Ransom, and they appear to be coming from the kitchen.
Walking into the bathroom, I make fast work of handling my business, and then grab my sweats before I head toward the kitchen.
“Hey.” Ridley greets me as I walk into the room. She slides off the barstool and wraps her arms around my waist, placing a soft kiss on my lips.
She tries to pull back but the hand I have behind her head prevents her from moving, giving me the opportunity to ravish her mouth thoroughly.
“Either get your own coffee, instead of trying to drink the one she just finished or take it to the bedroom. If I can’t play along, I don’t wanna watch.” Ransom tries to sound annoyed, but I can clearly hear the laughter in his voice.
Reluctantly, I untangle myself from my ol’lady. “Shut your jealous rambling, brother. We’ll talk again when you’ve found your ol’lady.”
Ransom shakes his head furiously. “No way. I’m a nomad for a reason. That’s never gonna happen, brother. My dick won’t ever settle for just one tight space to bury himself. You know how it is with food; one flavor all the time will get tasteless.” He eyes Ridley. “No offense.”
Ridley holds up her hands. “Hey, no worries. Although your analogy sounds misguided, especially considering how the perfect combination can really spice things up. Things are never as dull as they might seem. Seeing you don’t know what you’re talking about kind of sweeps your words right off the table.”
Two hands cover his heart. “Oh, touché, gorgeous… touché.”  
As she smiles victoriously, the doorbell rings. I shoot her a wink as I turn to open the door. To my surprise, Pokey is standing on the other side, wearing the exact same clothes he was wearing yesterday.
“That’s twice now. You got the code, man. Why bother to ring the doorbell when you clearly got through the gate on your own too? Fuck…did you came straight from the police station?”
He nods at my question and makes his way to the kitchen. Still silent, he pours himself a cup of coffee and sits down. Pokey glances around at the three of us and finally says, “What?”
Ridley gives him a soft smile and pats his hand. “We could ask you the same question.”
He shrugs and takes a deep breath. “I fucked up again. Missed my chance. But now that I fucking know she’s in town, I will find her.”
“You do realize you can’t force her to speak with you, right?” Ridley asks very sweetly, clearly trying not to hurt his feelings.
“Yeah, but I can’t just not do a goddamned thing. I’ve sat back, essentially with my thumb up my ass doing nothing. For months. I’m done. I fucking gave her all that time and space for months and months. She’s finally here…within my reach. I need to do this. Fuck. All night her face was flashing image after image in my mind. At a certain point I couldn’t take it anymore, and my hand wrapped around my dick all by itself. I was so horny thinking about her. I came so hard it landed right next to me on the pillow. Then exhaustion finally hit, and I just turned my head and fell asleep.”
I have to reign in my laughter. Ridley has her face covered with her hands. “He did not just say he came all over his pillow and slept with his face in his own cum.” she mumbles between her fingers.
Ransom is laughing so hard he’s holding on to his belly while Pokey frowns.
“I didn’t sleep in my own cum.” He flicks Ridley on the shoulder with his middle finger and thumb. “I flipped the pillow, doofus.”
“Oh, God. Can we not discuss turning pillows with cum and just drink coffee instead?” She questions.
 



Chapter 12
 
 
***Ridley***
 
Tyler and Ransom are downstairs in the shop while I’m upstairs gathering the last few things I need to turn over to the police. One last glance in the safe and I see the envelope containing my will. I’ve had it in place for years, in fact ever since my brother started with his bullshit. I had it drawn up to make sure that when I die, everything goes to Jean. Nobody knows this little tidbit. Well… Jean knows of course, but he might have never given it another thought after I mentioned it the one and only time I brought it up.
Thank God my brother didn’t get into this safe and find it, because if he ever finds out about my will…he’s going to fight like hell to get every last penny. I just know he would. It angers me to know that Jean will be on his own and will have to deal with the mess. No wait…if that’s the case, it means I’m dead…that he most likely killed me. He wouldn’t think twice about killing Jean too. A thought comes to mind and everything falls into place.
Reaching inside my pocket, I grab my phone and text Nerd. She’s a genius with a computer. Nerd told me all about how her ol’man, Dams, fixed their marriage license. He contacted another biker, who’s a computer nerd from another MC to fix the paperwork so they were married but managed to avoid the fuss Nerd hates.
Such a sweet and thoughtful surprise. Right now I think it’s a perfect solution for me and Tyler. Well…I mean for me. If I can make it so he’s my husband to the outside world, then maybe my brother will see he wouldn’t be going against Jean alone, but Tyler and with that a whole MC that will back him up. Todd might back off completely then. Or not, but then at least Jean won’t be on his own in the fight against my brother.
Maybe I’m being selfish. But on the other hand, Tyler made it more than clear we were in it together with the forever part emphasized, so this can be shrugged off as a formality…right? I don’t know…anyway… I just need to know one tiny little detail before I ask Nerd to hack into the system and get the paperwork in order so Tyler and I are married. My phone indicates I’ve got a message.
Nerd: What’s up?
Me: Can you run a check for me? I need to know for sure if I have more money than Tyler.
Nerd: Do I even wanna know why?
Me: I don’t need a number, just a yes or no :p
 
It takes a few minutes, and I pace the room nervously. Tyler is downstairs, and I don’t want him up here right now. As I peek down the stairs, my phone buzzes, and I actually jump with a little scream. Dammit. Talk about scared of getting busted.
“Everything okay?” Tyler appears at the bottom of the stairs.
“Uh, huh. Be right there.” I reply while I watch him walk away.
Looking at my screen, I see Nerd’s message.
 
Nerd: Yeah, you’re the one with the bigger wallet. Now, what’s this about?
Me: I need you to do for me what Dams did for you guys.
Nerd: Come again?
Me: Fix the damn paperwork so Tyler and I are married.
 
Whoops. Didn’t mean to be that rude. Although Nerd and I have grown close over time, I should have been a bit nicer about it. My mind wanders to the fact that both Nerd and Blue have become great friends. I nervously slide my phone from one hand to the other, waiting for her to reply. I hope she won’t have a problem with my request or… shit, I hope she doesn’t tell Dams so Tyler will… There’s an incoming message, and I furiously swipe at the screen.
 
Nerd: bahahahahahaha
Nerd: and oh, Mrs. Sykes. D O N E! 
Me: Thanks, babe. Lifesaver! I owe ya!
Nerd: Do I need to keep this thing between us?
 
I stare at my screen. I don’t have a clue how to respond to that. This was more of a spur-of-the-moment thing. It seemed like a good way to handle things, but now I fear Tyler will kill me before my brother if he found out. Shit. What have I done?
 
Me: For now. I need to tell Tyler first.
Nerd: Good luck with that :D
 
“Are you okay?” Tyler’s voice right behind me scares a scream out of me, causing me to drop my phone.
I’m lucky my house is filled with boxes so it doesn’t fall to the floor, but instead lands between comic books.
“What the hell spooked you?” He wraps his strong arms around me. 
My hands fist in his shirt, pulling him close. I’m surrounded in the safe haven he has created for me. Taking a deep breath, I settle myself. I might as well get it over with.
Mumbling to his chest, I confess. “I might have done something before thinking things through.”
He pulls away and his face looks serious and concerned. “What did you do? Did he contact you? Did you contact him? What? Tell me, dammit.”
Oh, shit. He’s mad. “Never mind. It’s not about him, it’s… something else. Just forget about it, okay?”
His head pulls back slightly as he raises one eyebrow. “Spill, woman. Now, or I will make sure your secret will spill from those lips, whether you want it to or not, within the next few minutes.”
Sliding my hands up to cover my face, I try to even my breathing. Dammit, what have I gotten myself into? I can’t, like really can’t, do this right now. Really, Ridley? Getting married to a guy without him knowing about it? Yes, I have more money than him but seriously, what the hell was I thinking?
“Mighttarriedyou.” I let the scrambled words slip through my fingers.
He pries my fingers away from my face. “Say what? Mighty who?”
I can’t look at him. My gaze latches onto my phone that’s still resting in between comic books. The words spill from my mouth in a rush. “Married you. You. Me. Married. I had Nerd… I’m sorry, I didn’t think. Really, it’s stupid. I should have asked but I didn’t. I just thought it’ll be safer for Jean because he’s supposed to get everything if I die….and I don’t want my brother to kill him too…and if we’re husband and wife, Todd will think he’s up against you if he kills me and… and.. and… sorry, I’m stupid I should have asked.. I..” 
As his finger tilts my head up to meet his gaze, I close my eyes. I just can’t face him. It’s silly, I know. I just can’t stand to see him angry at me. I mean, what must he think of me? Shit. I don’t think I’ve ever been so open and exposed with my emotions in my entire life. He means everything to me. I can’t lose him because of some stupid action.
“Open your eyes, Ridley.” His voice doesn’t even give one hint of his emotion.
Swallowing hard, I try to open my eyes and fail. I just can’t face… Squinting, I try again.
“Now, Ridley. Gimme your gorgeous eyes. Eyes that belong to me, to have and to hold from this day forward, for better, for worse, for richer, for poorer, in sickness and health, until death do us part. Sound familiar? Uh, huh…those eyes.”
Now I do open them and glare at him. Is he making fun of all this? 
He leans in closer, his lips a whisper from mine. “So I guess this is the kiss that seals the deal?”
His mouth touches mine and my eyes close again, this time due to the intensity of his kiss. His mouth is demanding, claiming. One hand slides to my ass and pulls me closer against his body. The bulge in his pants is pressing hard against me. He wants me. He’s not mad.
Tyler pulls back so we have a moment to catch our breath. We’re both panting hard, and he slides his hands up to cradle my face. “You’ve made me very happy, you know that, right? You sealed the deal. No running or changing your mind. Mine. Now and always.”
Oh, God. How could I forget the fact he’s a biker? It all comes down to claiming. He claimed me as his ol’lady. I just claimed him as mine for the whole world to see. I gift him a lazy smile as my finger trails from his chest down to his jeans.
“All mine. Now and always, Rambo. I think I’m going to play a bit with what’s mine.”
His eyes darken when he realizes my intentions.  I unbuckle his belt and pop the button of his jeans. I don’t even have time to pull down the zipper before it bursts open and his thick, large, and very hard dick falls out.
Wrapping my fingers around the base, I give him a few lazy pulls before I slide down to the floor in front of him. Guiding the hot tip along my bottom lip, I let my tongue lick away the drop of pre-cum that is glistening just waiting for me to taste. A string of curses fall from his mouth, and I look up. The way he holds my gaze is empowering. Complete surrender to the pleasure I am bound to give to him. 
His hand slides to my head, digging his fingers through my hair as he tightens it into a fist. He guides my head while I take him deep inside my mouth. My hand is still wrapped around the base of his dick, slowly pumping while my lips stay connected with my thumb and forefinger. 
Playing with tightening my fingers and lips and releasing in short strokes. I stroke my tongue along the sensitive spot right beneath the mushroom head. His piercings feel so good on my tongue, and I’m sure it heightens his pleasure. I know it gives me more to play with and focus on.
I’m so wrapped up in my every move. I slide my free hand from his ass around his leg to his balls. I trace the guiche piercings that run down the spot between his asshole and his balls. Soft strokes on his taint result in hard groans that fall from his lips.
I give a slight twist of my wrist with every pull while my tongue works magic on his sensitive spot. I tighten my lips even more and brush my finger gently over his ass.
“Fuck, Zorro. I can’t hold back. You… fuck, yeah, I’m gonna. Take me deep, that’s…”
His hips thrust forward, his body asking for release. I feel his balls harden and the thickness in my hand starts to pulse before I feel warm cum slide down my throat. I hum in contentment. 
When he starts to soften in my mouth, I let him slide out and give him a long lazy lick before I stand. I can only giggle  at his position. The back of his head is touching the wall, his back leaning against boxes filled with comics that are stacked between them. It doesn’t look like a comfortable pose, and yet he’s a vision of a totally spent person.
“That was….” He mumbles. “I don’t think I have the right words to describe it. Other than; give me a second to recover so we can do that again.”
He grins and he reaches for me without opening his eyes. Pulling me flush against his body, he buries his head in the crook of my neck.
“I fucking love the shit out of you and that hot little mouth of yours. How fucking lucky I am to have you as my wife, ol’lady, the woman I get to take home and have in my bed every night, and who dares to spend the rest of her life with me and only me.” The breath from his words is hot against my skin.
“All of that and more. Except… bigger and sometimes hairy and…” What the hell am I saying? 
He chuckles as he leans back.  I bury my face in his chest to try and dissolve into nothing, hiding my burning cheeks of shame.
“Big and hairy, huh?” He questions. “Do I need to shave my balls?” He barks out in laughter.
“I meant your mouth is bigger and sometimes you have scruff. Meaning beard growth, as in hairy.” Glaring doesn’t help one bit to stop him from laughing. He knew what I meant, dammit.
Crossing my arms in front of my chest I try one more time to shut him up. “Yes, shave your balls so I can lick those next time.”
He sucks in a breath and holds it before it slowly escapes through his nose. His eyes flame with heat while they slide down to my mouth.
Since I clearly have his attention, I let the words tumble from my lips. “I love you for every annoying inch that is you, all right? There, I said it. Right now, I need to handle a few things. First…can we go to the police station and drop those files off? Also, I promised Pokey I would talk to Blue about Orianna, Okay?”
He takes my face and tenderly touches his nose against mine. “Yeah, Zorro. Let’s go. Zack asked me to drop by today so that’ll work out perfectly.”
Tyler zips his pants while I bend over to grab my phone. As I straighten, two hands land on my ass, and the feel of them kneading my sensitive flesh has me groaning out loud.
“Why do you have this perfect ass right in my face, huh? Didn’t you just say we needed to do shit? Taunting me, luring me…”
I spin around and poke in his chest. “You made me drop my phone, you made me horny with coming in my mouth and groaning, talking dirty and all, so you are the one to blame for all of this.”
“Can I just remind you of the fact that I’m not the one who got us married… so who’s to blame again?” He taunts.
“Zip it, Rambo.” I grab the files and my phone and practically run down the stairs while the air fills with his laughter.
 



Chapter 13
 
***Tyler***
 
“Can you bring your attention back to the conversation in this fucking room, Ty? Why the hell did you come here when all you want to do is eat her out, huh?” Zack’s frustration is evident in his voice.
Fuck. He’s right. Pulling my gaze away from the window where I was openly gawking at Ridley, I give him my full attention.
“Sorry, Prez. I’m sure you know how it is when you finally have the one you’ve been wanting your entire life.” Yes, I’m trying to get him to relate so I can openly adore my wife.
Wife. Fuck yeah. Who knew she’d pull a stunt like that? Even if it was an act-first-think-later thing, it couldn’t have worked out better. Smart too. She’s sending a signal to everyone that she’s got a whole MC standing behind her. I’m sure her brother won’t care and only sees those dollar signs he so desperately craves.
“No need to say more, Tyler. You know damn well how…” Zack is cut short by Sico.
“Could you love sick fools save that shit for later? First Prez, then Dams, now even Tyler, fucking short end of a Pinocchio-stick gets a fucking ol’lady. None of that shit for me or the rest of my brothers, so let’s just get to the fucking point.” Sico’s got an edge to his voice that I can’t explain. 
Before I can even start to reply to that shit, Pokey cuts in. “Shut it, Sico. Some of us do crave that shit and can never have what they want. Or so it may fucking seem. Now, I’m with him about handling shit, so yeah, let’s get to the fucking point.
Alrighty then. Seems like we’ve got a few frustrated dicks around the table. I’m about to announce the news about me and Ridley when Ransom walks in the door. 
“Finally, did you take a ten-minute shit or something? We’re drowning in pussy-love-sick-estrogen-talk while you’re in the bathroom doing fuck knows what. Leaving us to wait on your fucking ass to start.” Sico growls out.
“Put your dick in your mouth and suck it, big-mouth.” Ransom walks to an empty chair next to C.Rash and sits, scraping the chair legs across the floor. “I just got a call. That fucker Todd, Ridley’s brother, is denying everything. He gave some bullshit story to the cops about how she sends Goodwill payments to him for his help starting the store then stepping aside to give her ownership. He claims she gives him the money freely and shit. He slimed up the story, acting all innocent. The police are still taking Ridley seriously. Now that she’s submitted everything, combined with witness statements and all, it’s still a he said, she said story, but Ridley’s case is somewhat stronger.”
He turns his gaze to me. “Sorry, Ty. Those boys in blue can’t do shit unless he does something stupid. And unfortunately, it’ll probably be too late by then. So that’s why we’re here, right? We’re gonna handle the fucker the right way so he never has the chance.”
All of my brothers slap the table in agreement. When the noise dies down, I seize the moment to make my announcement.
Raising my voice, I inform my brothers. “My ol’lady made Nerd hack into the system to fix everything…” Rising to my feet, I place both hands on the table. “Standing before you is a fucking married man. So…”
I don’t even get to finish my statement before I’m surrounded by my brothers, getting man hugs and back slaps from all.
“She claimed you brother, did I hear that right? You didn’t set that shit up, but her?” Pokey swallows, clearly due to the amount of emotion that seep out of his words.
Fuck, this shit is hard on him. With everything going on with Orianna, he’s been lost for months. Now here I am, rubbing my happiness in his face and not thinking things through.
With regret in my voice, I let him know how I feel. “Sorry, man. I didn’t think. I know it’s fucking hard with,” 
Before I can finish the sentence, his huge hand grabs the nape of my neck. Bringing our foreheads together, he squeezes my neck hard while he eyeballs me. “Don’t fucking excuse yourself for something so fucking beautiful. I’m thankful and happy for you, my brother. I won’t rest until I’ve found mine, so shut your fucking mouth already and give me a hug.”
Fuck, this guy is a tank and there is nothing mushy about wrapping your arms around this guy and giving him a huge slap on the back. I hear a noise and it sounds suspiciously like…fuck, I hope to God. 
“Fuck. You did that with your mouth, right?” I mumble while I push him away. There’s that noise again. “Dude, don’t make your ass answer my fucking question.” 
I take a few steps back but the smell of those two farts is spreading through church at lightning speed, eliciting complaints from all of my brothers who have to endure the God-awful smell.
“All right boys, let’s just keep an eye on things. We need two brothers on Ridley at all times. I’ll contact Deeds and see if Broken Deeds MC can throw a few lines out, maybe they can help out in any way with that Todd guy. Now, get the fuck out because I need some clean fucking air. Motherfucker. My mind is shriveling up from inhaling that shit.” Zack stumbles for the door as the rest of my brothers run out after him.
My wife is leaning against the bar, sandwiched between Blue and Everleigh. Even though that girl is like a female Sico, she’s flipped a one-eighty when it comes to me. Before I told her about Ridley, she was all over me. Now? She’s respecting my space, fucking respecting me, and even more so, respecting Ridley. 
When I mentioned it to Zack before we went into church, he told me she was the same with Nerd and Blue. That right there shows the level of respect that earns her the privilege to be in our world at all times. She’s not like any ho that gives her ass to any free dick in here and gets thrown out when the party is over.
My thoughts scramble when I hear Sico’s voice. “What the fuck are you doing here?”
Everleigh’s eyes narrow to slits. “Nothing that concerns you. Go find some cunt to put your mouth on so you can stop fixating on me.”
Sico’s lips twist in an ugly, furious snarl. “I don’t put my tongue on cunts. That would mean I’m gifting an orgasm or a fuck, and that right there isn’t my M.O.”
She lightly chuckles and the subtle sound raises the hairs on my neck. “Oh, I’m aware of your failure to please. Now run along, pretty boy, ‘cause I think I just found someone who looks capable of giving me an orgasm or two,” Everleigh croons as she steps in front of Ransom.
Her index finger trails along his chest. The moment she stands on her toes to take his lips, a deadly voice slides through the air. A hand reaches to grab her wrist and she’s dragged away from Ransom.
“Listen up, and listen good. No one will ever put their dick near your cunt, ass, or mouth again.” Sico is spitting fire from his eyes while Everleigh yanks her wrist from his grip.
“You don’t have a say in what guys do or don’t to me and you sure as hell have no say in what dick, any dick slides into my body.” She slams a fist in his chest to punctuate her angry words.
He doesn’t even move.  Or blink for that matter. His reply is so cold, I can feel the chill in the air “Brothers, I hereby claim Everleigh as my ol’lady.”
A grin that shows no signs of affection, anger, or respect washes over his face. The only thing visible is satisfaction that his statement is clear and that he is getting the final say.
“I am no one’s fucking lady. That bullshit doesn’t fly with me, asshole.” She doesn’t even seem affected by his claim. She steps toward Ransom again, but he takes three steps back.
Holding up his hands, he looks her straight in the eyes. “Sorry, ma’am. A claim has been made.”
She screams in frustration. Sico bellows out his laughter. Turning on her heel, she kicks back and swings her knee forward, connecting with Sico’s dick. Strangling for breath, he doubles over.
“Laugh all you want, fucker. The dicks in this MC aren’t the only ones running around in this fucked-up world. I’ll be having one shoved up so deep inside me, I will be screaming out in pleasure before this hour is through. And hey…” She leans down next to his ear. “I’ll be thinking of you while I let another man bring me to orgasm.” She walks to the door and throws out, “Have a nice life, fuckers! I won’t be seeing any of you again since my fucking days here are over.”
“You can’t fuck anyone else, bitch! We’re married, biker style. That means I have eyes everywhere.”Sico growls.
She pauses long enough to look back. “So that means your bouncing from cunt to cunt days are over too? Or are you a true believer of the fairyland you just created?”
We all watch, stunned, as she saunters out of the clubhouse. 
Zack breaks the silence. “What. The actual. Fuck. Dude?”
“Yeah, and why did she have to fucking mention fairyland?” Pokey rubs a hand over his face.
I see Sico flinch and there’s something in his eyes I’ve never seen before. Trying to understand his actions, I ask, “And why did you claim her when you don’t have any intentions of getting an ol’lady, huh? You could have just taken it to the table to avoid having her around or letting other bikers fuck her. She’s lived up to the trust line that places her above the ho’s, so I’m fucking sure Zack would agree, as all of us would, to not touch her.”
He shrugs. “I won’t ever have an ol’lady so it was a fast and easy way to handle it. Nothing more, nothing less.”
More of my brothers break in spitting words at him while my focus slips to Ridley. She’s holding her phone and the look on her face pulls at my heart.
Right when I’m about to close the distance between us, Pokey bellows,
“Fucking stop with your ‘I know better bullshit.’ Respect his decision and leave the guy alone.” To emphasize his words and make his voice heard, he grabs a barstool and smashes it to pieces to the ground.
Everybody is gawking at him, shocked.
Zack clears his throat. “Alright then. You heard the man, carry on.” He gives Pokey a pointed stare. “You’re gonna pay for that. New one by the end of the day. Cleanup is yours too. Clear?”
Pokey’s nose points to the floor in one swift move before he turns to grab the pieces off the floor.
Taking a few steps, I grab Ridley’s hand and bring her phone into view. She still has it unlocked, so I see the message that got her upset. It’s her brother. The fucker is pleading for her to come to him because he’s regretting the things he did. It’s a long message with a whole lot of nothing. Empty words that end with ‘I am only going to ask you one last favor. Split what we built together so I can leave you alone.’
I can barely contain my anger. Before I crush the phone in my hand, I slide it back into her pocket. Tilting her gaze toward me, I see her conflicting emotions. I need to make sure she knows that what he’s saying is utter bullshit.
“You know he’s lying, right? He’s never going to stop. He’s only gonna want more and more until there’s nothing left.” 
She takes in my words and yet they don’t seem to hit home. Fuck.
“Ridley,” I snap and that seems to draw her eyebrows down in annoyance.
“Don’t you fucking dare think you owe that fucker. He is trying to play the fucking guilt card with the ‘what we built up together’ bullshit. You’ve told me. Jean’s told me. I know for damn sure the fucker never had anything to do with the store other than lift a few boxes. He was not the one with the idea. Not the one with the drive or the business plan. Not the fucking one who took the step to open the shop and clearly not the one who made it into the success that it is because the fucker was done lifting boxes before the store even opened its doors. So stop. Right fucking now. You’re the one with all the talent, not him. He’s playing on your guilt, on your money, and on your whole fucking life.”
Turning, I bellow out my frustration. “Fuck!”
Spinning around, I step toward Zack. “Can you keep an eye on my ol’lady? I need to handle something.
Dams walks up next to Zack. “We got this. Take Ransom and C.Rash to cover your ass in case you need backup or fucking witnesses or some shit.”
My prez nods at Dams’ words. “Yeah, listen to your VP. We’ll be right here, brother.”
Delicate fingers wrap around my forearm. “Don’t go. Please, I know you’re right… I just let him get to me. It’s…”
My mouth covers hers and I swallow the rest of her words. It’s a fucked-up thing. The only family she’s got is that fucker of a brother who treats her like his own personal ATM. She’s mine now, and I protect what’s mine.
Her eyes are still closed when I pull away. Yeah, I kissed her breathless, that’s for sure. When I chuckle, her gorgeous eyes flash open, and she slaps my chest.
“Shut it. Just hurry back to me.” She sways that tight ass over to Blue and starts to talk. 
I hear Orianna’s name drop and my gaze slides to Pokey. He’s sweeping up the last of the trashed barstool and isn’t aware they’re talking about the girl that’s missing from his life. I shake my head at the problems that needs to be saved for another day. First, I need to have a little talk with my brother-in-law.
 



Chapter 14
 
***Ridley***
 
Dams and Zack brought me, Nerd, and Blue back to Tyler’s house. Well, it’s actually my house now too, so I need to drop the ‘Tyler’ in front of it and start calling it what it is; our home. It’s very intense to see how Tyler has this whole family that has complete trust in each other. Just ask and they will do anything they possibly can to make good on their promise. It's the simple things, like access to his home. It seems completely normal they know the code and make themselves at home. 
Zack and Dams are in the living room, giving us girls the space around the kitchen table to gossip. Blue is very quiet, and I can’t put my finger on why, but she looks a bit pale. When I mentioned it, she brushed me off by saying she must have caught a bug or something.
“Have you made any plans yet for the wedding? Zack has been bugging you for ages to set a date. Since me and Ridley skipped the whole shebang…you can’t though, being the Prez's ol’lady and all.” Nerd beams in victory.
Yeah, Nerd is an interesting one.  She’s the total opposite of social, meaning super introverted, and yet I’ve noticed that when she’s surrounded by the club members, it’s like she wants to hug them all at the same time. It appears that Dams is either a really good influence or she's embraced the loving family feeling this club radiates.
Blue’s eyes go all big and wide as she jumps off the stool and races for the bathroom. Nerd’s gaze catches mine, and then the pieces click into place. 
“Shit,” I whisper.
“Holy shit,” Nerd adds as we both run for the bathroom.
I reach in the cabinet for a washcloth to run under some cold water in the sink. Nerd scoops up Blue’s hair and holds it back while she dry heaves over the toilet.
“Why didn’t you say anything?” Nerd scolds.
Blue groans. “Because I wasn’t sure. I have the test in my purse, but I didn’t have the time or the nerve to check. I mean... Shit. I can’t be pregnant, right?”
“You’re sucking up his cum like it’s an open bar at a bachelorette party. Tell me you’re not that ignorant.” Nerd is still scolding her like a worried mother.
“I know. It’s just… With everything that happened, I never thought…” She wipes her mouth with some toilet paper and stands up. Gladly accepting the cold cloth, she wipes her whole face and neck. “Never mind. I’ll take the test. Oh, God. Zack. I can’t face him right now. He was worried I was sick and wanted to keep me in bed today. I can’t even think…”
I put my hand on her shoulder. “Don’t worry about that right now. I’ll go grab your purse so you can pee on a stick. Wait for the results. Then worry about how to deal with everything. I know I haven't been with you guys that long, but the way most of those guys are… Family comes first, so something tells me your ol’man is going to be ecstatic about being a daddy, don’t you think?”
A smile appears on her face. “You’re right. He wants five, or so he told me. It’s just that we lost our little girl when I was a few months pregnant.”
The smile slips from her face. I wrap my arms around her, pull her close, and mumble in her ear. “I'm sorry. I heard about that. But somehow, I think you’re going to be one hell of a strong mom because of it.” She shakes in my arms.
“I’m gonna grab her purse. Be right back.” Nerd softly states as she slips out of the bathroom.
“You’ll be fine, Blue. You’re gonna pee on that stick and then embrace the next step forward. The only thing you need to worry about is getting over that morning sickness because puking is awful. Oh man… I’d rather shit myself then throw up every day.” 
She shakes again in my arms, though this time it’s from laughter. I can’t help but join in. When Nerd walks in, her eyes ping-pong from Blue to me and back.
“What? What did I miss?” She questions.
Blue snorts. “Ridley would rather shit herself then puke.”
Nerd seems to think it over and tilts her head. “I might agree to that. I hate puking.”
Blue holds on to her stomach. “Oh stop, you guys, I might pee my pants first.”
“No, no, no.” I wave a finger in front of her. “No pee in your pants. Stick, yes. Pants, no.”
Nerd slaps Blue’s purse against my arm. “Oh, stop it before she actually pees and we have to wait for her to make more pee.”
Blue crosses her legs and rips the purse from Nerd’s hand. “Gimme that.”
She furiously searches in her bag, grabs the package, and rips it open. “Out.” She waves her hand as Nerd and I step into the hallway to let her pee on the stick in private.
Nerd studies my face. “This is a good thing for her and Zack.” 
“I know.” I'm smiling inside and out. 
Blue was a former kick boxing champion. Several years ago, she was in a match and she lost. Then she also lost her baby because she got kicked in the stomach. If she‘d known she was pregnant at the time, she would have never stepped in that ring. For the longest time, she blamed herself, until Zack convinced her she wasn’t to blame. Both were crushed by the tragic string of events. Oh, who am I kidding? Even my heart clenched when I heard about their past.
I close my eyes and hope the next few minutes bring good news. They deserve this kind of happiness.
The door opens and she’s holding out the stick. “I can’t look.” She simply states.
“Oh, for the love of God, you chicken.” Nerd grabs the stick and I lean forward.
We both stare at the pee-soaked stick as one line appears after another.
“Yeah, you are no longer one person, bitch. You’re gonna pop out a kid in a few months.” Nerd beams and so do I.
Blue screams and launches herself at us. Even Nerd is holding on tight. Zack and Dams come running down the hall, their faces filled with concern.
“What the fuck is going on?” Zack bellows as he digs through our arms to pull his ol’lady free. 
Dams is doing the same until he notices the stick in Nerd’s hand. As happiness washes over his features, Nerd puts her free hand to his face. “No, no I’m not… yet… it’s Blue’s, not mine.”
She gasps as she realizes she just spilled the beans. We all look at Zack.
His stare is frozen on Blue. I’m having a hard time reading him because he’s the perfect resemblance of a human statue.
“Zack?” Blue whispers, as though unsure about what to say or do next.
His voice is rough and determined. “Is it true? You’re? We’re?”
Blue gives him a sweet smile and a slight movement of her head is enough verification. Zack’s got a ferocious look in his eyes, and I’m pretty sure that’s the reason why she takes a step back. He doesn’t let her take another one before he reaches out and tugs her tight against his body. He wraps his arms tightly around her body and buries his face in her hair. 
Swaying her softly back and forth, both of their shoulders shake as Blue sniffles and sobs. Knowing it’s because of happiness, I smile as Nerd takes my hand. The three of us quietly slip away to the living room to give them time alone.
Dams stares at the ground with his hands in his pockets. Nerd has her arms crossed in front of her chest, and she’s clearly not happy with Dams’ jump to conclusion. I feel like a third wheel. It's clear that they need their own moment, so I head for the kitchen, signaling to Nerd that I’ll be out of her way for a moment. She smiles in thanks before she wraps her arms around her man. He pulls her close and buries his face in her hair.
A slow smile forms on my face as warmth fills my body. I’ve got that precious thing too, the unconditioned love and warmth that I've craved without even realizing it. Tyler’s someone I can lean on without question or reservation. I regret pushing him away for months. We could have been so much more ahead in our relationship, but looking back, it worked out for the best.
If only the threat of my brother screwing things up for me could disappear so I could fully focus on us, without looking over my shoulder for trouble that might come my way. I pour myself a cup of coffee as I hear the front door.
Muffled voices in the living room sound like a greeting. I hear footsteps and recognize the sound of biker boots, and I know they belong to Tyler. I blow over my cup and glance over to the door. “Hey.” 
“Hey, yourself.” He replies as his eyes twinkle.
He stalks over to me, and it’s then that I notice the cuts on his knuckles. Tyler follows my line of vision and when our eyes meet, I see him bracing himself for my reaction. I wait for my emotions to rise up. Worry, about my brother, about Tyler, something… except there’s just happiness in knowing Tyler can handle everything. Does everything for me. Knowing that little fact makes me want to pull him close and kiss the living shit out of him.
I close the distance and do just that. His mouth doesn’t move for the first few seconds, clearly uncertain why I don’t even question him. But then his tongue meets mine and he walks me back against the wall next to the stove.
He pulls back and leans his forehead against mine. “You okay? Listen, I need you to know…”
My hand reaches up and with one finger on his lips, I silence him. “What you have to do to move us forward, to protect me, us. We will kill the things we love if we keep doubting everything and question every move. I trust you. Completely. So we don’t have to waste words on how you handled my brother right now, okay?”
“Fuck, I must have done something right in this world to get a woman so loving and thoughtful.” He takes my mouth in a demanding kiss but pulls back all too soon.
“Why is everyone divided? You’re here alone. Dams and Nerd are in the living room. I didn’t even see Zack and Blue, but Dams told me they were back near the bathroom.” He looks a little freaked out.
Leaning in I whisper. “Blue’s pregnant and she just found out. Nerd was holding the stick Blue peed on, so Dams thought Nerd was pregnant and I think he’s disappointed because she’s not.”
“Wow.” He looks a little dumbstruck.
“Yeah, that’s why I gave them some space. Besides, I needed coffee. I’m glad you’re here, though. Now they can go home and be together. I’m sure with the look Nerd had on her face and Dams’ presumptions… Yeah, I bet they’re gonna work harder now.” Tyler tickles my sides, making me giggle.
“You think so, huh?” His fingers tighten on my waist. He leans in and nips my shoulder. “How about we practice some more too?”
My head tilts to give him more access. “Hmmhmmm, practice makes perfect. But I’m not ready to start popping things out of certain places.”
His lips freeze above my skin. “All in good time, Zorro.” His tongue traces a path down to my collarbone.
“Blue said Zack wanted five kids.” I pant at the tingling feeling he sets off inside me.
He chuckles, his breath hot on my body. “We’ll see it through one at a time, okay? Practice makes perfect so that’s what we’ll focus on right now.”
His hands slide to my ass and lift me up, I wrap my legs around his waist, connecting my ankles to keep him close. Rotating his pelvis, I feel a hard bulge rubbing delightfully against my core. My phone starts to ring and we both groan in discontent.
Tyler steps back from the wall and my legs slide down so I can stand and retrieve my phone from my pocket. 
With frustration clearly in my voice, I answer. “Ridley… wait, what?... Stay there, Jean. We’ll be there, hang up and call the cops, okay?... Okay…Okay.”
After hanging up, I bury my phone in my front pocket. As I head for the door,  I blaze out the headlines of the phone call. “Todd threatened Jean over the phone. He told Jean he’d burn the place down if he didn’t get me down there within the next hour.”
Tyler grabs my arm and spins me around. “There’s a prospect keeping watch in front of the store…I’ll,”
“No. I’m coming with you. You can bring whoever you want, but I won’t risk Jean and I’m not letting you handle this by yourself.” The tone of my voice leaves no room for argument, and thank God Tyler understands.
His hand grips mine, and he laces our fingers together. He takes the lead and calls out for Ransom and C.Rash while everyone gathers in the living room. Dams has his arm wrapped possessively around Nerd’s waist. Zack mirrors the exact same pose with Blue.
Tyler looks at his Prez. “Todd threatened Jean to burn the place down if Ridley doesn’t show. We’re heading over…”
“We need to…” Zack gets three words out before Dams cuts him off.
“Fuck no, Prez. You and your ol’lady come first now. There’s a reason you have a VP, and right now Blue needs you. Look at her.”
All eyes go to Blue, who’s deathly pale. Clearly, she needs to rest up. Guilt swamps me and I need to voice my thoughts. I mumble softly to Tyler, “Blue doesn’t need this mess. We can handle it, right?”
Tyler nods and squeezes my hand. “Okay, listen up. Ridley told Jean to call the cops and we don’t want a whole invasion. I’ve got what?” He glances over to Ransom and C.Rash. “One prospect already in front of the store…Two brothers and myself. With the cops on the way, that’s enough, right?”
Zack looks like he’s about to object, but then glances at his VP. Dams nods, and Zack returns his attention to Tyler.
“Calix and Bruce were gonna hit the gym. Sico ought to be there too. They should still be across the street from her store. I’ll text them so you’ll have backup. Call if you need more, and let me know when everything’s settled.” Zack’s eyes hit Blue. “Now let’s get you home and into bed.”
 
 



Chapter 15
 
***Tyler***
 
 My stomach twists in knots as we get closer to the store. I don’t know why I let her come along. Scratch that…I do know. This is something she needs to do. And I need to trust her. I’m just very thankful she didn’t run off and try to be a hero on her own. The knowledge fails to relax my nerves as we stand in the tiny store. Todd hasn’t made an appearance. 
Yet. 
“Maybe it was just a hoax. You know, all bark and no bite.” C.Rash states as he walks out the front door to where Bruce and Calix are standing in front of the window talking to two police officers. 
“Could be.” Ransom adds. 
I shrug my shoulders as Ridley walks back to me. Jean is standing behind the counter and his eyes are fixated on Ransom and Sico. As if he can feel the stare, Ransom glances over at Jean and winks.
Ransom turns his gaze back to me and raises his chin in acknowledgement. “I’ll wait outside. Looks to me like pretty boy here has everything under control.”
Sico speaks up. “I’ll join you, since that pretty boy you just mentioned gives me the fucking willies.”
He visibly shivers as Ridley laughs. 
Taking her hand, I drag her along with me, leaving Jean to handle the store. It’s a slow day and there aren’t any customers, which isn’t a surprise. Ridley told me the store is more of a meeting point for collectors in the comic world, and most of her sales are made through her online shop.
I’ve got Ridley's back plastered to my chest with my arms tight around her while we stand in a circle talking with my brothers. Sico curses and we all follow his line of sight. Across the street we all see a guy leaning toward Everleigh. It appears somewhat innocent, he’s clearly going for a simple kiss on the cheek. Except she puts a hand on his chest and shakes her head no. The guy takes her hand off his chest and gives it a kiss before he walks away. 
When he’s out the door Everleigh wipes her hand on her pants while her gaze zips across the street where she catches all of us staring. The smile slips from her face when her eyes lock with Sico’s.
The tense moment is interrupted by a scream coming from inside the store. As we  turn, another scream pierces the air. We all freeze. Todd is standing in the middle of the store with Jean on his knees in front of him. The black eye, amongst other things I gave him earlier, is clearly visible.
Todd's fist is wrapped tightly in Jean's hair. With his free hand, he's gripping a white bottle with a flip top. Something about the way he's holding it makes me nervous. The shape of the bottle is familiar, and breathing deeply, I catch the unmistakable scent of lighter fluid.
“Let him go, Todd. This is stupid. Look,” Ridley sweeps her arm back to point at the two officers. “The cops are standing right there! You're in a whole different mess now. Come on, Jean has nothing to do with this, please.”
“It’s not stupid, Ridley. Don’t you see? You were the one who was stupid. Giving it to him. All those millions while he had all that money already. Why didn’t you give it to me, huh? Always the greedy one, weren’t you? All you ever did was care for this stupid store. You gave me nothing.” Todd shouts as his hand jerks Jean’s head painfully with every twist.
I can sense that Ridley wants to take a step forward. I tighten my hold on her, my fingers digging in to her skin. She glances at me before her attention beelines back to Todd. Her eyes are blazing with a fury that sends a shiver through my body.
“What the hell are you talking about? I gave you nothing? I gave you everything. Everything! First, I thought you needed the money to get on your feet, start something for yourself. But then you chose to be a leech, sucking everything from my life. Throwing my money away and coming back for more. What did I ever do to you to deserve the torment you put me through?” Her chest is heaving, and I’m sure she’s trying to keep her ground.
“You never saw me. Me. I love you. My entire life I’ve loved you, and only you, but you didn’t see me. Didn’t want me.” He throws out in disgust.
Ridley looks confused. “I did love you, Todd. You’re my only family, my brother.”
“That’s fucking it, Ridley. Brother. That’s all you ever saw in me, family. Instead it was just you and me in this world…alone, together, you and me. I loved you for you, for the woman you are. But you didn’t want me.” His voice cracks as if it’s a torment he’s lived with all his life.
“I think I’m gonna throw up.” Ridley gasps in horror as she stares at her brother.  The brother who just clearly voiced his desire to be her lover.
“Now you ruined me by marrying that douche right over there. Like I said; you didn’t have enough millions and needed his too? Don’t you see how selfish you are? Your greed blinded you to what was right in front of you!” Todd bellows.
He waves his hand in the air while squeezing the bottle, spraying the accelerant all over the store. He releases his grip on Jean's hair and then pulls his arm back and strikes the other man hard on the side of his face. Jean crumbles to the ground and doesn’t move.
Again I tighten my hold as Ridley tries to rush forward. She pulls on my hand, but I won’t fucking budge. We’re standing in the doorway and he’s got fucking accelerant all over the place.  All over the store that’s packed with paper. Stacks and stacks of paper. This whole place could light up within seconds.
I’m sure that’s the fucking reason nobody is moving. All of us are standing on the outside, not willing to go in. The cops are talking quietly, throwing out orders that sound pretty muffled at this moment. Sirens wail in the distance, which means they must have called for backup and, hopefully, the fire department. 
The fucker aims the bottle and squirts it straight at Ridley. The overwhelming smell hits my nose as fear grips my heart. She’s drenched. Jean stumbles up and knocks the bottle from Todd’s hands, spilling the fluid all over Todd’s legs in the process. 
He punches Jean in the jaw, knocking him unconscious. As he falls back to the floor, Todd reaches in his pocket and pulls out a silver Zippo lighter.
Sico’s voice calls out next to me. “Get her the fuck out of here, Ty.”
I don’t think twice. I grab her by the waist and drag her out, kicking and screaming for Jean. It’s fucking selfish but I need to get her to safety. Glancing over my shoulder, I see Todd pull his hand back and slide the open Zippo over his leg. Unaware his pants are drenched with accelerant…or maybe he just doesn’t care… he flicks the lighter, and the spark ignites his pants. His whole body goes up in flames within seconds, spreading to the comics and papers beside him. I race to the street while Sico runs into the flames.
Everleigh screams and runs past me. Calix manages to catch her before she reaches the door and has to brace himself to keep her from lunging into the burning store. One of those huge fire engines pulls up to the curb, and men jump out and break into action to save the store. Holding our breath, we watch the door, and then breathe a sigh of relief when Sico stumbles out of the store carrying Jean. He continues to carry the still unconscious man toward the ambulance that’s parked a safe distance from the burning building. 
Water streams from hoses as police and more emergency personnel gather. Calix finally lets go of Everleigh. She runs straight to Sico and punches him in the face.
“Fuck you, you asshole. Don’t ever pull a fucking stunt like that again.” She blazes. Turning on her heel, she runs back into the tattoo shop. Sico is just as stunned as are we by her actions. 
People around us busy themselves with saving the store, checking Jean and making sure everyone stays safe and in place. My arms are still wrapped tight around Ridley, refusing to let her go.
She’s shaking. I can’t even begin to imagine what she’s going through right now. Her store and her life’s work are up in flames. Then there’s her brother with his fucked-up confession, stabbing deep cuts in her heart. And to know he’s burned alive in her store? Fuck.
Stroking her raven hair, I thank heaven and earth that I have her in my arms this very second. One fucking flame and all of this could have gone so fucking wrong. Realization hits. She’s still covered in fucking lighter fluid, and standing at a safe distance doesn’t settle my nerves any longer.
“Yo, Ransom.” Ransom catches my gaze. 
“Tell those cops we’re heading over to Blue’s. Ridley’s covered in accelerant, and I need to get her out of these fucking clothes and into the shower.”
He waves a hand. “Go man, hurry the fuck up.”
Ransom pulls up his phone and types away before tucking it back and turning his attention back to the scene, I know he’s gonna handle shit. Bending down, I scoop Ridley up and make my way to Blue’s apartment. Thankfully it’s across the street.
I’m not even at the door before it opens. Zack is standing in the doorway, pointing behind him. “The shower is down the hall. I put some of Blue’s clothes inside for her.”
He must have seen my confused look.
“Ransom shot me a message. I was standing in front of the window so I saw you coming, okay? Now go take care of your woman, Ty.”
I nod in appreciation before I make my way to the bathroom. Once inside, I set her on her feet and strip away her clothes. Her gaze is distant. Stepping away from her, I turn on the water and make sure it’s not too hot or too cold.
That’s when I feel her hands on my cut. She slowly slides it off and I let her strip the rest of my clothes. Stepping underneath the warm spray, we hold onto each other while the water seems to wash away her frozen-in-memory look.
“Thank you.” She mumbles.
Stunned at her words, I need to know. “Why?”
She lifts her head to meet my gaze. “For getting me out. He wanted to burn me alive and you wouldn’t let him.”
I hug her tight. “If it weren’t for Sico,”
“Yeah, remind me to thank him later, although you’re the one who pulled me out.” Her voice cracks. “Jean?” 
Oh shit. She was tucked into my chest.
“Sico got him out, babe. He’s on his way to the hospital. We’ll call when we get out of the shower, okay?” She relaxes even more against me.
“My brother really was fucked-up in the head, wasn’t he?” She questions.
“Yeah.” That’s my only reply. I can’t even begin to form words. For one, I’m glad the fucker is gone, and fuck… I don’t even want to think how bad or worse all of this could have gone. I hate could've-would've-should've situations.
“Would you think less of me if I said I’m glad it’s over?” Her words are barely noticeable above the rushing water.
“Not a chance in hell, Zorro. I’m fucking glad it’s over too. Although it sucks you lost your store.” She sucks in a breath. Fuck. Just great, dumbass… remind her of the other hit she took.
Her arms smooth up and down my back. “Well…now might be a good time to tell you that most of my valuable inventory is stocked elsewhere.”
That fucking sneaky woman of mine. “Yeah? That’s fucking brilliant.” 
She chuckles. “I told you the store is more of a meeting point for collectors. Most of my sales are made online and my customers always call or email for special stuff. So I keep it locked away for many reasons. I’m sure we lost a lot of good stuff that was stored in my apartment…”
She needs to stop thinking over things right now. I grab a sponge and squirt some shit on it that smells like honey and cream. As I softly massage her, she releases a moan.
“Oh, fuck no. You have to cut that shit out. I can’t fuck you right now. Not to mention the fact we’re in my Prez’s shower, okay?” 
She turns around and actually pouts.  Puppy dog eyes, bottom lip out, pouts. Fuck, that’s adorable.
“Does that mean I don’t get to soap you up?”
Oh, for the love of God.
 



Chapter 16
 
***Ridley***
 
The last three days have been rough. Going back to the store the day after it happened, and seeing half of it burned was heartbreaking. I’m very lucky the fire department managed to save the other half and the apartment above it, but it still needs weeks of work before I will be able to open again.
That should give Jean enough time to recover from his injuries. I wouldn’t dream of starting over without him. I’ve made him a full partner, and I was very happy to learn he only had a few minor burns and a little smoke inhalation. The doctors were more concerned about the concussion from the two blows Todd gave him than anything else.
I feel a hand on my ass and turn to slap it away. Tyler chuckles as he pulls me against his body and brings our lips together. When he ends the kiss, he rubs his nose softly against mine.
“I kinda hoped it was a dream come true, but come on, babe…spill some words, let me know what you think.” His voice is barely a whisper while he looks around us.
We’re standing in our bedroom. Or as I prefer to call it, my all-time favorite room ever. Tyler's been secretly working on this project and I was not allowed to sneak a peek. He even banned me from stepping through the door for a few days. 
I resisted the urge to be bad and peek because he seemed so desperate to surprise me. He did more than that… he rendered me speechless. Walking over, I brush my fingers along the wall. Actually, it’s more than a wall; it’s a huge comic display. All four walls display a fighting scene. My favorite characters are literally plastered everywhere. Thor, Captain America, the Hulk… tears burn in my eyes while I take it all in.
He’s placed a table for me to work on my comics, along with a chair that’s practically made out of comic fabric. So I can sit and sketch. The tri-fold screen in the corner stands out, grabbing my attention. Three rows of four comics…it’s too much. I drop my eyes to the floor, gasping when I realize that I’m standing on pages of comics. Oh. My. God. The whole floor is covered. He really went all out.
“It’s too much… I went overboard with this shit, didn’t I?” His pained voice finally registers. 
Whirling around, I launch myself into his arms. While peppering him with kisses, I try to make coherent sentences “I love it. Absolutely love, love, love it. Best present ever. Can we have sex in it? Like right now? Oh, you are totally getting lucky because I need to…” 
“Stop! Reign that shit in. We don’t wanna see it.” Pokey’s voice rings out.
Glancing around Tyler, I see Pokey standing in the doorway. One of his hands is covering his eyes, while the other is fisting Sico’s shirt like he needs to balance himself.
“Shit. I forgot you guys were here for a moment.” I grumble.
Tyler chuckles. “Let’s get this over with so we can get back here as soon as possible, okay?”
My lips feather against his. “Sounds like a plan.” 
We all walk out toward the garage and head for Tyler’s car. We're having a huge BBQ tonight and we need supplies. The drive to the store doesn’t seem to take long since my mind is still back inside our bedroom. I can’t believe he did that.  Custom walls, custom floor. He made our room so special, just for me…for us…
There’s a knock on my window and I realize we’re in the parking lot. Everleigh is waving at me and grabs the door handle. She turned out to be a real sweetheart and I’m glad she hasn’t let Sico run her off. Even though they butt heads on a regular basis, they mainly stay out of each other’s way.
“Hey. Your eyes were glassed over like you were a million miles away, girl!” She giggles.
“Oh, I was…right inside my bedroom.” I croon. Oh, yeah…I’m getting hot and heavy over my bedroom. 
“Well then…sounds like his plan worked. He got Jean to help him out and even asked me for some advice. Although he didn’t need it in the end, considering he did most of it himself. Your man is devoted, like 'kiss the comic-plastered ground you walk on' devoted.” Everleigh barely manages to finish her sentence before we both laugh out loud. 
She links her arm with mine, and we walk inside the store. The guys grab a few carts since we need a lot of stuff to feed an army of hungry bikers. It doesn’t take a lot of time to fill them up to the brim since Everleigh made a list. 
“What more do you need?” Tyler asks. “We’ve got a lot of stuff in the carts already.”
I glance at the cart Pokey is pushing and see pineapples on top of the pile of groceries. “Brown sugar. I want to roll the pineapples in them and then wrap them up in foil. That’s the last thing we need for the BBQ…. I think.”
He groans. “You think?”
“Uh, huh… yeah. I’m sure.” My gaze sweeps to Sico. “Hey, you. Do we need anything else?”
He looks at the carts that are filled to the brim. “Nah, woman. I think you got everything and then some.”
“Oh, I know, we forgot limes. We need extra for shots, remember?” Everleigh walks up from behind Pokey.
I smile at her right before Tyler nuzzles my neck.
“Aw, aren’t they adorable? The way he wants to devour her.” Everleigh croons.
Her remark makes my smile widen.
“I should have devoured you. I totally regret that.” Sico says, and Everleigh’s gaze flicks in his direction. Her face goes soft for a moment before he adds, “I regret it because now you won’t shut the fuck up.”
“Asshole.” She fumes and walks past me.
“You really are a huge one, you know that, right?” I add and he just nods in agreement.
“I got it.” Pokey says as he lets go of the cart and heads after Everleigh.
I can’t just let Pokey handle her alone. She’s clearly hurt, although she tries to put on a brave front. I hear Tyler telling off Sico while I chase after Pokey and Everleigh. She’s made it out to the parking lot and is headed toward her car, which is parked next to Tyler’s. But instead of chasing after Everleigh, Pokey turns and heads in a completely different direction. 
Fixing my eyes on the scene in front of me, I can’t seem to move.  Sliding my fingers over my open mouth to cover my shock I stand and watch the scene unfold in front of me. Orianna is standing stock still in front of Pokey. Her lips are curled around her teeth as tears shimmer in her eyes. Pokey is the only one who moves as he bends forward, his hands gathering up the little bundle she was holding just a second before.
“He’s fucking mine, isn’t he, Spiky?” His voice is filled with determination.
Orianna nods as tears stream over her cheeks.
“What’s my son’s name, Orianna?” 
She flinches at the tone of his voice. Her voice a whisper, she says, “Austin.” 
“Austin.” Pokey states in obvious exasperation.
 “Yes, I asked Blue to have Nerd find out your real name so I could,”
“They fucking knew and nobody fucking told me? All of you double fucking crossing cunts.” He turns away from her, still holding the baby. Spinning back he leans down into her personal space.
Orianna braces herself for the fury we’re both afraid he’s going to unleash.
“Get in the car.” He tells her softly.
“What?” She gasps.
“Get. In. The. Fucking. Car.” He growls.
The baby grabs Pokey’s nose and taps it with his tiny hand. Austin’s laughter rings out as Pokey strokes his son’s cheek.
Orianna steps back. “What are you doing?” Her voice trembles.
“What I should have done months ago. Taking what’s mine. Now get in the fucking car.”
 
THE END
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